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others felt sure that the Lord Mayor of London was really at the bottom of the transaction. Some shook their heads and said it was a 


fos said it was Beaconsfield who began it, others averred it was Gladstone. Some thought the Emperor of Russia had a hand in it, 
sad day for England, while others swore by the sword of their fathers that Conservatism and the good cause had once again placed us in 


the van of nations. 
‘‘ Ahem!” said Lord Chief Jestice Fun, as he begged leave to interfere for one moment; “let's hope they haven't made a trifling mis- 


take, and placed us in the cart.” 

But the disputants, never heeding this frivolous and trifling interruption, went on, and gradually it was whispered that the Jews were 
“in it,’ and that they would never rest until Ben Beaky was crowned King of the Chosen People after the rest of the nation had been 
annexed by Russia. And when it began to be rumoured that Ben had said, looking at the Regalia in the Tower, that it, boing all second-hand, 
would be just the correct and appropriately figurative thing for his coronation, even the most cautious in the land began at last to fathom 
what for fifty years had been a great inscrutable and Hebrew mystery. Then and only then it began to dawn upon them how it was that the 
butchery of ‘white men” had been but a joke, and the blood of Christian babes and mothers cried aloud for nought beyond an ex- 


Parliamentary epigram. 
There were even now differences of opinion as to who was in the right, and still obstinate people who would not be convinced. But as 
these are always about and are likely to remain. during our time at all events, we can dismiss this portion of the Great and apparently never- 


ending Dispute, with the remark that, 

Everybody was agreed there was going to be War. Nobody knew exactly why or wherefore, but there was no doubt it was to be War. 
Nobody knew whether we were going to win or to lose, and nobody knew exactly who it was we were going to fight; but like true Englishmen, 
having drifted into it, there we were, ready for the worst, and prepared to do our best for England, Home, and Beauty—(copyright). 


* * * * * * 6 o * 


War! War, fierce, sanguinary, and horrible! War, which would depopulate whole countries and make thousands of families homeless 
and desolate! War, which would leave its mark on our own shores in the shape of increased taxation and the wesping and wailing of the 
widow and the orphan !—in increased poverty and hunger, and the national triumph which consists in every necessary shillingsworth costing 


a pound! Yes, War was to be declared, and yet nobody knew why ! 

The Duke of Cambridge had harangued the army of sixteen men and two boys, and gone home to dinner. The fleet had been got nearly 
ready without much more damage thar had been expected, and the only difficulty was the discovery that every pen’orth of powder had been nsed 
up in the trials of the eighty-one ton gun. The Empress of India and suite had retired to Scotland for safety. The Prince of Wales 
had erected barricades at Marlborough House. The other members of the Royal Family who could afford it were out of the way 
abroad, and only those Serenities who had nowhere else to go and no money but their English pay, remained at ‘‘home.” Everything 
was arranged, and the country was declared by the Conservatives to be never so ready or so well prepared for war as she was at that 
particular present moment. 

Was there no one to interfere at this fearful crisis, no one to come forward like Marcus Curtius or Horatius Cocles of old, and save his 
country? Yes, there was one, as there alwaysis when necessary. And this time it was no other than the noble and mighty Lord Chief Jestice 
we have already mentioned, who, getting the opposing factions into a corner (by means of the novel device of a Friendly Lead and General 
Conference), made each one swear to be gentle and peaceful and faithful and true ere he was allowed the inestimable privilege of possessing 


Ghe Dhenty-tourth Volume of the Recomd Feries of Kun. 
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Awone the Roses, 11 
Appointing a Representative, 13 
Awful Atrocities, 47 
Angered Sculptor The), 133 
Arctic Expedition (The), 188 
Advice Gratis. 197 

Another Poetical Mayor, 199 
At the Cattle Show. 238 
Awkward Dilemma (An), 261 


Brown's Good Fortune, 36 
Brutal Scoundrel (A), 63 
Bull by the Horna (The), 104 
Battle in Bucks (The), 105 
Bad Example (A), 148 

Ball Practice, 158 

Best Intentions, 159 

* Brag!’’ 165 

Birthday Ballad ‘A), 185 
Black Mail: A Medley, 261 
Better Not, 265 
Conversations for the Times, 71 | 
Clapham Conundrum (The), 78 
Close of the Season (The), 87 
Cross Examination, 107 

Cause or Effect? 189 

Current Topics Canvassed, 144 
Court and Fashion, 177 
Cornelius Maggot, 185 
Charity’s Charity, 186 
Cold Comfort. 209 | 
Conference (The), 218 
Crumpled Rosele«f (A), 219 
Christmas is Coming, 246 
Christmas Lament (A), 247 
Christmas Story (A), 2 
Chance, 258 

Christmas Picture (A), 259 


Dots and Lines, 12, 2!, 31, 38, 48, 61, 72, 
86, 90, 113, 119, 197, 145, 1863. 167, 185, 
196, 2¢4, 210, 223, 234, 244, 259 

Dream of the Inquisition (A), £3 

Dead Sea Fruit, 96 

Doncaster, 1876, 99 

Derby's Device. 118 

Dan’l Marner, 124 

Daily Atrocity (A), 129 

Duke’s Device (The), 154 

Disappointed Being ‘A), 157 

Disgraceful Calling (A), 189 

Demon Policeman (The), 215 

December, 235 


Foeoristicat Episode (An), 5 
Extradition Joke (The), 11 
Exploring the Wilds, 26 

** Escaped !’’ 115 

Engaging Satirist, 2.5 

Essay on the Moth, 219 

Fvils of Innovation (The), 229 
Eccentric Epistle (An), 265 

‘* Farry's Dwelling (A),” 
Fleeting Joys, 35 

Feeling of the Country (The), 37 
Finding Him * Out,”’ 135 

Fact and Fancy, 150 

Fair Warning! 158 

Father Christmas (To), 249 

Few Christmas Gifts (A), 255 


Goxza.rs Gingham, 33 
Going Away! &9 

Great Railway Hoax, 149 
Good Service, 229 
Greeting, 255 


Herre, There. and Everywhere, 32, 173, 
195, 214, 235. 259 

How We Do Something in England, 43 

How I Spend My Holidays, &6 

Historie Doubta, 106 

Hasty Government (The), 109 

Holiday A), 176 

Historic Fragment (An), 197 

Housekeeper’s Dream (A), 250 


Ixrrerip Conduct of a Constable, 27 
Intensely * Idyllic,”’ 129 

Influence of Surroundings (The’, 137 
Incontrovertible Facts, 208 

Irony of Fate (The), 233 


Janez Junker, the Teetotal Burglar, 16 
July, 17 
Jester’s Petition (The), ¢3 


| Over Anxious, 84 


, October, 146 


| Poet's Partialities ( 


| Those I’ve Met, 169 


Jinks’ Plan, 123 

Juvenile Depravity, 193 
Jeremy Jones’ Genius, 198 
Justice, 228 


Last who Spoke it (The), 5 & 
Lucky Licensed Victualler (The), 
Love Song (A), 170 


129 


Momenrovs Question (The), 15 
My Misfortune, 31 

Man of Maxims (The), 33 
Mary, 4l 

Muddled, 77 


|My Partner, 130 
| My Neighbour, 139 
| M'y Hero! 157 


Metropolitan Improvements, 173 


' Missed Hider (Tl e), 260 


New Leaves, 55 


| New Influence in the Navy (A),} 


Noble Return (A). A Tale, 56 
Notion (The), 67 

No News, 108 

Noble Ambition (A), 
November, 185 
Norman Conquest (The), 253 


178 


Our Choir, 34 


Our Peasantry, 46 


Our Own Eastern Inquiry, 98 


One Crime the Less, 155 


Objects{of Interest, 183 
PorsoneD, 13 


Parliament Sketch (A), 17 


| Popular Opinion, 23 


Poet's Quest : The), 

AY. 74 
People out of Doors (The), 
Piseatorial Pleasures, 126 
** Painting the Lily,’’ 175 
Poet's Partiality (A), 187 
Policeman’s Vision (The), 
Paper-Knife and Pen, 135, 


126 


225 
217, 265 


* Quire Altered,’’ 45 
Queer Times! 73 
Quite Another Thing, 163 


Rasu Boatman (The), 52 
Reward of Merit (The), 95 
** Romance (A),”’ 215 
Rhymer’s Revenge! (The, 245 
Sometuine Like a Show! 27 
Spiritualism Outdone! A Dream,"53 
Seasonable Story (A), 76 
Smalltalk, 97 

Sour Grapes, 126 
Stranger in the City (A), 
Sophonisba Spivins, 155 
Stanzas, 2.6 
Shakespeare's Medinm, 224 


146 


| Song of the School Board (A), 2286 


Society of Painters in Water Colour, 249 


| Some Christmas Recollect tions, 2 258 


Some Mxgazines for July, 25; for August, 


1; for September, 115; for October, 165 
Simple Request (A), 259 
THEATRICAL Announce- 
ments, 15 
Toco Soon, 21 
Town Pastoral (4), 43 
Tempted One ( The’, 57 
Too Gothic by Half, 168 


and Literary 


*To the Public.” 174 


| Two Pictures, 213 
Trouble, 217 
** Tastes Differ,’’ 223 
Unamobitious Mussulman (The), 7 
Unofticial Revelations, €6 

| Unfailing Remedies, 103 
Unconverted Heathen (The), 110 


Unreported Police News, 148, 227, 257 
Unfounded Rumours, 51, 67, 87, 136, 170, 

266 | 
Vepvpau who Laughed (The), 47 
Very O.d Friend (A), 107 
Vulgar Notion (A), }83 


| 


| Wacner’s Tryonogy, 88 


Well-meant Failure (A), 158 





-Distinet Difference ( \ 
'** Day of Rest (The),”’ 130 


| More 





| World’s a Stage (The), 179 
Worldly Wisdom, 195 

| Winter Galleries (The), 213 
What It Must Come To! 239 
| Wasted Energy, 240 

| What was in the Wind, 248 


| Waiter’s Story (The). 245 


What a Little Bird Whispered, 260 


ENGRAVINGS. 


Arr for Love!’’ 38 


About the River.—Three Good Reasons, | 


42 
Another Atrocity, 107 
** And thrice he slew the slain,’’ 154 
‘** ___ As others see us!’’ 166 
Another Railway Atrocity, 220 
Art and Literature, 230 
Allegory (An), 255 


Britisn Sight-seer (The), 129 

Bumponology. A Study from Life, 

Beyond Combpare, 216 

British Tradesman (The). 
237 

British Workman (The). 
180 


(12), 8; 


Bar that, 265 


CrccUuMBERSOME Rather, 61 
C’oudy Comprehension, 64 
‘Crooked Ways,’’ 110 
Condyment, 143 

Circumstances Alter Cases, 296 
Common Complaint (A), 226 
Con Expresione! 236 


' Crumbs of Comfort, 249 


‘*Compliments of the Season,’’ 255 
Christmas Charity, 266 


Day in the Country (Aj, 65 
), 97 


Dickey! 163 
Downy One (A), 244 
Discontent of Man (The), 243 


** EntTine,’’ 41 
Enthusiasm! 137 ; 
‘* Every Man Has His Price,’’ 227 


‘*Finxrs Coronat,’’ 84 
Friendly Attention, 119 
Fresh Start (A), 126 
Fellow Feeling (A), 144 
Facing Trouble, 157 


Grounps of Argument, 25 
‘* Great Expectations,’’ 72 
‘Gentle Annie.” 106 
Gentle Reminder (A), 146 
Gunning Notion ‘A), 153 
Grasping a Difficulty, 234 


Hor Weather Lassitude, 18 
Home Thrust (A), 77 
Hansom Offer (A), 164 

** How It’s Done,”’ 214 


‘*Ixn Maiden Meditation,” 34 
’Izh ’Oban,”’ 116 
In-Dew-Bitably So, 210 


JEWDICIAL, 86 
Job’s Comfort, 170 


| Justice in a Corner, 190 
| Justice Again, 200 
Just Such Another, 259 


** Labor et Ingenium,”’ 11 


| Languid Levity, 55 


Letting Well Alone, 187 

Like and Likely, 203 

Long and the Short of It (The), 223 
Liberal Measures, 243 

Livener-l p (The), 262 


Days in the Country, 100 


| Missing the Point, 156 
| More Scotch eee 174 


| ew Style (The), 


w Language of aii: 62 
«1 Features, €8 


(6), 53; 


177 
(7), 


(13), 





Neuralgic Effect (A), 167 


| New * Box Trick’’ (The), 240 


Not at ail Singular, 247 


| Owre Young Yet, 12 


| Oakward Rather, 


|Our Holiday at the Seaside, and its | 


21 


tesults, 75 
Of a Kidney, 76 
On Travelling.—Some Railway ‘‘ Atroci- 
ties,’’ 85 
*: Old Toweler,”’ 93 
On 
** Atrocities,’ 94 
Obvious-ly, 104 


Our Imbecile Magistrate, 114 
i **One of London’s Free Exhibitions,’’ 


tie 
On the Power of the Human Eye, 169 
Of Course, 217 
Ont of Piaece, 233 
On Models. (1), 1493 (2), 147 
* O that some power——,”’ 2.7 


PAROCHIAL Pleasantry, 44 
Pas-time. 90 

Pride of Place (The), 
Pat Answer (A), 1*3 
Proof Positive, 186 
Pride in One’s Ancestors, 
Progress, 246 

Providence, 258 

Roya Road at Last (The), 
** Random Shot (A),’’ 113 
Rustie Innocence, 173 
Retort Not Courteous (The’, 2 


Sirver Key (The), 22 

** Strange Beggars,’’ 35 

Seaside Pleasures, 87 

Sign of the Times (A), 127 
Specimen of Our Railways (A), 134 
Social Gradient (The), Lower Level, 
‘**Same (The), but Different,’’ 213 


To the Best of Her Knowl 

‘* Tender and True,’’ 24 

Triumph of Row (The).—By our Dir- 
gusted Hermit now Visiting Towa, 28 

*°'Tis ’Ap'y Perplexing,’’ 54 

True Politeness, 74 

Tender Solicitude, &6 

There's Many a True Word, &c., 124 

Topical Talk, 136 

Taking Two Together, 1£4 


150 


27 


48 


24 


196 


edge, 15 


UstimMety Notice, 45 
Useful Relation (A), 5t 
Unauswerable, 204 


Way of the World (Tie), 31 
Whimwhambledon, 32 

Writing on the Slate (The), 176 
Watch and Prey, 193 

** Woman's Walk :n Life,’’ 194 
Warm Words, 197 


CARTOONS. 


Accessory to Murder, 121 

Awatting the Issue! 231 

* Bravo, John!’ 161 

CuristMaAs Cards, 252 

Conference Pantomime (The), 263 

Dizzy's Dissolving View, 59 

Dream of a City Clerk (The), St 

ENGLAND’s Pride and Glory, 131 

Feevine the Pulse of Europe, 221 

GLADSTONE to the Rescue! i11 

Great Shakespearean Realistic Reviva’, 
171 

ImverrtaL Plaything (An), 211 

Microscoricat Conservative Results, 49 


' New Reading (A), 9 


‘* Not Assisted by Us,” Lil 


| November Fogg, 201 


Orv for the Holidays, €9 


| Ponrica Spirit-Rapping, 151 


Potitical Obadiahs (The), 241 
2eETIRING from Business, 91 
True Diplomacy (The). A Double Look- 
out, 161 
‘* Too Many Cooks .? 1£0 
UNpDECcIDED Fireman (The), 39 
War! -An Old Play Revived, 19 
Westminster War Path (The), 29 
Welcome Home (A), 191 





Travelling. — Some ‘More Railway 
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aN Fun around his garden | de Piccadeelee, and fell. Then he said, “ Blow it!’’"—said it in the tht 
ns: strays, ancient vernacular of the British Isles. | al 
a, Guileless in his voiceand I rushed at him; I raised him in my arms; I invited him to join me aE 
| ee hee manner, [ways | in a dry ice at the Barron Tortoni, and then I persuaded him to talk. ad 
VE Yet to them who know his ' Strange, but that was all of the language that he knew, that one small bast 

RU He’s arranging plots—the adjuration. He had forgotten it, he told me, like everyone else— a 
ny planner ! because there was no one to talk it to. ode 

WAY Pond’ring idly, deep in; But he wasa man of intelligence, and told me in broken French and Pas 

ARN aN thought, German—the language of the London middle-class now—how it came oi 

i Nearly dropping off to | to be forgotten. . a 

Ves \ IN slumber, |  **T was head-master of an Ecole Nationale when it first came about,’ a 
|) I yj Quickly back from Dream- | he remarked, with pride, ‘‘and as it lost me my situation I’ve cause to th f 

me | land brought remember it. The papers began it. They saw that only Germans a” 

<7 . By new notions for the | could play, only Italians sing, and only Frenchmen act. That put at 











mirth ? fing ? 
Is it satire you’re request- 
Surely never yet on earth 
Was such way to speed 
your jesting. 


Number. 


Now he's got it'—No h.’s not! 
Fled’s the project great and clever 
How to make a splendid shot 

Which shall give him fame for ever. 
Ah, what’s that? a streak of light! 
Now for joy and curious caper— 
Here’s a notion dazzling bright 


For the volume’s opening paper. 
* * 


“Tree of humour, fruit of knowledge, 
Since my course on earth began, 

You have shamed each school and college, 
You have shown the way to man. 

To all shams and base inventions 

By your teaching I’ve been foe ; 

Fun, the humbug never mentions 
Without showing sign of woe. 


‘* Thus, then, tree of wit and wonder, 
I will make a pledge of thee!” 
Then to sound of comic thunder 

Fun begins to strip the tree. 

Soon he steals sufficient fancies, 

And as high his projects soar, 


Pegasus in pros 


t prances 


Through Fun's Volume XXIV. 
Just then Fun woke and found that he'd been dreaming, 


Which isn’t bad; 


For when awake he can’t do better scheming— 


i sess 


VOL. XXIV. 


And so he’s glad! 


| me on one or two points. 

I met professors by the dozen at the great soirées of intellect who 
could tell me of all Oriental and Continental languages much—of the 
language of Guillaume Shakespeare nothing. 

‘They did not think patois worth study ’’—so they replied to me. 

He bumped against a sergeant de ville at the corner of La Cirque 


half the theatres in the hands of foreigners. Then leaders were 
written with four foreign words to two English ones. Then all the 
cookshops wrote out their bills of fare in French. Then the City 
folks and the West-end tradesmen sent their children abroad to school. 
Then they always went abroad for their holidays themselves, and 
voted Margate and Ramsgate and Eastbourne, and the English inland 
places, vulgar andcaddish. ‘Then the poor people came to the national 
schools and wanted their children taught to readand write French and 
German instead of English, because, said they, ‘If Billy and Mary 
learns English it won't be any good to’em when they goes to Lunnon ; 

| they won't be able to go to the Theaytre, nor read the noose, nor 
know what to order when they goes toa Resterwrong.’ Soas Govern- 
ment saw the wisdom of the demand they abolished English in 
national schools altogether, and a frog-eating Frenchman had my 

| place in less than a month. How about the native literature, you ask ? 
Well, it was pretty nearly all translated from the French or German, 
so we read it in the original now instead. Same with the drama; we 
get all the Parisian plays in their purity (?) now.” 

“And can’t you tell me anything about the larguage, the derivation 

| of words, &c.—eh?”’ 

| No! There’s an old gentleman at the Musée Britannique who 
| has a brass door-plate with an English inscription on it to decipher, 
| and Parliament voted him £10,000 a year to enable to prosecute his 
| researches and find out what it means, perhaps he might help you.” 

“Thanks! Good morning.” 

He skated up Waterloo-place, and was out of sight inamiuute. And, 
bar the old gentleman at the Musée Britannique, I believe he was 
at that moment the only person in the island who knew two words of 
English. And two was his limit. 


A Lavine Articts.—A conductor's baton. 
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| \\e ; j . 
AN EGOTISTICAL EPISODE. ! THE LAST WHO SPOKE IT. ih 
| SuFFICIENTLY Rare To Secure ReEcoGnirTIon. | (A Lear From A Travetusr'’s Notg Boox.) ae 
I/[f DM > rd. Ze OUND his garden many |__I mer him in the queerest way imaginable. s. 
VAS AI Powe I GE times | He was rinking up La Rue Regente with the twelve o'clock delivery + 
NA |e rani ies Wanders Fun with fea- | of penny dépéches télégraphiques, and I was putting on my skates at oh 

Ae YM tures glowing ; the office d’assurance contre l’incendie pour le comte, preparatory to ee 
In his head the rampant starting by the asphalte short cut to Le Palais de Cristal. gt 

rhymes I am a student of dead languages from Hong-Kong, and I have ie 

Are perpetually flowing. studied English much. I had come over to this country to discover, if is 

Is it madness steeped in | possible, some native who might remember suflicient of it to enlighten ; 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 5, 1876. 


[CarToon. ] 
REVERSING THE ORDER. 


In the dava which are over, no more to return, 
A sensible saying was known— 
“When robbers fail out their own fingers must burn, 
And the ho: est man come to his own.”’ 
Thus the thief, when his thieving had left him with swag, 
Was obliged to be honest and true, 
Or he'd find in this world that he hadn’t a mag, 
But a prospect uncommonly blue. 


But, alack, all is changed since the days of our youth,— 
Thanks to Dizzy, and Derby, and such,— 

And the honest min now gets at naught but the truth 
That the thieves have got all in their clutch. 

Yes, matters have changed since Conservatives reign, 
Left Honesty empty, alone; 

For the robbers find everything coun‘ to their gain, 
‘Lill there's nothing that isn’t ‘‘ their own.” 


With the long diys and the bright sun, the green fields and the 
fragrant flowers, there comes just now an appeal to the benevolent 
which, new-fashioned and rapidly-increasing as it is, deserves all con- 
sideration. It is the appeal with which the daily papers are now 
filled, which asks for ‘a duy in the country ”’ to gladden the hearts of 
those gutter children whose only heritage is poverty, not altogether 
unmixed with crime. Without endeavouring for a moment to 
emulate the articles on this subject we have seen in enthusiastic 
journals whose enthusiism is not above showing from what superior 
and well-travelled classes journalism may from time to time recruit 
itself, we should like to remind our readers that there can be no much 
greater charity than that which gives to the poor little men and 
women pent up all the rest of the year in noisome courts and alleys 
a breath of fresh air, a glance at God's own handiwork. Those who 
are so fortunate that they cannot understand how one day more or 
less spent in the country can make any difference to anyone are not 
asked to think the question out, as the seasons are much mcre rapid 
in their movements than many folk’s ideas; they are earnestly 
begged to give first and xrgue the point afterwards. A long day in 
the fields under the trees, among the kay, an exhilaratine draught of 
ether, and not only one other of milk, a hearty and wholesome meal, 
a hymn of thanksgiving to the great Giver of all, who has given so 
little to them who thank him so gra‘efully—these form an epoch in 
the existence of babes born to toil and sorrow, to hunger and 
adversity. Think, reader, that a cab fare or the price of a pair of 
gloves will make st least one child more happy than, maybe, you 
have ever been in your life; think that in anticipation, in possession, 
in retrospection, what half-a-crown will do! ‘Think, and, thinking, 
give. And having done our share towards directing others towards a 
good work which says so much more for itself than we can say for it, the 
next thing is, if only for the sake of consistency, to try and see if we 
can't contribute a mite ourselves. Though next to the poorest of 
poor children, hard-worked jesters are in hot weather the most 


worthy cbjects of a people's compassion. 


AN APPEAL. 


Gk ACIE, though your little form 
Makes me bless my humble lot, 
Sanny smiles [ fiad too warm 
Now the weather is so hot. 
Therefore, love, when I appear 
At your mother’s leafy cot, 
Can't you chill me with a sneer 
Now the weather is so hot? 
Greet me with a freezing air— 
lev tones you have I wot— 
Coldly frigid manners wear 
Now the weather is so hot. 
If my pleasure you'd enhance— 
Little Gracie, would you not ?>— 
Darling, freeze me with a glance 
Now the weather is so hot 


Board to Death. 


A Mr. Moraan, of Birmingham, has hanged himself because a 
School-board officer kept worrying him to send his boy to school, | 
The movement is passing from elementary training to suspercolledgu-- 


cation. 








6 —_ EFUN. 


(J CLY , 1876. 





A NEW INFLUENCE IN THE NAVY. 


*INCE their removal of 
Captain Sullivan and the 
ltev. Mr. Penny from 
iL. M.S. Loudon, and their 
sabsequent refusal to 
4rant the captain a court- 
«artial,the Admiralty had 
‘een more than ever un- 
‘ecided as to whether a 
captain or a_ chaplain 
vught to enjoy greater 

vuthority on board the 
vessels in the Royal Navy. 
(ine day H.M. irenclad 
‘(Frunter received orders to 
proceed to the Mediter- 
ranean, and a little time 
pefore she started a new 
chaplain came on board. 
Now the captain was a 
wonderfully good fellow, 
but he thought the captain 
ought to be at the head of a man-o’-war, in which theory he was 
entirely opposed by the new chaplain, who was a wonderfully 
good fellow too, but considered that the chaplain ought to hold the 
first position. They had a discussion about it directly they started, 
because the chaplain wan'ed to turn one of the two turrets into 
an iron church, and use the big gun as a safe for keeping the 
candlesticks in; and this led to so much coolness between them 
that they lived entirely apart, at opposite ends of tke ship, and never 
exchanged a word unless they were compelled. The Gruater had to 
touch at Portsmouth before she steamed away to Gibraltar, and when 
she did a lot of the crew went on shore and didn’t come back; so it 
became necessary to procure fresh hands. Now, as the chaplain was a 
member of the Peace Society, and entirely adverse to anything in any 
way connected wit2 war, he had been extremely grieved from the very 
moment of his first coming on board at observing that the sailors were 
all men who were obviously prepared to fight should opportunity 
occur. He had been greatly puzzled as to the best means of altering 
this state of things, and had begun by ordering the men to ‘hrow the 
big guns overboard; but at this they had hesitated; so the chaplain 
was compelled to let the subject drop for the present; but he felt great 
confidence in his ability to get things right after a bit. There can be 
no doubt that circumstances were dreadfully against him to begin with, 
as it would have been useless for him to attempt to blind himself to 
the fact that the ship had been built and fitted out exclusively for the 
purposes of war, while is notion was to make a missionary ship of 
her. This being so, he at once saw that the desertion of half the crew 
was a circumstance which told greatly in his favour; for he resolved 
to make up the deficient number with missionaries; and, going ashore, 
he collected as many of these as he required and brought them aboard. 

The captain loudly expressed his dissatisfaction, but the thing was 

done now, and there was no course to pursue but to put up with it and 

sail away, the chaplain ani his hands living in the bow ,and the captain 

(who would xo¢ give up his cabin forany body Yand his hands inhabiting 

the stern; and in the course of time they arrived at the Mediterranean, 

cruised a bit, and found there was nothing todo. The ship had no 
further orders, and her course was now left to the discretion of her 
commander. 

Now the c iptain’ s idea was to return to Engl: and and join the 

Channel Fleet, while the chaplain was inclined to prcceed to the 

Sand «ich Islands for the purpose of converting the natives; and here 

a great difliculty arose on account of the chaplain’ s perpetual attempts 

to steer South, and the captain’s unceasing efforts to steer Nor h. At 

first the odds were decidedly in favour of the captain, who, being in 
the stern, held command over the rudd:r; but this cause of inequality 
was removed by the chaplain, who set to work with his missionaries, 
and very soon succeeded in rigging a jury rudder on the bow, after 
which the ship's cours e became extremely erratic, but seemed to have 

strange tendency a ards the coast of North America. It was about 
this time that the circumstance of the Gruxter speaking a homewaid- 

bound vessel suggested to the c captain the advisability of sending a 

complaint to the Admiralty, and the chaplain considered that the time 

had arrived for him to do the same; the result, however, was unsatis- 
factory, as the Admiralty sent bac a conciliatory answer, bezging the 
complainants not to disagree, and dilating strongly upon the value of 
unity of action. The fact cf the matter was, that the Admiralty were 
undecided which officer to reprimand, the naval and church parties 
being equally strong in that department, owing to several bishops 
having somehow got in. When the Gruxter had been pursuing its 
aordin ary course for some weeks, a brilliant idea occurred to the 
in. He sent a freezingly polite note to the chaplain, suggesting 
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that all future proceedings on board should be decided by the votes of 
the majority of the crew, and the chaplain icily acquiesced; so the 
destination of the ship was decided in favour of the Sandwich Islands, 
the church party slightly outnumbering the war party. 

This was a great blow for the captain, and hewas beginning to have 
serious thoughts of resigning, whem he suddenly be,an te peresive 
the growth of an influence which would tell much on Bis ai@e—a 
division was introducing itself among the church party in the bem. 

The point of disagreement was the big gun in the turret whictt was 
now used as aniron church. The moderate church section weme in 
favour of employing it as a pulpit; the more pronounced sectiomang- 
gested that its presence in the edifice should be ignored; while the 
extreme section (headed by the chaplain) insisted on throwing it 
overboard, refusing to tolerate the presence of anything so suggestive 
of warfare. Affairs were situated thua, and the ship was making her 
way to the Sandwich Islands, when she received news that war had 
been declared with Iceland (or some ether power). The captain now 
thought that it would be advisable teveturm to the English coash, as 
the vessel might be wanted, so he put the question to the vote: ome or 
two of the moderate church section im the bew voted with him, and the 
balance was just turned on his side by the coming over of the curate, 
= had been originaily intended fer the army, and found the church 

ow. 

So back they came to the Engfish coast, just in time to meet the 
enemy’s fleet at the mouth of the Thames. ‘[he-captain had it all his 
own way as yet. Down he bose upon the hostile ships, and there | 
only remained one more question to vote over—whether he should 
open fire or not? With feverish impatience he awaited the decision ; 
the votes were counted—his motion was carried by a large majority. 
The big guns were loaded like lightning with their charge of powder, 
and only waited for the shells. But there weren’t any sheils—the 
chaplain had availed himself of the opportunity when the Grenter 
touched at Portsmouth some time before to change the projectiles for 
a stock of hymn-books for the Sandwich Islanders. So the captain 
had to surrender unconditionally, and England was taken. And, as 
far as utility goes, the Grunter might as well have shared the fate 
that had befallen all the other British ships of war— and sunk. 
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A Practical Answer. 


In the course of the Franconia argument, after a running fire of 
small jokes by Bench and Bar, with the usual accompanies (Much 
Laughter), we come upon a diamond well worth the cinder sift ng 
entailed. Mr. Benjamin remarks, “ Well, my lords, looking at the 
matter as men of common sense in this nineteenth century, what have 
we to say tothe poople who wrote three hundred years ago? The 
Court then adjourned for luncheon.” So stands it in the public prints, 
and Mr. Fun steps softly aside and holds his tongue, lest any word of 
his should spoil a practical answer so sublime in its truth and its 
humour. 


A Fellow de Sea. 

A MERCANTILE mariner of Austrian nationality has been varying the 
present run of Oceanic tragedy by cutting his own head cff. ‘his 
we take to be asign that recent proceedings have narrowed maritime 
violence to proper and perfectly allowable limits. 

All My High. 

A cLERGYMAN in Dublin being charged with presenting a revolver 
at his wife, and committing other clerical and connubial eccentricities, 
it was pleaded that he was a man of high respectability. So-high, we 
should thiok, as to be invisible to persons with an ordinary range of 
vision, 


Way is “keep your powder dry” like a Russian town ?— Because 
it’s a Warsaw. 





if Nature e’er invented 
Any being more contented 
Than the hero of this story, I'm 
mistaken and to blame; 
Not a shadowy suspicion 
Of the tiniest ambition 
For political posi‘ion 
Had ed Woteaname! 
Oh, a-mamy true believers did he 
daily see i 
In the governmental offices, with 
revelry and fuss; 
Where they gaily did their duty 
till they got.assassinated, 
: When their bodies were inserted 
a in the bounding Bosphorwe. 


YT 
C 3 ~ J " 

It was positively galling, 

So contented with his ae & 
Was the person I'm describing in my plai Title lay ; 

Doing nothing in creation 

With an air of animatiom 

Was the thrilling occupation 

Of his ordinary day. 

When believers: would persuade him into energetic action, 
As a working politician he would chuckle and be grave; 
And devote himself to watching, with a smile of satisfaction, 

Those departed politicians as they floated on the wave. 


Though his want of self-assertion 
In the face of much coercion 
Sat so beautiifally-em himias an admirable grace, 
Yet with much determination 
He would aid the aspiration 
Of a spirited relation 
Who was looking for a place. 
Then he'd pay him many visits in his newly-found position, 
And he'd borrow sums of money and forget to take em bach; 
And he'd follow up-the fortunes of that person of condition 
Till he ended his:adventures in the customary sack. 


Oh, his uncles and his cous’ ns, 
They had revelled in their doz-ns 
In the ministries-of commerce and of war ani of marima, 
And the victims of suppression 
By sanguineous aggression 
In their regular succession 
Lhey had subsequently been. 
Now Mohammed, to his borrowings, a-making fresh additions, 
Considerable, had managed for to save— 
For his relatives had left him all their worldly acquisitions 
Ere they finally departed to career upon the wave. 


But the parties interested 
In that nation, they requested 
For to speak with that Mohammed, and, exceedingly irate, 
They expressed their indignation 
At Mohammed's hesitation 
To arise and serve the nation 
As an officer of state. 


Then they took thegood Mohammed and they bound him very neatly, 
And they patted him persuasively and led him by the | and; 

And they popped him in the Bosphorus, which undulated sweetly — 
(1f the Bosphorus is water—dut J rather think t's land !) 


Odessapicable. 


A recent telegram from Odessa informs us that ‘‘A Christian has 
been killed by a Zaptie.’’ 
infamous, but that a Zaptie should be the instrument is beyond 
endurance. Can Zaptie be the native for Poor Luw Guardians? 


That a Christian should be killed at all is 


All at Sea. 


In consequence of the shockingly disorganised state of our Navy and 
the well-known terror of the First Lord when he looks through the 
pavers for another disaster, it is proposed to call the seas on which our 
vessels cruise “ our terrortoryial waters.” 


—_—_——— - 





Late News. 


On June 25th the Italian Government received official notification 
of the assumption of the title of Empress by Queen Victoria. It is 
unfair at a moment like the present for our (;overnment to forward 
our old jokes to the Courts of Kurope. 
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FUN. 





THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE XII.—HIS SUFFICIENCY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
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** We dou’t want no teachin’. We knows ’ow to treat a non-unionist without teachin’. We’re a bit more in our element, now, we are. As for Phillerdelf——!”’ 
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READING, 


WHEN HONEST MEN FALL OUT THIEVES GET MORE THAN THEIR OWN. 
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Fut often ona summer's eve 
When labour’s dull domain I leave 
(At five my office closes), 
| saunter to some busy nook 
Where, when Z 20 doesn’t look, 
Girl hawkers offer roses. 


ee 


A draggle-tailed and motley rout, 
‘Lhey toss the scented buds about, 
Or squeeze them into posies. 
‘he dainty leaves of red and pink 
‘Lo them are merely food and drink— 
‘Lhey have to live on roses. 


Juny 5, 1876.) 
AMONG THE ROSES. 
Yon etrapping wench with unkempt locks 
And shabhiest of shabby frocks, 
Who on the doorstep dozes, 
Stays on to earn the nightly fee 
For lodgings let to such as she— | 


Her bed’s a bed of roses. 


Poor tumbled flow’rs at early morn, 

From parent's stem you're rudely torn, 
And rent to Mr. Moses— 

Who has a sale, and knocks you down 

‘To those wno hawk you through the town,— 
These girls among the roses. 


La Cresse Purposes. 

We understand that, in acknowledgment of her | 
Majesty’s gracious reception of them, the dusky pro- | 
f-ssional gentlemen known as the La Crosse players, | 
have declined toappeor at any tea gardens not frequented 
by the aristocracy. It is stated in the Russian papers 
that the Emperor of Russia was so affeeted when he 
read the TZelegraph report of the proceedings that, 
escaping from his a‘tendants, he wired to the Clown | 
Cricketers to come out and be kissed. He was only | 
pacified by being allowed to carry the billrard marker 


et 














| 
of the Hotel Darmstadt round the town of Ems pick-a- | 
agle ‘ 
back. oe 7 | ‘LABOR ET INGENIUM.”’ 
Yeu to One. Lady :—“ ARB THOSE THE HARDEST BOOT BRUSHES YOU HAVE?” 
| Ny | Shopkeeper :—* Ou yes, M’; FACT Is, M’, THBY’RE GENERALLY CONSIDERED 
pleads for the vivisectors, A good many equally Ernest | 100 HARD FOR BOOTS, M’, AND ARE USED BY LAUNDRESSFS TO SCRUB GENTS’ 
Harts do the reverse. a | SHIRTS AND COLLARS, M. ‘THEY'RE THE HARDEST BRUSHES MADE, M’.” 
THE EXTRADITION JOKE. eee euionts in the same line as yourself, sir, staying with us 
en ; : ses at this moment. 
et ee ae ae ae Visitor. Well, but hold on a few, I say. Hang all this perjury 
(we} rtag LnGgiana. business. I ain't aware of having performed any exploit : 


‘l'wo travellers are seated unsociably at opposite corners of the os Ne ee aaa : . 
compartment. They have travelled together for miles without an , cag F cdnid oe eee ls aan wen? 
speaking a word. At length one of them lowers the window and | You sce our house is oxainsioi cette G s d ecg gaat ate you. 
neatly picks off a fly on the telegraph wires with common saliva. | sorry. [’m sure! ae eee as Oy este 
The other traveller evinees a sudden interest, eyes his companion ys ; 
intently, and ejaculates, ‘Sir, an American citizen I reckon?’ ‘The | Sxeron ITT.—FRAGMENT OF OSE ~ \ 
object of his interest signifies assent. “ Forgery?” inquires the; ENTITLED “ NEMESIS MAIWLED On THE ThAMete D 
observer. ‘* Wrong for you this time—Murder !” replies the other. TREATY.”’ y be JE 
And they fall into each other’s arms and exchange flasks. . ; : : 

ScenE.—Znglind. Eater Levitreus G, Scurxuncuer (a persecuted 
murdere rj}. 
| Leviticus. Aha! I am pursued by the furies of the law. I did 
| but murder all my relations out in Ohio, but even in this effete old 








A GENTLEMAN, who signs himself ‘ Ernest Hart,” 


Sxetrcu I..—THE PROBABLE STATE OF THINGS. 
A hotelin Liverpool, Euter DistinGuisHen TRAVELLER, saluted by Hosr. 


Host. American I think, sir? : 
Visiror. Well, about that. | country 1 can find no rest. ‘They will—a—deliver me up to Mr. 
Host. What crime, sir, may I ask ? | Fish—oh, horrib'e! horrible! (Weeps.) Ha! The avengers are on 

. | my terrack! Iam a—lost! But no matterre! (Sinks down, as the 


Visitor. ‘ Crime ?’’—I don't quite take. 

Host. Well, you see, sir, on account of the great demand upon 
our space, were compelled to set apart different parts of our 
establishment for difierent classes of crime. You see we have to 
charge according, in order to prevent overcrowding. We really 
had such an influx of murder last week that if it hadn't been for our 
raising the tariffin this department we couldn’t have got on at all. 


| Frenps or THe Law rush on and seize him.) 

Cuokvus or Fienps or tHE Law. Aha! Ho! ho! He is ours! 
His time has come! Let usdeliver him up to the tribunal of America. 
(Enter other Fienns representative of the tribunals of America. They are 

about to receive their victim when a sudden blaze of bight fills the stage, 

and a Beneficent Spirit, in the form of Loxy Dare, rises through a 


Vistror. Well, I don’t recollect doin’ much in the murder line trap and waves them back.) 
myself, but | BenericenT Srririt. Begone, fiends! Unhand your victim! You 
Host. I'm glad to hear that, sir, for that department’s really so think to take him for murder—but you are baffled! He has 


full just now. If it happencd to be forgery, sir, we've ample | committed a political offence as well—he has drawn a caricature of 
accommodation in that. | President Grant on a wall! He is free—and you are—aha—foiled! 


Visiror. W rong again for you, stranger. sg | (The victim's fetters drop off, while the avenging fiends of Justice slink 
Tfost. Then it must be perjury. Step this way, sir, if you please— away into obscurity ; and the Beneficent Spirit hovers protectingly over 
we've some excellent apartments in that. We've some very dis- the murderer as the curtain falls.) 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 
Mccnas we object 
generally to give 
any information, 


the desire for which | 
is often the outcome | 
of a curiosity bor- 


dering on imper- 
tinence, we feel 
bound in the present 
instance to make a 
statement. — The 
widespread §popu- 
larity of our Dots and 
Lines, the amount of 
special and exclusive 


information they 
contain, and the 
equally exclusive | 


manner in which 
such information is 
conveyed, has led to 


a variety of rumours | 


in connection with 


the authorshipwhich | 
cannot be any longer | 
overlooked. —Sothe | 
Editor of Dots and , 
Lines for once in his | 
life feels compelled | 


to abrogate that un- 
selfishness which is 
his chief charm, and 
to discard that 


humility which has | 


ever been his prin- 
cipal ornament. = 


In so doing he trusts | 


it will never be for- 


gotten that nothing | 
sternest | 
necessity for setting | 


but the 


a confiding public 
right upon an im- 
portant topic com- 
pels him to do this. 
== That Mr. Disraeli 
has ever actually 
written any item 
which comes under 


the head of Dots and | 
is untrue in | 
the letter, whatever | 
it may be in the | 
The right 


Lines 


spirit. 
hon. gentleman may 
or may not have 
communicated, but 
the honour of having 


written the actual | 


appearing words lies 
with the present 
writer. — And 
though Mr. C. E. 
Lewis may or may 
not have prompted 
the remarks which 
have from time to 
time appeared con- 


# An Imperial museum for India is talked about. 
the Victoria Embankment. 
candid than the authors of the other Imperial Exhibition, which was 
They do acknowled 
England in spite of its title. 


also “for India.” 


Aida, at Covent Garden, has been a comparative success only. 
That it might have been verse is the verdict of Verdi Société. 


RT 


} 


Old MacSkinflint (reading) :— Hecu, Bscky, DINNA YB KEN THE DATE? 
WE MUST JUST HA’E A BIT CBLEBRATION WI’ A FEW FREENDS !” 


OUR GOLDEN WEEDIN. 


OWRE YOUNG YET. 
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Wry IT's 


Mrs. MacS.:—‘* Na, NA, GUDEMAN, DINNA YE THINK IT WOULD BB MAIR PRUDENT TO 


WAIT TILL OUR NEXT?” 





Open Confession. 


Vers de Société. 


It is to be built on 


Webb Yarn. 


Bias and Sell us. 


- EE 


[Jury 5, 1876. 


cerning him in this 
column, it would be 
a decided breach of 
privilege as well as 
of etiquette to accuse 
him of more. — Mr. 
Ripley’s communica- 
tions to this depart- 
ment have ever been 
received in the spirit 
in which they have 
been written, and 
when not basketed 
have been coure- 
teously but firmly 
returned to the Po- 
litical Committee of 
the Reform Club. = 
It may be as well to 
state here that Sir 
William Harcourt’s 
extended experience 
upon another, if con- 
siderably less im- 
portant, journal 
should have pre- 
vented his exhibiting 
_ anything liketemper 
because the intelli- 
gence supplied by 
him was not always 
considered suffi- 
ciently trustworthy 
for publication under 
such authoritative 
auspices aS ours. = 
While Mr. Glad- 
stone and Mr. 
Whalley should 
know by this time 
that we never inter- 
fere upon matters of 
dogmatic teaching, 
and never wish to 
trouble either our- 
selves or our readers 
about cracked pots 
or other articles of 
bigotry and its ac- 
companying virtue. 
= Mr. Lowe’s wit, 
though of the most 
caustic, generally 
requires a little 
toning down, and 
though very thank- 
ful to him for his 
timely hints, the 
credit of dressing the 
| matter up in its now 
celebrated form rests 
with the Editor of 
Dots and Lines, who 
would have much 


| more to say were 
it not that already 


space has run out 
and left him unable 
to make even his 
usual weekly com- 
ment. 


Captain Wexs has announced his intention to swim from the North 
The fathers of the scheme are more | of Scotland to Ireland. We fear that since his recent success he has 
110. | lost much that enabled him to accomplish it. 
ge that is intended for | he begins “ puffing”’ so long before he starts. 


It is a bad sign that 


Txe correspondent of a weekly newspaper complains of the bias so 





frequently shown by country J.P.’s. 
much so-called justice is biassed when it is administered biasses ? 


How can we wonder that so 
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POISONED. 


Ax Over-THE-Watsk Drama. 


Scuenze 1: A willa om the banks of the New River. Eart Toxicon 
asleep on sofa. Lapy Lucrecia Toxicon watches his slumbers. He 


mutters in his sleep. 


FUN. a 


Lavy T. Oh, Coroner, don’t let the dear Jurymen make them- 
selves ill. 

Cornongr. Certainly not. No necessity for that. Mr. Foreman, 
the wine stops at your corner. ; 

Szconp Junyman. P’r’aps if we was togive the verdict afore the 


Corongr. <A good idea. “ Inadvertently drinking some water,” of 


East (asiep). Ah, she must never know, twould slay her dead course ! 


And scorch her beauty with its hicy sting ! 
I'll bear my secret yet a little longer. (Ca/ls.) 


Me-e-a-t. Fine me-e-at. Oh, fair and fond Lucrece, 


Thou think’st I am a hearl, because at heve 
I sit me down with coronet on brow, 
To dine and lunch, and wear kid gloves in bed. 


Lapy T. Oh, racking doubts that flash across my brain! 
An explanation now I will demand. 


Foreman. Certainly. After you with the champagne, sir. 

Coroner. Then I'll just write yom out a certificate at once, my 
dear lady. (Writes.) ‘here you ara, and now we can finish this 
excellent dinner in peace. 

Lavy T. Thanks! You are a duck of a Coroner. John (€o foot- 
man), the next course, and some more champagne. 

First JunyMAN. John, what is the next course afore the salmon 

8? 


goe 
(Strikes him upon the nose with roller skate.) Joun. Lamb and , 


Awake, my liege! Thy lady bids thee wake! 


Ear (starts up and yawns, and leaps upon his feet). 
Who calls thus roughly on a-noble hearl, 
Disturbing slumber with a sudden blow ? 
"Ang all my minions on the houtward wall 
And call me constables with rattles loud. 
Lavy T. ’Twas I, liege, who lightly flipped thy nose. 
Eart. ’T was then, Laulen twas that fair gentle ’and 
As wounded me upon the nasal nose! 
Lapy T. I woke my liege because he muttered words 
Of weird intent, and ever in his sleep 
Did speak of “‘ meat” and of a wife deceived. 


(The Earu starts back, his face a ghastly green.) 
Called “‘ meat” in tones so strange that through my veins 


Sanguineous blood coursed upwards to my head 
And dyed my face a red incarnadine. 
My liege, I here demand what meant these words ? 


(The Earu sighs thrice, then clasps her to his heart.) 


Eart. My sweet Lucrece the trath must now be told— 
I ham no hearl! My coronet is gilt. 
When first I saw thee in thy father’s shop 
I knew by thy himperious mouth and heye 
Thou'd'st wed no mortal lower than a lord. 
I loved thee, gurl! and yet, oh my Luereee, 
Bear with me while my guilty plot’s revealed. 
Though rich, I was by trade a catsmeat-man, 
Supplying pussies in the Old Kent-road 
And henvirons adjacent. 
Lapy T. False knave, avaunt ! 
And was’t for this I spurned the handsome Jones— 
A sporting gent who kept a public-house ? 
A catsmeat-man! Oh, faugh! Goto. Goto. 
(Aside.) I'll be thy widow e’er the night is spent. 


(Sweeps from the room with scorn upon her brow. The Ear sighs twice, 
then with emotion racked, bows low his head and faints upon the floor.) 


Scune 2: The same night. The Ear is still unconscious. Lapy T. 


stands over and pours contents'of a goblet down his throat. 


"Tis done, the subtle poison works! He writhes ! 
I filled the cup at yonder sparkling stream. 

Oh, had fierce Borgia e’er such chance as this 7? 

A stream of poison flowing at her gates! 

Ah, deadlier far than Cleopatra’s Asp 

Js London water in a woman’s grasp. 


(The Eant sighs once, then opes a bloodshot eye. He sees the cup: his 


wife's vindictive look.) 


Earu. Ah, fiend, thou wouldst !Jsay what was in that cup? 


Lavy T. Cold water. 

Earu. Ah, I die! 

Lapy T. I’ faith, thou dost. 

Ear. The deadliest poison known. Oh ’elp, here—’elp! 


(He rises to his feet, sighs twice, and dies.) 
Scuns 3: The same. The inquest. Lapy T. and Coroner's Jury at 
dinner in the drawing-room. CoRoNneER serving the salmon. 


Lavy T. Se kind of you, really, Mr. Coroner, to combine business 
with pleasure. It’s a disagreeable thing to have in one’s house, and 


it’s as well to get through it as pleasantly as possible. 


Conongr. My dear Lady T., I abhor formality. I think the idea 
of dining over an inquest is superb, and does you infinite credit. A 


little cucumber ? 
Lavy T. You won't want to analyse the water? 


Coronsr. No, certainly not. ‘The properties of London water are 
known. But I'll trouble you for a little more salmon. Thanks! 


First JumYMAN. b anil sparrergrass! I wish there was a 
inquest every day, don’t you, Coroner? ee 
ononER. I do. But people are | so deucedly inquisitive 
nowadays that they quite ignore private grief and sorrow. 
(Enter Joun with lamb, asparagus, and champagne.) 
Currant. 


—_——= 


APPOINTING A REPRESENTATIVE. 


Tuene’s Time at the deor—he is rapping agai 
all: cht Mr, Time!--doa’t begie to-explsin ! 
right, Mr. !— don’ t ! 

Tim Mr. Time; it’s a quarter to 

Don’t me to rise, Mr. Time ; it's a bore— 

Confound it—I’ve risen so often before ! 

I’m up to the plans you have:made for the day— 
I know very well what you ligive me te do ; 

I’m not to be duped by your carneying way, 
You droney depresing old lumberer, you ! 

I’m smugly in bed, and in bed I ehall keep— 

You hear, Mr. Time ?—and I'm goimg to sleep! 

I’ve fathomed your plans for a dozen deeades, 
I know to the letter what's going to be: 

I’ve dreamed of the whole, in the region of shades : 
For dreamland despises your sway, Mr. T. 

As the whole of your scheme of my destiny’s known 

I shall leave you to work the fulfilment alone. 


I find I’m to wrestle with Fortune for bread, 

But fighting with Fortune's a wearisome game : 
T’ll leave you to wrestle with Fortune i 5 

In no way forbidding your using my name ; 
Starvation, you'll find, is an excellent spur: 
Don’t bother to wake me, whatever occur. 


Then, after a season, from what I can make 
Of the dream, it would certainly seem to transpire 
That I have to be “ lagged,” by a little mistake— 
Now, yow will be lovely in prison attire! 
Don’t trouble to wake me—I’]l trust to your care 
For properly carrying out the affair. 
I shall, as I find—by a malice profound 
Which characterises the acts of the Fates— 
Be partially poisoned and partially drown’d, 
And suffer a series of similar straits! 
Permit me to slumber the whole of it through ; 
Pray manage the matter—I’ll leave it to you. 


Then (Fortune bewitchingly deigning to make 
An end to these troublesome worries and cares) 
I faintly discover beginning to break 
The dawn of a pleasanter state of affairs. 
Men praise my productions: oh well, let me see— 
No! don’t you awaken me yet, Mr. T. 


Men duy my productions; a being sublime, 

In Fortune’s irradiant glances I bask — 
By Jove! I am truly afraid, Mr. Time, 

I’ve kept you too long at this troublesome task ! 
You're sick of performing my duties, I'll vow : 
All right, Mr. Time; /’/é attend to them now. 
Men raise me a statue, imposing and grand,— 

I find I must beg you to aid me again ; 

I’ve suffered enough at your ravaging hand— 

Oh, pity my monument— let it remain ! 


Fmst Juryman. I hope we shan’t want to see the-—ah, you know eee t respectfully by, I implore. 


— because it might disagree with me just after dinner. 


Good night, Mr. Ravager. Wake me no more. 


next course comes on it ’ud be as well, ’cos then it 'ud be off our minds. 
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THE NEW STYLE. 


Brown (to friend in bath) :—“‘ Comz AND BIN WITH US TO-MORROW, JACK ?”’ 


Jack :—“ Att rnicut! Dress, or coursg?”’ 


Brown. —" On, MO; NO CEREMONY YOU KNOW. OoMB JUST AS YOU anal” 





SUGGESTIONS FOR THE FUTURE GOVERNMENT | 


| voice in the arrangement of future Academic affairs. 
| always encouraged art.’’) 


OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


Tuat the Academicians do in future be elected by the public. At 


the nearest “ public.” 
That the Academicians do elect the Associates. 
That the Associates do elect the Academicians. 
That neither do either. And that either do neither. (This is optional. | 


That a Committee of Artists not Academicians or Associates be | 


appointed to watch over the interests of the outsiders. And that such 











, Rr ithe 7 Yes, I'll put my Sunday coat on, 


a — es 
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‘“A FAIRY'S DWELLING.” 


Wuen Apollo, sinking westward, 

Seeks his couch and says “ Good- bye” 
When the birds are flying nestward, 

And the stars begem the sky ;— 
Then [ stroll, with love-dreams laden, 

Past a house in Russell-square, 
Fo" I know a certain maiden 
Who lives there ! 


When I gaze upon that dwelling 
I exceedingly rejoice, 
As with love my heart is swelling 
For the damsel of my choice. 
And I linger by the “ airey” 
Till each bobby says ‘‘ Beware!”’ 
And it’s all because my fairy 
Dwelleth there! 


| I can scarcely say her station 
Is a fairy’s, I’m afraid, 
For she holds a situation 
As a sort of kitchen-maid ; 
And the upper servants, snarling, 
Chaff my ginger-coloured hair— 
Still I go, because my darling 
Dwelleth there ! 
Loving hearts are not confined to 
| Folks who revel in the Row; 
i So [ll go when I’ve a mind to, 
For she worships me I know. 










































And I'll frequently repair 
To that house—for she 1 dote on 
Dwelleth there! 









Against the Canons. 

Herr Krvpr is reported to have received considerable 
attention at the hands of the authorities of the Brussels 
Life Saving Appliances Exhibition. On the principle 
that he represented several great guns, we presume, 







A Standard Joke Altered. 
‘“ Wuo's your ’Atter?” into “Who's your City 
_ Editor?” 
Cee en ene en een cnn e eee nnn EERE 
That all members of the Court of Common Council be allowed a 
(“The City has 








That art critics of tried circulation be allowed to compete for 
lay membership. No previous knowledge required. 
ae the Lord Mayor for the time being be appointed Vice-Presi- 
ent of the Council. 
oeTbet Lord Mayor Cotton be made for life. (‘‘ He always had a 
predilection for art and a fondness for artists.’’) 
That Mr. A. J. B. Beresford Hope, M.P., be appointed Assistant- 


Committee be sworn to consider an outsider better per se than an) Chaplain, with the right of saying “ Batavian grace.’ 


Academy man of either class, and to see him hanged first 

That this Committee do be paid for its services from the Trust | 
Funds of Burlington House, and that each Committee-man be entitled 
to the privilege of bringing in two or more friends to lunch. Beer at 
all hours, and birdseye for choice. 

That several lay figures be elected Academicians. 
to be considered lay members. 

That lay members be entitled to carry all their eggs in one basket | 
and to reckon their chickens accordingly. 


Lay figures not 


That a purchasing power of not less than three figures to always 
constitute eminence. 

That the pictures be rehung once a month during the exhibition. 

That the second judgment and mares be vested in the hands of the 
Outsiders’ Committee. (Vengeance!) 


That double the present amount of line-space be given to Acade- 
micians. (As an amendment: That none of the present amount of 
line-space be given to Academicians. ) 

That every Academician be compelled to exhibit sixteen pictures. 
(As an amendment: That no Academician be allowed to exhibit 
at all. 

That ten per cent. of the purchase money be “‘ added to the fund’”’ 
_by all painters exhibiting portraits. (As an amendment: That the 


| b ded in beer and birdseye. 
That all persons eminent in the world of Art be made lay members. | parceEngne 89 enpenee ye.) 


*.* These are but a small proportion of a very large number and 
variety of suggestions received for the relief of the Academy from its 
present unpepular position. They are, however, the only ones 
which, in Mr. Fun’s idea, breathe out a true spirit of generosity, fair 
play, and knowledge of the subject. 
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THE MOMENTOUS QUESTION. | 


%ine the bell, the curtain rises, 
In the East the scene is set, 
Half the play will be surprises 
(At the wings the “ pro’s’”’ are met). 
Herk! the voice of Europe’s calling 
For the actors yet to come ; 
In their places supers falling 
Answer to the rolling drum. 


Lift the curtain—slow and steady— 
“England! England! are you ready?” 


How the short first act progresses— 
Milan’s had his little say : 

Supers don your Russian dresses 
Wanted early in the play. 
England, England, you are needed!” 
Runs the cry behind the scenes. 

Shall the summons pass unheeded ? 
Show these clowns what acting means. 


Make your entrance—slow and steady— 
‘* England! England! are you ready; ”’ 


Can’t you see the stage is waiting, 
Hear the murmurs in the pit ? 
Stand you there still idly prating ? 

On, and make the piece a hit ! 
Show these empty-headed dreamers 

You can act as well as talk ; 
Scatter all these Northern schemers, 

You alone their plans can balk. 


Keep your nerves and weapons steady— 
England! show them you are ready. 


Proof Positive. 


Ar Hammersmith Police-court the other day a man 
was charged with being a lunatic at large. The only 
proof against him was that he had been heard to say he 
could provide London with a continuous supply of pure 
water. Small as this may at first sight appear, it was 
more than sufficient, and the maniac was at orce removed 
under strong guard. From which no one, and ourselves | 
least of all, would wish to see so evidently desperate and | 
dangerous a fanatic released. MARM ; 

A Vaunted Honour. 
Mr. VAvGuHAN is the new chief magistrate in place | 
of the late Sir Thomas Henry. Just the man who was 
Vaughanted. 


THEATRICAL AND LITERARY ANNOUNCEMENTS. 


Mr. Jones is engaged in adapting for the stage his celebrated study 
of ** A Bedpost Twinkling During the Reign of Terror,” now meeting 
with so much success in Penny Numbers. Mr. Smith, to whom he 
has shown the Plot and part of the real Post, is sanguine of the piece's 
success. 


The début of Madlle. Emptyhead is at last announced. This young 
lady’s portraits are much in demand, though whether or not she has a 
speaking part we have not as yet been informed. 


Mr. Super being dissatisfied with the management of the Odonto for 
refusing him a well-earned encore after his happy delivery of the 
novel line, ‘‘ My Lord, the carriage waits!” has closed his connection 
with that establishment. 


The leading journal loses the valuable services of Mr. Brown, who, 
for no less than nineteen years, held the honourable position of deputy- 
assistant doorkeeper of the machine department. ‘This must bea great 
blow to the proprietary. 


Mr. Spivins’s new domestic drama, ‘‘The British Workman 
Canonised; or, Down with Everyone who Earns more than a Pound a 
Week,’ received with so much enthusiasm the night before last, and 
pronounced by the press and the public a triumphant success, is to be 
withdrawn to-morrow. 


Mr. Tracy Tupman, the dramatic censor of the “ Fulsome Fish- 
fag,” has withdrawn his name from the free-list of the Bobtail Treatre. 
On dit that deterioration in the quality of the drinks supplied is the 
real cause. The ostensible one is published in the very “ original 
correspondence ’”’ of a theatrical contemporary. 

Mrs. Maloney, applewoman outside the Theatre Royal Bolero, and 
mother of Madile. Bijouterie of the Bagnio (whose diamonds were so 


VOL. XXIV. 





TO THE BEST OF HER KNOWLEDGE. 


92 X :—“Ir's VERY LIKELY AS YOU DID LOSE THE PURSE IN THE ‘BUS, 
AND WHERE MIGHT YOU ’AVE GOT IN AT?”’ 

Elderiy Party :-—*' TorrenHAMaH-CunTsH-Roae.”’ 

92 X :-—“ Yes, BUT WHAT PAKT? 
SxHor?” 

E. P. :—“ YouNG MANSH, YOU DIDN'T OUGHT TO ASHK SHUCH QUESTION. 
Don’T KNOW THE NASTY PUBLICSH HOUSES BY (hic) NAME.” 


Dip you GET IN AT THE Horsz 








noticeable in the part of a page recently), has taken up a temporary 
residence in Bloomsbury Workhouse. 


A round of Shakespeare’s plays, each one fitted with harlequinade 
Jinale, will shortly be played at the Fleet Street Theatre. 


Mrs. Peters, the popular boxkeeper, is taking a well-earned holiday. 


—— 
-_—— 


Laying Down the Law. 


Dvrina the hearing of a case which involved a question of musical 
copyright, ‘‘ his honour”’ the county court judge before whom it was 
being tried ventured the statement thata man’s name on the title 
page of a book was no proof of authorship. Though inclined to go 
some little way with this luminous authority, we think « title-page 
test is in literature as good as a county court judgeship in law. 
Though neither, it must be admitted, is of itself up to much. 


Only Natural, 

‘* Fcower-Por.’’—Under this head we find notice of marriage 
between a Mr. Flower and Miss Pott. It is singular—judging by the 
number of clippings which have been tent to this office—to discover 
that there are lots of people who regard so natural a conjunction as 


perfectly extraordinary. 


Juno Why P 


A xew eomet was discovered near Jupiter on the lst of July. 
Considering the date, it was near June oh! as well. 





A Common OccurrnENnce.—The Plumstead riots. 
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FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 12, 1876. | 


[Cartoon. ] 


A PLAIN STATEMENT. 


From A Man ov Pracs—whuo's Nor Arraip orp War. 


Sars John unto Alee preparing to follow 
The lead at the target his protégé takes— 

“« Now this is a thing I can’t manage to swallow, 
Your movements are ever a caution to snakes. 

I warned you before when you tried the same game on, 
And fancicd the lesson you wouldn't forget ; 

Your conduct the world never ceased to cry shame on, 
But still it would seem you're not satisfied yet. 


“You say you are neutral—but then your professicn 
Has never been yet to your practice allied ; 
I know standing still is to you retrogrcssion— 
Your motto is ‘Onward!’ whatever betide. 
I'll give you the truth, though to it you are stranger— 
We neither for one nor the other side care ; 
But should we find aught of our own isin danger, 
By everything honest you'll find’ we're ‘all there!’ ”’ 
0 


Tue difference between the manner in which the Mastern Question 
was viewed a litile over a score of years ago and the apathy with 
which it is regarded now by the great majority of Englishmen should 
offer a grand study to the intending or even to the experienced 
politician. Then all was ardour and thirst for Russian bluod. The 
‘Turk was voted the only true Christian, and no one would have 
believed the Greek Church was in any way corcerned with the form 
of belief as by law established in these. islands. Mohammedanism was 
lookid upon as a great benefaction to the world at large, and even the 
Wemen's Righters—who it must be admitted were a comparatively 
small and unimportant body then—didnmt think polygamy halfa bad 
institution. Now we have changed all that. <A reaction, the result of 
a false and extremely expensive popularity, has ret in, and although 
we, speaking for ourselves alone, are satisfied that the present pcsition 
of Turkey in the eyes of England is the correct one, we are by no 
means sure the ‘Turks would not be much more esteemed now if they 
had not received so large a share of public favour in the days that are 
gone. Yet it is not at all unlikely, despite the apathy manifest 
throughout the country with regard to the present commencement of 
hostilities, that England will have much cause to remember it. We 
cannot lose sight of the fact that a more critical period has seldom 
shown itself to Europe under the guise of a fairly general time of 
tranquility. If the only way to preserve peace is to be ready for war, 
then we should have a most extendedly pacific period, for it seems 
that all the Powers are prepared for war to the very uttcrmost pre- 
paration. With the exception, of course, of England, and no amount 
of false logic or outside empty show can persuade thinking men that, 
large as are the amounts spent, we are in anything like the condition 
we should be at a quarter the expense. And this brings us to a ques- 
tion somewhat apart from what precedes it, but none the less pertinent. 
What is the reason every officer in the great German army is at 
present under orders to study English? We are no alarmists, but we 
can vouch for the fact that wherever a German officer has a spare 
half-hour there will his English hand-book te found beside him. 
Germans evidently haven't forgotten the magic words, ** Was fir 
plunder!” 








A DAY IN TOWN. 
To THE Epiror oF Fen. 

Srr,—I have in my school some twenty poor, healthy, sturdy, 
country boys, and am anxious to give them atreat. Not one of them 
has ever secn the Seven Dials, tasted a halfpenny ice, or had a game 
of mud pies in your famous metropolitan gutters. While there are 
thousands of urchins in London who can enjoy the variety and bustle 
of the Great Cily every day of their lives, my poor boys are confined 
all the year reund to monotonous green fields, clean cottages, and 
fresh air. At this period of the year, when your columns are open to 
the cry of the children, may I beg that you will urge your readers to 
assist in such a praiseworthy object as giving them a smell of smoke. 
— Your obedient servant, A Country SCHOOLMASTER. 


os $$ ee 


Parailel Cases. 

“A Finaxciat Reform Associaticn”’ is projected to prevent dis- 
honest practices on the Stock Exchange. Our sympathy is divided 
between the association and the old lady who is engaged in mopping 
up the occan. 


A Man or tue Time.— Earl de la Warr. 
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JABEZ JUNKER, THE TYETOTAL BURGLAR. 
A Tratimony To HIS WortH. Ey Onze Wuo Knew Hiw WELL. 


Gantir, meybe lovely and ingenuou:, reader, pause as you peruse 
the folowing lines, and let the knowledge of a deep and chivalrous 
sense of duty sink softly into your soul. In the time of trouble and 
adversity, of sickness and of sorrow, it may be scme consolation to 
think how so humble a person as Jabez Junker dared and did. Per- 
haps rather should I say dared and didn’t, as it woula be wrong to 
lead amy one astray on so important a point. And Jabezhimself would 
be the last to allow it were he in the flesh. It seems indeed sad to 
think that so staunch an advocate of temperance should now be in the 
spirit, but it is the truth, snd those who have to answer for it must 
bear the blame. Nobly he withstood temptation, though exposed to it 
to the last, and if they who hastily scan the following lines do not 
drop the tear of generous pity, they can, instead, send stamps or post- 
office order to the present writer, who will bestow it in the truest cf 
true charity for them. 

Jabez Junker was one of those people who are said to be born bad— 
and who generally are to, or worse. Early in life, however, he 
determined to conquer the fate that hung over his family, and to 
avoid the evils of drink, which he saw so unfortunately prevalent in 
the court where the paternal mansion was situate. Jabez's father was 
a burglar by profession, his brothers were in the same line, and who 
can wonder that as Jabez was inducted into the mysteries of crib-crack- 
ing, drum-hauling, lob-sneaking, cross-fanning, jerry-faking, and the 
like incidental technicalities, that the temptation of taking a drop o’ 
short or a top o’ reeb was strong upon him. Reeb is, I regret to say, 
sinful slang, and means porter, though how it can do so no etymo- 
logist has been able hitherto to discover. Gattcr, pongelo, coldfour, 
perkin, panurge, and such like terms I can well and willingly under- 
stand as suggestive synonyms for porter, but how reeb can be made to 
do it puzzles many a mightier mind than mine. 

As I have said, Jabez, during his term of tuition, was much tempted 
to take strong drink, but to his honour be it said, he under all cir- 
cumstances steadfastly and sturdily refused. Once or twice when, 
during the summer, just to vary the monotony of their existence, the 
father tcok his family on a welching incursion round to the various 
race-meetings, Jabez’s devotion to the pledge he had set himself over- 
masters my mind and fills my heart with joy. The hot sun struck 
down upon the heads of the adventurous party, the dust rose in clouds, 
the pursuit of the police was sometimes fast and furious: the demand 
for drink on the part of Jabez’s colleagues was, under all these con- 
ditions, painfully manifest. But whether laying long prices out- 
siders, bunking across to the nearest cover, or bonneting a helpless 
claimant for coin, Jabez was ever the same venerator of a conscientious, 
if self-imposed, task. A little cold tea ina tin can sufficed him dur- 
ing the labours of the day, and a bottle of ginger beer or a glass of 
sherbet and water was his only luxury when evening found his father 
and brothers calling on the Jandlord of the Welchers’ Arms to fill the 
flowing bow] until it did run over, and in various other ways acquaint- 
ing the world that to-night they would jolly be, and that to-morrow 
should see them ready to die or anything rather than besober. Think, 
my friends, of the temptation thus imposed on Jabez—think how noble 
was the fortitude which enabled him to make so great, so gloriousa 
resistance! 

Time wore on, as time will wear with all the world, drunkards and 
teetotalers alike, and in course of time Jabez became a man, and 
received the freedom of the burglarious business. Other burglars who 
had early given themselves up to drink, at first strongly resented the 
abstemiousness of Jabez, but gradually they began to respect him and 
his motive, especially when they discovered how much more useful his 
cool head, refreshed with cold tea or strengthened by ginger beer, made 
him. Many atime when the best-laid plans would have gone wrong 
and the swag have been lost, and possibly some of the burglars might 
have been captured by the police—(remote as this latter chance may 
seem, it mig/t have been)—the temperate brain and teetotal ingenuity 
of Jabez have prevented the catastrophe, and earned him a double 
share of the booty. And those who think there is nothing in all this 
should expose themselves to the dangers and difficulties of a cracks- 
man’s career, and then they would be more than ever unprepared to go 
and do likewise. Let us, therefore, give honour where honour is due. 
It was never more due from advocates and promoters of the great 
Wilfrid Water Movement than it is to the memory of Jabez Junker. 

Once in particular Jabez did such service to his co-labourers in the 
vineyard of cross-purposes that his name will be ever revered, as much 
by total abstainers as by the dangerous c’asses generally. The detach- 
ment to which he belonged had singled out a promising establishment, 
and had had it properly put up. When the eventful time arrived they 
swooped down on it and secured all that was valuable. But, having 
done this, instead of turning their thoughts to flight, all but Jabez 
were tempted to the cellar, where they held a regular orgie, and were 
nearly entrapped in consequence. The old lady of the house, hearing 
the sound of revelry by night, stole from her bedroom with a dark 
lantern in one hand and a dagger in the other. And most assuredly 
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she would have played sad havoc with the regalers had it not been 
that Jabez, who sti!l carried his cold tea, was wide awake, and, getting 
behind her unobserved, dealt one with his diminutive but effective 
epowbar, which not only prevented the recipient doing any further 
damage, but.proved highly satisfactory andremunerative to the funeral 
furmisher round the corner. Then giving his comrades the alarm, he 
seized the booty and made off; and all admitted that he richly 
deserved the testimonial shortly afterwards presented him with an 
appropriate speech by the King of the Crosscoves, who was on that 
auspicious oceasion specially invited ‘to take ‘the chair. But what 
pleases me most of all is this, that the good example set by one has 
borne its fruit,.and now a large percentage of the burglars and buzzers 
of London are members of a Band of Hope, andfind it pay very well 
indeed. 

Bat even the best intentions fall short sometimes, and Jabez, having 
miscalculated the strength of his forcesduring a little foray, fell into the 
clatches of the powers that be, but not until after asanguineous struggle, 
during which many bit the dust. "Fhe episode of the old lady went 
rather against him on his trial, and'though the good Sir Wilfrid and 
other great friends of the temperamce ‘movement did all that was 
possible for him,a small-souled and narrow-minded jury convicted, 
and a port-wine-loving, brandy-bibbing judge blackcapped and com- 
mitted him. But even to the end his good example shed a lustre on 
the-eause. Though desperately tempted he consistently refused the 
solace afforded by the bottle, and on the fated morning nothing 
stronger than a cup of co!d tea passed his lips before he resigned him- 
self to the last sad offices of Mr. Marwood. A simple paving stone marks 
the place where Jabez rests in peace, but his memory is a monument 
in the minds of all who at once love truth and temperance. 


JULY. 
(A Lazy Lay.) 


In spite of the weather I’m stringing together 
Some stanzas, undoubtedly true— 

Some rhythmical reason concerning the season, 
The month that’s at present on view. 

But verse is a difficult matter to try, 

Especially now in the month of July! 


The month is a fine one if Fortune assign one 
An income and nothing to do. 

’Tis pleasant to wander through meadows and ponder 
On Nature’s bright emerald hue ; 

Moreover, it’s “jolly” at noonday to lie 

In the garden, anc smoke, in the month of July. 


One’s filled:with a loathing at donning one’s clothing— 
I’m sure folks could manage with less. 
‘All fashions but fret me,—if custom would let me 
I wouldn't be troubled with dress! 
For clothes (though they’re excellent things, by-the-bye,) 
Are scarcely a sine qué nonin July! 


July‘has its pleasures—with flowery treasures 
‘The fields are all gaily bestrewn, 

But still there is matter that threatens to scatter 
One’s dreams of delight pretty soon. 

The Dog-days are drawing unpleasantly nigh— 

St. Swithin turns up—in the month of July! 


Be:advised by the poet, and hasten to ‘‘ go it ’’— 
Be off where the rivulets gush ; 
Be lazy and jolly, for work is a folly 
Now summer's come in with a rush. 
And Labour's a demon we all should defy 
Whenever its warm—and it ts in July! 


‘¢Peace hath her Victories,’’ 


Tue American papers contain accounts of a duel between two cattle- 
dealers at Colorado, which resulted in one of the combatants being shot 
through the heart ‘with a “‘ Colt’s improved revolver.” Too much praise 
eannot be bestowed on the survivor for the kind manner in which he 
assisted to carry the body of his antagonist ‘to cor.venient shelter. 
The:most probable result of the encounter, so far‘as we can discover, 
will be a depreciation of the demand for ‘‘improved Winchester ”’ 
rifles‘as used by the man who came off second best, and a decided run 
on'the sort of weapon preferred by the winner. Friends at a di-tance 
had please better secure before the sudden rise sure to be consequent 
on the publication of this item of information anent Centennial 
rejoicing and universal American brotherly love. 


A Man or Norg.—A Musician. 
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A PARLIAMENT SKETCH. 


Tus House met at twenty minutes past four. Much amusement 
was created by the entrance of Mr. Strangers in a yellow waistcoat. 
A gentleman in the Reporters’ Gallery immediately commenced to 
throw mud at it, but was stopped by the entrance ot one of his pro- 
prietors. The Speaker having taken the chair, several honourable 
members who had been drafting prospectuses for new companies 
jumped up to get his eye. 


THE PRESENT CRISIS. 


Mr. Ginx. I rise to ask the Prime Minister if we are going to join 
the present conflict in the East, how many men we have ready for 
active service, and by hat reute it is proposed todispatch them ; and 
if he would have any objection to let me «know all about everything, 
as I am not very weil, and 1 ean’t sleep of a night for thinking about 
Russian atrocities and expeoting’ to wake up in the morning and find a 
Russian or a Monteniggerunder my bed? And if he would also tell 
me if the price of cigarettes is likely —~. 

The Srgakgr. ‘I'he hon. gentleman is out of order. 

Mr. Ginx. Oh yes, I know, but it’s-very important, because I pro- 





mised my wife (Chuckles. ) 
An Hon. Memppr. Isay, Mr. Speaker, you musn't allow this sort 
of thing, you know. (Tears.) 


The SPEAKER. 
hon. member after I’ve told him mot to do it. 
he will. (Hysterics.) 

Mr. Ginx. Allright. I’m going to conclude with a motion. I 
see it stated in the public prints that a Russian leather bag had been 
seen in a shop in Regent-street, and I think the time has now come 
when the Government should explain why the Duke of Edinburgh 
was ordered out of England for three years by the Czar, because the 
Duchess said if her papa’s troops hurt him when they got to London 
she should never be able to get anybody else to play the baby to sleep 
with the fiddle so nicely again. (Hums.) 

The Marquis or HatrHarTINGTON rose'to erder. It was unseemly 
that at such an important juncture anyone but himself should worry 
the Government. Besides, he had a lot of questions to ask himself, 
and he wasn t going tc see his friends the Conservatives badgered by 
a lot of unruly Liberals while he was there to protect them. He 
appealed to the Speaker. (Winks.) 

The Speaker. This is most distressing. Everybody is out of 
order, and (Nods and becks and wreathed smiles.) 

Mr. De Moses was about to reply to everybody, when Dr. 
Mobealy rose and asked if, considering the dangerous aspect of affairs, 
the unhappy nobleman might be allowed the use of a sword and 
gun, and be liberated to die for his country. (Sneezes.) 

The Srzaker. According to the rules of this House no ono is 
allowed to wander from the point at issue except members of Her 
Majesty’s Government. If the hon. member for Smoke disturbs the 
House again I shall——. 

SeveraL Members. What? 

The Spzaker. Appeal to his courtesy to desist. (Derisive cheers.) 

Mr. De Mosss. 1 must appeal to the House to hear me calmly. 
(Yells, cheers, groans, and laughter.) I am in possession of important 
information on the Eastern Question (cheers), but I intend to keep it 
to myself. (Oh! oh!) I have several important documents to lay 
before the House (cheers), but 1 cannot do so without the consent of 
the writers, and I can't make out their signatures. (Laughter.) he 
country must have confide.ce in us. (A veiee: “ Nu confidence 
dodge here!) Some of the questions asked inthe House to-night are 
ridiculous. 1 pass them over with contempt. 

Mr. StranGers (who rose in a violent passion). He must be 
excused for interrupting the Premier, but would the present be a con- 
venient time to bring on his motion about reporters in the House. 
There was a man in the Keporters’ Gallery making faces at him now, 
and calling attention to his yellow waistcoat. He would not stand 
it. (Libels.) 

Mr. Dz Mosgs appealed to the Speaker for protection. 

Mr. Bieerst begg+d to move that Mr. Strangers be requested to 
take off his waistcoat as it very much annoyed the Reporters’ Gallery, 
and so unsettled them that they never reported his (Mr. Biggest’s) 
speeches in fall. (Groans ) 

The Spzaxex. Uh please, gentlemen, do be good! These constant 
interruptions are most unseemly. Mr. De Moses is in possession of 
the House. 

Mr. De Moses. I have nothing more tosay. Affairs are very 
serious at present there is no doubt, but it would be most injudicious 
for Her Majesty's Government to say what course they intend to 
pursue. (Smiies). In fact, if the hon. gentlemen sitting in‘the gang- 
way press me for an answer I must say that we don’t know ourselves. 
(Loud smiles. ) 

The House then went into committee on the Rag, Bone, and Bottle 
Shop Licensing (Ireland) Act, and adjourned at twenty minutes 


past one. 


No, I»won't. (Weeping.) It's. very wrong of the 
He’)l break my heart, 





nnn nner ccncccccccnncccccccccccccccccccnmmennneeeeree errr, 


- owt a 7 


"Ses 
ims rote tS Cease 
a. ae ey cy 


Ble 


. - I@9e7,, °>" 


owd 


s thay 7 

~ 
. : «jw SMe. La 
Pe es ii es 


a vem eRe 8 


on 
“-* 


* 


- 


a Kp trare Pig te, P¥ 


‘ 


ee + 
os ao ao 


ee SS ee ee ee — 


eas 


ene. eae Sa 2 


=~ millon 


— 


. a oe 
3 
ot a Pg 

ee ee ed 





a. 


Se 


Oe ee ee 


- 


ae 


a 











Sega: 


(Jery 12, 1876. 


111 gga 2 


TT RPL Ld 
( 
tty 





Confound the thing; Z won’t pick it up.” 





** Oh, there! 





a awe ee ee Sl 


ee Ee: See 


Ob, all right—you’ll find ’em in window.” 
i'he corks aren't drawn” 
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What's to be done? 





I say ! 


KUN. 
HOT WEATHER LASSITUDE. 





** O-o-oh! 


** Want to look at a few diamond 


** All serene— bother the tickets !—put ’em down somewhere—I’1I trust yer all,”’ 
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WAR!-AN OLD PLAY REVIVED. 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 
John Bull :—“ NOW, THEN, MR. RUSSIA, YOU KNOW YOU’RE DISQUALIFIED FROM FIRING AT THAT TARGET.” 


Russia :—“ MY DEAR OLD BOY, I NEVER DREAMT OF SUCH A THING!—(Aside.) JUST WAIT A BIT, THAT’S 
ALL.” —( Winks, and sights his r:fle,) 
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TOO SCON. 
I'm sitting by the river's beimk— 


The river Rhine I mean; 
At intervals I take a drink, 
And murmur, ‘* What a ecene!”’ 
With Bingen, Bonn, and Rolandseck 
My fancy's beem enthralled, 
Lut now of these I little reek— 
I’m suddenly recalled. 


The steamer starting from the pter 
To breast the sturdy stream 
Arouses me to what is here— 
Awakes me from my dream: 
Awakes me to a prospect sad 
By which my heaat’s appalled, 
For just as I was getting glad 
I’m suddenly recalled. 


Of Lurley and the Dzachenfels, 
Coblenz, Neuwied, Cologne, 
I'd take a lot of fresh fareweils 
Were time but new my own. 
Dear river Rhine, no more I'll see 
The crags with which you're walled : 
All holidays are gone for me— 
I’m suddenly recalled. 


No mcre for me’s the “ special” boat, 
No more the slower craft ; 

No more the midday table @ hate 
Or private meal abaft. 

No more I'll hear the tourist cad 
Make puny jests and bald. 

(Which leaves me just a trifle glad 
I’m suddenly recalled.) 


O London! haunt of busy men, 
To whom I hurry now, 
I'll get my trouble o’er, and then 
I’]l register a vow: 
In London will I live and die, 
For there once safe installed, 
There’s little chance to raise the cry— 
I’m suddenly recalled. | 


Combination Fxtraordinary. 


| 
A Mrs. Orcuarp, of Bucks, is reported as having | 
just given birth to three children. A fruitful Orchard | 
and Bucks-some woman as well. Still, an Orchardis | 
hardly the place for a surplusage of olive branches. 
J 


DOTS AND LINES. 


SzeLtect Commission on Oyster Fisheries concludes the taking of 
evidence and adjourns. ‘Till the commencement of the oyster season, 
to try the light of practical experience, and chili vinegar. — Arrival 
cf Hon. E. Pierrepoint, United States Minister. He became Minister 
as soon as ever he reached the English Pierrepoint. Strange, but 
true. = New baths for Rugby School. This institution will now, 
unlike several kindred establishments, be able to do its dirty washing 
at home. — Thunderer ordered to join the Mediterrancan Fleet. 
Nevertheless, publication will still go on ia Printing House-square. — 
Recent Scottish féte near London said to be remarkable for the 
quantity of its bagpipe playing. This notion strikes us as being more 
remarkable than the remarkable quantity of the bagpipe playing. — 
Head-master of a public school, named Close, sentenced to twelve 
months’ “ with hard.” Hard and Close application: a Close time 
lasting all the year round. — Dr. Playfair lectures on “ our know- 
ledge of air from 6408 c. down to the present time.” This may be 
all very well for Dr. Playfair, but we personally haven’t known it 
nearly so long. It looks as though the Dr. were airing his experience. 
= Mr. Arch is not in favour of “ war-work.” Certainly not. Piece 
work is a good deal more in the line of self and followers. — Ayrshire 


Rev. Mr. Spooner (tenderly, to Eligible Widow) :—* How 
EMBLEMATIC IS THIS OF THE RELATIONS OF MAN AND WIFE. 
GRACEFUL l1VY, 
AH, DEAR MADAM, A HUSBAND'S FOND PROTBCTION : 

Widow :—‘* AND SURPOSIN’ THE HOAK IS TOO LITTLE AND THB HIVY TOO 
BIG, — WHAT THEN, Mr. Spooner?” 


i 
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engineer discovers how to use compressed air as motive power for | 


tramway cars. ‘This may be very well in Ayr, with homceopathic 
inducement, but it won’t do in London, where compressed atmosphere 
would be most useful split up into tram rails. — Mr. Tolley, of Wal- 
eall, reports that he has struck oil in a North Staffordshire coal seam. 


In these days it is singular to hear of a strike to likely to benefit both | 


capital and labour. So we rejoice accorciip'y. 


Brron’s statue to | 





OAKWARD RATHER. 


BEAUTIFULLY 
SSE HOW THE 
CLINGS POR SUPPORT TO THE STALWART OAK 


WOMANLIKE, 





panion to ‘Napoleon at Elba.” (We have been at this moment 
informed that if General Grant does go round the world, his aitty 
days are to be spent during the Verneal Equinox at Chiswick.) — 
King of the Belgians about to put himself at the head of a “ union of 
nations.” ‘Thus the irony of fate. He will become « “umble upona 
national scale. = Tract distributor found knocking at doors and open- 
ing shutters at three in the morning. Was there no way at hand of 
making him “ make tracts” as well as distribute them ? = Steady 
progress of Mr. Cross’s Prisons Bill. Seems to be rather too much 
of a crux for the most Conservative of county magistrates. Still, they 
must “carry their Cross’’ as well as other people. — Journeyman 
barber discovered to be heir to £350,000. This for the other man 
who expected the money was a regular “ barber blew,’ and blue 
enough he looked over it. 





A Really Great Traveller. 
The sot-disant “largest daily” contains a curious advertisement 
addressed to ‘‘ Mary.” Among other information of a rollicking kind 
published in it is this: —‘‘ I go abroad for a few weeks on 3d.”’ The 


| Standard has within the past few months shown in a somewhat novel 


light as regards both humour and money, but the most able of its 
contribu‘ors and financiers, even when combined, are as nothing before 
an unknown and mysterious advertiser. Thus true greatness will 
ever assert itself, though it has to pay five shillings an insertion. 


Facit Per Se. 
A GENTLEMAN writing on the subject of dog poisoning states that 


be in bronze. Quite right. His other and mur: imp: rtant memorial ‘‘ all who wish to preserve their pets should at once use muzzles.” A 
is already inscribed in marble. = President Grant ‘contemplates a | course of procedure we shouldn’t mind seeing adopted by some people 


As a com- 


tour of the world.’ We shculd like to see him doing it. 


| 


| 





we know without any reference to pets, whether canine or temperial. 
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THE SILVER KEY. 


"Orty Tourist, with “ highglass,” 
Sassenach"’ (no English). 


Wetisn, AND I’M SORRY YOU CAN'T SPEAK ENGLISH!” 


THE HYDE PARK REVIEW. 

Apropos of the review in Hyde Park, the Duke of Cambridge has 
issued a general order in which everybody is patted on the back, from 
the English volunteers down to the Sachsen gentlemen in command 
of them. lassing from military to civil matters, His Royal Highness 
sheds figurative tears of joy over the good behaviour of the crowd, 
and breaks off at a moment when we were anxiously expecting to 
find a compliment paid to the weather, the ice-barrow mea, and the 
crossipng-sweeper opposite the park gates. We are in a position to 
state that the conclusion of the Commander-in-Chief's general order 
was crowded out of the daily papers by telegrams from the Servian 
frontier, and we therefore hasten to place the excised paragraph before 
our readers : — 

In conclusion, though not coming within the usual province of a 
general military order, His Royal Highness the Duke of Cambridge 
cannot on this occasion withhold his testimony to the admirable manner 
~ which the refreshments were supplied by Messrs. ‘Thingumbob and 

, the lovely appearance of the ladies’ Saielaas. and the exquisite 
poitence with which Lady Springchicken’s poodle refrained from 
that national spirit and love of order of which the nation may be so 
justly proud. Ricuarp Licht anp Arrgy, Adjutant-General. 


A Sneaking Fondness. 


Tue young gentlemen of Leamington College have rushed into 
print to inform the world that their head-master loves them so much 
and is so kind to them that he has flogged a certain Master Jackson 
so severely as to become a matter of public comment. After ex- 
pressing their unanimous delight at Jackson's suffering and shame, 
they commence to pull Jackson pére to pieces for daring to take any 
notice of the matter; and conclude by expressing the regret with 
which they read the remarks upon the case in the daily papers. 
What a nice school it must be where boys are allowed to read the 
daily papers! We worder how they liked the poetic extracts in the 
Buchanan-Swinburne-Taylor case, 


To her jolly tourist, who * crosses her hand’’: 
Old Lady:—“‘Ou yes, stn, I can, to you!” 


king at the heels of His Royal Highness’s charger, thus displaying | 


has asked Old Lady in a peremptory manner for the Miner's Bridge, and she:has replied very positively, “ Dim 


—“JT WANT To sEE THE MinER’s Bripce, oLp GAL; I can’T SPEAK 


SS Eee 
LOCUS STANDI. 


A scHoLar of old was accustomed to say 
(And people believe in him yet), 

He'd move this old universe out of the way, 
If he but a “standpoint” could get! 

This vast proposition he never could prove, 
Because it is perfectly plain 

The ‘‘ standpoint” to render him able to move 
Was what he could never obtain ! 


Now this is exactly the troublesome state 
In which my existence I find ; 
I want to do something unheard-of and great, 
To move and astonish mankind! 
Had I but a chance !—in ** the House””—at the Bar— 
In Science—in Learning—in Art! 
But the requisite ‘“‘ standpoints’’ unluckily are 
Still wanting to give me the start! 


Would managers bring out my plays on the stage— 
Would editors publish my rhymes— 

I feel my productions would soon be “ the rage,” 
And have an effect on the times! 

. « * 

These wild aspirations will lead to no good, 
And so the most sensible plan 

Will be, as I cannot do all that I would, 
To do just the little I can! 


A Deck Oration. 


Tue Times informs us that the steamer which conveyed Sir Salar 
Jung up the river was “ decorated.”” And yet Sir Benjamin Phillips 
has to lock himself in a lumber room when he wants to wear his 

| orders. What will Le Fiyaro say of English eccentricity on this 


| head! 
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THE PRISONS BILL. 
(By Our ImacrnativE Revyrewsr.) 
We have been favoured with a copy of a leeture delivered the other 
crowded: and i i 


day by Professor Faker, K.T:P., toa . ‘audi- 
ence of housebreakers, garotters, &c., &c. This document, which is 
marked throughout by a subtlety of reasoning and a calm moderation 
impossible to admire too highly, appears to place the: harassed ques- 
tion of the Prisons Bill in an entirely new light. 

“Why,” asks the Professor, with much point—“ why, during the 
whole course of deliberations as to the authorities in whom it is fittest 
that the management of our prisons should be vested—why, I say, have 
we continued persistently to ignore that one class which must, above 
all others, feel a true and undying interest in the:sabject ? Our 
Magistrates may be good men; .our Judges may be sagacious and 
painstaking persons, our Home Secretary may have studied the topic 
from his cradle—but I ask, can our Magistrates, can:our'Judges, can 
our Home Secretary—ean, in short, any outsiderrféeb the'same all- 
absorbing interest—the same zealous pride—in the regulation of prisons 
as our convicts can? This; this then, is the class to whom we should 
look in our present difficulties—this is the class (at once the ‘most 
conversant with the subject, and the most interested in it) to whom 
we should say, ‘‘ Regulate our prisons as your instincts guide you— 
we leave the thing in your hands; it is your natural privilege and 
duty. Bless you!”’ Yes, let us leave the management of our prisons 
to their natural inmates, and this knotty subject will unravel itself 
instantly!’’ After this appeal, which is certainly marked by the 

resence of an idea as brilliant as it is profoundly original, the 

rofessor proceeds to set before the thinking world the details of his 
scheme for the regulation of penal establishments; and here we can- 
not but be struck with the deep thinking-out of the problem to its 
minutest points: “ Let a committee either be appointed—(we quote 
from the document before us)—in every prison by the votes of the ma- 
jority of inmates, or be composed of those whom numerous convictions 
would entitle to seniority; let this committee take the entire control 
of the establishment, the present governor and warders being respec- 
tively transferred to the offices of hall-porter and valets; let the 
present limitation as to liberty of action be done away with, freedom 
being the only safeguard of all British institutions, and we shall hear 
no more about the difficulties attending the control of our prisons! ” 
The masterly way in which the subject is treated from beginning to 
end certainly stamps Professor Faker as one of the weightiest thinkers 
of our day. * * ® ° 

We are interested to find that Professor Faker’s opinions have been 
boldly challenged by Dr. Skulker, of Whitechapel, in a clever little 
pamphlet entitled “‘ Quods and Queries.” 

Dr. Skulker is in favour of the total abolition of gaols of every kind ; 
he indeed considers them as obstacles to the welfare of the country, 
and frequently alludes to them in terms of unqualified opprobrium. 
He freely criticises Professor Faker’s scheme for making the prison 
a species of club-house supported by the country, fearlessly advocating 
the sweeping away of prison life in its entirety. “If we must have 
gaols,” he concludes, ‘‘let them be used as barracks for the police. 
His plan might prove of much service in the case of ihe mania for 
officialism becoming unbearable in this country, for the matter could 
be settled by instantly turning the key upon the myrmidons of the 
iaw, and a long-suffering populace released from tyranny at one 
stroke.” Dr. Skulker’s pamphlet is most exhaustive. 





ADJOURNED CASES. 
(By Ovr Mistnyormep Reporter.) 


A crowded and excited meeting of the Grand United Lovers of 
Sensational Literature was held the other day to protest indignantly 


against the conduct of the Courts of Law in adjourning interesting 
and absorbing cases at the most thrilling points. Mrs. Gusher, who 
occupied the chair, delivered a lengthy and animated oration, in which 
she denounced the system of adjournments as ‘‘an infamous and un- 
scrupulous plan for securing interest in the next sitting, by stimulating 
curiosity to an unnatural pitch; and -caleulated, by failing to satisfy 
that curiosity, to keep the: mindat‘a'stfain which could not be other- 
wise thaainjurious;’’ ‘“This*‘ to-be-continued-in-our-next’ plan (she 
went on), hardly justifiable in ordimary sensational fiction, was strongly 
to be condemned when practised in*séaugust an institution as a court 
of law: (Cheers.) 

“When Judges‘knew that thebreathless interest of panting thou- 
sands hung-on the particular’ murdér or divorce case which they were 
trying—that' the: smallest’ bit of thrilling horror or of spicy scandal 
was to those: thousands as’ life iteelf<they had no right to adjourn 
atall on any account. They ought té sit day and night until the 
feverish interest of ‘the readers was satisfied by the final tableau! The 
J er a ought to be-ashamed of themselves!’’ (Prolonged cheering.) 

+ Kewreyusj in addressing the meeting, remarkéd that his mind 
had onvebeen nearly thrown off it# balance by the’ sudden adjourn- 
ment of avery spirited divorce case. In faet, the lady had just called 
down vengeance upon the counsel, while’the usher was bathed in a 
flood of-tears; when the court'suddenly rése. The sudden check, 
acting¢upon’ the overwrought interest of the* speaker, had seriously 
afféoted*his health. (Cries of “ Dear, dear! how dreadfal!’’) He had 
appealed in’ vain to the Judge to hurry the case‘onhad even written 
to the defending counsel to ask for further e ment. Would it 
be credited !—they had taken not the slightést notice of his applica- 
tions; and when, subsequently, the case was ‘mentioned in the papers 
once more, t¢ had actually been privatélpssettled? ! A more disgraceful 
way of tampering with the interest‘of the people‘he couldn’t imagine 
—it must be put down! ! (Cheers, and‘criés of commiseration.) 

The next speaker, Tommy Loiter, an'errandboy, said he ventured 
to say a few words on the subject because he felt that no one could 
better appreciate the pain of suddencessation of strained interest than 
‘im. It was sufficiently harrowing:to be*brought up weekly by sudden 
jerks in the “ Bald+Faced Forger; or, the Blood-stained kbroker 
of the Sandwich Islands,’ and “ Blue-Tailed Bob, the Blood-Bibber.”’ 
How much more fatal was it to happiness; if‘ not*to’ actual existence, 
to' be-eut off suddenly in the very midst of a trial for murder—(at the 
moment ‘when they were about to produce the knife !)—as he had been 
but twodays ago. Let the Old Bailey look after itself, for such un- 
feeling trickery couldn’t last—so it couldn't ! 

Mrs. Skandalgorger related an affecting tale of a young lady who, 
utterly broken down by the prolonged adjournment of a breach-of- 
promise case, full of love-letters, had wandered widely from home one 
day, married a greengrocer, and never amiled again. (Sobs.) She 
also told about a Church of England minister, of the strictest princi- 
ples, who grew so disgusted at the delay in concluding a tombstone 
case that he went quite mad, burieda Dissenter without one insult, 
behaved like a Christian for nearly a week, and then disappeared alto- 
gether. (Renewed sobs.) 

Other persons having addressed the meeting to the same effect, it 
was unanimously decided that some step must be taken with a view to 
the abolition of the subject in consideration, and the following resolu- 
tion was unanimously passed :—That this meeting is of opinion that 
the present system of adjourning interesting cases is inimical to the 
happiness and health of a large section of the community; that rate- 
payers, in supporting the courts of justice, stand virtually in the 
position of subscribers to a journal; and that, in short, they (so to speak) 
require each story to be finished in one single number, without ad- 
journments, postponement, or any other causes of objectionable sus- 

ense. 
’ Copies of the Police News having been distributed, the meeting 
adjourned quietly. 


-_—_— 





‘‘De mortuis ” 

A Lrverpoot daily informs its wondering circle of readers that an 
Edinburgh butcher, ‘‘named Dunn, has been fined £20 for having 
539 lbs. of deceased beef in his possession.” If the butcher was Dunn, 
the paper which would have its little joke was not. But still deceased 
is rather a queer title to apply to meat which has just previously 
been described as “all alive.” 


First-Class Reasoning. 


A DAILY paper, speaking of a late lamentable railway accident, 
says that “‘ the first-class carriages placed in the centre of the train 
were literally empty, and it is understood no ger by them was 
injured.” This is evidently not intended tc be read as it is written— 
literally. 


Fatuer Hyactrntue has left London for Geneva. 
shows his Swissdom. 


Thereby he 
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“TENDER AND TRUE.” 


Littl Girl:—“ On pieasp, ern, I'VE BROUGHT YOUR SHIRT ’OMB, BUT MOTHER SAYS SHE CAN'T WASH IT NO MORE, COS SHE WAS 


OBLIGED TO PASTE IT UP AGEN THE WALL*AND CHUCK SOAP-8UDS AT IT, IT’8 80 TENDER!” 





WANTS. 


Wantep an efficient able-bodied porter who can pack sixty-five 
persons into a compartment intended f for ten. 
London local railway offices. 

Wanted, for the Navy, three or four gentlemen who understand 
Saxon and the management of vessels to teach the principal officers 
Koglish and seamanship. 

Wanted a first-class Minister to replace an official who has under- 
mined his constitution and generally injured himself in a tramway 
uccident. 

Wanted a dramatist who can write an original play which will 
7 over a fortnight. Apply instantly, at any of the West-end 

ouses. 

Wanted for the Daily Press, a gentleman with a talent for in- 
venting ba'tles on the shortest possible notice. He will have earte 
blanche in killed and wounded and the use of accurate maps and 
dictionaries. Address ‘‘ Servia,”” Shoe-lane Shop, Fileet-street. 

Wanted a vocalist who will sing good new songs at concerts | 
without a fee from the publisher, and who will refuse trade cifers to 
shriek twaddle into notoriety. 

Wanted immediately, an attendant to take charg? of an old gentle- 
man who has a mania for injuring himself with a pen. Address John 
Clavigera, Cantwood. 


Wanted immediately, a selection from the ___ GREE Ey, © qelection from the poems oF: of Swinburne, 


Gals 





C. BRANDAUER & C0.'S New registered “ press 
series”’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt —the 

oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Passion for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Bex and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 





Apply at any of the 








Whitman, and Buchanan. Those recently quoted in the “ family 
dailies’’ preferred. Address, Solicitor, R. 8.8. V. 


Il n’a pas Raisin. 

On being charged with stealing sixteen ounces of raisins from the 
London Docks, ‘‘an elderly respectable-looking man’”’ stated, in miti- 
gation, that he only took them to eat. Had he said he took them to 
bestow in charity, to place to his credit at the savings bank, or to sole 
his boots with, this “elderly respectable-looking man” might 
have saved himself from the two months’ hard labour which the 
obvious untruth of his line of defence brought upon him from a 
logical, if even the least bit severe, police-magistrate. As the usher 
said on removing prisoner to the cells, the raisin d’eater of his defence 


was wrong. 


—EEE 


Rights and Writers. 
Paris Red-hots are moping because the Government is determined 

to snuff ont Rochefort’s journal, Les Droits de l’Homme. What 
| illogical folks to expect the rights of man to be left alone. 


Now Ready, the Thirticth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
TWENTY-THIRD VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


Reckitt y 





CADBURY'S | SESE 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION,—IYf Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 
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SOME MAGAZINES FOR JULY. 


THe magazines are a very uneven lot this month. Some are 
exceptionally good, while others are quite the reverse. Not that this 
is at all uncommon, except for the fact that there seems to be more 
than the usual quantity of articles written to please the writers—at all 
times a bad sign for the readers. J/aemillan is an excellent number 
so far as prose goes, the title of a poem, “* The House Beautiful,” being 
the only beautiful thing about it. ‘*‘ How I Went to the Levée” is an 
admirable piece of satire upon a too effusively loyal section of the 
middle-class community. ‘“ Dull Sermons” is lively enough reading, 
and some thanks are due to Mr. Matthew Arnold for his remarks on 
the Burials Bill. These and other articles, with the one good novel 
Macmillan is satisfied to publish at a time, make up a specimen 
shillingsworth. The Gentleman’s is rather a flabby number, if we 
except Mr. M‘Carthey’s pretty new way of telling a pretty old story. 
One of the contributions reminds us forcibly of the adage that some- 
thing more than poetic sympathy is necessary for the production of 
poetry, while still another will show to those who did not read the 
extracts in the latest literary libel how easy it is to be considered a 
poet if one only happens to commence as a peer. The “ Table Talk” 
is interesting. Improvement, we know, is in all things bound to come 
slowly, but we don’t see in London Society or its accompanying Holi- 
day Number anything either surprisingly clever or particularly pro- 
mising for the new régime. Indeed, in magazines as in other things, 
it doesn’t seem nearly so easy to be a wonder now as it was between 
a dozen and twenty years ago. 

The American serials are, of course, more or less devoted to the 
Centennial Festival. This devotion is more noticeable in Scribner's 
than in any other we have seen, as in addition to one of a series of 
articles on the period of the Declaration, there are special contributions 
referring to present joys. The illustrations are of the kind identified 
with this ably conducted miscellany. Even St. Nicholas has a poem 
written for the purpose of stirring up its boy and girl subscribers, as 
they read how a bold ancestry threw off the British yoke. In how 
many hundred years will United Statesmen have forgotten that ever 
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GROUNDS OF ARGUMENT. 
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Edith :-—“ I say, Recy, How 18 IT THAT ONE OF OUR COWS IS BROWN AND THE OTHER WHITE? 
Reginald :—“ Wuy, you SILLY, ANYONE KNOWS THAT! IT's THE WHITE COW THAT GIVES THE MILK, AND THE BROWN COW THE COFFEE! 


'*? 


they were British colonists—especially as modern history is written ? 
‘From Jaffa to Jerusalem” and ‘‘ How the Old Horse Won the Bet”’ 
are the best things in the Atlantic Monthly. 

Harking back to the effete old world again, we have to notice the 
| steady progress of Belgravia, which, with its Holiday Number, offers 
| good return for investment, and seems so far to have forgotten the 
| padding principle. It is noticeable, though, that in the art, as well as 
'in the literature, the best known names of contributors do not 
| always mean the best work. No one can object to “In the 

Country”’ as the title of an “Out of Town: Number.” Should 
we be wrong, objectors had better address the editor of the 
London Magizine. In Tinsley’s, serials take not only the place of 
honour but most of the room as well. There is little likely to dispute 
possession with them on their merits, although the author of 
“‘ Maggie” is rather inclined tostray from his text, besides being some- 
what oblivious of original characteristics. Evening Hours contains 
many good things, the best of which is “‘July.”’ If to sailors the 
useful and the beautiful are one, the Nautical Magazine must be the 
cause of much joy, despite its unpretentious appearance. The Celtic 
Magazine makes no vain pretence, and is Scotch enough for anything or 
anyone. Le Follet shoots fashion as it flies, and brings down some rare 
birds. The Comet is a small quarterly of amateur profession—and 
practice to match. Colburn’s is by no means a bad number. By the 
way, & man must possess some of the quality himself who would 
nowadays indite and subsequently publish an ‘‘ Ode to Valour.’ Be 
that as it may, both the valour and the verse have been found and 
supplied by Major R. C. Noake. 

We have also received :—Charing Cross, Argosy, Gardener's Magazine, 
Once-a- Week, Sunday at Home, Leisure Hour, Hardwicke’s Science 
Gossip, Journal of Horticulture, Medical Examiner, Peep-Show, Golden 
Hours, Sunshine, Day of Rest, Pictorial World, &c., &c. 


A pamphlet with the timely and suggestive title, What is the War 
About ? has just been issued by Vickers, 317, Strand. It is from the 
| pen of Mr. H. R. Fox Bourne, whose name is a sufficient guarantee 


| that the subject is handled critically and well. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 19, 1876. 
[Carroon. } 


FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. 


Gupat ScuHol aren Pow-wow anp Epvucation TALKEE-TALKER. 


Now the friends of Education 
Are in solemn conclave met, 
And they're feeling desolation 
Not untainted with regret ; 
For they're only jogzing slowly 
Where they fancied they could fly, 
And they want the poor and lowly 
‘To be learned ere they aie. 


Now the friends of Education 

They would have the people taught 
Not to heed disintegration, 

Not to let themselves be bought. 
While the friends of Education 

Who believe er way 
Ory aloud, “‘ Infatuation 

Has supreme command to-day !”’ 


Then the friends of Education 
Had a tidy )ittle fight, 
Mixing ratiocination 
With the proof that bleck is white. 
And when even Irich members 
Left the path of g'ory plain, 
They revived the fading embers 
And began it all again! 


Danates in Parliament are of course always instructive, and now 
and again prove moderately amusing. Not that the stereotyped word 
of two syllables so often introduced into the reports of dull speeches 
is to be taken as evidence, for, as the reporters are allotted a certain 
number of ‘‘ bracketed references *’— such as‘ laughter,’ “‘ hear, hear,” 
and ‘‘ cheers '’-—— and are expected to use them in the course of a debate, 
it is only natural that these words now and again find their way into 
the wrong places. But there are debates which supply their own 
merriment, and have no need of assistance from the gentlemen in the 
gallery. Lord I. Hervey’s mction the o her night with reference to 
coroners was not only humorous, but led to the exhibition of 
humour. ‘lhe noble lod seemed to think it very wrong for anyone 
to entertain an opinion differert from his as to the due qualifications 
for coronera; and though we are inclined to go part of the way with 
him as to the time being near when some alteration must be made 
im crowner’s quest Jaw and the appointment of crowners, weg really 
don't think it is for him to decide who are the only fit people to hold 
the office. So long as the duties and the limits of power are properly 
defined there cen be no purticular reason why a medical man will not 
make at least as good a coroner as a briefless barrister or unemployed 
solicitor. it will, we fancy, be pretty generally admitted that quite 
enough pretty pickings are at present preserved for the benefit of 
gentlemen learned iu the law. Lord F. Hervey s statement that 
King Alfred once banged a judge for treating a coroners inquest as 
conclusive proved more than was wanted. Nothing short of the 
penalty now woul! lead to the commission of the offence. But the 
crowning piece of humour among many humorous remarks came from 
Mr. Secretary Cross, who is not as a rule given to that sort of thing, 
any more than modern judges are given to believing in coroners. It 
wasn’t a bad joke to ask the members, during a debate called forth by 
continuous scandals, to divest their minds of all association with recent 
events. If the hbouse ie not to be guided by evidence, what is its use 
generally, and what in this icular case was the good of in- 
troducing the subject ? And further, if Parliament men are not to 
allow their feelings any play with regard to coroners, why not pass a 
law abolishing ali reports of coroners’ inquests until such time as 
coroners thems)ves sha!] have been abolished ! 


The Result of Training. 

A Cuinezs® railway has been opened at last. Fancy a Chinese man- 
darian’ to travel on it. But perhaps the celestials are in happv 
ignorance of the usual results of the block system. They never met 
with it. 





Bear Your Cross. 
It ie stated that Sir Charl 6 Dilke ia called “‘ The Home Secretary "’ 
by certain members of the Royal Acudemy. He's an R.A. Cross and 
they can’t bear him. 


FUN. 


| 
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EXPLORING THE WILDS. 


coN q-) Y dist of much wheedling 
; ; a we have prevailed upon 
, y | 1 our Misinformed Reporter 
| to set out on ana tempt to 
penetrate into the wildest 
regions of the River 
Thames, in order to pick 
up what information he 
can concerning the habits 
ot the various tribes d well- 
ing in those tr. ubled 
parts. Equipped with a 
tent anda cooking appa- 
ratus, he has gone forth 
into unknown lands with 
a fearless devotion im- 
possible to over-estimate. 
For a time we lost sight 
of him entirely, and were 
gravely troubled by the 
suspicion that he must 
have fallen into the 
clutches of some of the 
natives, and become eaten. 
However, after atime we 
found a communication 
floating down the tide in 
a champagne bottle, and 
our uneasiness was re- 
moved. Here is the com- 
munication :— 


(From ovr Misinrormep Reporter.) 


Ritchmund or MRiteckmend (Lower Navigation). — After dreadful 
hardships I have at Just managed to penetrate thus far. 1 have been 
warned off many places, and been charged half-a-crown for camping 
on others. The difliculties encountered by the traveller in these parts 
are caused principally by the hostilities which exist betweén the 
various tribes of natives. A war has just broken out between two im- 
portant tribes, the Steam-Launchers and the Bank-Fishers, and the 
atrocities committed on both sides are almost too horrible to describe. 
The mode of carrying on hostilities is interesting as affording a study 
of the rude and prmitive fabits of the natives. Down come the 
Steam-Launchers suddenly, and throw up a great wave which over- 
turns the pots and camp-stools, and swamps the sandwiches of the 
Bank-Fishers ; then the latter retaliate with summonses (very formid- 
able weapons when skilfully used) and letters to the papers. Althcugh 
their antagonists, the Launchers, appear to be a daring and warlike 
race, the Bank-Fishers (when let alone) are really a very harmless 
people. ‘Iheir religion, from what I can glean, is a fanatical de- 
votee-ism, which impels them to sit motionless upon the bai.k of the 
liver until they take root. In the right hand is held a sort of mystic 
rod from twelve to fifteen feet in length, and in the left a sandwich. 
It seems to me that victory will ultimately rest with the Fishers, as 
they are (I believe) backid up by two other tribes, the Boat-Pullers 
and the Conservators. Ags to the latter tribe, they are exe more 
beliicose than the Launchers; and, indeed, I had a narrow escape of 
failing into their hands in attempting to camp on a lock-island. 

The Boat-Pullers, though a numerous and powerful tribe, appear to 
have plenty of work on their hands, for, in addition to being at war 
with the Launchers, they are divided among themselves, an internecine 
8 ruggle being perpetually in progress between the two great sections 
—the Rowers and the Dufters. The Duffers resolutely uphold their 
immemorial custom of puliing all over the river anyhow, and runving 
into everything; while the Rowers believe in the theory of keeping 
your own course and attending torules. The Duffers often do great 
execution. I have decided to enclose this letter in a bottle and trust 
it to the mercy of the waves, in the hope of its reaching you. Should 
it fall into the hands of the natives, I am indeed lost. 

* ’ * 7 . * 

Shortly after we found the following in the same manner : — 

Twicknum (cr Twthknem).—\ have been engaged for the last day or 
two in studying the n ethod of warfare in vogue among the Conser- 
vators. I observe that they have cunningly placed two stout beams 
end-upwards io the middle of the river, near 7wicknum Ate, where the 
tide is very fast. There are evidences of much forethought in the 
position of these beams, for they are so placed as to be hardly 
visible above the water, and are calculated to completely stave in 
any boat coming upon them unawares. They would be particularly 
ffective after dark, owing to the care that has been taken to show no 
sign of their wher-abouts. They are probably designed to disable an 
enemy attempting to steal upon and capture the huge structure (possibly 
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a tort) anchored between them. If they don’t stave wm something shortly 
L shail be much surprised. 

I have lately been greatly disgusted with the doings of a very low tribe 
with which the river is infested. These beings are compl t-~ savages. 
As far as my observation extends, they do not appear to favour any 
style of clothing whatever—at any rate I have never noticed any. 
Their occupation is bathing at all hours of the day, anywne e and 
every where, and they particularly patronise the more frequented parts 
of the river, to the exclusion, of course, of the ladies belonging to all 
the other tribes. As an impartial critic, 1 am decidedly of opinion 
that the sooner a war of extermination is commenced against these 
ruffians the better, and I shall be delighted to accept a commission in 








INTREPID CONDUCT OF A CONST-BLE. 


A MIDDL&-AGED person, of gentlemanly address, who gave no name, 
was charged before Mr. Choplaw with being a lunatic at Jarge. On 
being put into the dock it was noticed that his eye rolled considerably. 
The worthy Magistrate observed it was a very bad case in /eed, and 
advised the constables ia court to close up and prevent mischief. 

Z 0 2 stated that h2 was on duty the previous day, near Hampstead, 
and was walking on hs beat thinking of nothing for the most part, 
unless if was about his duty as an offiver and the state of the weather, 
when the defendant accosted him. WNvutieed a ularing in his eye, but 
thought that was drink, and was going to advise him to go home, 
when defendant said suddenly, ‘1 want to get to Ovlney Hatch.” 










the attacking army. 


Should [ succeed in evading the fury of the natives, I will ere long 
consign yet another communication ‘to the tide with some account of 


another most objectionable tribe of savages—the Polluters. 





SOMETHING LIKE A SHOW! 


Wak up, my friends! come, be in time to see the great collection— 
l've a lot of curiosities you never saw before. 

Inside I've many artic'es well worthy yur inspection,— 
So bs in time! and quickly pay your money at the door! 


I’ve Butt, Ould Oireland’s monarch, from his palace by the Shannon, 
I ve an ** amateur” who never thought he'd shine upon the stage ; 
I've a brace ot moral poets, Messrs. Swinburne and Buchanan, 
And they're writing little lyrics meant to purify the age. 


I’ve a “ Hall of Science ’’ demagogue who's never been a scoffer, 
Also a comic actur who considers “‘ gagging’’ low; 

I've a lady who has just refused an “ eligible offer,” 
And an heiress from Mayfair who never figured in “ the Row.” 


I can show a parish officer whose heart would never harden, 
And a sempstress who was always paid good wages for her work. 


I've the “’tec”’ who tracked the jewels that were ‘“‘ moved” from 


Hatton Garden, 
And a live domestic servant who has never had a ‘ perk.”’ 


I've a music-hal! “ comique’”’ who never sings a vulgar ditty, 
Nor dres es in a “ draught-board”’ suit and rainbow-coloured tie. 


I’ve a husband who was never “‘ kept on business in the City,” 


And a swain who never kissed his sweetheart when he said good-bye. 


I've an author who for organ-men evinces an affection, 
And a lady (in her senses) who goes in for Women's Rights ; 
And another, fond of animals, who votes for vivisection, 
And 
“ frights.” 
From the seat of war I've telegrams agreeing with each other— 
I've a bobby who was always found, when wanted, on his beat; 


I've a “‘rough” who never kicked his wife nor jumped upon his 


mother, 
Nor interfered with unprotected females in the street. 


I’ve a nostrum which has proved to be, as promi-ed, efficacious — 


I've a youth who, though he’s seventeen, has never tried to smoke; 


I’ve a special correspondent who is thoroughly veracious. 
And a “ laddie :rae the Land o’ Cakes”’ who understands a joke. 


So, come along, and be in time, don’t hesitate about it— 
We're just «bout commencing—pay your money at the door: 
Walk up, I say, walk up, and see the show before you doubt it— 
Such a wonderful collection as was never seen before. 


Supererogatory. 

Unper the head of ‘‘ A Warning to Bachelors” the giant minds 
which guide our “largest evening” contemporary have produced a 
letter, ihe purport of which seems to be that when occasion requires 
they can spell very badly. ‘That they can write ditto requires no 
special effort to prove. 


The Wrongs of Ireland. 

Aw Irish farmer who recently purchased a tract of land in King’s 
County has just committed enicide, “the conseqvence of receiving a 
letter threaveuing to shoot him abouta month ag».’’ Self-preservation 
is the first law of mature, but this seems an intulerably Irish way of 
putting it into effect. 


Too Warm. 


GENERAL Banks Otyspics is a great man among the Servians. 
But according to telegrams he has had to imitate his London namesake 


in the singuiar, and shut up. 








a modern dressed-up giil who never thought her sisters 


Constable at once felt his pulse, smelt his breath. and felt in all his 
pockets, and finding none of the signs of drink about him, concluded 
he must fe an e-caped jucatic. Sprang his rattle, obtained assistance, 
and conv yed prisoner to the police-station, where, having fastened 
him dewn to the fluor of a cell, the deputy divisional surgeon was 
sent f.r. 

The prisoner, whose eye had been glaring and rolling more and 
more during the ac:ive and intelligent oflicer's evidencs, was about to 
speak, when 

The worthy Magistrate commanded him to be silent, and retired to 
his room for luncheon. 

On r suming, Mr. Sawbones, jun., the deputy divisional surgeon, 
was sworn, and deposed that on the day previous he wae sent for and 
found the prisoner fastened to the floor of a cell and exhibiting the 
most uvusual excitement. Heard him call policeman a meddling 
noodle and interfering booby. Considered this a sign of either 
intoxication or insanity, and tested him accurding!y, as directed by the 
divisional instructions. Found prisoner's pulse was turivus, but could 
discover no smell of drink. ‘lo make sure, however, administered an 
emetic with the assistance of a sergeant and tour constubles. During 
the operation prisoner applied several epithets towards witness which 
only « drunkard or a madman would use. Such, for instance, as idiot 
and jackanapes. [ound eventually there was no trace «f drink, and 
therefore concluded pris ner was a raging Janatic. [lad no doubt 
whaever about the matter, and considered prisoner decidedly 
dangerous. 

Sergeant Muddle (Acting Inspector) also said he had no doubt defen- 
dant was in an unsound state of mind, and acting on the information 
of Z 02 as to the mention of Colney Hatch made by defendant had 
telegraphed to the head of that institution to say he had in charge a 
lunat c escaped from there. 

Here the prisoner again became fearfully excited and was about to 
interrupt the worthy Magistrate in a well-deserved eulogy of the con- 
duct of the police, when 

His Worship suid if defendant interfered with the business of the 
court he would at once commit him without the op'ion of a fine. 

At this moment the Governor of Colney Hatch eutsered the court 
and said he wished to remark that there was no lunatic missing from 
his premises. On being asked if he knew prisorer, he said he did very 
weil, almost intimately ; that prisoner was a gentleman of independent 
property living close by the asylum. 

Some persons having now entered the court and sworn to the same, 
the prisoner, who was much calmer, asked to be allowed to makea 
statement, ‘but 

Mr. Choplaw said he had heard quite enough. He would discharge 
prisoner this time without a stain upon his character, but would 
advise him to be careful how he came there again. We might be 
overrun with lunatics and druskards were it nut for such officers as 
Z 0:2, who was ordered £5 from ‘the poor box. 

or — 
MEETING OF THE EMPERORS. 
(Avruentic Report.) 

Empsror or Rvussta. How do you do? 

Ditto or Austria. Jolly! How's the Missus ? 

Emperow or Russta. Tol-lol, thanks. Been gay this season ? 

Ditto og Avustrxia. Middling. You'll stay lunch ? 

Emperor or Kussia. No, thanks; I want to get back at once. 
Ta-ta ! 

Dirro or Austria. Ta-ta, old boy. Remember me at home! 

(Faem tux Greased Thund: doit.) 
‘‘The meeting of the Emperors has taken place, and there is 


reason to believe that it has resulted in an agreement which 
influence the future of Eur pe. Questions were prubably disoussed 
which have troubled the ha 
es an morniag, that the f day resulted 
improvement this t meeting of yesterday r in 
the solidification of two peaceful policies.” 


perial Chancellors for wonths, and satis- 
The tone of the Continental bourses shows, by its 


Mem. for Horatio Nelson (Hall). 


THERE are some things that are very expensive to wash. The 


banks of the ‘lhames for instance. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF ROW.—BY OUR DISGUSTED HERMIT NOW VISITING TOWN. 
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THE WESTMINSTER WAR PATH. 


DOWNFALL OF THE GREAT AMENDMENT MAN, AND RENEWED TRIUMPH OF THE OLDJABBERAWAY 
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MY MISFORTUNE. 


I wave a most unhappy knack— rt 
I ve had it all may aie | SRE 
Of following the only tack EP 
That leads to certaim stzife. ah 
I pick my way among a crowd— vad 
I m careful bow I if 


Yet some one’s sure to shriek alouc 
I’ve trodden on his toe. 


I like to please my fellow men, 
And make my neighbours laugt., 
And so I wield a waggish pen, 
And try a little chaff. 
I only say the mildest things, 
No quick they well touch ; 
Yet every post a victim brings— 
I’ve hurt him very mach. 


I would not touch the worms that crawl, 
I would not flip a fly, 

I would not hit a ericket ball, 
Or let a daisy die. 

And yet I'm handed down to fame— 
Such fame as joking brings— 

As one who's made a #ind of name 
By saying cruel things. 


The Long and the Short of It. 


Tue Freeman’s Journa], the leading Dublin comic, 
contains an aceount of a prosecution, under the direction | 
of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, | 
which charg d a man with “ bucking a herse thirty-five 
yards long under a heavy lead of sand.” With every 
respect for the Dublin Fremen’s hitherto well-earned 
reputation for comicality, we venture to suggest that not 
only is this not a good joke, but that cruelty to animals 
is not a fit subject for jocularity. Verb. sap., which in 
Trish means a nod is as good as a wink to a blind horse, 
whether he be thirty-five yards long or even longer. 
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THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


“Dean mB! Wao WOULD HAVE THOUGHT OF MEETING you ?”’ 
‘‘ DELIGHTED TO HAVE THE PLEASURE—Believe us!”’ 


Brown, the great dramatic author, recently lefé a | 
play with a manager, and rubbed up his Latin for the 
occision. ‘ Puz vobiseum,”’ he exclaimed, retiring 
gracefully, ‘‘ the piece be with you.” 
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DOTS AND LINES. 


Provincia papers full of an extraordinary suicide in America. 
Extraordinary, indeed, seeing nineteen separate and distinct accounts, | 
each one containing nineteen distinct ways of doing it, have been | 
published. — O!d mn convicted of most atrocious crime sentenced to 
penal servitude for the rest of his ‘‘ natural life.’ Must have got rid 
of the remainder of that long ugo. = Strike of masons in the North. 
Naturally they won't give in till they and all in connection with them 
are “ stone broke.’”’ — Mr. Gye writes to the leading journal to prove 
that Mr. Mapleson’s speculation on Thames Embankment must fail. | 
This, from one impressario to another, is considered judicious criticism. | 
And there's not a suspicion of rivalry or feeling. How Italian | 
operas do purify men’s minds, to be sure! = Passenger for Banbury 
jumps out of express at Bletchley while going at full speed. A Buan- 
bury “ cake.” — Mr. Strangers postpones his action in 7¢ the reporter 
who made fun of his white waistcoat. Perhaps that waistcoat will 
after all be put out with the rest of his washing. — Close of the Flavel- 
Cook subscriptions swith over £2,500. As the adage has it, the | 
“personal” friend looks after his own. — Fly proprietor jumps out | 
of window at Dover. Being only a fly proprietor and not a fly, he | 
came down with a run. — Mid-Cheshire Liberals determined to take | 
no action with respect to filling vacancy caused by death of Colonel | 
Leigh. Jt is difficult to find anyone sufficiently the Mid-Cheshire | 


cheese. So they prefer to preserve a Stiltone! | 





The Simple Truth. 


Tue Russian Government has addressed a circular to its foreign | 


representatives abroad stating that Russia “will remain a simple | Whitehaven. 


spectator’’ of the present struggle. “Artful spectator’’ would be 
nearer the mark. 


rifles the nation. 








‘NUMBER ONE.” 


Take precious care of No. 1 
Whatever you may do! 

And when this thoroughly is done, 
Then look for No. 2. 


But when a certain No. 2 
Is woo'd, and won, and wed, 
You make her only 1 with you, 
And you are } instead! 


And if the numbers multiply, 
You still to fraetions run, 
Which added make a unitie— 

An aggregated 1. 


But Time our terms will disarray, 
And when the figures state 

A perfect sum, will wipe away 
Some unit from Life's slate ! 


And Death's subtraction still to Man 
But one remainder lends— 

With only 1 the sum began— 
With 1 alone it ends! 








Doubtful Claims. 


A Loxp, so the newspapers tell us, has just missed being drowned at 
Another lord, so the reviews say, has narrowly escaped 
| being a poet here in London. We are in doubt as to which pro- 
_vidential ‘let off’’ we should be most thankful for. 


Tue Natiowat Rirtg Association.—The Stock Exchange, for it an 
Rear “ Summer Manosovres.’—Holiday Movements. 
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WHIMWHAMBLEDON. 
(The last toast having been “‘ Bull’s-Eyes,”’ little Podgers, who dimly remembers something about the Ancients’ compliment to Juno, has a brilliant 


” 


thought, and proposes “ Girls’ Eyes. 
Mrs. P.:—‘‘Go on, Mr. Popcers—co on, sir! 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tx reappearance in London of Madlle. Beatrice with her now well- | 
known troupe, and the presentation of Frou- Frou, so identified with 
the reputation of this lady, is one more proof, if any one could be found | 
requiring such a thing, of the rapidity of time’s flight. It seems a 
very little while ago since all London was to be astounded by the 
presentation in an English garb of this Frenchest of French plays, and 
when the lessees of two theatres were so anxious to please the public 
that they produced different versions of the same piece almost 
simultaneously, and then went to law to decide who ought to have 
been first, while the public, for whose benefit all this was done, showed 
a lukewarmness most dispiriting to managers of an enterprising turn 
of mind. Yet, although this seems but a thing of yesterday, it is 
nearly seven years since Frou-Frou was produced at both the St. 
James's and the Olympic, and was hardly to be considered a pecuniary | 
or histrionic success at either place. Madlle. Beatrice was identified 
with the St. James's venture, and if she was in any way disappointed | 
when the piece was new and such great things were expected of it, | 
she has been amply compensated since, as not only has she performed 
the title réle all over the country, and even further, but the popularity 
which lagged a little at the commencement —fickle as popularity ever 
was—has been a constant attendant on her footsteps, and, we venture 
to say, most deservedly. At the Globe, despite the hot weather and 
the general disinclination this season to be enthusiastic or even mildly 
laudatory about anything, Madlle. Beatrice has been attracting good 
houses and winning much applause. The plot of Frou-Frouw does not 
err on the side of morality, nor are the actions of the heroine such as 
would commend themselves to the majority of English wives and. 
mothers of families. But herein the true artist shows herself, Madlle. | 
Beatrice’s consummate skill enabling her to rob many very unpleasant 
matters of their unpleasantness. The play is very well put upon the 
stage, and the actress fairly supported. 

L’ E:vrangére having run itself to a standstill at the Haymarket, and 
the somewhat dull travestie by English mediocrities of the attitudes 


} 


| spare. 


He is interrupted by the sudden appearance of Mrs. Podgers.) 
So THIS IS WHAT YOU COME TO WIMBLEDON FoR!” 


[Poor Podgers is taken home by the nexé train. 





and peculiarities of Parisian celebrities having failed to be attractive 


to the paying public, the old comedy of Wild Oats has been revived, 
and, for the present at all events, will prove a fairly agreeable stop- 
gap, if it does not attain still higher honours. Considering the history 
of the little house in the Haymarket, to say nothing of the feeling 
shown recently against slapdash and slovenly adaptation, it is not at 
all surprising to find a standard comedy proving more successfui there 
than a bald translation. Some of the acting in the comedy is really 
good, while some of it is bad, and some even worse. 

The unfortunate Holborn-Mirror-Duke’s establishment which, since 
its one great success of some years back, has been everything thea- 
trical by turns and nothing long, has just made a fresh start, and 
blossomed forth as a place for the promotion of promenade concerts. 
We, in common with others, had supposed that in a house of such 
limited proportions the promenade would be subservient to the 
concert, but on the night of our visit there was certainly room and to 
The orchestra is good. 

While Mr. Hollingshead busies himself and spares no pains to 
secure remunerative novelties, or attractions which are such because 
they are not novelties, with which to tempt the mental palates of 
Gaiety lovers, there is growing up in another portion of the same 
building a powerful, if friendly, rivalry. Like the Criterion, the 
Gaiety under its new management offers to the hungered not only a 
good dinner but a profitable way of digesting it. 

Hard to overcome as French play-actors almost invariably find our 
insular tastes and peculiarities, Madame Théo seems at last to have 
found a tender spot in the British bosom. By her sojourn in London 


‘she has lost none of the popularity obtained in Paris, while the di- 


rectors of the Opera Comique have made a very decided gain. 


New Name for It. 
A CAMPRELTOWN reporter telegraphs the information that “ the new 


| lifeboat Princess Louise was launched amidst much éc/at this afternoon.”’ 


Evidently the Scottish-French for water—when diluted a little with 
Campbeltown whisky. 
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THE MAN OF MAXIMS. 


My pen I ply 
With bloodshot eye 
And breast a prey to keen emotions 
(As one who feels 
He ill conceals 
His revolutionary notions ; 
While knowing such a course offends 
The dukes he'd like to call his friends, 
Who may reply by fighting shy, instead of sending cards by oceans!) 


My eyeball glares 
At millionaires— 
I envy them their wealth and station,— 
My fingers long 
To write a song 
Subjecting them to execration ; 
Yet so contrived in artful ways, 
That they may think it’s meant for praise, — |. 
iexcliim, “* Wellsaid!”’ And pat my head, and send a dinner-invitation. 


With many cries 
O’er fruitless tries, 
With balf success and much distraction, 
It was my lot 
To find a plot 
That seems to aid iny plan of action: 
The way in which I vent my hate, 
While seemingly I adulate, ; 
\v ill form the praise of distant days—a theme of dexthless satisfaction ! 


A man of rank— 
The wealthy Blank— 
A inan intent upon defeating 
All wrong intents 
By sentiments 
He took a pleasure in repeating : 
So flowing, well-conceived, and fair 
His moral aphorisms were, 
So deftly said, his presence shed a lustre on a public meeting. 


He didn’t vent 
This sentiment 
To ed fy the upper classes ; 
He merely tried 
To rightly guide 
The morals of the poor—the :nasses. 
‘* Now work” (he said) “’s the finest thing 
‘To keep a man from coveting 
l!'s neighbour's rings—his wife and things—his house—his oxen— 
and his asses.” 


Betimes next day 
(As people say) 
They fcund him, when the world was dozing, 
On c mmon land 
With rails in hand, 
Serenely bent upon enclosing : 
Reflecting his immortal smirk 
Volks offered him a lot of work— 
i st physic this for avarice, to moderation predisposing ! 


“ ‘The man who looks”’ 
(He said) ‘to books 
For recreation in his leisure 
Will, in the fruit 
Of such pursuit, 
Discover unexampled treasure ; 
Yor books ennoble heart and brain, 
And cause « wan to be humane, 
Anu net oppress the man with less; but give him just and proper 


measure.” 


When night was spent, 
His steward went 
To castigute a tenant's treason— 
(His shameful tricks 
Of g'eaning sticks !)— 
And gaol reduced the man to reason : 
And, borrowing his moral looks, 
His tenants sent him heaps of books ; 
for the y se inclined the human mind with love of clemency to season. 


“ These things”’ (said he) 
** Won't profit me! 
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Look here, the whole affair you jumble ! 
We can't expect 
This good effect 
Except upon the poor and humble.”’ 
And so they had to form a band, 
And burn his house, and spoil his: land— 
That, being poor, he might secure impossibility to stumble. 





GONZALES GRINHAM. 


Hx» was nearly one year old when his great trouble fell upon him. 

He was only two when, goaded to fury and despair, he allowed his 
reason to tip up and overbalance itself and him with it. 

To a human being delicately and nervously constituted, there is no 
agony sO wearing, no grief so subtle, as that of cutting the teeth. 

What gout is to the second childhood gums are to the first. 

Gonzales was endowed with an organisation tuned to so fine a pitch 
that the slightest violence would throw it into @ Babylonian discord. 
Alas, Dr. Ozdrachm—man of science though he was—treated him as an 
ordinary healthy child, gave him syrups and powders and daffy, and 
tried ali the resources of his art to allevimte the infant's toosynagical 


woes. 
But Gonzales, lying open-mouthed and open-eyed through the silent 
watches of the night, would ponder long and seriously over the career 
ich lay before him, First he wondered why, having the power of 
speech was denied him. He wanted te tell his nurse not to 
is bread and butter first and then feed him with it. He wanted to 
mother to speak plain English to him instead of @ lot of 
y could be expected to understand. He wanted to 
p@ not to have an idiotic grin on his face when he tossed him 
But most of all wanted to ask Dr. Ozdrachm to 
to cure his pains and to Jet him die. 
t hima! Yes. Nightly from the blue-lined berceaunetic 
ascended a feeble wail of unutterable infantile anguish. 

Gonzales Grinham was weary of life. He had taken an intense dis- 
like to mil&—he abominated Robb, and hie whole being revolted 
i aqui aniseed. He knew that the doctor ot pa 

must have lived upon it for man eara, were #0 bi 

and he could not Coben the don ef tanh oa Sethe. He 
tried to refuse his food sometimes, but forced hie mouth open 
with a spoon and poured it down his throat. And ail the time his 
gums worried him till he hardly knew if he was on his back or his 
stomach. 

And whether it was the gums or whether it was the daffy I cannot 
say, but one day he suddenly found a tengue, aud burst forth intoa 
wild upbraidiog of the doctor and the people who wouldn’t let him 
quietly starve himself to death. 

And the doctor, having gotten over his first astonishment, rushed off 
for a clergyman to converse with the baby who talked about suicide. 

And the clergyman leant over his cradle and pointed out the 
enormity of the act, and told him how, if he was a good boy and took 
the syrups and the powders, his gums would leave off worrying him, and 
he an grow up like his papa and have little babies of his own, 
perhaps. 

And when Gonzales heard that, he bit his lip and said nothing, but 
when the clergyman was gone he Soa a good deal. And he 
couldn't get the idea out of his head that if he grew up he might have 
a baby of his own. 

“‘ Poor little thing,” he said to himself. ‘‘ Of course, my baby will 
have sore gums too, and have nonsense talked to it, and trash poured 
down its throat—if I growup! And if I don’t grow up there will be 
one baby less in the world to be worried. I will be a benefactor to 
m ” 
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y species. 
And that night, when mama and papa were asleep in their big cradle 
that never rocked, he opened the veins of both his arms with a nursery 
pin, and dozed off into the only sleep that really knits up the ravelled 
aleeve of care. 

And older children than Gonzales Grinham have done a less 
sensible thing. 


True Friendship. 


Two men were taken into custedy the other day for fighting in 
Hyde Park. The evidence went to prove that one was knocked down 
twice within a short space of time. Defendants denied that they 
were fighting, and pleaded “a friendly spar.’ The proof of the 
friendliness of the contest lies, we are informed, in the fact that though 
one man was knocked down twice, he was never once kicked for falling 
by either his opponent or the peaceful and friendly spectators. 





A Word in Season. 


Tue inhabitants of Belgrade fear a bombardment from Turkish 
monitors. Monitors are just the things for teaching the young (and 
rebellious) idea how to shoot. 
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‘IN MAIDEN MEDITATION—.” 





[Juty 19, 1876. 


OUR CHOIR. 


Except for a reason I need but repeat 
To cause you at once to admit, 
Our Choir, for my part, should retain its complete 
Obscurity proper to it; 
sut the fact that thus alters the whole of the case 
Is the fact that I frequently sing in the Bass. 


Our Altos are rather a quavery set— 
Our Tenors all sing in the throat ; 
While as for our Trebles I doubt if you've met 
Such wonderful shrillness of note; 
But the Bass, as I’ve hinted, makes ample amends 
(A result which my excellent singing attends). 


As each one considers his singing “ first chop '’’— 
(Of mine I am properly proud)— 
aad feels that the best should be brought to the top, 
Our songs are impressively loud ; 
Though judged by some sensitive musical chaps 
They might be considered discordant, perhaps. 


But one little point I consider the pith 
Of things where we fail to agree — 
A curious blindness possessing us (with 
The single exception of me)— 
Your presence when solos are brought on the scene 
Will lead you at once to observe what I mean. 


The Altos and Tenors and Bassos declare 
The Trebles for solo unfit; 
While Altos and Bassos and Trebles will ne'er 
The claims of the l'enors admit; 
And the Tenors and Trebles are one in belief 
With the Bass that the Altos must bring ’em to grief. 


But here is the blindness yuu'll scarcely believe — 
You'll argue them black in the face— 
Ere Tenors or Trebles or Altos perctive 
The Solos should fall to the Bass. 
And none of the Bassos have senses to see 
They ought to be always entrusted to me. 


Grand Junction. 























Stout Farmer :-—*‘ Gig yew A JOB 0’ WaRK! Don’t xkNnAw AS I CAN AND 


| 
ninia aadar et cae. aie Geen mae A PERSON engaged in extensive saw-mill operations 


| ‘‘wishes a gentleman to join him.’ What dreadful 
| accidents must be constantly occurring which never get 


Peasant :—“ Tummas!”’ 
_ | into the papers! 


S. F.:—“ Don'’T MEAN THAT. I MEAN—WHAT’S YEWR MAIDEN NAME ? 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS. 


Tsaz Dye. | CuuMMING with betting men because they are a shady lot. 

Great fight yesterday near Lepahcetihw, a well known spot in the Asking Sir Charles Reed if he knows of a nice school board to sit 
East. A band of Sregnomretsoc, under their leader Llib Sekis, upon. 
attacked a Namecilop and drove him from his post. Neinforcements/| “Going to the School for Cooking for cool and airy amusement. 
arrived too late. Going to church for the sake of the freeze seats. 

ReTsNimTsgw. | Envying an old Scotchman because he’s “nae kid.” 

Skirmishing is reported between the Sevitavresnoc and Slarebil,| Breaking the window for a morce:u de glace. ; 
tribes notoriously hostile to each other. The Sevitavresnoc have the Travelling third-class to Oxford for the sake of the Isis there. 
larger number of adherents, but victory is prognosticated for the | ‘luarrelling with your wife for the sake of a breeze. 

Slarebil by those who know. Their cause is far more honest and, Wanting to be a collier because he’s always got coal’d hands. 
upright than that of their foes. | 8 a 
ETaGRAM. | Appropriate this Time. 

This place is being rapidly invaded. The Ydaldnal and Letoh| Tue New Yorkers have given a concert, at which six thousand 
Srepeek are supplying the enemy with food at enormous prices. The | persons were present, in honour of the Emperor and Empress of 
Ynapmoc of Staobmaets is neutral. Several sailing vessels have put | Brazil. Though professed Republicans, our cousins are always “‘ nuts” 
in and the Sevaw are rising. ' on such an opportunity. 

Teetr TEERTS. aot ee th ilies es aa 

Fearful fight outside the Nuf Eciffo. Crowd pacified with speech | | Now Ready, the Thirtieth Half-yearly Vi lied of FUN, being the 
by Rehsilbup, who promiced to supply everyone in turn. TWENTY-THIRD VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


| 
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WAR TELEGRAMS, 
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Al “TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.’’— A. H. Hassall, M.D. 








“ We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.’ '—Standara. 
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FLEETING JOYS. 


Time goes in for funny freaks, | = 


Man’s a toy he likes to play with ; = | 


Notice how he lines our cheeks, 
Mark what glee he makes us grey with. 
Pleasure comes to soothe our hearts ; 
Often, like the rose, ’tis prickly ; 
Soon its radiance departs— 
Happy moments vanish quickly! 


Supposing you by Fate’s decree 
Love a girl and long to greet her, 
Don’t the minutes seem to be . 
Leaden-winged until you meet her ? 
When the hour arrives at last, 
And all care away you banish, 
Then the tyrant travels fast— 
Happy moments quickly vanish ! 


Here upon this earthly ball 
Joy awhile will make us gayer, 
But when Sorrow gives a call 
Oftentimes she proves a “ stayer.’’ 
Hope, thou swiftly glidest on— 
T’ragrant are the flowers thou pickest ; | 
Soon alas, their bloom is gone— 
Happy moments fly the quickest ! | 


Never mind, we needn’t groan ; 
Tear-drops, shower-like, refresh us,— 
After all we’re bound to own 
Joy is like a sweetheart—precious. 
Cast away regrets and sighs, 
Though our cares beset us thickly, 
Happy moments let us prize, 
i:ven though they vanish quickly ! 
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Any Orders, Gents? | i y YY rae TA 
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Tue Rev. George Butterfield has just had seven days’ =— Zi (|) an } Ki | ith." 
imprisonment with hard labour at Southampton for being aan | a 
‘“STRANGE BEGGARS.” 


drunk. Following this announcement we find that, 
“The Rev. James Anderson, Presbyterian minister, will 

Sarah (who has been cautioned about letting strangers in, appears with some 
visitors’ cards):—* PLEASE, MUM, THERE'S THREE ON 'EM, AND THEY WONT GO 


shortly take orders in the Church of England.’’ These 
AWAY; THEY GIVE ME THESE ERB. SHALL I SAY THERE'S NOTHIN’ FOR THEM?” 
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people might wait till they get outside to give their 
orders. 
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No. 7.—NoRTHERN OFFICIAL TO OvuRS. 


‘“‘ We can’t fight without money. Youcan’t fight without men and 
ships. Let's go in for preserving the peace of Europe!” 


MORE WAR NEWS. 


Our special correspondent in the back kitchen of a Government 
official forwards us this morning the contents of some important notes 
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which have passed between our officials and those of a Northern 
State. He acquired his knowledge at the risk of being ignominiously 
kicked out of the house, and we can point with pride to this fresh 
instance of our enterprising determination to keep the public 
acquainted with the latest news :— 


Extract No. 1.—From Norruern Orricrat to Ovrs. 

“‘T am directed by my Government to inform you privately that we 
shall spare no pains to force you into war. We wish, however, to 
have an agreement that no direct hostilities shall take place for six 
weeks. We must get some money to start with.” 


No. 2.—Ovur Orrician To NortHERN. 
“IT hoped to have agreed to your proposition, but I find that I 
cannot possibly get a fleet together in that time, and my principal 
streagth is my Navy. Give me two months.” 


No. 3.—NortTHERN OrriciaL To Ours. 

“ Make it three if you like. Our Imperial Master’s malady has 
undergone a fresh phase. He fancies himself a penny ice, and won't 
talk about business till he’s eaten himself up. We hope to cure him 
after the hot weather leaves us.” 


No. 4.—Ovur Orrictat to NortHern. 
“Three months won’t do. Some of our new men have sunk the 


old ships. Can you wait till we get them up again ?”’ 
No. 5.—NorTHERN OrriciaL To Ours. 
“Certainly. When do you think it will be? Could your people lend 


us the money to arm with? I fear we shan’t get it if they won't.” 


No. 6.—Ovr Orrician To NorTHern. 

“Our people have lost all their money. Goodness knows when we 
shall get the ships up. But it doesn’t much matter, for since I wrote 
our new ships have blown up all the old men. I fancy peace will 
suit us both best.” 


once. 


No. 8.—Ovurs To NorTHERN. 


‘Agreed. A policy of non-intervention shall be made public at 
Please see that this is done at your end also. Adieu! 


DELICIOUSLY COOL. 


I’m feeling at present so fearfully hot, 
And I’m melting and running away ; 

I’m working at nothing, but thinking a lot 
Of the sea and its beautiful spray ; 

For whenever the weather is weighing me down, 
To refresh me I make it a rule 

To ponder in studies distinguished as brown 
Upon something deliciously cool. 


What wonder if Russia should run in my head, 
For the sun is attacking me now ; 

To the land of the “ Viches” my fancy has fled, 
And a breeze is relieving my brow. 

With a match ready lighted to set in a blaze 
All the cities of Europe—pray who'll 

Tell me Russia condemning the Eastern affray 
Isn’t something deliciously cool ? 


Come dress me in garments of leaves of the fig, 
And ice me a seat in the shade ; 

Then talk to me sweetly of shares that they rig, 
And how boards of directors are made. 

Oh, read me in accents of beautiful trust 
How they made the poor Lennox a tool ; 

Oh, don’t miss a word of his speech, for I must 
Think of something deliciously cool. 
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[Cartoon. } 


OTHER FOLKS’ TROUBLES. 


Tue storm o'er the ocean was blowing amain 
As storms o'er the ocean do mostly ’tis piain). 
ut Ben the first fireman, so fond of his larks, 
Ne’er thought there was danger from foreigners’ sparks. 
“ There's plenty of blazes abroad there,” said he, 
* But over the water is nothing to me. 
I'll turn off the water and toddle to bed, 
And not care a jot though the sky ts so red. 
It’s nothing to me, for its over the sea. 
For other folks’ troubles, pshaw, fiddlededee!” 


But Ben, who was old, had got weak in the head, 

Or else he'd have seen how the danger must spread, 

Or else he’d have known t other side of the wave 

Was property he was expected to save. 

No wonder, then, while he was snoring asleep 

Our foreign affairs should be “ all of a heap,” 

And when he awoke he should say with a sigh, 

“ Who would have believed it? Most surely not I! 
*T was nothing to me, for 'twas over the sea.” 
But he richly deserved his discharge you'll agree. 


onsen Qjuomeseen 


Tux glorious uncertainty of the law was exemplified in no measured 
manner a few days back at the Exeter Assizes. A man named 
Ellicott was found guilty of the manslaughter of his wife under such 
exceptionally brutal circumstances that Baron Amphlett felt con- 
strained to make some remark on the case. The prisoner had struck 
his wife a terrible blow with his fist, from the effect of which she died 
in half an hour. ‘The judge, having expressed his opinion that assaults 
on women should be severely treated, and that prisoner should be 
made a serious example to others of his kind, proceeded to severely 
treat him to six months’ imprisonment. ‘The next case was that of a 
marine-store dealer named Hill, proved to have been found in 
unlawful possession of four fleeces of wool, clearly identified. Though 
found guilty, there was in Hill's favour a circumstance of which 
the law professes to take great notice and consideration in meting out 
fitting punishment to all offenders. This circumstance was that 
hitherto Hill had borne an excellent character. Possibly Baron 
Amphlett considered it an aggravation of the offence, for we find it 
recorded that, having just sentenced a brutal wife-destroyer to six 
months’, he awarded five years’ penal servitude to the marine-store 
dealer, although the unlawful possession of four sheepskins was his 
first and only offence. There is a story told of a judge who once 
sentenced the wrong man to be hanged, and, discovering his mistake, 
rent for the ‘culprit’ privately, and condoled with him on _ his 
unhappy fate. ‘I am sorry for your misfortune,” he said, ‘and any- 
thing I can do for your family I shall be most happy to do; but it is 
far better that one innocent man should die than that the course of 
English justice should be interrupted by the admission of so paltry an 
error.’ It is said that even the ‘“ unhappy culprit”’ himself saw the 
force of this judicious reasoning; maybe some such glimmering con- 
sciousness of the eternal fitness of things may now and again during 
the course of the next five years shed a grateful balm upon the 
unlawful possessor's heart, and be not entirely lost on Mr. Baron 
Amphlett. 
—-o---- 

Tux fact that a foolish protest raised against Sergeant Pullman, 
winner of the Queen's Prize, was not even based upon a foolish fact, 
leaves, unfortunately, the question still open as to what is the lowest 
possible depth of objection to a winner at Wimbledon. Can it be 
possible that if Sergeant Pullman really had broken his country’s 
regulations by the wearing of an unnecessary belt or the unwearing of 
a necessary one, that he would have been disqualified? If so, we 
may leok soon to objections based on the way in which winners have 
disgracefully used odd laces in their boots, turned their socks, or been 
badly shaved for so special and peculiar an occasion. 


Treasury Trove. 


Onz of the witnesses in the Bravo case explained that he cut short 
his evidence at the Treasury because the clerk looked bored. Un- 
happy witness, not to know that this is the only way a Treasury clerk 
has of showing that he too is possessed sometimes of “common” 


feelings of humanity. 


Otp Morro ror A New Queen's Prize Man.—“ There’s Nothing 
like Leather.” 
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BROWN’S GOOD FORTUNE. 
A Leaerenp or Lonpon anp THE River RuIne. 


Ir used to be quite a matter of wonder among those who knew him 
best how Brown got his money. We had all known him poor, and 
the use of the word in its ordinary and accepted sense hardly expresses 
the degree of Brown’s poverty. He had gone away for his fortnight's 
holiday poorer than ever—had, in fact, made no secret of his troubles 
or his disposition to have them lightened by friends—and two days 
before he was due again at the office had reappeared in London, a 
modern personification of the word wealth. 

He came down on the Monday, and, instead of taking off his hat and 
going to his desk, told the boy to tell old Grabham—those were the 
very words he used—that Mr. Brown wanted to see him, and couldn't 
wait. Brown used to tremble whenever Grabham looked at him; it 
was now Grabham’s turn to tremble—with rage. The governor 
couldn’t believe the boy’s delivery was correct, and so instead of ask- 
ing Brown into his sanctum he came out looking both puzzled and 
angry. ‘That's how we came to hear how Brown discharged himself, 
for otherwise whenever Grabham had any private business to transact 
he used to lock the doer, ard stand with his back to the keyhole to 
deaden the sound. I poked a lighted fusee through once to try, and 
then measured the mark on his office coat. 

‘** Now then, old buffer,” said Brown, as bold as brass, and without 
even a tremble in his voice; ‘‘wake up. I’ve come to pay you a fort- 
night’s money in lieu of notice, and here it is.” With that he threw 
down three golden sovereigns just as if they were so much dirt, and 
asked for a receipt. 

‘“‘And mind,” said he, “that it’s made out to Zerubbabel Brown, 
Esquire. None of your plain Miaters now I’ve come into my 
property.” 

For g moment I thought Grabham was going to refuse the three 
pounds‘and to insist on Brown’s working out his time; but either he 
couldn’t resist the sight of the money, or he was afraid of Brown ; and 
so with a remark about fools and their money which if true should 
have made Grabham one of the wisest men on earth, he took up the 
coin and told the cashier to give Brown a receipt. 

‘* And be sure you put in the word Esquire,” he said. ‘‘ The title is 
new to the gentleman, and he likes it.’ With this and the announce- 
ment that Brown needn't send to him for a character, the old gentle- 
man departed, and I couldn't help fancying he'd had rather a bit the 
best of it. But that opinion Brown afterwards said was due to my 
servile mind. 

I will say that for Brown, that despite his bouncing ways he 
behaved handsomely. He went round to every desk where he had 
owed anything, and paid it down on the nail, even so far as not 
requiring change where he hadn't got the exact amount. Then said 
he, ‘‘ Now, boys, I'm not going to make you beholden to old Beeswax 
for a moment's time; but as soon as you've done for the day you'll 
find me waiting for you at the Geranium, and we'll crack a bottle 
together.”” ‘Taking up his receipt, he rapped his cane as hard as ever 
he could three or four times upon the desk that used to be his, and 
departed. 

The Geranium was a house round the corner where we used to go 
for lunch—we always call it lunch—and at six o'clock we, sure enough, 
toddled round there. One or two had at first said they wouldn't go; 
but Jones the proprietor looked in after he had watched old Grabham 
go by, and dropped a hint as to the dinner Brown had ordered. And 
it was adinner! Soup and fish and the rest of it, with wines to 
match. And when a waiter came behind me and said suddenly in my 
ear, “ Sherryarocksir?’’ I was so flabbergasted that the question 
might have been repeated till now had I not caught sight of the 
bottles. Then, to avoid confusion and to show that I knew what was 
what, I replied “ Both!’’ And whenI sent a plateful of beef away 
with the remark that I could get beef every day and preferred fowl 
now, my fame was established and the jollity almost reached its 
heizht. Brown made an admirable chairman, and we spent a very 
pleasant evening, if a little short. 

Of course we had a good deal of talk over the matter next morning, 
but amid much diversity of opinion there was one thing about which 
all were unanimous. Which was that though Brown spoke several 
times about his money, and gave every evidence of wealth, he never 
dropped the slightest hint of how he came byit. He had never 
expected any we all knew, and many were the ideas to which his 
sudden advancement gave rise. Burglary was the prevailing notion 
not untinged with murder, and for a long time I never read of any- 
thing atrocious without thinking Brown must be concerned in it, 
while he always figured in my dreams as a Bold and Blood-stained 


Burglar. 
a 


- * * * 

Time ran on, and amid the many changes that are constantly taking 
place I had almost forgotten Brown. But only the other day I 
suédenly ran up against him, looking more of a swell than ever; and 
over a quiet glass, after repeated solicitation, he told me how he got 
his money. 
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That a river's emanations 
Should be poisonous and rank 
Is among the aspirations 
Of the dwellers on the bank ; 
And (the stubborn unbelie:er 
May mistrust his ears and eyes), 
But they like to catch a fever 
From the vapours that arise! 
Hes a man of double-dealing, 
And he hates the Constitution, 
Who denies that public feeling 


‘“‘Tt was all done in a moment,” he said. ‘* You know that before 
I came to old Grabham I was connected with a scene-painting firm, the 
principal partner in which had gone abroad and settled at Bingen on 
the Rhine, where I was told he was rapidly getting rich. I often 
wondered what scene-painting there could be at Bingen, and the more 
I thought of it the more I was determined to go and see for myself. 
And so I pinched and scraped, and at last got enough to pay fora 
cheap ticket by the Harwich route. That's where I went during my 
holiday. Long before I gotas faras Bingen I found out how my former 
master was making his fortune. I broke my journey in one or two 
places, and went and examined some of the tamous ruins. And it 
wasn't avery hard job for me to recognise his handiwork. Guides 


4 couldn’t keep me from getting too close in the night, nor from taking : 

** specimens. And when I knocked at his door at Bingen, my old is in favour “ pollution. 

a governor knew I’d come on business. Well, the long and the short of Cuorvs. How patriotism’s dying ember 

a it is that his funk emboldened me, and I told him I had come out as Borrows at once reanimation — 
From this sublime self-abnegation 


special agent for a company prepared to put pasteboard ruins 
warranted not to crack and equal to sample upon any projection, 
berg, fels, heim, or stein. I showed him what I had taken from 
already existent ruins, and all he could say was, that the game was 
pretty fair as it stood, but that I should spoil it for everybody. ‘That, 
[ said, was nothing to do with me. I was sent out on a certain duty, 
and on my report everything would depend. Well, the result was 
that after much talk and a great many conferences with the managing 
directors of a secret Prussian society—the Patent Rhine Ruin Com- 
psny, Limited—I was bought up, and, twelve days after | had set out 
with next to nothing, returned to London a moneyed man.” 

Here Brown drank up his drink and departed. I have often thought 
since that he was funning me; but why shouldn't there be Patent 
Rhine Ruins in an age which allows of Lisbon Tramways with 
English Tory Ministers on the list of Directors? 


Which marks the honourable member ! 
To him no selfish aims could be imputed : 
Sufficient! Let the rivers be polluted ! 


AnotHge Enquininae Memser. The prevalent public feeling 
I’m longing to understand, 
Revarding that plan of stealing 
Expanses of public land; 
And whether this course of dishonest enclosure 
Be worthy «f praise or of legal exposure. 


Cuonvus. Ere long he'll be in full possession 
(Qf intormation he requires; 
For here the people's least desires 
Will ever, ever find expression. 


A Lanp-Aceurrine M.P. (Member for ‘* Nunber One.”’) 
Unselfish, unprejudiced, just, 
I readily rise to reply— 
For surely there’s nobody fitter to trust, 
And who is less biassed than I ? 
A zealous acquirer of land, 
Myself I will cheerfully charge 
With the duty of making this House understand 
The will of the people at large -- 
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“THE FEELING OF THE COUNTRY,” 
A MINIATURE “BOUFFE.” 
Scenz: The House of Commons. 


© Cuorvs. It’s a truism known from the pole to the tropic, 
Wherever our countrymen dwell, 
That the notions this House entertains on a topic 


¥ ‘ , 
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nt rare 


Are those of the country as well ! Tis this: All the people who're rightly disposed | 
: An Enavininc Member. To ask that the House will afford me its Jump wildly at getting their communs enclosed. it 
_ views on . 
. A subject that’s very absorbing to muse on “The lord of the manor,” they say, : 
4a My moral anatomy quivers ; “In fencing our commons about 
2 T’m sure it’ll profit our British Dominion Is doing a favour we cannot repay— ‘ 
“4 For me to elicit the House’s opinion We're glad at his turning us out! of 
‘4 About the pollution of rivers. Our land we prefer him to seize, i 
“a Cuorvs. It's a truism, Xc., &c. And knock all our rights on the head ; oe 
a . : sa We revel to see him destroying the trees ai 
¥ So I ask for this House’s decision (to weave poe yorra Nee i ” eT) 
. 7 g up villas instead 
a A _ eomanne os epee — it) a ‘ I’m sure you'll believe me that nothing delights ae 
The filth a Pty oe Fi ges “gua ave The people so greatly as losing their rights. He i 
4 To think of our rivers meandering grimy, Cuorvus. What people could, thus represented, : id 
4 Revolting and poisonous, smelling and slimy, Be discontented ? i 
“a The sensitive ponderer shivers : [Other questions, on “The advisability of abolishing murder, con- aa 
J I’m therefore respectfully trying to win you flagrations, burglary, &c.””"—(answered in the negative by unbiassed ; 
im To say if you think that it’s best to continue members)—left out for want of space. | 


a The present pollution of rivers. Fina Cuorvs. It's a truism, &c., &e. 


Cuoxus. It’s a truism, &c., &c. 


Recitative. Oh, happy theme for meditation! 
Blest council-chamber which contains 
No thought of self or selfish gains, 
But breathes the wishes of the nution! 
Now lo! Devoid of hesitation, 
An honourabie memb: r speaks 
In quick response to him who seeks 
For information. 
A ManvuracturainG M.P. (Member for himself). 
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‘‘There’s many a Slip.’ 


Tue good people of Bradford have been disappointed lately. They 
turned out in their thousands to give Major his Royal Highness the 
Duke of Connaught a right royal welcome, and all the old bunting 
Bradford possessed was brough: into requisition. But H.R.H. the 
Major went round another way, and effusive loyalty, bunting and all, 
were exercised for nothing. Still undaunted, the Mayor and Town 
Clerk chartered a dogcart, and with this and perseverance eventually 
found the Duke, who, after some persuasion, consented to be in 
Bradford and dine that evening. But alas! whether it was that the 
municipal authorities were unused to dogcarts, or that their exuberance 
communicated itself to the horse, we unfortunately cannot say; 
anyhow there is the fact that on the road home a spill took place, and 
the Mayor having fallen with his face on the prostrate horse’s collar was 
found to be quite unfit for a royal banquet; so the Town Clerk had to 
telezraph, and H.R.H. the Major had to stay where he was. And 
now the leal men of Bradford and the women to boot are divided 
whether to sympathise with his Worship the Mayor, or blame him for 
spoiling their prospect with his Royal Highness the Major. 


Se 4 


With a patriots devotion 
And a soul to protit closed, 
I will give the nation’s notion 
On the question just proposed. 
We are under inquisition 
(If L rightly understand), 
With regard to the condition 
Of the rivers of the land : 
Now researches are revealing 
Many traces undisputed 
Of an universal feeling 


That they cught to be polluted ! SgasoONABLE Passwoxp.— Pass the Bottle. 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 


Bisnor or Man- 
CHESTER comes for- 
ward to teach the 
Admiralty its proper 
place and duties. A 
first result of chap- 
lains being declared 
superior to captains 
in the Royal Navy. 
ex Prince Leopold 
to be made President 
of the Royal Literary 
Fund. Maybe, one 
ef these days we 
shall have a literary 
literary fund as well 
as a royal one. — 
Miss Thompson 
“goes over” and 
forswears the paint- 
ing of battle pieces 
evermore. Naturally, 
as a Catholic, her 
devotion to art will 
take a more uni- 
versal character. —= 
Lady ninety years 
old said to have died 
of grief. It was 
always anextremely | 
slow process in prac- | 
tice, whatever the 
theory may have oer 
been. —“ Fifty thou- BSS HG AN Gy HG 


sand elephants are TONER oe i 
killed every year to I PY Ss yrtnr a CIR 
supply England with a oS Nee ' 
ivory.” And all of = ato: Smee 


them have to be per- 
fectly white, and 
must be shot through 
the eye, or the ivory 
is completely value- 
less. — Hospital 
Sunday Fund pro- 
duces £26,000. This 
should be one more 
warning to busy- 
bodies that ‘the 
better the day the 
better the deed.’’— 
‘Lhree retorts for thé 
cremation of the 
dead erected in Ja- 
pan. Intended as 
retorts courteous to 
the arguments of 
those who prefer the 
older and more con- 
servative style of 
treatment. = Four 
thousand employés 
of the Singer Com- 
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| ‘ALL FOR LOVE!” 


81 Pat :—“Suvur¥, you’Ll MARRY ME NOW, BRIDGET, AND THERE SHAN’T BE A SHEBEEN 
pany visit the Cen- IN THE WHOLE PAKISH [ WoN’T DRINK YER HEALTH AT EVERY NIGHT OF MY LIFE, NOR A 
tennial Exhibition | soy IN THE PLACE AS WON'T GET A CRACK ON THE HEAD WI’ MY SHILLELAGH FOR YER SAKB. 
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tablishment with a 
song. Greedy! = 
Nottingham paper 
states that in the 
cricket match be- 
tween Notts and 
Lancashire, “the 
| seventh wicket fell 
| for £179.” Our 
| sporting joker says 
that the captain must 
have been Daft, de- 
spite what the papers 
say to the contrary. 
Whatever does he 
mean ? = Gentleman 
writes to the Times 
stating that four 
boys were recently 
robbed and nearly 
murdered by gipsies 
in Epping Forest— 
with knives. Says 
the boys “cannot 
have invented the 
story.” But they 
may have added just 
a@ gipsy or two and 
an extra knife! =— 
Mrs. Wilkins wants 
to know why the 
American Minister 
was invited to the 
Bishops’ dinner? 
Naturally, the Lord 
Mayor not being 
able to get hold of 
an American Bishop 
was obliged to be 
satisfied with an 
American Minister. 
= Classes for the 
“technical educa- 
tion”’ of bricklayers 
are now announced. 
The “ technical edu- 
cation” of grand- 
mothers is expected 
tocommence shortly. 
Eggs and_trowels 
gratis. — Registrar 
of a County Court 
expresses his ‘‘ strong 
disapprobation ”’ of 
report of proceed- 
ings heard by him. 
We expect to hear 
soon of a new dish: 
Penny-a-liner served 
on toast a la Regis 
trar. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Tue Sugar Con- 
ference has assem- 
bled in Paris. Of 
course all the mem- 
bers were accom- 


a 


together. And not  Anp I'p Likx To sEE Put Roongy DO THE LIKES 0’ THAT FOR YE—THE MANE 8PALPANE | ie ‘tote 
one of them offered AS NIVER GOT DRUNK TO YER HONOUR IN HIS LIFE, AND TAKES NO DELIGHT IN HIMSELF, AT | see y 
\ 


to “ oblige” the es- ALL AT ALL!” 


M.P.-REAL PREPARATION. 


Ir is stated that a “ representative body of English M.P.’s” is about 
to visit the Philadelphia Exhibition. The committee is to select the 
representatives, and a ship of the White Star line—a Star line is, of 
course, the proper line of transit—is to be placed at their disposal. We 
have not yet been told who are to constitute the committee, nor do we 
think that so far the arrangement is complete; but as all Englishmen 
must have an interest in so representative an exhibition of legislators, 
we venture we german the following, on the accompanying claims, as a 

rovisional , with power to add to their number. Lord Henry 
nox (on his retirement from conductoring directorship duty), Major 
O'Gorman (on the score of the buffer interest), Mr. Whalley (on his 








dignified bearing and forensic utterances), Sir Willian Fraser (on his 
superiority to common people and to common sense), Mr. Jenkins (on 
his cheek), Dr. Kenealy (on his right as an “ Englishman”), Mr. 
Ripley (on his Liberality), Mr. Biggar (on his Biggarness), Mr. Lewis 
(on his waistcoat), Sir Wilfrid Lawson (on his hobby horse). In the 
hands of these gentlemen the selection will not fail to be as varied as 
it is representative. 





A ‘‘Scratch” Match. 
Ir is authoritatively stated that Russia will compel Servia to throw 
up the sponge in the present conflict, This is the latest case of 
Tartar Emetic. 
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MARY. 
An O_p Man’s Garrutovs GRATITUDE. 


Mary, yes I know that you 
Love me with a love untiring, 
That you ever keep in view 
What you think I’m most desiring. 
Well I know your love is strong, 
Womanlike, and uncomplaining ; 
May our lives dissever long 
Ere our love knows any waning. 


Mary, dear, I wouldn’t ask 
Once again to be unmarried, 
In your smile I constant bask, 
By your side I’ve ever tarried. 
Never have I known regret 
Since the day when we were one made, 
Never have I murmured yet, 
Never wished the bargain unmade. 


Mary, how the years have fled, 
How old Time his flight's been winging 
Since the day that we were wed— | 
Since the day when bells were ringing. 
Thirty years and more have flown, | 
Tempus hasn’t with us slumbered, 
Yet I, since you’ve been my own, 
Wouldn’t have one day unnumbered. 


Marv, well our children know 

How you tended, nursed, caressed them 
(Often, when our funds were low, 

[ felt puzzled how you dressed them). 
Maybe, though, all that’s forgot 

Since they’ve had to make their own way ; 
Parents oftentime as not 

Have in age to take a lone way. 


Mary, we must not repine, 

All our care has not been thankless, 
Tom has asked us once to dine— 

Ted might flourish if he drank less. 
Both of us are hale and stout. 


* * * * 


Yes, I am an ancient clacker. 
‘¢ What's my dearest wish?”” No doubt— 
Half an ounce a day more "backer! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


From ‘‘ Next Year’s News.” 


Tue latest fashionable amusement, ‘‘ Ceiling Walking,’’ seems 
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‘“ ENTIRE.” 


Little Girl (whose father only smokes @ short pipe, pointing to long clay):— 
** Lor! DOES YOUR FATHER PUT all that DOWN HIS THROAT? ”’ 

Elder (who thinks she only means the beer):—‘‘ Wuy, xE8, AND TWO OR 
THREE MOKE BESIDES!”’ 








A mass meeting of the middle classes is to be held on the site of the 
Albert Hall on Sunday next, to protest against the manner in which 
the aristocracy have recently monopolised the Court ef Probate and 
Matrimonial Causes. A lady who has been waiting six months to get 


likely to have as great a run as did the now extinct practice of | rid of her husband will take the chair. Several divorced peeresses 
rinking. Half-a-dozen specially prepared ceilings have been opened | will be in attendance and will address the meeting. ane? 


during the week in the West-End alone, and the shops are full of | 


Messrs. Turrets and Puddle have purchased the Stock Exchange, an 


costumes cesigned for lady ceiling walkers. The medical profession | propose to open it as an emporium for the sale of pure water at the 
are oppos*d to the pastime, inclining to the belief that the constant | price fixed by the recent Act, viz.,4d. a glass. Several dethroned 
éetermination of blood to the head will in many cases be injurious to sovereigns have been engaged as attendants, and nothing will be 


health. But what does Fashion care about health! 

News from France is satisfactory. Henry V. and Napoleon IV. 
continue to reign on alternate days, and Marshal MacMahon is presi- 
dent of the Republic on Sundays. Had this arrangement been made a 
year or two ago New Caledonia would still be kingless and His 
Majesty Gambetta the First would still be a republican deputy. 

We bave much pleasure in calling the attention of our readers to a 
deserving case. Charles Jones, the signalman at Box 3479156 on the 
London and New York Submarine Tunnel Railway, has been laid up 
for two months with rheumatism caused by the constant dripping of 
the Atlantic on to the floor of his box. Subscriptions will be thank- 
fully received at te Mid-Atlantic office of the company and acknow- 
ledged by the st«tion-master. 

Wanted by a: oung woman, aged twenty, a situation as plain cook; 
would be willing to fill up her spare time by giving lessons in Greek, 
Algebra, and figure-painting to the children. Address, Pupil, Board 
School, Mud Pogis. 

We have been favoured with the prospectus of the Mutton Chop 
Prize Union. The association is called into existence by the present 


prohibitory price of meat and is conducted upon the same principle as | 
Subscribers of one guinea e*ch are guaranteed a | 


the Art Union. 


chop, and have a chance of winning one of the big prizes, which con- | 
sist of joints, oxtails, and calves’ heads. 
every success. 


We wish the rew Uxion 





| other day with regard to his wife. 





shall we three meet again’”’; 
| Lewes and Bective and Mr. Roland Israel Gideon Barnett. 


spared to ensure the comfort and gratification of the customers. 
29,565 people visited the British Museum on Sunday last. 


‘The Labour We Delight in Physics Pain.” 


A WORKING man applied for magisterial advice and assistance the 
His complaint was that she was 
intolerably jealous, and worried him nearly to death. The magistrate 
advised this unhappy working man to be kind to his jealous wife; and 
the worthy stipendiary, not —s 0 bear the infliction himself, 
doubtless thought that would be the physical remedy fora mental 
disease. He also advised patience. We are not going to say why, 
but our opinion differs very much from that of the magistrate; and 
should it happen that this same working man ever reads his Fun, we 
trust he will be guided by us, go to his bookshelf, take down his very 
best copy of the Arabian Nights, and read carefully, with the view of 
profiting well thereby, the lesson for weak-minded married men con- 
tained in the wise history of ‘‘ The Ox, the Ass, and the Labourer.”’ 





No Billity. 
Txere is no truth in the report that Mr. Millais has accepted a 
commission from Vice-Chancellor Malins to paint a “ When 
the portraits to be those of Lords 





ae 


. " ae oe iam Pa. ake. a 
ha rt, ae . + oe 
7 ." ~ oe % o tee Se 


ae ad 


tg 
yi 
v 


ie 
“ 
i 
ee 
crt. + 
path 
if “4 
Ye 


_ 

is 
Ar 

ee es * 
ee 


ae 
2 Z + 


~——s 


2 » eee os pe ab = 


, 
oe Sa br 
— 


OS IPO natn cane 
MOT A 
aa 
Bs 


rem Bes 


‘ 
Pe ee a 


ae on a ogre mee - ~ ‘ - 
Po ee sete er & , a ae 2d - 


i ted 


i oa 


& 


a ed 
- 


_ 








42 HUN. 





Hipp 





, Sek pA < e ‘ = 
as, 5 > r 4 at < 
j * ~“ Sif IF a <a Q od = = CS Wn 
. a a) , 4 ay, - - “— = — if 4S a 
iy . } . ! 4 , f : . Ea 
. LZR . ae} ) PP Big 
, > \ . a =<. <= ; . . VF i. - ) 
C : - K = 4 4! 
° 4 
% > ‘ i 


A Reason why riverside landowners do not care for people to pic-nic on their property. 
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A Reason why it is better for ladies te keep away from the r:ver at al! times. 
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ABOUT THE RIVER.—THREE GOOD REASONS. 
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HOW WE DO SOMETHING IN ENGLAND. 





Peopie discivered building houses for themselves below the level of the 
Thames. Enter an OBSERVER. 


Oxnserver. Those are very nice little places you’re building there, 
very nice. Only, I say, don’t you think they’re a bit below high- 
water mark ? 

Buitpers. Oh, hum! well, yes, we suppose they are, ain’t they ? 

Onsrxvzr. Don’t think it’s very judicious to build much below 
high-water mark, is it? Water might come in when the tide rises 
high—in fact, it’s sure to. 

svitpeRs. Well—a—yes, we suppose it is. Bless our souls, yes! 
Never mind, we must do something to prevent the water coming in 
when the tide does rise. (They go on building.) 


A little time-after. Midnight. 


Cuorus or Propie (who built the houses). Why, good gracious, 
it's risen to the first floor! The tables and things are floating about, 
and there's no place to get to except on to the roof. What a dreadful 
visitation to be sure! If we can only escape this time, something 
must really be done to prevent the water getting in again ! 

Extract from newspaper next day :— 

*'The flood has performed its worst exploits in the neighbourhood 
of As the houses are mostly below the level of the river, the 
water fiowed in freely, but the terrible extent of the calamity cannot 
as yet be estimated. As the inhabitants are now homeless, we feel it 
our duty to ask for subscriptions to be applied to the relief, &c., &e. 
It is really necessary that some steps should be taken in the future to 
prevent the water,” &c., &c. 


Scene: The House of Commons. 

Aw Hon. Memner.. I say, Mr. Speaker, that there now remains 
only one conrse to pursue; energetic measures must be taken to pre- 
vent a recurrence of this terrible calamity ; something must be done, 
sir, to prevent this volume of water pouring into the homes of, &c., &c. 

(totion carried unanimously. The subject drops.) 


Cuorvs or Prope (who built the houses). Well, we have had a 
nice time of it, to be sure! Nice state of things when people are to be 
visited by unavoidable calamities like this! Never mind, things look 
a little brighter now, the water's going down rapidly and they’ve 
raised a subscription for us. It will enable us to repair our houses. 
Come along. 


(They set to work to repair their houses below high-water mark. 
the OBSERVER again.) 


Onserver. Oh! you're making ’em look a deal better now; only, 
I say, don’t you think it would be better to build ’em somewhere else 
above high-water mark? ‘That water's such a pig-headed affair, it 
wi// find its own level, you know. 

Cuorus or Repatrers. Oh, all right, we'll manage all that. We 
must do something or other to prevent the water getting in next time. 


(They go on repairing. Scene closes.) 





Enter 





The Whole Hog. 


Mr. Justice Keocu regrets that ‘so historic a place as Limerick 
should be convulsed by twopenny-halfpenny rows ;’’ and adds, “on the 
Continent, when revolutions occur, people join them in earnest.’’ 
The inhabitants of Limerick will be on their mettle after this we hope, 
andlot Mr. Justice K. see a fight on the latest Continental system. Of 
course he won’t object to the usual Continental butchering of the 
Justices to commmence with. 


Tue Mop eRN Marcu or Inreviect.—Calling a water cart a patent 
hy drostatic van. 
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A TOWN PASTORAL. 


My Phyllis, of course you remember the day 
When yourself and your Strephon together 
Went forth in our childishly innocent way 
For a stroll in the sweet sunny weather. 
Of course you remember (or can, if you try) 
That our names were not Strephon and Phyllis. 
Quite otherwise ;—mine was Ezekiel A. Guy, 
While your own, dear, was Emma J. Willis. 


We gazed witha loving but awe-stricken glance 
On the beauty that Nature discloses ; 
We roamed the parterre, and our languid advance 
Was encumbered by lilies and roses. 
With buds and with roots, and with blossoms and shoots, 
Covent Garden's an Eden to enter ;— 
What lips never moistened o’er Solomon's fruits 
In that avenue christened “ the Centre ’’? 


Descending a hillock we came to the stream 
And embarked on a fast-flying shallop ; 

Then, swift as an image that floats through a dream, 
We were borne o'er the waves at a gallop. 

I made the remark that in Battersea Park 
There are corners to bill or to coo in ;— 

While steamers ply hither and thither till dark, 
And the fares are not absolute ruin. 


We dallied with Nature the whole merry day, 
For the whole merry day she enthralled us: 
The glow of the Occident faded in gray— 
And then Art in her majesty called us. 
Fair Nature awhile has the earth for domain, 
But the accents of Art can we smother ?— 
We sat through the whole of Macbeth at the “ Lane,” 
And admired Barry Something-or-Other. 


So spent we in pastoral pleasures each hour— 
(I except the enchantments of Drury !)— 
And, though us in urbe was out of our pow’r, 
We transported our Urds into rure. 

Thus, thus will our days in our future go by ; 
For, if Strephon be de:r to his Phyllis, 

As true as his name is Ezekiel A. Guy 
Hers will cease to be Emma J. Willis. 


The Cut Direct. 

Tuer Watch Committee of the town of Coventry recently recommended 
that asum.<f money be paid to the relatives of a gentleman ‘‘ who 
entered the force on the 3rd June, 1873, and who died on the 20th 
inst., pursuant to 22nd and 23rd Vic.” The ancient town of Coventry 
has in its time been remarkable for not a few things, but we did not 
know it boasted an Act for the obliteration of its officials. Under such 
circumstances, we should recommend that when some of our own force's 
members become too clever as well as too active and efficient, they 
should be literaliy, and not merely figuratively, “sent to Coventry.’ 


Lifted by the Way. 


Tue Hawick Advertiser, properly proud but somewhat oblivious, 
informs its readers that ‘‘on Thursday last two different excursior + 
passed through Hawi-k, lifting passengers as they went.” That the 
two excursions b-ing two were not one and the same we admit freely, 
but we doubt very much if even the most hard-headed of Scotechmen 
would care to be “‘lifted’’ by flying excursions “as they went.” 
Notwithstanding the fact, as detailed further on, that these same 
excursions were making the best of their way to that paradise of «1! 
true Scotchmen, the English metropolis. 


Novelties in Journalism. 


WE much regret that, in conssquence of an accident, we are unable 
this week to present our readers with facsimiles of the late Wimble- 
don targets. We lent them to a daily contemporary, who most 
improperly allowed them to get mixed up with his letterpress. We 
have, however, secured the hobnailed boots of a competitor, and pur- 
pose giving an exact impression of the soles in our next. 


In Cese of Accidents. 

Tue Admiralty have directed three vessels of the Channel Squadron 
to return to England and have their defects made good. It is earnestly 
to be desired that one ship at least may at once be placed in the 
British Museum, that we may be certain of retaining a specimen of 
the modern man-of-war for the instruction and warning of the next 
generation. 
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Mr. Quelipoor (who is returning thanks for his health and the manner he has kept down “‘ outdoor relief”) :—‘‘ GENTLEMEN,—HAVING NEARLY 
WORN OUT ONE SET OF TEETH IN SERVING THE PARISH AT THESE LITTLE BUSINESS GATHERINGS, I HAVE THOUGHT SERIOUSLY OF SENDING IN 
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| A CLAIM TO THE OVERSEERS FOR A NEW SET 


[Great Applause. 








THE SUPPRESSION OF CRUELTY. 


Ir is rumoured that the anti-vivisectionists and other soft-hearted 
old dears are horrified to discover that people are still cruel enough to 
drink beer while its head’s on. Ninety-nine letters from ladies were 
received the other morning at the office of the leading journal pro- 
testing against a reference to breaking butterflies on wheels as being 
absolutely criminal and likely to lead the lower classes into acts of 
unwonted cruelty. Also a summons was applied for against a livery- 
stable keeper by a lady resident in Mayfair, who happened to hear 
him say he had a horse in his place eating his head off. In the grand 
match at Eee between Captain Boltwig and Captain Brag, the 
former killed seventy and the latter seventy-five. (N.B.—All birds 
are reckoned dead that can't fly out of bounds.) Both the noble 
captains hit many more pigeons, but they managed to crawl or drop 
outside the limit. 


The ‘‘Old Man” Eloquent. 


dramatic eloquence” in some recent proceedings. Tramatic, would 
have been a happier word; we can see nothing wonderful in the fact 
that a gentleman who has been used to the Boards all his life should 


be able to act a bit. 


Beginning too Soon. 


Dvuxine the Centennial rejoicings an old man, George Whittier by 
name, in the fulness of his heart and the regimentals he used to wear 
fifty years ago, rode into the town of Biddeford, Me. Some young 
men, whose memories did not halt half-way in the century, threw 
stones at the old gentleman, who fell off his horse and received such 
injuries that he died soon afterwards. General opinion is to the effect 
that he had no right to intrude his comparatively modern associations 
upon a people engaged in the solemn duty of celebrating a century of 
peace, goodwill, and love to all men. He should have waited till his 


turn came round. 


In the Street. 
Tom. I say, ’Arry, who's this here King and Queen of the Hel- 


lenes as is a-going about? 
’Arry. I don’t know. I been a-looking om the map ever so long 
for it. I spect its a group o’ islands like the Barbadoses. 








Now Ready, the Thirtieth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
TWENTY-THIRD VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 





JOHN HEATH’S 
| Postal Telegraph Pens 


With Turned-up Points. 


The smoothest writer ever made. 
Of al! Stationers. Sample Box f r7 or 13 stamps. 
70. GEORGE STREET PARADE. BIRMINGHAM. 





TAYLOR'S PATENT 
SEWING 


Ree the 
or Great Driffield, Yorkihire. 


“ARE THE VERY BEST.’ 


hines, or send for a 


| 
| 
A WEEKLY contemporary compliments Mr. Albert Grant upon “ his 


Reckitt’s| 
Paris Blue 


As Supplied to the 


peer tenets | yOROMING g/L ahh Lah 


LAUNDRESS 








CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 
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‘“QUITE ALTERED.” 


Some idiots boast of our civilization, 
And strive to assure us we've tly progressed, 
Affirming that England's a sensible nation— 
Such long-headed notions one’s bound to detest. 
The scientists tell us they’re wiser than ever, 
And speak of a man as they'd speak of a toy, 
Whilst some believe schoolboards are making us clever,— 
We hadn't such rubbish when J was a boy ! 


Then children were children, not fast or precocious, 
And didn’t transgress the obedience-rule ; 
Now juvenile conduct is something atrocious— 
Mere boys smoke cigars and play billiards and pool! 
Girls then didn’t study the follies of fashion, 
But tatting and knitting their time would employ, 
The modern young lady puts one in a passion,— 
Ah, women had wisdom when J was a boy! 


Just look at the reading young people go in for— 
Devouring «ll novelists “ naughty ” and fast. 
Now “ Robinson Crusoe ’”’ they don’t care a pin for, 
And “ Sandford and Merton’s”’ a thing of the past. 
Their menu consists of sensational courses, 
And Ouidas and Broughtons their appetites cloy ; 
They rush for the papers to study divorces, — 
They wouldn’t have done so when J was a boy! 


And notice again how the drama has faded, 
Its time-honoured glories are scattered and fled ; 
By frivolous pieces the boards are degraded— 
Poor Madame Melpomene’s dying, or dead ! 
I recollect Kean, and Macready, and Kemble— | 
The kind of performers a man could employ. | 
Kgad! they would make all the audience tremble,— 
Ah, actors were actors when J was a boy! | 


With modern behaviour I'm simply disgusted, | 
The number of cads is increasing each day ; | 
{ 


Society’s rules are with humbug encrusted, 

And Mammon’s the monarch who carries the sway. 
Though hundreds are ieft in this opulent nation, 

For Famine, fierce demon, to gnaw and destroy, 
’*Tis reckoned a crime if they yield to temptation— 

Bah! people had feelings when J wasa boy! 


Wuen your plans are frustrated for want of money 
what metal does the fact resemble ?—Tin-foil. 


FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 


Tue Duke of Invective has entered into partnership with Absalom 
Nebuchadnezzar, Eeq., «f Lincoln’s-inn, the well-known financial 
agent. The noble discounter is certain of considerable aristocratic 


“a 

y Marmaduke Ringslave’s dance at Beaten-square is postponed 
for a fortnight, her ladyship’s face having been severely coutused in a 
scuffle with his lordship. 

Colonel Boozy, of the Grenadines, was yesterday fined forty shillings 
at Bow-street for assaulting the doorkeeper at the Naeguiie Rooms. 
He presided at the complimentary dioner to Duke of Wentbridge in 
the evening. 

Master Snoggs, of Seven Dials, had the honour of playing on the 
whistle before Her Majesty yesterday at Windsor Castle. Her 
Majesty was pleased to express her great approval of Master Snogg’s 
skill as exhibited in ‘‘ The Ratcatcher’s Daughter”’ with variations. 

Lord George Skinflint has quite recovered from the injury to his arm 
which he received while carrying his grocery home from the Civil 
Service Stores last Saturday evening. 


Suiteable Time. 


A paprr states that “last night the King and Queen of the 
Hellenes, with a brilliant suite, went out.” Being night, beilliancy 
which might otherwise have been unnoticeable was made obvious to 
the meanest capacity. Perhaps it’s at night when our own illustrious 
customers exhibit the dazzling powers for which they draw the pay. 
Even then we fancy the night must be at its darkest. 


A Corker. 


Tue police are to have cork helmets.. Then a fair description of a 
Robert's head will be an ‘‘airey”’ adornment with nothing in it, and 
next to nothing on it. 
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UNTIMELY NOTICE. 


Bather :— Save ME Ir A’M DROONED, Jock!” 
Jock :—‘* YB MUN LET ME KNOO THEN.” 
Bather :—“ Wnt, a'LL Just YELL oot!” 








THE POET’S QUEST... 


WueEwn Fashion's devotees are growing slack in their devotion, 
When “honourable members’ are becoming rather tired 

Of asking others ‘“‘ Whether,” and “concluding with a motion,” 
And lodgings in the country are with difficulty hired— 

I pack a bag designed to pass the Custom House officials, 
And yearly, by a solemn vow irrevocably bound, 

I try to find a spot where Mr. Thomas Smith’s initials 
Will not with an exasperating certainty be found. 


There's nothing yet but failure has rewarded my researches ; 
The irritating letters are ubiquitous as air, 

They’re stuck about on monuments, in catacombs and churches, 
With terrible profusion that impels me to despair. 

In pencil on the ceilings—with a ring on windew-glasses— 
In books at inns in pen-and-ink provokingly they lie, 

In innermost recesses of the wildest mountain passes 
And cities we are told to “‘ see and (subsequently) die.” 


I’ve found them at Lodore and many other tourist places, 
As well as Copenhagen, Connemara, and O-ban ; 
I’ve seen them ornamenting the Canovan group of Graces, 
The leaning tower of Pisa and cath of Milan. 
In letters very lengthy and inordinately big, he 
Has carved them on the woodwork of—and certainly with skill— | 
The hospice of St. Bernard, the hotel upon the Righi, 
The seats upon the summit of his native Primrose Hill. 


In spite of all the trouble, though, I give myself about them, 
Alone, or with a company, or only with a pal, 

I’ve failed so unremittingly to find a place without them 
That often it’s occurred to me to think I never shall. 

But something to my brain has found a recent penetration 
Which fills one with a soberly anticipative glee : 

The Golden Horn has possibly escaped the desecration— 
I'm packing up my carpet ie and going there to see. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 2, 1876. 
[Carnrtoow. ] 
WHO’S MASTER ? 


An OpviovsLy AnsvurD Qugstion Just New. 


*Mip-heat and strife of political life 
The season eee 4 

The House was get everything done 
So that holi eee be spending. 


Many Innocents olaims and Conservative games, 


Manyaation @ficially clever 
Ww ES earice, for the prospect waa nice 
fram St. Stephen’s to sever. 
‘For sy’to bring all your work to a close, 


iif.eee0cen. asit’s done you obtain your repose. 
and toil and ’mid Tory turmoil 
A nm anxiously waiting, 


\ntending:tovknow ere away they'd all go 


| of incessantly prating ; 
é wehen = 8 oe to ane 
i when there's less still,— 


( 
‘Rat dementéd.and-dumb, and astonished and glum, 
tHe finds there’s.a deuce of a mess still. 
And Jehnny:tries:hard to see what has been done: 
Heasks “Am I Master?” TZhac’s only his fun. 
—— 


Faem the Goodwood Meeting, just now consigned to the category 
of things that were, there is much to be deduced beyond the actual 
horserracing results, For Goodwood marks an event toa large number 
cf very worthy peeple who never saw a horse-race, and who only 
know horses’ because of the harness on them. That butterfly portion 
of the populaee to wham the pursuit of Fashion is one dreary and 
menotonous everyday -round, which may commence with Youth at 
the helm) but pevenends.with Pleasure at the prow—that gilded circle 
of Societywhithiloeks upon London.as a place of, residence not for all 
time but only fferstime being—finds thet the utmost length of its 
metropolitan tether has been reached by the time the first saddling 
bell rings out itesignal for a Goodwood race.and.sounds the knell of 
another season. Long before now «!l people .who have any pre- 
tensions to quality have done up their front blinds and furniture in 
their accustomed wrappings and betaken themselves to perpetual picnics 
in the cool and umbrageous country, unless, indeed, the res angusta domi 
has insisted that the campaign shall consist simply of bivouacks in 
back roome. And that people do live stealthily in attics and kitchens 
while pretending to be abroad anyone who chooses to visit fashionable 
localities in the cool of the evening can see for himself. With the cats 
and the desire for supper beer on the part of charwomen and board 
wagers, he will see the supposed travellers slink out for their nocturnal 
airing. We do not pretend to understand the ins and outs of so- 
called fashionable life, or the extraordinarily crooked ways of those 
who fain would be its followers, who might be happy and comfortable 
in common quarters with commoner people, but who make themselves 
miserable for life trying to hang on by their eyelids where they are 
not wanted. Perhaps it is as well we do not; but anyhow we have 
been informed by one who should know that at this season of the 
year there is a Jarge trade done in burning glasses, which are used for 
no other purpose than to bronze and blister the complexions of those 
who would otherwise become pale through pining in back ki chensand 
back attics, but who thereby make the very most of what sun they do 
get. And when we consider how small is the preportion of the 
people that is able, no matter how anxious, to get from town just now, 
and how large are the interests involved by Parliamentary procedure, 
it really does seem as if somewhat indecent haste were being mapni- 
fested by the Commons to get rid of its work at any risk, and enjoy an 
ill-earned holiday rather than no holiday at all. 

-_ o-— 

A sTatrmMEntT published in the Svening Standard about one of its 
sub-editors having tampered with a telegram isa paltry way out of a 
paltry business—«n attempt on the part of a paper to dissociate itself 
from the act of one who was ipso facfo the paper while he was 
allowed charge of it. With regard to Mr. Atter the case was 
different, and there was nothing foolish about a reference to a being 
who possessed a@ name and was known to have an existence. ‘lo 
journalists generally the question arises, What phase of Conservative 
principle or practice is it which produces rub-editors so ignorant of 
their duties as to tamper with telegrams — after they have once appeared! 
To us the occurrence most suggestive of how things are done on the 
Stand rd is that the very morning after the tampered telegram 
announcement appeared, a leader was allowed to commence: “If the 
telegrams are to be believed—and it sometimes happens in these days that 
they are not——.” It would be indeed an anti-climax to add anything 


to this 
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OUR PEASANTRY. 
Ws have received the following-eketch for a'tragedy (founded on 


fact) from our disgusted Pedestrian :— 
THE TEMPTED TOURIST. 
Scayz Finer. 


(4 Tourist sets out hopefully from his native city. He smokes. His 
hair is brown, curly, and lucuriant. He has no care-lines on his face. 
His step is light and buoyant. He smiles in anticipation of enjoyment, 
and does not feel the weight of his knapsack. He journeys some smiles, 
and comes to cross-roads. He feels for his map; he has forgotten 
to bring st. He does not care: he will enguire his way. A Peasan™ 
approaches.) 


Tue Tourist (amiadly). 
to Blank ? 


Good morning. Can you tell me the way 


(The Peasant giggles respectfully.) 

Te Tourist (kindly). Can you direct me to Blank ? 

Tue Peasant (humbly, yet genially). Hur! Hur! Hur! 

Tus Tourist (patiently). To Blank. 

Tue Peasant. Ut’s a long waay frum earabowts, ain’t ut ? 

Tux Tourist. Yes, yes, of course it is—we know that; but is it to 
the right ? 

Tue Peasant. Ees; ’a spoase ut is. 
((The Tourist hesitates, then takes the road to the left. He finds a 

direction-post ; he’s on the right road. He meets another Peasant.) 


Tue Tourist (gaily). You know Blank? 

SEconpD Peasant (s/owly). E-ees; ’a lives theere. 

Tue Tourist (with beaming good humour). How far is it ? 

SzconD Peasant. Oo, ut’s a larng waay off. Matter o’ three mile 

—aah, pretty near fower ! 

(Zhe Tourist strides onwards for four miles or so. There.are no signs 

of Blank. He meets yet another Pgasanr.) 

Tue Tourist (lovingly). You know Blank ? 

Tuirp Pgasant (after reflection). No-o-o—’acarn’tsay’a——. Oh 
ah! Yes, ’adu! ’a lives theere. 

Tue Tourist. How far do you reckon it from here ? 

Tuirp Peasant (staring wildly). ’Ow faar ? 

Tux Tourist (emphatically). Yas. HOW FAR? 

Tuirp Peasant. Oh, well; if yer say ’ow faar,’a shud say it was a 
goodish waay off—ah, nearabowt seven mile! 

(The Tourist trudges on again; but he looks older now. His hair is 
thinner, and he feels the weight of his knapsack. He is angry 
with his pipe. He walks about seven miles, and meets another 
PEASANT.) 
Tue ‘Tourist. 
FourtH Peasant. 

shud saay; ’a lives theere. 

mile—a good ten mile. 

(The Tovunist plods on again. His hair is grey. He throws his knap- 
sack away, and curses his pipe. His eye +s wild. He goes two miles 
and comes toa village. A group of PEASANTS stand at an inn.) 


Tus Tourist. Do you know Blank? 
Tue Peasants. Ees. We lives theere, we du. 
Tue ‘Tourist. How much further is it along this road? 
Tug Peasants (chucklirg reverently). We doant know uzackly—ut 
caarnt be varry faar. 
(The Tourist passes through the village and pursues the road for 
another five miles. His breast heaves painfully. There is the light of 
incipient madness tn his eye. He meets a FEMALE.) 


Tue Tourist. Female! Where is Blank? 

Tue Femate. Blank!! Why, you're a-walking right away from 
it! You must ha’ come through it! It’s jest tive miles back on the 
way you've come. 
(Tre Tountst turns back. He does not sob. He does not swear. His 

eye 1s fearful to gaze upon; it gives one a turn, He arrives once more 

at the village he passed through. It is the village of Blank !) 
* * * * * 


How far is Blank ? 
Bla-a-a-a-nk? Whoy, ut’s a very larng waay ’a 
Maybe, ut’s a matter o’—wot?—ten 


Scene Last. 

(The Central Criminal Court. .A Tourist its being tried for fear/u 
crimes. He has depopulated the village of Blank, and attemptet 
suicide. He ts apparently an cld, old man, and insane; theugh he 
gives his age as thirty.) 


(The scene is too painful! The CunTain falls.) 





We are so delighted with the accounts which our own Pedestrian 
bas been lately sending us respecting the intelligence of our Peasantry 
that we have serious thoughts of setting on foot a scheme fora Peasant 
Show, at which prizes might be awarded for: (1) Personal and Local 
Knowledge, and (2) General Knowledge. ‘This would of course 
necessitate an examination, in which the questions might be somewhat 


as follow :— 


SO ne ene oe 
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Secrion I.—PsrsonaL AnD Loca KNOWLEDGE. 


WrstPrize: A’ Gallon of Beer. Second Prize: Two Ounces of Shag. 


(jasstions::—1. Do you-kmow your own name? 
2%. Doyou'know where you live? 
3). Have-you-any idea whether you are married or not ? 
# Do-yow:know'your right band from your left ? 

If one mt in ten were found to answer three out of 
four of these questions, the competition might well be reckoned a 
sw#coess;) The questions in the next section are somewhat more 
diffiealt: — 

Section II.—Gevrrat Know.encr. 

First Prize: ‘Too Gallons of Beer. Second Prize: Half-a-pound of Shag. 
Questions:;-—1. Is there a world beyond your village ? 

‘Ognessing allowed. ‘Phe question must be answered at once.) 

2. What is the name of the next village? 

3).Is: London a person or something to eat ? 

4; (Very difficult—the final test.) What is the difference between 

aheeand a haystack ? 


——&———— 


AWFUL ATROCITIES. 
By Ovr Luwatre LAvuREATE. 


Comeall you gallant Turkish men-who have a cheek to pale, 
Or heart to doa quiver when youhear a horrid tale ; 
Justlay your pipes and sherbet-by and read the dread array 
Of outrages on Christian folks-om English ground to-day. 


I knew you've done some naughty things upon Bulgarian soil, 
Youverchopped up young Circassian maids and minced the sons of toil ; 
But*then: the foe is at your gates; the:dogs of war are loose, 
While:over here our ‘‘ massacres”’ are wrought without excuse. 


You would not think, my gentle Turks, to hear our spouters talk, 
That:fouler murders far than yours‘are everywhere we walk— 
That‘in'a time of smiling peace our fighting-decks are red, 
Andéstrewn with gory fragmentsof the dying and the dead. 


You would not think that crass neglect had hurled them to the tomb, 
For lack of something to be: done— but no one knows by whom ;— 
That: women wan and wornand weak— poor mothers, daughters, wives, 
Are starved to death by “ guardians” we pay to save their lives;— 


That:noble dames of ‘spotless*fame before our judges go 

To-claim release from titled brutes, with many a bruise to show;— 
That:toiling fathers hang themselves behind their cottage doors 
TheSchool Board bloodhound to escape, who shows his fangs and roars ;— 


That‘ail our'streets are filled with crime, our houses choked with vice, 
That e’en our Softas, as a rule, are naughtier than nice. 

You would not think a land which treads so hard on Christian toes 
Would rave about “ atrocities” because you kill your foes. 


Come all you gallant Turkish men who note the speeches made 
By easy-chair philanthropists whose charity's a trade ; 

Just bid them read their new-papers and leave the Turk alone, 
There is xo land where Christian folk are tortured like our own. 





Words not 


Cotonget Dezpnes when issuing his address to the electors of Fast 
Kent, promised the Government a hearty and general support. The 
offer does not come a moment befere it was needed by the Govern- 
ment, for at present its Deedes do anything but support it. 





Association of Ideas, 


Compxarnts are made by the police of Liverpool that Irish christen- 
ings are fruitful causes of drunken rows in that city. “Giving it a 
name” is a ceremony not altogether unassociated with drink in places 


less frequented by the sons of Erin. 


Hard-Headed Jocularity. 


Tux Spectator, apropos of a Scotch journalist’s death, publishes ‘a 
dissertation on Scotch humour. Like the Scotch humour of which 
it treats, the dissertation is only to be understood by the initiated— 


and the Scotch. 


Rather Warm. 
Trwes are very bad just now. Men once notorious for their wealth 
are talking about getting a little outdoor relief. 


Tue Reat Salle Votatite.—The Argyll Rooms. 


FUN. sT 


THE VEDDAH WHO LAUGHED, 


Tr was hot—it was.evening—it was India. 

The orb of day had arranged itself into ae new an imitation offthe 
late Mr. Turners sumeets as it dared to withowtfoar of exciting: the 
derision of the critiealamtives. 

The drowsy mosquito began to hum a tune and‘think about‘eupper. 
The natives of the Gangesjannoyed at the reflections of shoveath, cast 
them indignantly back into its teeth. The jaguar and the-baboo, 
peering from the jungle, sharpened their teeth on’ the rookie eal cou- 
versed in whispers on the scarcity of meat. 

And afar off, wearily wagging his head and biting hie thumb, sat 
Pachyorotter the Veddah, he of the laughingless mouth and the eye 
that’ smiled not—ever dall to the jokes of the moment, native and 
foreign—dead to the-witiof the Parliament Houses, the Bar, and the 
ra ov to defy all the art.of a Lawson or Whalley,—a regular 

ah. 
' aa - wanted'to laugh and couldn’t. He never saw anything to 
augh a 
Who is that with a helmeton his brow, beautifully and artistically 
ing in a bright red coat among the bright green grass witha bright 
‘black boot on a bright brown tiger ? 

It iehe. He of the land where his mother reigns, and has taken a 
title that only ie mentioned in whispers. He of the’ smiling face and 
ever illumined 

He isa-spoiled child of forttme: Tigers have been stuffed that he 
may shoot them. Elephants have been trained to fall at the crack of 
‘a rifle'that he may fancy he knocks them over; and now one thing 
only is wanting to complete his happiness. He wants to see a 
Veddah laugh. 

Vaimhitherto have been the efforts of the courtiers. The Viceroy 
has stood on his: head and mooed like acow. Obese native princes 
have accepted Scotch runs at the hands of obese Prime Ministers. 
The Chief Justices have given the prisoners a ride-a-cock-horse to 
Banbury-cross. ‘The Admiral of the Fleet has climbed a greasy monu- 
ment fora leg of mutton. The Veddah has seen it all, and has: not 


‘“* He shall laugh,” passionately exclaimed the heir to the whispered 
title.. “ Tiwiit-telee-hios-baciéte ngland and make him !” 
a + . 


It is hot—it:is noon—it is 

Nay, nore; it isa towneculeim Surrey. 

Sitting*ima large room with the°window open are grave gentlemen 
who bob up and down, and solemn gentlemen with pencils, and 
va yn comer with pens and ink, and a mixed crowd of ladies 
and gentlemen neither grave nor solemn, with their opera-ylasses 
poised, and their mouths*wide open, waiting to laugh. 

And among them, with his mouth as open as the rest, sits the 
Veddah. The Veddah has laughed consumedly, and will laugh again 
presently. 

How can he help it ? 

Comedies, farces, and opera-bouffe have been tried in vain. The 
stage, the circus, and the music-halls never caused a twitch of the 
solemn mouth. But this affair is so merry, so thoroughly waggish, 
that he is conquered at last. 

Lo, one of the counsel (this is an inquest, if you please) is going 
to chaff the medical man who made the post-mortem. How the people 
roar! How the other counselroar! Now they’ve got a poor serving- 
man inthe box. Whenthey get him in a corner and badger him, how 
the roof rings with merriment at his discomfiture. 

What fun these inquests are, ain't they? Ah! Another joke. 
How that fat jaryman enj 7e%, No wonder he has to hold his sides. 
Laughter! Laughter! ! ghter!!! Only the history of a poor 
fellow’s last hours of agony, and only the ghastly details of the con- 
tents of awful jars, only a barbarous crime suzges'ed by every 
question that falls from those merry lips. Ah, now the counsel are 
going to quarrel. One of them has laughed at a learned brother 
instead of with him. Shameful! Mr. Ovoroner must stop such 
unseemly conduct. Soh, gently! Now it’s all right again. The 
jokes are falling thick and fast, and every face is beaming. The 
Veddah laughs with the rest, he positively howls with delight. 

Who can wonder at it ? 

If a modern inquest didn’t make even a Veddah laugh it would be 
unworthy the glorious British system which makes » court of justice 
a place of public amusement, and the Bar the public's favoured and 
privileged clowns. 





How it’s Done! 
Tue Sunderland Post among its “births” chronicles that of Mary 
Coulson, “aged 80 years.” This is, it seems to us, one of the ways 
by which so many centenarians are made now. 


Perfectly Pell-lucid. 
It is stated that in consequence of Mr. Pell’s clause, School. Boards 
will come to grief Pell-mell. 
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THE ROYAL ROAD AT LAST. 


Granny :—“ PLAYING THE TRUANT AGIN’, YER YOUNG WAGABONE; I'LL WARM YER UP WHEN I GRTS8 YER OME ! 


LIKE YER GOOD BROTHER, Tom?” 


WHy AIN’T YER AT SCHOOL 


Jack :—“ Bamn’T NO TRUANT AT ALL. Mg anp Tom pitvipgs IT Now; I CARRIES THE BOOKS TO SCHOOL AND HE DOSS THE LARNIN’ 


THERE !”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Wrrwzss in an inportant trial “ doesn’t recollect.” His forgetful- 
ness reminds students of modern history of a still more important trial : 
“ Non mi Ricardo.” « Three more synagogues to be erected in London. 
Yet sin seems quite enough agog as things are now. =‘ Mr. 8S. 
Morley, M.P., is ordered rest.” A very good remedy, taken in large 
doses. If would do several other M.P.’s we know a lot of good—and 
wouldn't harm their constituencies. — New Midland route to Scotland 
immensely successful. Al] people who believe in cash payments are 
bound to give a preference to the way of Settle. Mr. Allport doubtless 
foresaw this. — Man fined five shillings for papain | a horse in a 
thoroughly diseased state. Another man fined a pound for thrashing 
his wife. (Moral obvious, as reader happens to be married or single). = 
Globe reports “‘ narrow escape of the Queen of the Belgians.’’ Her 
ponies ran away and dashed the front part of the carriage to pow 

inst a cart. The Queen's narrow escape consisted in her being 
a t from the carriage on this occasion ! 
though, — Clergyman threatens to shoot a captain—and produces the 
weapon. ‘ As the parties were related the magistrate suggested the 
case should be settled outside the court.” Should like to hear the 
same magistrate on Bill Nokes or Jack Styles who had threatened to 
“punch.”’ =< Sultan of Turkey anxious to abdicate. Evidently he 
doesn’t think a dead dog half as goed as a live lion—or as a live any- 
thing, for the matter of that. — Another death through excessive 


| drinking. This is hardly fair. 


Near enough for the Globe, | 


No one ever records the deaths 
through excessive drouth. — Spec’al Commissioner sent by Turkey to 
seat of war to suppress excesses. Wonder what constitutes his notion 
of excesses, remembering what has so far been tolerated. = Mr. 
Jonathan Jones is already at work on a picture for exhibition in next 

ear’s Academy. It meets with the warmest approval of Mr. 
Snobbington Snooks. The subject is allegorical, but the treatment is 
not yet decided on. 





Lame Honours, 


Sre Satar Juna has been created a D.C.L. As he was carried into 
the Oxford Theatre on a sofa, and had to hobble across the floor on 
crutches, with a visible howl of pain upon his features, the principal 
degree conferred upon him during the ceremony, we should imagine, 
was a degree of discomfort. 





On the Cards. 


Tue Corporation of London recently crossed the Solent in a yacht 
lent by the Admiralty for the purpose. The report that Lord Elcho 
considered the offer an unjust interference with his Municipal Bill is 
contradicted. 


Ssoutp Auld Acquaintance be Forgot ?—It should— often. 
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MY MIND. 


I -wasu;.though agitl, T had got 
‘Fhe logical:mind 6f a man. 
But-now I must do—as I’ve not— 
The:best with my own that I can. 
¥et-doing the best I can do, | 
Depisions.I constantly find 
- Impossible things to come to— 
I never can make up my mind! 


Augustus has asked me to be 

His wife—he has plenty of gold ; 
Lord William is poor, but you see 

His father’s a marquis—and old ! 
I don’t care for either a pin! 

I don’t know for which I’m inclined ; 
I halt between title and “ tin ’’— 

I never shall make up my mind! 


Affection, of course, I despise— 

I marry Position alone. 
I hope I am rather too wise 

To love any poor and unknowr! 
Alas! I am in such distress! 

Fate gives me—’tis very unkind !— 
A person to make up my dress, 

But no one to make up my mind! 
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Ready Wit. 

Not having a speaking trumpet on board, the com- 
mander of a South-coast revenue cruiser had a Common 
Man shot on board a lugger which he wished should be 
hove to. The result was entirely satisfactory, and the 
Common Man is in the Haslar Hospital, receiving all the 
care and attention his case deserves. ‘The commander of 
the revenue cruiser will doubtless be complimented on 
the ready and able manner in which he made another 
vessel suffer for a deficiency in the furnishing of his 
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The Claims of Birth. 








A woman named Gentry was remanded the other day 

on a charge of leaving her child to die on a doorstep. A USEFUL RELATION. 

The worthy magis‘rate ordered that she should have a 66 , "” 

cab to the House of Detention. The claims of Gentry - — nen ante wes OOS ES Se SUFS ER FE RES Se 

cannot of course be overlooked even on a charge of Inquiring Employer :— Way, MY MAN, YOUR BROTHER SPECIALLY ?”’ 

child desertion. O. J.:—‘ Well, YE 8BE, SIR, HE'S GOT A RARE CHEEK ON ‘HIM, 
— - MY BROTHER HAS. WuHy, HE'D NO MORE THINK OF ASKING FOR A QUART 

ScenTient Bernos.— Musk rats. OVER A JOB LIKE THIS—THAN NOTHINK !” 








UNFOUNDED RUMOUBS. Profoundly Prophetic. 

Tuar Mr. Browning has been invited by the president and council| A Nortinewam jury has—if:the authority of the local journal be 
of the Veterinary College to lecture on “ How We Worked in Dis- Th, thing—just returned a verdict at once novel and extremely true. 
temper.’ That Dr. Kenealy has applied to go over the Thunderer on ough space, like life, is short, we cannot afford to curtail this 
account of his connection with a Stoke hole. That the British fleet is weranee of one letter of its fair proportions. “ Mr. Wilson died 
kept in Besika Bay to annoy Mr. Jenkins. That Sultan Murad won’t | {*°™ injuries received by him in jumping out of a window whilst in 
vo to the Mosque O! because it’s so suggestive of Russia. That the | *? enncune state of mind, but death sould have taken places eventually 
Emperor of Brazil made jokes all over the British Museum, and tried | / he oo ae senna these injuries.” Eventually, yes. “Then out 
to be a perfect cure. That he wasn’t appreciated because his con- thi, ° ih a oratius, the captain of the gate, Io every man upon 
ductors were cure’aters. That Lord Henry Lennox won't put his | ‘8 Pa 4 eath cometh soon or late.” Mark the similarity of all 
servants on board wages because it reminds him of a recent bereave- Pog minds! And perhaps in the days that are to come, the Trent- 
ment. That Marshal MacMahon has become an honorary member of i. ar0 = » thanks to his jurymen, rank higher on the roll of fame 
the St. Luke’s Republican Club. That pictures for exhibition are even he who worshipped Father Tiber. 
being framed for the convenience of abstractors. That the College of 
Surgeons have offered the Turks £1 a head for Christian prisoners for Bow-how. 
the purposes of vivisection. That Mr. Albert Grant will appearevery| A uoxmpay writer, describiag a fog at sea, says his ship passed 
evening on Leicester-square in ‘‘ Twycross v. Grant,” supported by | another ship so close that the barking of a dog could be heard on 
Lord Coleridge and a talented company. That the naughty sub-/| board. Distinctly, this time. It is proposed that the one dog who 
editor of the S/adard who ‘“fakes”’ the telegrams and the naughty | has been the means of showing ships their relative positions in 
City editor of the same paper, have been sent to Philadelphia as | thousands of marine fogs (on paper) shall at last be pensioned off, 
specimens of Cons.rvative jour and find sweet rest and retirement in a suitable spot. We will be the 

| absolute first to propose, Barking. 


Machine Made. The @ 's Ti 
Tue subject of the estay for the Cobden Prize at; Cambridge for the | . oS Ora S Sap 0 
ensuing year is to be “The Effect of Machinery on Wages.” Asa/|,, /#® Governor of Sophia telegraphs recently, “‘The servant of the 
preliminary step, the effect of machinery on what is to become wages | | 4P0n and the Zaptieh who accompanied him have been assassinated. 
is best seen at the Mint. Ccmmended to intending’ contributors. Sophia's governor is evidently pointing the moral that the servant 
- who leaves a Tapon and goes out with a Zaptieh runs risks. He does 
not say if it was ‘Tapon the head that settled them. 
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New Lecau Game (as Played By Sim ,H, James anv Co.).— To 
Ve-et’an blind-man’s buff. Tugs Bga:t Way to Live 1~w Hor Wratuer.—Don't die. 
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THE RASH BOATMAN. 
A Srory or Marcata Sanps. 


¥ wave an old Fisherman friendly with ale ; 
He told me the following beautiful tale. 
What so recommends it to me is the ring 
Of native simplicity marking the thing— 
A story of homely, nay commonplace, life: 
It treats of no moral or physical strife. 
‘To lovers of empty sensational trash 
I own that the story is wanting in ‘‘ dash,” 
And yearners for scandal will find in its page 
No element like to attract — or engage. 
Of course, as a personal matter, you know, 
he tale to my thinking is horribly slow ; 
i'm fond of a tale with a palpable spice 
Of morbid grotesquery, madness, and vice.) 


‘The cynic, in reading the story, will own 
It’s sweet in conception and moral in tone, 
‘Though shallow pretenders unable to cull 
its beautiful lessons may reckon it dull. 


I'm sure of the story’s appealing to youth 
Because of its simple adhesion to truth ; 
I’m certain the story will captivate age, 
Because it is practical, solid, and sage. 


i found it so very engaging and terse 

I straightway determined to put it in verse; 
‘With ready benevolence, touching and grand, 
The elderly Fisherman lent me a hand. 

As soon as the pith of the story I'd writ 

The elderly Fisherman edited it. 

He finished it off as it suited his whim, 

And adied expressions occurring to him. 





THE STORY. 


There lay by the marge"of the billowy deep, 
Pursuing omague for dozing to sleep, 
A ove eanne swell 
Intent upon snoozing his holiday out 
Beside of the ocean, which tumbles about 
(And wonderful deep as well). 


But jovial sons of the boisterous main 

They came and they pretty well druv him insane. 
“‘ Come out for a sail,” they said. 

(It grieves the narrator extremely to tell 

They thought it would make him extremely unwell 
And dizzy about the head !) 


“‘ Provided I come for a nautical ride, 

How far shall I go for a shilling ?”” he cried— 
“Say, when shall we sail until ?” 

«‘ We'll sail,”’ they replied, “‘ in a beautiful smack, 

And never go dreaming of bringing you back 
Until you are dreadful ull.” 


But there was a something particular sly 
Pervading that Landeman’s intelligent eye 

As into the boat got he: 
And then, while the evening shadows were gray, 
That vessel she bounded away and away 

Atop o’ the pathless sea. 
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O why stood that Fisherman wringing his hands 
And fixing his gaze on his vanishing sands ? 
O why, in her sea-girt nest, 
Resounded the petrel’s expressions of woe, 
And why were the hurricanes gathering so 
Away to the sou'-sou’-west ? 


For the space of an hour—of a day—of a week, 

The Fisherman gazed at his Passenger’s cheek 
For signs of internal strife; 

But there was the Passenger singing a song, 

And puffing cigars as were terrible strong, 
With all the sangfroyde in life ! 





No more did that rollicking Fisherman gloat ; 
That Fisherman’s chuckle was lost in his 

His season of joy was past : 
He thought of his young ’uns at Margate afar. 
That Passenger lighted another cigar, 

Much pow’rfuller than the last! 


A number of times they were fatally wrect, 
Which that’s what you'd certingly up and expect 
A ricketty smack to do. 
That Passenger never got green in the cheek ; 
His cubas got pow'rfuller every week, 
And bigger and ranker too. 
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SPIRITUALISM OUTDONE: A DREAM. 


Brown, whose notion of a story is that it shall be complete and 
circumstantial in all its details, called on us the other day evidently 


with something on his mind. 

We tended him carefully, and gave him of the best that was to 
hand, for we, too, know what it isto hawea secret sorrow, an untold 
— on your mind, feeding like a wormi’ the bud upon a damask 
cheek. 

“There you are, old man,” said we; “‘ whisky, brandy, or gin. 
Teed water or apollonaris. Can recommemd the cigars, as they're a 
present and much better than we should eare to buy. Help yourself, 
and get on. There's nobody about, and we're all attention. 

Brown helped himself, and drank; Mit a eigar,and smoked. We 
watched him narrowly, but withows showing either emotion or 
curiosity, for our acquaintanee with the imevitable has taught us that 
whenever a man has to say it is better to let him say it 
himself in his own way and in his own words, 
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So when Brown had collected his sufficiently, and 


his ideas into a connected shape, he commenced to relate his trouble. 
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You see, he'd incessantly eailed on the sea— ‘‘T had a curious dream last night,” said be. ‘‘A dream, curious inh 
A wild privateer, as a daddy of three more on account of its extreme ciroumstantiality, and the manner in eee 
And as a mature adult ; which the minutest details were — details which I subse- iy oa 


And daring his leisure, I haven't doubt 
He'd studied the way to be eshakep about 
Without any bad result. 


Through calm and through tempest they wearily stole 
Across the Equator and on to the Pole: , 
That Fisherman out and said, 
“T’'m getting ‘that sick of a wanderin’ life: 
let me go hame to my kiddies and wife— 
I wish I was reg’lar dead!” 


The Passenger mever was softened a jot, 
But lighted the strongest cigar of the lot: 

“That shilling,’ he aid, “ain’t earned.” 
‘“‘ That shilling,”’ said he, “‘ yom amust forfeit,” he said. 
The Fisherman moodily nodded hiis head, 

And homeward again they turned. 


For seventy summers they’d trawersed the main, 

And Margate was gone when they weadhed it again— 
Was gone from the boatman’s view : 

The people who knew him had long given out: 

That Fisherman had to be thinking about 
Beginning his life anew. 


quently diseovered to be absolute fasts—than for any other reason.” 
We are not at all superstitious, but there is sufficient human nature 
left im us after a long career of owrrent journalism to make the 
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telling of dreams 2 not unpleasant pastime. Especially when the 
dreams are mysterious and the dreamer inclined to set store by our 
superior and experience. fo we saw the glasses were re- 
plenished, lit a fresh cigar, and prepared to listen. 

“T dreamt,” continued Brown, “that I was on a large outward 
nes eee ae Sie wae Pee eee London and New 
York. A fine,} vessel, withall the crewand passengers on board, 
and making the her way ta America. The engines were all in 
full work, and she walked the water like a thing ef life. There were 
steerage passengers and intermediate passengers, and firet and second- 
class cabin passengers. Everything was as plain as if it: im real 
life. She was Al and carried an experienced surgeon, besides being 
possessed of all the latest improvements. It seams strange that | 
should know all this; but there is stranger to come. [I myself 
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down in the saloon, and somebody said, ‘ M‘Ritchie, let me 
introduce my friend Mr. Brown.’ And I and Captain M‘Ritchie 
shook hands, and talked of the weather, and the prospects of the fine 
passage. Then he seemed to fade away, and I was conversing with 
some one on the advantage of the steam steering gear in a house 
amidships, as c)mpared with the old mustn’t-talk-to-the-man-at-the- 
wheel principle. ‘{hen he seemed to fade away too, and somehow or 
other I was made aware that I was on board the Anchor line's steam- 
ship Zlysia, 2,733 tons register, 678 horse-power nominal, from 
London to New York direct. And then I woke.” 

““ Well?” inquired we anxiously. ‘* Proceed; your story interests 
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us. 
‘‘ Well,” responded Brown, after a refresher, “the most peculiar 
point of all this is that there is an Anchor line which possesses a ship 
named the Elysia, of the tonnage and everything else exactly as 
described, Captain M‘Ritchie commander, at the present momens 
making the best of her way between London and New York.” 

‘“‘Impossible!”’ said we. Then after a moment's reflection asked, 
“Ts this second sight or metempsychosis, inspiration or clairvoyance } 
2m org publish your experience. Its certainly very won- 

erful——.” 

“No it isnt,” replied Brown, with a wink and all the coolnegs.in 
the world. “It’s on'y natural. I dined on board the Elysia the day 
before, and ran as far towards New York as Dover, where I gui 
ashore and came back to London. J don’t think it’s at all wonderfui 
I should dream about it, do you, mow ?” 





2 e = = 
And Brown isn’t likely to call en us for some little time to come— 





anerteeg 1 derful dr That's all! 
_ AN enterprising publican in a fit of gush and enthusiasm, doubtless —- pn Oe SS abs aut 
induced by the recent thirsty weather, advertises in the leading 
journal :—* But that the old English term inn is now never given to An Old Bird. 





first-class houses, it certainly should be applied to this, for a 
And then follows a potboiling panegyric. 1t doesn’t seem to strike 
the disinterested writer that he gives the best possible reason for 
retaining the “Old English ”’ title. 


Mr. Dispaz.i has ventured on the bold assertion that there are no 
accurate reports now-a-days. Curious, considering how ms#ny times 
the Premier has nee to regret par Ag of an aopionets ve too- 
accurate system of reporting, with,xeposters to match. al} 
that Mr. Disracli may, anh. heobeche head in the mud of his 
own. oratory and kiek up hissheels, ealling aloud there are n0,accnrate 
reports, there will be aceuracy enomgh left for the rest of the world 
and to spare. Indeed, Mr. Disracliig statement is hardly 4 
well-educated ostrich; it has more im common with that Ditd of the 
fast-approaching zecess, the goose. Therein. and only therein the 
premier’s remark may be considgred seasonable. Th6.somgce of its 
provocation is the only thing which under any circumstances might 
it appear reasonable, 5°. ; 













&e,, &e. 


In @ local contemporary a correapondent aske,“Who is responsible 
for this iniquity? Iam, sir, <c.” What, in the name of the marked 
scarcity of common sense now so plentiful, does a man want. to write 
conundrums forand then answer them himself, even if the amusement 
benly taken in a small local paper! And ‘to follow suit we are also, 
&c.,and awaiting a reply. 
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Aged Retainer (to Gardener) :—“ It's A BAD JOB ABOUT YOUNG MASTBR BEING A-TOOK 80 SUDDEN LIKE WITH APPLEPLBXY!” 
Gardener :—“ WRLL, W&SLL, IT BAIN'T TO BE WONDBRED AT; / NBVBE COULD KEEP HIM OUT OF THE ORCHARD, HS WERE SUCH A BOT 


rom FRauit! ” 








GNATS AND CAMELS. Mewmanity. 


Ina er police-court the other day, an Eastern witness, who/ A uumane lady advertises in the morning papers a warning to 
had no belief in the form of oath as generally applied, was requested | families leaving town that, unless they make proper arrangemente for 
by the usher to declare that he would speak the truth and nothing but | its welfare, the “ harmless necessary cat” of the premises runs a great 
the truth, so help him Koran. The official subsequently stated that | risk of being starved to death. This is, alas, from thoughtlessness, too 
he thought Koran meant the same as the word put in its place by the | often the case. After this warning it will be soddaiialle done for the 
usual English swearers ; a statement which created much merriment. | purr puss. 

Yet only recently a person whose ignorance was proved to be quite as gS 
crass was allowed to interfere with the publication of a great French Applause-able Idea. 


A pzscriptive articlist ina weekly paper, writing of a seaside place, 


classic, and no one then laughed when the representative of a Society 
for the Promotion of Virtue was proved not to know the name of the 
book from the name of him who inspired it. Not, of course, until the 
mistake was pointed out to them. There isn't "much necessity for 
crowding the press with re about the mistake of a poor 
country underling when a great don gentleman entrusted with the 
morals of an immense community is allowed to fall into still greater 
error—and to make others suffer for it. 


Out of the Pale. 


says, ‘‘ The sea rushes up the old Gulley, eg and hissing, and an 
old Gull swirls down to the water's edge.”” This Balham business is 


getting mixed up with everything now. 


Wars the Difference ? 


Tue Botanical Gardens are said to be in want of en SS i 
We beg to draw the attention of the Fellows to some recent sche 


| of the Secretary of the State for War. 


: = 

: ‘OTIS ’APLY PERPLEXING.” 
| 

f 











oe 








” Mae. Sran zr has discovered a new “tribe of pale-faced people who 

have much colour. | course, the Jet-y. 
WATERS | “I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4. H. Hassall, M.D. u 

SOLD BY ALL GROCERS:— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E 


live on the cold uplands.” With such diet they are not likely to; Tus proper place at the seaside for “nigger minstrels” is, of 
“ Wa can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard. 
Pduted by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Pubtished (for the Proprietor) st 80, Fleet Street, B.0.—Lendon, Avgust 2, 1876. 
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Jack (who doesn’t notice the flask) :—‘‘ OH, THAT BE BLOWED IN THIS WEATHER. Basipgs, I cAN ONLY SEB ONE SKULL, AND THATS A 
GOOD DEAL TOO THICK FOR THE PURPOSE!” 
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The volume contains over six hundred pages, and, in addition to the 
NEW LEAVES. | works originally published under the title, possesses many additional 
Ir is well for the author of Ginz’s Baby (Strahan) that the reading | claims, not only on the part of the author, but of the compiler as well. 
public gave him a readier attention and a firmer belief than are| Now that Spelling Bees, never destined to last in this country, 
bestowed on him in the House of Commons. On the other hand, | have played themselves out, it seems hardly worth while publishing a 
judging by his later literary productions and the return made for! Guide to them. That issued by Warne is, however, sufficiently well 
implicit confidence of readers, it is as well members of the House have | arranged to be useful for more lasting purposes. The selection of 
kept Mr. Jenkins at arms’ length. He is trouble enough as it is; what | sentences for dictation is really funny. 

he would have been under circumstances more favourable to himself! If Guy Roslyn is competent to write a “ volume of gossip” entitled 
in Parliament providence only knows—we do not care to think. Itis, | George Eliot in Derbyshire (Ward and Lock), why, in the name of all 
however, not with Mr. Jenkins the politician we have to deal, but Mr. | that’s wonderful, does he require anybody of about his own calibre to 
Jenkins the author. That he has the ear of the public is proved by | engineer a preface forhim? (N.B.—Not a conundrum.) 

the fact that there lies before us the Thirty-sixth Edition of his, we| The Professor's Pocket-book (Rudall and Carte) contains a calendar 
might almost say famous, Baby. It would be following too closely in | and diary admirably adapted for all who wish to put their general 
the footsteps of the modern and not particularly successful burlesque | professions into particular practice. 

writer who wrote an adverse critique on Sheridan’s Rivals were we to The Story of the Robins (Warne) is a neat little book for children. 
commence de ncvo and express our undiluted opinion on this, the first | 4 Race for Wealth and Too Much Alone are cheap editions, from the 
known work of Mr. Jenkins. ‘We will be satisfied with hoping for it | same firm, of books neat, but certainly not for children. 
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every success in its new illustrated form, and wishing that some of its| Five Months with the Prince in India (Allingham) has the decided 
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author's more recent productions had been half as good and a quarter | advantage of containing less than rival works relating to this thread- ig 
as pure as Ginz’s Baby. bare subject. | a 
The Wallbridge Miscellanies (Simpkin and Marshall) are true to their Swimming and Diving (Kerr, Glasgow,) should be a popular work 
title, and miscellaneous to a degree. There is a flavour of Tupper | just now. After perusing it and its diagrams one feels equal to coping 4 
about some of the author's utterances, only they are not quite not so bad. | with either a Jones or a Johnson—on dry land. is 
Mr. Tupper must be pleased to find that even he, too, has his imitators. With other small books from Messrs. De la Rue comes one entitled it "4 
Admirers it is only natural he should have in shoals. the Pocket Guide to Go Bang. Under correction, we should have f : 


We hardly like to express a decided opinion about Song and Satire | thought that anyone wishing to Go Bang would hardly require a 
(Nimmo). After the examples we have had recently of great poets, | guide. 
very likely the author is a great poet. After the differences of 
opinion we have also had, just as likely he is not. But heis a satirist; Hich 
and so, when he says ‘I think the less we who would be authors say igh and Dry. 
by way of preface the better,” he may have a sly notion that the same | Tue Dutch have built a splendid ironclad, and can't get it into the 
remark applies to what some authors say by way of authorship. sea because they have not a canal big enough to float it there. Let 
A new and well-arranged edition of Mise Edgworth’s Early Lessons | our Dutch friends keep their big ship where it is; they will be able to 
(Warne) should be popular, were it not that popularity is, as often as | see it occasionally—which is more than we, not being a nation of 
not, perfectly independent of actual merit or of even a suspicion of it. | divers, can say about some of ours. 
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LANGUID LEVITY. 
Tom :—“ No wind, Jack. TAkE A PULL!” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 9, 1876. 


[Carroon. ] 
A DISSOLVING VIEW. 
““Spced the parting, welcome the coming guest.” 





Turn on the gleaming limelight, 
Let it blaze ; 
‘Tis but a shortened time light 
In these days. 
But by it we of business 
See enough 
To weary us of Diz-ness 
And such stuff. 
Ring down the picture of a fleeting House ; 
Ring up its follower—the season’s Grouse. 


Yet ere the scene shall vanish 
From our mind, 
Deem us not meanly clannish 
Or unkind, 
If we, impatient, ask and 
Wonder why 
Our Parliament must bask, and 
Grouse mus? die. 
One thing is absolute: now dies King Grouse. 
If talk would kill him—then we'd back our House. 
a 
Tn dead season comes upon us apace, and already there are signs, 
many and not to be mistaken, of its approach. Though Parliament is 
sitting later than usual this August, and trying by wholesale slaughter 
and too-late assiduity to make up for dilatoriness and worse in the 
early part of the Session, seasonable silliness is not to be averted, and 
the atmosphere of our daily papers is full of it. Even the six 
columns or more a day from Balham, eked out as they are 
with what it is the fashion to call debates, cannot prevent 
the Demon of the Time from making himself manifest. Strange 
statements crop up from out-of-the-way places, and appear in just as 
out-of-the-way corners of the papers, where they must have got by 
themselves while the editor's back was turned, and the sub-editor— 
oh, guilty and ever-blamable sub-editor!— neglectful of his contract. 
Already one tourist has got himse!f bitten to death under a combina- 
tion of circumstances which could not be found existent at any other 
time, and several other travellers are preparing to fulfil the demands 
of Fate and offer themselves up to the exigencies of the season. 
Showers of frogs are hovering handy, gooseberries are taking their 
gianticity upon them—albeit they find themselves a trifle behind the 
present era—the sea serpent has been tracked to his lair, or to any one of 
his lairs ; and there are not less than three captains of ships at the pre- 
sent moment preserved in the cellars of a contemporary ready to swear 
to the existence of the great S. S., or of anything else marine, at a 
moment’s notice. Now, too, comes the time for cheap immortality, 
when Brown, Smith, Jones—ay, and even Robinson to boot—may 
publish themselves, their professions, and their philanthropy through 
columns which for the past six months have been impervious to any 
puff unpaid for. And now comes the time when the penny-a-liner is 
in his glory, and when the editor drops his pen and the sub-editor his 
paste-pot, and both falling on their knees in an ecstacy induced by 
idleness unsought, cry aloud, like the Ratcatcher’s Daughters of old, 
‘Give! give! news, or we perish!”’ 


A VACANT OFFICE, 


Various opinions having been current as to who would make the 
best Commissioner of Public Works vtee Lord Henry Lennox, Tram- 
wayed, we have collected a few, and now offer them for the first time 
in handy and portable form :— 

Mr. Ward Hunt, because he would sink any little differences that 
might arise between rival interests. 

Mr. Hardy, because he'd be a Ga-thorne in the side of impostors. 

Dr. Kenealy, asa graceful recognition of his services in securing 
Her Majesty her— oh-no-we-never-mention-it appellation. 

Mr. C. Lewis, because he would put all the parishes under white 

vestries. 
Mr. Henry Chaplin, because he would turn everything topsy-turfy, 
and improve the London Racecourse for rival omnibuses. Being a 
Chaplin he would naturally look after Church. 

Lord John Manners, because he is used to the Post. 

Mr. Lowther, because he would look after his Arcade. 


The Light Fantastic. 


A provinciaL journal says: ‘‘ Ilops promise to be very plentiful 
this season.” Evening dress will in all cases be indispensable. 





A NOBLE RETURN.—A TALE. 
PROLOGUE. 


OWARDS midnight, some 
few years prior to the 
commencement of Chapter 
I., a burglar had almost 
brought to a successful 
termination some house- 
breaking operations on 
which he had been en- 
gaged. He had collected 
articles from all parts of 
the house on to the kitchen 
floor, and was returning 
to the street for his sack 
in which to put them, 
when he stuck tightly 
between the window- 
bars. 

The situation was terri- 
ble. Hewould stick there 
till daylight, when possi- 
bly some myrmidon of the 
law——. It was horrible! 
Just then a millionaire 
was passing: he saw at a 
glance the pitiable position 
of the burglar, and his 
heart was touched by the 
scene. He setthe burglar 
free. At the time the 
burgilar’s heart was too 

full for him to utter a word of thanks—he only pressed the hand of 
the millionaire; but the gratitude which found root in him that 
night never withered. He collected his booty and went home. But he 
swore a great silent oath that he would do the millionaire a good 
turn when the time came. Did he keep his oath? Let us see. 


CuartTer I. 


One of the finest private picture galleries in England wasthat of Mr- 
Shoddiboy, the millionaire. Surrounded by luxuries, Mr. Shoddiboy 
only panted for one luxury more—and that was fame ; and it was for 
the sake of fame that he collected pictures. He was already known as 
the possessor of some of the ugliest pictures in England. He had a 
‘‘ Boors Drinking,” which was alone worth twenty times the price of 
any valuable thing which had the misfortune to be beautiful; and his 
“Dutch Exterior, with Pump and Cabbage Stalks” was becoming 
widely known. He had beautiful pictures as well. 

With all this, Fame did not carry him along as fast as he wished it 
to, and he was not contented. He wanted something—some one object 
in his collection—which would make his name heard to the uttermost 
corners of the earth, and cause it to be handed down unceasingly to 
after-generations; he wished to be iliustrious, like Mahomet, and 
Shakespeare, and Julius Cesar, and people like that. But the means had 
not yet come to him. And one dark night, when he had firmly 
secured all the massive contrivances which guarded his pictures from 
the marauder—the burglar-proof iron doors, and tte steel-lined 
shutters and everything, and made it impossible for anyone to break 
in—a burglar entered the picture gallery. The burglar looked around 
calmly and thoughtfully, examining the paintings one by one; then 
he fixed on a “‘ Martyrdom” on the wall opposite the door. This 
picture was a fine specimen of one of the fine old schools; it was 
painted in pure black with the exception of a square inch in the centre 
of the canvas, where the agonized nose of the martyr burst startlingly 
into half-light. ‘The burglar cut this picture carefully from its frame, 
rolled it up, and walked out with it into the dark impenetrable 


night. 





CuapTer II. 


When the millionaire came into his picture gallery next day he was 
mad with rage, for this picture had been to some extent known, and to 
lose it was to lose one of his stepping-stones to fame. He imme- 
diately wrote to the Zimes about the occurrence, sent out handbills 
about it, posted up large posters offering a reward, and published a 
pamphlet containing an elaborate series of conjectures as to how the 
burglar could possibly have done the thing. People read the pam- 
phlets, and began to wonder how the theft ccu/d have been committed, 
and the affair became a topic of general conversation. So much so, 
that the millionaire threw open his picture gallery for the public to 
come and see whence the picture had been cut. In talking about the 
burglary, people could not help talking about Mr. Shoddiboy, and his 
name became quite popular. About this time the millionaire received 
a note stating that his picture was at a shop in —— Alley, and that 
he could obtain it on application. 


eer rrr eeeeeerr errr errr reer e rT 








Aveust 9, 1876.] 





































He did so; replaced the picture (which was of course smaller now by 
reason of cutting) in its frame (made smaller to fit it), and sent out 
cards of invitation all round for people to come and see it. They came 
in shoals—the millionaire’s name was on every tongue; but the picture 
had not been in its frame a week, before it was cut out again by that 
same burglar and carried off once more. The millionaire’s rage was 
fearful! He wrote to aii the papers, signing his name in full; put up 
enormous posters, with his name in large letters; and wrote a three- 
volume book about the affair. ' : 

Thousands of people came to visit the picture gallery; the burglary 
was mentioned in the House ; the millionaire was spoken of as “ Mr. 
Shoddiboy who owned the celebrated picture,” and the adjective got 
gradually transferred from the picture to Mr. Shoddiboy. The picture 
was restored again; all the nobility came to look at it; the facts were 
taken up by all the Continental newspapers as well as the British; and 
Mr. Shoddiboy put up for parliament. The picture was stolen a third 
time! Mr. Shoddiboy was elected with an enormous majority. A 
great author called upon him to ask permission to collect materials for 
his biography; and he was always spoken of as ‘“‘the great Mr. 
Shoddiboy.” The picture was ae restored once more; and the 
millionaire was knighted, and placed the “Sir” before his name over 
his place of business (according to custom), and his carmen spoke of 
him as “his Worship.” He had attained fame. As to the picture, it 
had been cut out so many times that only a piece four inches square 
now remained, containing the martyr’s nose. ‘The millionaire had 
originally bought the picture for five hundred and fifty pounds, and 
now several collectors begged him t» take fifteen thousand for it, asa 
favour. But he wouldn’t sell it. No; he preferred honour to lucre! 
He resisted the captivating bait, and became known as “ the great Mr. 
Shoddiboy who refused the Fifteen Thousand,” and was associated in 
the mind with Leonidas, wholed the Three Hundred. One day as the 
millionaire was sitting proudly in his great chair, sorting some letters 
for his biography, in walked a mysterious man. 

‘‘ Who are you?”’ said the millionaire. ; 

‘¢T am he,” replied the other, ‘‘whom you extricated from the bars 
a long, long time ago. I swore todo you a goodturn: I didit. I 
am he who stole your picture!’ 

The millionaire, from force of habit, flushed with anger; then rose 
and drew the burglar to his bosom. ‘‘ And you have not profited,’ 
he said; “while I have attained all I longed for. How shall I 
reward i 

‘‘T am satisfied,’ said the burglar, as he waved his hand, and disap- 
peared through the massive shutters of the window. 





Prints and Pariahs. 


A Canon of the Church of England has invited the Wesleyan 
Conference at Nottingham to come and hear him preach, and then 
have plum cake and tea at the Vicarage afterwards. Good Churchmen 
should demand the disinfection of the Canon's church and the 
demolition of the Vicarage instantly. If such news as this is broken 
abruptly the consequences may be dangerous. As it is, a Bishop 
committed suicide within a few hours of its publication. 


Another Grant. 


At the moment of going to press a rumour reaches us that Mr. 
Albert Grant has presented his house at the West to the country in 
order that it may be opened as a penitentiary for fallen directors. A 
palpable invention of Sir Henry James or Twycross. 


Breach of Contract. 


At Sheffield a chemist has been fined forty shillings for threatening 
to shoot his wife. A decision with which all good people will naturally 
agree. The forfeiture of a promise is, in married life especially, most 


reprehensible. 
By a ‘‘ Steward.” 
Txuere is less difference between taking dirt and accepting the 


Rt) IN. 


THE TEMPTED ONE. 
A Comic Sone ror THs Summer. 


My worthiest friend, you are airing your wit, 
You're making yours truly the buttof a joke, 
When you bid me give over my work for a bit 
To come in the garden and smoke! 
I’m terribly busy—you wouldn't believe ! 
My work is a century—more—in arrears : 
In seventy seconds I have to achieve 
The labour of seventy years! 


Don’t tell me of T haven't the leisure ! 
Be off and cadboahes amet Are you aware 
7 work is so pressing it’s teuly distressing ?— 
haven't a moment to spare ! 
Here—hang it !—I’ll come and I'll have a cigar; 
ll rest from my work for ten minutes—no more ; 
But mind, I must peg away harder by far 
Directly those minutes are o'er. 
What? Join youat dinner? This boisterous mirth 
Is really and truly enough to appal! 
It’s more than my place in creation is worth 
To think about dining at all! 
Don’t tell me, &c. 


And as to enjoying an hour with a friend— 
Why, goodness! I haven’t the pluck to reflect 
On such a proceeding—I[ wouldn't pretend 
To guess at the awful effect ! 
Oh, there—botheration! I'll join you; allright! 
Of course it’s essential for people to dine! 
I'll give up my harassing work for to-night ; 
But mind, I must leave you at nine. 
Don't tell me, &c. 


No lingering over the maddening cup, 

And don’t you get trying to tempt me to star. 
At three in the morn I shall have to be up 

- To finish the work of to-day. 

Eh? ‘Come to the sea for a couple of days ? 

That period wasted’s a trifling amount!” 
You're clearly as madas a hare! You've acraze! 

I couldn’t on any account! 

Don't tell me, &c. 


Oh, well, as you urge it so strongly, I'll see— 
My work may be better for letting it bide ; 
I'll come for a day, or a couple, or three— 
Mind, three at the very outside. 
Yet, somehow or other when down by the wave 
I seem, in a way, to have found what I seek,— 
A something for which—in a manner—I crave: 
Yes, hang it! I'll stay for a week. 
Don’t tell me, Xc. 


But as for your wild and unheard-of design 
Concerning our instaatly spreading the wing, 
To China—or somewhere (by way of the Rhine),— 
How can you suggest such a thing ? 
Your natural humour is something sublime ; 
Your plans are so wild they’re delicious to hear! 
Now mind—if I come on a tour for a time 
It mustn’t be more than a year! 
The leisure is lacking for accurate packing, 
We'll bundle the brushes in anyhow—there ! 
It’s time for departing—the train will be starting — 
We haven't a moment to spare. 





Having the Pull. 
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stewardship of the Chiltern Hundreds than people think. One is a 
form of matter and the other a matter of form. 


Not Deanied. 


Tue Dean of Westminster is stated to be actively engaged in super- 
intending the production of a Shakespearean at a West-End theatre. 


Abbey thought! 





Dirt Cheap, 


A penny steamer. A twopenny ’bus. Unnumbered stalls, 2s, 
Margate for 5s. A penny (ueen’s-head. A shilling raiser, 9d. 


Wuewn is a Parliamentary Bill like a sound dramatist p—When it 
advances a stage. 


acacia | 


Dzsrirz the stories which come from his fishing friends, now enough 
to drive one mad, about hauling up night lines and pulling in nets 
from the sea, Jones, who is pent up near the Bank and cannot escape, 
finds ome consolation. He says—the jokist!—the most seasonable 
haul he knows is Crosby Haul,—and he can also get there the most 
seasonable “ pull” —from « tankard. 


A Working Member. 
Ar Buckingham a meeting of advanced Liberals has decided to 


request Joseph Arch to contest the borough at the next election. 
Advanced Liberals, why net say Archliberals at once? 


A Srar in THE Mirxy Way.—A fashionable dairyman. 
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THE BRITISH TRADESMAN.—No. 6, THE WINE-MERCHANT’S LITTLE JOKE. 
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Here's the very thing—a rich, full bodied_wine—something with a backbone in it, eh 


‘I see—I see. at you require is a neat, elegant, dry wine; as light as possible. 
ad I What ire i t, el t, d i light ibl 
We'll bottle you off a dozen or two from this cask.’’ 


SS ea 


Something that leaves the palate at once—taiat’sit. Here it is exactly. 


**T say, old boy, come and dine with me. I’ve tie neatest, most ‘Um! yes, your dry wine isn’t so bad, but—it can’t compre with 
elegant, driest, lightest wine you ever saw in your life. something J’ve just gotin. Rich. sir? ah! and full-bodied. 
Leaves the palate at once, sir—think of that!” Backbone in it, sir!”’ 
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DISSOLVING VIEW. 
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NZZY’S 


—‘OH, IF YOU PLEASE, MR. SHOWMAN, LET’S SEE A BIT MORE OF THE PARLIAMENT FIRST.” 


Vy, 
ify 
WLLL: 


te Gy Ms 


LY WU Uf, 


U/, 


/ 


Johnny B. 


ee 









) 
? 
» 

| 
a 
= - - 
— . + _ 

ed , + - < "« : _ _ = we 

. 
wee in — - ~_ — - - - — > Pom gee Sti a —_—— —_— ~ Se ets. er. 2 e2e + - = ~— 
sal =~ a ot eect - —_ - a 

- d 7 >” 

-— “ 





Avevust 9, 1876.] 


KNOWING! | 


Excert a few items that everyone knows 
I know next to nothing at all! 
And therefore my knowledge, as you may suppose, 
Is most unaccountably small. 
But ignorance gives me such exquisite bliss 
It cannot occasion surprise, 
If often I use an expression like this— 
“ What folly it is to be wise !”’ 


For what is all knowledge but robbing the brains 
Of people who've studied before — 

And why should you take such incredible pains 
To render existence a bore? 

And what is the knowledge that bothers you so 
When not having master’d it won't ? 

It is not alone knowing all that you know, 
But equally all that you don’t! 


Why cumber a soul that for ever will live 
With learning that dies with the brain ? 

This fleeting existence should certainly give 
Some work not so utterly vain! 

Far better to leave erudition to fools, 
For wisdom, as sages have taught, 

Consists not in knowing the lore of the schools, 
But knowing your knowledge is nought! 


Cavernous Comicality. 


Mr. J. A. Cave is said to have madea joke at the 
Globe Theatre on the first of the dozen nights now so 
rapidly running to an end there. Somebody asked him 
how he thought Miss Edith Lynd played Kathleen. 
‘‘She is indeed ma Vourneen!” said the Alhambraic 
Victorian, as he proceeded to take the Marylebone stage 
homeward. And yet he, in his modesty, says he can’t 
speak French! 


0x0=—0, 


Ons of the “ Christian papers”’ contains an advertise- 
ment for a young man, who must not only be clever and 
energetic, but who will not require any salary for the 
first twelve months. The reason, we believe, for mak- 
ing the salary stipulation is because the firm guarantee 
to double the rate of pay at the end of every year. May 
their generosity receive its reward. 


D2TSs AND LINES. 


Decrasep M.P. has a monument erected to him 124 feet higa—by | 
his brother. 
over the late gentleman's grave. So there is an analogy missing after 
all, despite the expense. — Rising in the Caucasus against the Russians 
said, by the Russians, to have been inspired by the Turks. This can 
hardly be called rews, for the fabulist told us of the Wolf and the 
Lamb long ago. = Lord No:thbrook’s tenants express “their warm 





The brother is M.P. for Bury ; but the monument is not | 
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CUCUMBERSOME RATHER. 


The Rev. Jones Saubb doesn’t see the force of being laughed at on the Riak, 83 


enjoys @ little bit of practice in his own back garden. 





Hash, Indeed! 

A WEEKLY contemporary among its “receipts” recommends that 
where the family is large and there are lots of children, what is left 
of the cold hashed lez of mutton should be made into a “ double- 
crusted pie.’”” To say nothing of the difficulty now-a-days of making 
double crusts from cold hash, we should like to know what sort of a 
‘‘large family where there are lots of children’? would allow any- 
thing short of a leg of elephant or rhinoceros to make its appearance 


approbation ’’ at his return to England. Perhaps as they go in for | hot, cold, hashed, then cold hashed, and next in the novel form of 


this sort of thing, if they had given him leave to go he might have 
stayed longer in India. Anyhow, we're glad they're glad—and so, 


double crust for pie. Possibly, however, this writer doesn’t begin his 
joints like other people, but commences with the hash at the outset. 


we daresay, is his lordship. — Man kicks another man to death because | It is more thin likely. 


latter won't “show fight.’’ So the maxim about surely preserving | 
peace by being always ready and willing to go to war refers to Devon- | 
shire labourers as well as to Christians and Continental nations. — | 
Flying Dutchman is in future to have guard's van at each end and | 
one in the middle, so as to get special brake power. From a Flying | 
Dutchman to a guard’s Vanderdecken isn’t, though, such a transfor- 
mation as might have been expected. — Little girl “fond of physic”’ | 
poisons herself by mistake. ‘The eternal fitness of things again. | 
child fond of physic really does seem of the sort that is “too good to 
live.” — Registrar of Divorce Court recommends that Lady Mordaunt 
should be treated ‘‘ as though she were dead.” What a pious lot of 
people we are to be sure, and how we do visit our wrath on all who— 


happen to be found out! 





A Whelk-Considered Verdict. 

In the case of a gentleman who died lately from the effects of a 
yn’orth of whelks, the jury returned a verdict of ‘‘ Death from Mis- 
adventure.” We never heard the succulent morsels called by that 
name before. At all events, it was a whelk-come end. 


Tue Greek Government has purchased ten batteries of Krupp guns 
—a Greek speculation and naturally a Kruppt one. | 


generally pretty full of them. 


In the Street. 


Dick. What about that “Antimony Tart” as was produced in 


| court the other day, ’Arry; I don’t understand it ? 


"Arky. O it’s as plain asa pike-staff. That was the label on the 
bottle with the chemical ’breviation. Tart—that is pie ; don't you see ? 
and pie, short for pison, meaning ‘‘ Antimony, pison.”’ 

Dick. O, a, of course. I am dull. 


Biackhard Behaviour. 


One of the grave charges brought against Governor Henessey by 
the Barbadoes bunglersand busybodies was, that he entertained blacks 
in Government House. Such a complaint is hardly likely to have 
weight here, where the houses of all men are open to blacks, aad 


Insupporteable. 
Our ambassador at Constantinople is stated to be seriously unwell 


and to complain of the heaviness of his duties. Sir Henry Elliot is 


suffering from sticking too long to the Porte, and, like a wise man, is 
trying a light whine for a change. 
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. NEW LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 


Elder Girl :-—“* Wuy, CHILD, YOU ARE AS PALE AS YONDER LILY!” 
Child (who thinks it’s about time she should be something more) :—“I’D RATHBR BE PALE AS THE FLOWER THAN FLAT AS ITS LEAF, OR 


DEBP AS THE WATEBR—-AS 7/04 ARB!”’ 


MORE ATROCITIES. THE POLITICAL BAROMETER. 
First TELEGRAM. In aes Sous ot ocnalies Sieneveny, en yng tails on ” 
. ; ee measure e calico and associations exist whose sole business it is to 
A CORA 9 ia Ge Meas districts, is reported to have inform the curious what sort of weather it will be next week, we have 
cavagey Sas Fone ; thought it would be agreeable to the public to have at their command 
Sgconp TELEGRAM. a ready and easy means of discovering in a moment the political 


The report of the assault by the Christian on the young Turk is con- | character of the Government for the time being. We give this week 
firmed, with details. It is authoritatively stated that after the assault | several infallible means of determining the matter, which will be 
had been committed the victim’s mother was terribly cut up. found useful to travellers and persons whose visit to England is too 
Turrp TELEGRAM. limited to allow of the question being asked. If the weather is 

The Christian was a Minister of the Established Church. unsettled and uncertain, now hot and now cold—if the crops are back- 

[Great excitement has been caused in London by the receipt of this ward and provisions dear: Conservative. If trade is bad, money 
telegram, as it is feared fanaticism is at the bottom of this painful unemployed, and credit weak : Conservative. if the Navy is going to 
affair.—Ep. F.] | rack and ruin: Conservative. If the Army is discontented and dis- 

organised: Conservative. If the cry of the populace is met by the jeers 


Fourtu TEeLecRam. : : . ‘ 
Riots are imminent. The magistrates are sitting. Lynch law must | of the Ministers: Conservative. Ifthe welfareof the country is sacrificed 


have been put in force, for the Christian is said to havelosthishead. | to self-conceit and a desire to overreach political opposition: Con- 
servative. If trade is good, our ships afloat, our money in demand, 


(We have dispatched a Special Correspondent to B., and expect full | 0 
the weather settled, the Continent at peace, and the people contented : 





ticulars. 
| - Firth TELEGRAM. Liberal. 
; (From Our Special Correspondent.) Uniquitous 
: Have facts. No riots. Clergyman boxed boy’s ears for impudence. | Somenopy advertises a “unique £140 first-class gold keyless 
‘ Boy “young Turk,” suppose. Mother of boy ‘terribly cut up. | kunting-watch.” He forgets that the sum can hardly be considered 
: Bullied clergyman. Clergyman “lost his head” and ran home. | unique if the watch is worth it. Weare prepared to try either and 
You’ve been hoaxed. _to report accordingly; though at present, so far as our limited 

Ep!Toriat. | experience will allow us to judge, we are inclined to decide in favour 
We have to apologise to our readers for the wicked and disgraceful | of—both. 
conduct of one of our seventeen sub-editors, who took upon himself, 
By ‘‘the Governor.” 


in direct violation of our instructions, to alter the telegram ived ; 
on . at aoe, ae . Sons Ir's hard work to keep your sons in check while they’re young ; 


from B. They simply announced the facts given by our Special as/., . a © 
ordinary provincial news. We have discharged the new faker with a | it’s harder still to keep ’em in cheques when they grow older. 


caution, and divided his screw among our short leader writers. If he 


plays ‘‘ special’’ jokes upon us he must expect “ special ’’ treatment. A Bank Hourway.—A Chiswick Garden Party. 
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THE JESTER’S PETITION. 


Great Lord of Laughter! on his knees behold thy humble slave. 
With aching heart I seek thy throne its clemency to crave. 

Here let me leave my cap and belle, my staff and motley guise, 
For on my lips no more the jest or mocking laughter lies. 


Week in, week out—through months of cold, of rain, and blazing heat— 
I’ve shot at Folly as she flew and brought her to my feet ; 

With quip and crank and light retort I’ve angled for a laugh, 

And made our daily history a vehicle for chaff. 


On Fun and Frolic all intent I’ve watched the busy strife, 

And found some gayer side in all the accidents of life. 

But now, alas! the scene has changed, the clouds are coming fast, 
And all around the hanging sky is grey and overcast. 


The land is full of sighs and tears, and horror haunts the air— 

Ten thousand homes are desolate through bubble stock and share. 
The workman’s hand of strength and craft swings idle at his side, 
The workshop doors are shut and barred—the pawnshop open wide. 


O’er England's fall the nations gloat, the ruin of her trade— 
Of her unwieldy armament herself alone’s afraid. 

The whoop of war is on the winds, and many a ghastly deed 

Is borne to us o’er Eastern plains where outraged women bleed. 


Inert and sleek amid the wreck our crafty rulers lie, 

And give us stones and empty words when loud for bread we cry. 
Since ’mid such scenes my lot is cast, my mission, sire, revoke, 

I cannot jest about the times— Trey’ ve got beyond a joke. 


A BRUTAL SCOUNDREL. 
(SpgcraLLy REPORTED.) 


SES se OHN JONES, a small and 
Se P oundersized but evidently 

Fi Semee) ferocious and _ ruffianly 
Seen husband, who said he was 
" . engaged in “the Docks,” was 
charged at Islington, before 
= Mr. Muddle, with illtreating 
“ his wife, and furthermore 
“ with making her go in 
bodily fear. 


SN 
SS 


Uf 
Vij) ff 
Yi ff Y 


excitement in the neigh- 
bourhood, and the court 
was densely crowded. Much 
sympathy was evidently felt 
for Mrs. Jones, and applause 


CUT Yj Te Y, 


by the remarks of the 
worthy magistrate. Such 
ebullitions were, however, at 
once firmly but courteously 





VANS oS us ~ 
suppressed by the officers of the court. 
Mr. Muddle said he regretted very much that cases of wife-beating 
were becoming by far too common. It was high time the strong arm 
of the law interfered to protect the innocent and deserving as well as 
the fair and female, and he was determined as long as he sat in that 
court weak woman should never find herself friendless. 
days the man who would raise his hand to a woman save in the way of 
kindness was unworthy the name of monster. (Great applause, in 
which the worthy magistrate himself joined.) 

Mrs. Jones—a tall, handsome, vigorous, and well-proportioned wife, 
whose appearance in the box was received with much cheering and 
waving of handkerchiefs—was then called. Grief was manifest in her 
countenance, and even the reporters sobbed in concert as she more 
than once broke down and had to be carried out of ‘court while giving 
her evidence. Mr. Muddle was also visibly affected, and retired to his 
room at intervals. 

Witness, having been duly sworn, deposed that she had been married 
t> prisoner for the last six years. Believed when she consented to be 
Mrs. Jones that he was a respectable, well-behaved eligible person, who 
would make a good husband; but soon discovered that he was quite a 
horrid little monster instead. When they had been married about a 
year he actually asked for a latch-key, which she very properly, as she 
considered, refused to supply. (Here the recollection was too much 
for witness, who completely broke down, and proceedings were 
suspended for some time. ) 

On resuming, Mr. Muddle begged Mrs. Jones to take her own time 
and not allow herself to be overcome. He quite felt for the terrible 
position in which she was placed, and would sit there for a week rather 
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The case created a deal of 


was now and again elicited 


In his young 




































than justice should not be done. (Applause, in which the officers of 


the court were conspicuous.) 

«Witness continued: After she had refused him the latch-key, Jones 
became perfectly unbearable. Stopped out three times within a month 
until half-past ten, and flatly refused to tell her where he had been. 
(Sensation— instantly suppressed.) Grumbled when he had to eat cold 
meat three days in succession, and flatly refused the fourth. Told 
him he might have it or go without, and he brutally preferred the 
latter alternative. Discovered prisoner in the act of sending servant 
out for a chump chop, and forbade the girl to go. Prisoner was then 
going himself, but witness took his hat away and bolted him out in the 
yard. (Witness was here about to be overcome again, but revived at 
the applause of the ladies in court and the encouraging remarks of the 
worthy magistrate.) 

In reply to prisoner witness admitted she had knocked his head 
against the wall and kept him without any dinner when he misbehaved, 
but Mr. Muddle cut short further questions by remarking there was no 
doubt he richly deserved it, and that it was pleasant to find there was 
one wife in the world who would not submit to brutal treatment and 
studiously-continued neglect without remonstrance. (Here the 
case was adjourned for a short time, during which Mr. Muddle had 
lunch, and prosecutrix partook of sandwiches and sympathy.) 

On resuming, Mrs. Jones stated that the present was brought 
on a specific charge. The night before last prisoner was more than 
usually objectionable, actually going so far as to refuse to fe‘ch the 
supper beer while there was a servant inthe house. "Witmess there- 
upon determined to teach him a lesson while the girl was gone, and 
locked the street-door so that there should be no interference. Prisoner 
then tried to get out of the window, and in the scuffle the poker she 
had accidentally in her hand was seized by him. Witness then pro- 
ceeded to take it away ; but before she could do so prisoner struck her 
a violent blow with the thick end which raised quite a lump, and 
then ran out. When the servant came back witness sent her for a 
doctor to dress the wound, and subsequently applied to Mr. Muddle 
for advice, the result being the present charge. 

Mr. Muddle having examimed the contused place through a 
magnifying-glass, said @ more brutal and aggravated case of wife- 
beating had seldom come before him. 

Prisoner here interrupted by asking if he might call witnesses for 
the defence; but 

Mr. Muddle strongly reprobated any such proceeding. The case 
was distinctly proved, and any attempt at defence would be merely 
wasting the time of the court. He should order prisoner to be im- 
prisoned six weeks with hard labour. He would not give him the 
option of a fine, for doubtless prisoner was in a position to pxy, and 
then go home and renew his malpractices. The worthy magistrate 
was only sorry he could not order prisoner corporal punishment ; as it 
was, at the expiration of his sentence he must find two sureties in 
£100 each to keep the peace for six months towards his wife. 

The decision was received with much cheering, which the officers had 
some difficulty in suppressing. The court was then cleared, and the 


prisoner removed to the cells. 


The Stokes Family. 

“Tue Stokes who killed James Fisk, jun.,’’ says a morning paper, 
“‘will be discharged from prison in October.’’ Observe the way in 
which the Stokeses have to be distinguished. This S:okes is not the 
Stokes who Wainwrighted, nor the Stokes who was Leiningened, 
nor the Stokes which is the bay where Stokes was Leiningened, nor 
the Stokes who memories, nor the Stokes who is Suezing for the 
British Government, nor the Stokes without the S which is the hole 
in the Thunderer which blew up in the bay which is Stokes’s, but simply 
the Stokes who Fiskjuniored. Voila! 


Dutch Drops. 

Unper the head of “ The Fallin Silver,”’ a contemporary states that 
in Amsterdam the market price of this ‘“‘ commodity ’’ has been con- 
siderably raised recently. Are the principles of Dutch gravitation, then, 
like those of Dutch auctioneering ; and do things in Amsterdam when 
they fall, fall upwards? Probably the solution of this may have an 
effect on another important national question, viz., what is the reason 
Datch uncles, Dutch plaice, Dutch courage, and Dutch S's are 
distinctly different from other uncles, other plaice, other courage, and 
other S's? S'sentially the latter. 


A Radical Cure. 
Says the Telegraph :—‘A letter is published from Mr. R M. 
Carter, Radical Member for Leeds, announcing the resignation of his 
seat.” He had probably been sitting too heavy on it. 


Wuy is witnessing a funeral like a private conversation with a 
celebrity ?—Because it’s an inter view. 
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MORE ATROCITIES. 


First TEsLeGRAM. 


A Curistian at B., in the Midland districts, is reported to have 
savagely assaulted a young Turk. 

Seconp TELEGRAM. 

The report of the assault by the Christian on the young Turk is con- | 
firmed, with details. It is authoritatively stated that after the assault | 
had been committed the victim’s mother was terribly cut up. 

Tuirp TEeLeckam. 


The Christian was a Minister of the Established Church. 
[Great excitement has been caused in London by the receipt of this 





NEW LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 


Elder Girl -—“ Wuy, CHILD, YOU ARE AS PALE AS YONDER LILY!” 
Child (who thinks it's about time she should be something more) :—‘“‘ I'D RATHBR BE PALE AS THE FLOWER THAN FLAT AS ITS LEAF, OR 
DEEP AS THE WATER—-AS 7/0u ARB!”’ 
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THE POLITICAL BAROMETER. 


In these days of scientific discovery, when comets’ tails can be 
measured like calico and associations exist whose sole business it is to 
inform the curious what sort of weather it will be next week, we have 
thought it would be agreeable to the public to have at their command 
a ready and easy means of discovering in a moment the political 
character of the Government for the time being. We give this week 
several infallible means of determining the matter, which will be 
found useful to travellers and persons whose visit to England is too 
limited to allow of the question being asked. If the weather is 
unsettled and uncertain, now hot and now cold—if the crops are back- 
ward and provisions dear: Conservative. If trade is bad, money 


telegram, as it is feared fanaticism is at the bottom of this painful | wwemployed, and credit weak: Conservative. If the Navy is going to 


affair.—Ep. F.]} 
Fourtu TgLkcRam. | 

Riots are imminent. The magistrates are sitting. Lynch law must 
have been put in force, for the Christian is said to havelosthishead. | 
(We have dispatched a Special Correspondent to B., and expect full | 
particulars. } | 





Firta TELEGRAM. | 
(From Our Special Correspondent.) 


Have facts. No riots. Clergyman boxed boy’s ears for impudence. 
Boy “young Turk,” suppose. Mother of boy “terribly cut up.” | 
Bullied clergyman. Clergyman “lost his head’ and ran home. 
You've been hoaxed. 

Ep1roria. | 


We have to apologise to our readers for the wicked and disgraceful | 
conduct of one of our seventeen sub-editors, who took upon himself, | 
in direct violation of our instructions, to alter the telegrams received | 
from B. They simply announced the facts given by our Special as | 
ordinary provincial news, We have discharged the new faker with a | 
caution, and divided his screw among our short leader writers. If he 
plays ‘‘ special’’ jokes upon us he must expect “ special ”’ treatment. 


enna nn ccna st” . 


rack and ruin: Conservative. If the Army is discontented and dis- 

organised: Conservative. If the cry of the populace is met by the jeers 

of the Ministers: Conservative. If the welfareof the country is sacrificed 

to self-conceit and a desire to overreach political opposition: Con- 

servative. If trade is good, our ships afloat, our money in demand, 

or wigan settled, the Continent at peace, and the people contented : 
iberal. 


Uniquitous. 

Somenopy advertises a “unique £140 first-class gold keyless 
kunting-watch.” He forgets that the sum can hardly be considered 
unique if the watch is worth it. Weare prepared to try either and 
to report accordingly; though at present, so far as our limited 
S a will allow us to judge, we are inclined to decide in favour 
ot —both. 


By ‘‘the Governor.” 
Ir's hard work to keep your sons in check while they're young ; 


it’s harder still to keep em in cheques when they grow older. 


A Bank Ho.imway.—A Chiswick Garden Party. 
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THE JESTER’S PETITION. 


Great Lord of Laughter! on his knees behold thy humble slave. 
With aching heart I seek thy throne its clemency to crave. 

Here let me leave my cap and bells, my staff and motley guise, 
For on my lips no more the jest or mocking laughter lies. 


Week in, week out—through months of cold, of rain, and blazing heat— 
I’ve shot at Folly as she flew and brought her to my feet ; 

With quip and crank and light retort I’ve angled for a laugh, 

And made our daily history a vehicle for chaff. 


On Fun and Frolic all intent I’ve watched the busy strife, 

And found some gayer side in all the accidents of life. 

But now, alas! the scene has changed, the clouds are coming fast, 
And all around the hanging sky is grey and overcast. 


The land is full of sighs and tears, and horror haunts the air— 

Ten thousand homes are desolate through bubble stock and share. 
The workman’s hand of strength and craft swings idle at his side, 
The workshop doors are shut and barred—the pawnshop open wide. 


O'er England's fall the nations gloat, the ruin of her trade— 
Of her unwieldy armament herself alone’s afraid. 

The whoop of war is on the winds, and many a ghastly deed 

Is borne to us o’er Eastern plains where outraged women bleed. 


Inert and sleek amid the wreck our crafty rulers lie, 

And give us stones and empty words when loud for bread we cry. 
Since ’mid such scenes my lot is cast, my mission, sire, revoke, 

I cannot jest about the times—TZey’ve got beyond a joke. 


A BRUTAL SCOUNDREL. 


(SpEcIALLY REPORTED.) 


eee | OLIN JONES, a small and 
SEE undersized but evidently 







=/ ferocious and _ ruffianly 
husband, who said he was 
engaged in “the Docks,” was 
charged at Islington, before 


bodily fear. 


excitement in the neigh- 
bourhood, and the court 
was densely crowded. Much 
sympathy was evidently felt 
for Mrs. Jones, and applause 


™ by the remarks of the 
S oS worthy magistrate. Such 
. — ebullitions were, however, at 
once firmly but courteously 


SSN SS S 


suppressed by the officers of the court. 


Mr. Muddle said he regretted very much that cases of wife-beating 
were becoming by far too common. It was high time the strong arm 
of the law interfered to protect the innocent and deserving as well as 
the fair and female, and he was determined as long as he sat in that 
court weak woman should never find herself friendless. In his young 
days the man who would raise his hand to a woman save in the way of 
kindness was unworthy the name of monster. (Great applause, in 
which the worthy magistrate himself joined.) 

Mrs. Jones—a tall, handsome, vigorous, and well-proportioned wife, 
whose appearance in the box was received with much cheering and 
waving of handkerchiefs—was then calied. Grief was manifest in her 
countenance, and even the reporters sobbed in concert as she more 
than once broke down and had to be carried out of ‘court while giving 
her evidenve. Mr. Muddle was also visibly affected, and retired to his 
room at intervals. 

Witness, having been duly sworn, deposed that she had been married 
t> prisoner for the last six years. Believed when she consented to be 
Mrs. Jones that he was a respectable, well-behaved eligible person, who 
would make a good husband; but soon discovered that he was quite a 
horrid little monster instead. When they had been married about a 
year he actually asked for a latch-key, which she very properly, as she 
considered, refused to supply. (Here the recollection was too much 
for witness, who completely broks down, and proceedings were 
suspended for some time: ) 

On resuming, Mr. Muddle begged Mrs. Jones to take her own time 
and not allow herself to be overcome. He quite felt for the terrible 
position in which she was placed, and would sit there for a week rather 
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Mr. Muddle, with illtreating 
his wife, and furthermore 
with making her go in 


The case created a deal of 


was now and again elicited 































than justice should not be done. (Applause, in which the officers of 
the court were conspicuous.) 

« +Witness continued: After she had refused him the latch-key, Jones 
became perfectly unbearable. Stopped out three times within a month 
until half-past ten, and flatly refused to tell her where he had been. 
(Sensation—instantly suppressed.) Grumbled when he had to eat cold 
meat three days in succession, and flatly refused the fourth. Told 
him he might have it or go without, and he brutally preferred the 
latter alternative. Discovered prisoner in the act of sending servant 
out for a chump chop, and forbade the girl to go. Prisoner was then 
going himself, but witness took his hat away and bolted him out in the 
yard. (Witness was here about to be overcome again, but revived at 
the applause of the ladies in court and the encouraging remarks of the 
worthy magistrate.) 

In reply to prisoner witness admitted she had knocked his head 
against the wall and kept him withou$ any dinner when he misbehaved, 
but Mr. Muddle cut short further questions by remarking there was no 
doubt he richly deserved it, and that it was pleasant to find there was 
one wife in the world who would not submit to brutal treatment and 
studiously-continued neglect without remonstrance. (Here the 
case was adjourned for a short time, during which Mr. Muddle had 
lunch, and prosecutrix partook of sandwiches and sympathy.) 

On resuming, Mrs. Jones stated that the present action was brought 
on a specific charge. The night before last prisoner was more than 
usually objectionable, actually going so far as to refuse to fe‘ch the 
supper beer while there was a servant inthe house. Witmess there- 
upon determined to teach him a lesson while the girl was gone, aad 
locked the street-door so that there should be no interference. Prisoner 
then tried to get out of the window, and in the scuffle the poker she 
had accidentally in her hand was seized by him. Witness then pro- 
ceeded to take it away ; but before she could do so prisoner struck her 
a violent blow with the thick end which raised quite a lump, and 
then ran out. When the servant came back witness sent her for a 
doctor to dress the wound, and subsequently applied to Mr. Muddle 
for advice, the result being the present charge. 

Mr. Muddle having examined the contused place through a 
magnifying-glass, said @ more brutal and aggravated case of wife- 
beating had seldom come before him. 

Prisoner here interrupted by asking if he might call witnesses for 
the defence; but 

Mr. Muddle strongly reprobated any such proceeding. The case 
was distinctly proved, and any attempt at defence would be merely 
wasting the time of the court. He should order prisoner to be im- 
prisoned six weeks with hard labour. He would not give him the 
option of a fine, for doubtless prisoner was in a position to py, and 
then go home and renew his malpractices. The worthy magistrate 
was only sorry he could not order prisoner corporal punishment; as it 
was, at the expiration of his sentence he must find two surefies in 
£100 each to keep the peace for six months towards his wife. 

The decision was received with much cheering, which the officers had 
some difficulty in suppressing. The court was then cleared, and the 
prisoner removed to the cells. 


The Stokes Family. 

“Tue Stokes who killed James Fisk, jun.,’’ says a morning paper, 
‘“‘will be discharged from prison in October.’ Observe the way in 
which the Stokeses have to be distinguished. This S:okes is not the 
Stokes who Wainwrighted, nor the Stokes who was Leiningened, 
nor the Stokes which is the bay where Stokes was Leiningened, nor 
the Stokes who memories, nor the Stokes who is Suezing for the 
British Government, nor the Stokes without the S which is the hole 
in the Thunderer which blew up in the bay which is Stokes’s, but simply 
the Stokes who Fiskjuniored. Voila! 


Dutch Drops. 

Unper the head of “ The Fallin Silver,”’ a contemporary states that 
in Amsterdam the market price of this ‘‘ commodity’’ has been con- 
siderably raised recently. Are the principles of Dutch gravitation, then, 
like those of Dutch auctioneering ; and do things in Amsterdam when 
they fall, fall upwards? Probably the solution of this may have an 
effect on another important national question, viz., what is the reason 
Datch uncles, Dutch plaice, Dutch courage, and Dutch S's are 
distinctly different from other uncles, other plaice, other courage, and 
other S's? S'sentially the latter. 


A Radical Care. 
Says the Telegraph :-—“A letter is published from Mr. R M. 
Carter, Radical Member for Leeds, announcing the resignation of his 
seat.”” He had probably been sitting too heavy on it. 


Wuy is witnessing a funeral like a private conversation with a 
celebrity ’—Because it’s an inter view. 
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~CLou DY COM PREH ENSION. 


Mrs. Scroggins :—“* Wait, Betsy, AND HOW BE YOU THIS DAY | 
Mrs. Jones :—** Bap, MARTHA—VERY, VERY BAD; I’m A-GOIN’, Tlic 


9 


A-GOIN' TO THE OTHER LAND! 


Mrs. S§.:— Wert, Betsy, 1¥ 11's TRUE, AND YER MUST GO, YoU "LL SEE 
mY "ENERY UP THBEER ; TELL ‘1m I KEEPS A MANGLB, AND T’ CHILDER Is 


WELL, AND——. 


Mrs. J. (peevishly) ; -—* Nay, NAY, Mantua, YER CANT EXPECT As [ 
CAN GO A-WANDBRIN' ABOOT THB CLOUDS A-LOOKIN’ FOR YOUR ’ENBRKY wi my 


bad leg!” 


THE LATEST NEWS. 
Tus new Torpedo, which is guaranteed to send every ship with | 


| 


which it comes into contact to the bottom, has been named “The | 


Ward Hunt,” in compliment to the First Lord of the Admiralty. 


Mr. Disraeli has written to Mr. John De Morgan declining to give | 


an opinion upon “ How to keep the Commons standing,” his object at | 


present being to keep the Commons sitting. 


It is understood that at the conclusion of a celebrated inquiry, | 
without which ‘‘no breakfast table is complete,” 
scandals, which have been purchased by an enterprising newspaper | 
proprietor, will be brought out at judicious intervals. 


several beautiful 


| 


| 


| 


| 
| 
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You'rB very welcome, August, dear— 
Your path should be with roses strewn. 
July is pleasant, so is June; 

But oh, fair month, when you appear 
We deem the visit quite a boon! 


The great magician—Sol—enjoys 
Transforming leaves from green to brown. 
Society goes out of town 

To seek the coast—and flies from noise 
To rustic spots of great renown. 


What beauty in your presence dwells! 
Queen Nature's charms seem more mature! 
Her ripened graces then allure 

Her devotees to mossy dells 
Where Londoners may rest procure. 


Don't hasten from us, I entreat ! 

Such glories unto you belong 

’T would really, love, be very wreng 
To hurry off with footsteps fleet, 

And spoil the glad excursion throng. 


* * « * & 


Thus gleefully the poet sings 
Anent the month his glad:ome lay ! 
Permit the poet, though, to say 

He loves it most because it brings 
Bank Holiday and—Oyster-day ! 





The Wrong Moment. 


A man was charged the other day with “ attempting 
to commit suicide at a quarter to twelve o'clock at 
night.” The selection of such a time for such a purpose 
is doubtless most reprehensible. Such things should of 
course be done in broad daylight—and when there’s 
nobody about to interfere. 


According to Cocker. 


A ramous exhibition advertises:—‘‘ New additions 
are constantly added.” With all deference we beg to 
state this can hardly be correct. It is the new additions 
which form the subtraction, and prove the practice. 


Charity at Home. 

Sra Epmunp Currte has written to the local press of 
the East-end requesting assistance for the Hospital 
Saturday Fund. Such a favour from Currie looks as 
though some one has Curried favour. 








| that a grand military display would be accepted as a defiance 
by the Russian diplomatists. The Mayor and Town Clerk of Bradford 
will go through some evolutions in a dog.cart instead. 





Absolutely. 


Da. Ricuarpson’s “ City of Hygeia’”’ is to become an absolute fact, 
a piece of land having been specially purchased for the purpose. We 
fanc Ny | this is the way to prove the idea more than ever an absolute 


All the Difference. 


A conTeMporARY hazards the suggestion that few true Spaniards 


Mr. Stanley, whose amusing letters on Africa are so deservedly wil] be glad to see Queen Isabella back again. If she carries on her 


popular, has removed from Islington to Clapham in order to prosecute | former 


his studies in greater seclusion. 


His Royal Highness the Duke of Connaught had promised to march 
his Hussars up Primrose Hill on Bank Holiday; but in consequence | 


“‘ little rigs,” a// trae Spaniards will heartily desire to see her 





Ir a man Sa another man’s proboscis, does he do it to bring 


of the Caeianeng oe of affairs i in the East, it has been thought | unpleasantness toa conk-clusion ? 


awa 


C. BRANDAUER & CO.’S New reistered “ press 
series"’ of these Pens neither scratch nor akon 

ints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Bea tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box lon 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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CADBURY'S | i 
COCOA ESSENCE textes 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION, —If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition nn ee eee | starch. 








LAUNDRESS 
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ere’s the pigs. 
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another breath o’ fresh air——.”’ 


Off totown a’ready! Well, if you won't stay and have 


“ What! 


IN THE COUNTRY. 
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Just been 


A DAY 
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putting down some fish manure.”’ 


SSS 
‘**Ah, my boy! I’ll take you round the place after Lreakfast. 
** And ’ere’s some o’ the best land you'll see for miles, 


** Now ‘ere’s the ditch that carries off the waste from Perlewter’s steam wiiis, bwenty wiles up." 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 16, 1876. 
[Carroon. ] 


OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


A Pouitico-Comico-Tracico-Humorovs BuRLEsaue. 


Screnr: A railway station. Parliamentar® tratw ready to depart. 
Enter Mr. and Mus. Premier, attended by Comtercitive sapers and 
Mr. P. goes to booking-cfice an@ taps at wicket. 


Mr. Premier. Just give mea ticket, yott sir at the wicket, 
I'm off to commence the recer@ 
Look sharp, my good man, now; as qui@k’as you can, now; 
Already I’ve missed the expres 
So late was the House up they've ate all the grouse up 
And left but the pickings for mie 
Be quick with the ticket, you sir at the’wicket, 
My hurry is great, as y‘ou see! 
Grand chorits of Conservatives, headed by Mure? Paewizr :— 


Be quick with the tickets, look sharp with thé tickets, 
We want to be off, as you see! 
Mrs. Prewrer. The Mouse'was so late, sir; our hurry is great, sir,— 
Just now with impatience one burns. 
Don't keep us so flurried ; just see how we're hurried, 
And mind that you issue returns. 
When, rapidly tiring, sweet rest we're desiring, 
Why, then, with Conservative ‘“ nouse”’ 
We “kid” to be busy—(don’t shigger, my Dizzy !) 
And take our repose in ‘the House. 
Energetic chorus of Conservatives, this time headed by Mr. Premier :— 


Pretend to be busy, pretend to be busy, 
And snooze away care in the House. 


(Mr. Fon, specially engaged for this night only as Great Liberal Booking 
Clerk, ay pears at the wicket.) 
Mr. Fox. Don't kick up a row, there; be orderly now, there; 
You haven't shown hurry before. 
The whole of the Session’s been one retrogression, 
An epoch of idling—no more. 
I’ve watched all your funning, and know that you’re cunning 
Enough to exaggerate now, 
And try, a8 you're going, to Keep us from showing 
Our feelings, and kick up a row. 

Grand Liberal chorus from’ behind booking-cffice, stmgers mainly con- 
sisting of members of Mn. Fun's' staff and other briltiant persons not 
casi'y imposed on by Consereative wiles :-— 

Yah! now you're a-going, a-going, a-going,— 
And we mustn't kick up a row! 

(Srrnit or Linrratism her@ déseends into great Liberal booking-cfice, 
and joinivg Mx. Fun at the wicket, chants solemnly an impressive Con- 
serect ve warning.) 

Your tickets are issued, though all of us wish you'd 
Be off and wou'd never come hack. 

The coxntry could spare you. And, Dizzy, how dare you 
Thus tempt me to give you thie sack? 
Advice don't be scorning, take Mr.. Fut? Warhin ¢ — 
This time you're allowed @ rétqfim 
Good bye for the season. Now list@n treason, 
" Or else you'll have cause for oéficeri! 
Imiitase c@veral chorus :— 


Py listen to reason, to reason, to reason, 
Or we'll give you cause for concern! 


Sun keys. 


Srrrit. 


(Pes de Devx to sloté music by Mx. Fun and thé Spirrt or Linerarism. 
Rid fre end ten thtiesand additioral lamps. Great Conservative Break 
Down, aiid whith Perliaméntary train departs, Limelight, ad 

CuRTAIN. 


een ees 


We have now, after a protracted and cutiously circumstantial 
inquiry, arrivéd at the end of perhaps as strange a story as even the 
anrials of poietning can show. Stranger, maybe, for whereas the 
machinations of Medicis’ and Brinvilliers’s, ancient and modern. 

more or less clue, and gave evidence of motive if not of 
absdlute ghi!t, here is a mystery which seems fated to be a mystery 
for evermore. But we have not to deal with that. Or concern is 
rather with the degrading and immoral publicity given to incon- 
sequent evidence. Grar ted, for the eke of argument, that not one 
question was asked witnesses more than was absolutely necessary, we 
should like to know what good could be served bv “ special,” “ ver- 
batim.”’ and “‘ accurate”’ reports, as advertised; and whether nothing 
but the desire for the common good led to their publication in such 
sickeningly elaborated detail. 


—— OOOOEwO OS 
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UNOFFICIAL REVELATIONS. 


ITROUGH the energy of our 
own Unscrupulous Spy, 
we have been fortunate 
enough to become the 
possessor of a portion of 
the Diary of a Staunch 
Conservative. The manu- 
script discloses a sad, sad 
story of the effect of the 
conflict between Party 
principles and Christian 
sentiments upon a _ too 
sensitive mind. Some of 
the details are positively 
heartrending, and _ the 
final picture freezes the 
very blood. We give the 
words of the M.S. exactly 
as we found them—rug- 
ged, but marked by inten- 
sity of feeling. 

DIARY. 

July the—, 1876. Read 

a long account of the hor- 
rible doings in Bulgaria 
and felt sick with disgust ; 
expressed an emphatic 
opinion to my wife that 
such fiendish outrages 
could not be any longer 
endured in Eu , and worked myself into quite a passion about it. 

Looked anxiousty in the Standard to glean the opinion of my chief on 

the subject; dietovered that he didn’t think it so dreadful after all. 

Rather laughed at it. Afternoon: Found it necessary to modify my 

opinions on the subject of Bulgarian outrage couldn't disagree 

with my chief. N.B.—Mustn’t call them “ Fiendish outrages” any 
more ; substitute “ Indiscretions.” 
July the —. Read account of the brutal massacre of two hundred 

Bulgarian women and children. While such disgusting barb : 








Ahem! I see my chief calls it a “slight mistake” and an “ execu- 
tion.'’ I must really be careful in my language! 

July the —. Fitty young girls outraged and murdered! Good 
heavens! Is it possible that amid Christian nations such Dear, 





dear—I am so indiscreet! Began to prepare my li'tle speech in 
defence of the Turkish excesses; I think it will make its mark. The 
remark, “ T'rifling irregularities are ever inseparable from the struggles 
of nations”’ is very neat, I think. 

July the —. Had a fit of the blues: I’m afratd that it’s very 
wicked of me to speak of the burning of ninety inoffensive people in 
a barn as a ‘‘ misadventure’”’—but then, if one’s chief thinks so? 
Felt guilty av T got on with my little speech. The'seritence, “ All the 
correspondents for the Liberal papers are liars” will be a point. 

July the —. I feel very guilty and wretched! Have just described 
the chopping up of some dozens of old people in Bulgaria as 
“thoughtless’’ and “imprudent.” I will buy a thick lash and 
chastise myself with my coat and waistcoat off. It will serve me 
right! My little speech is finished ; it completely justifies the Turks. 
My chief will be very pleased. 





July the —. The Turks have mangled and murdered two hundred 
more girls. In the name of all that is human, how can seh hellish 
atroci Ahem! I mean, are not such irregularities to be depre- 
cated? Flogged myself soundly. Conscience much relieyed. 


July the —. Spoke of the butchering of a number of Bulgarian 
children as an ‘‘ unfortanate occurrence,’ and a “ curious incident.” 
My conscience is horrible to bear! Wrote a private note to the head 
of my party to ask permission to pity the victims in private. Stated 
that Turks were most humane and praiseworthy; and argued it out 
with Brown—(Rad:). Made my little speech in the House; very 
successful; glossed dver obvious facts most cleverly. Much com- 
plimented. Lashed myself harder to-day. I cannot bear my con- 
science much longer! 

July the —. Took my usual lashing before breakfast. More 
tortures by the Turks — villages burnt—children given to dogs—women 
chopped up—roads strewn a yard deep with bodies—girls cutraged 
and tortured! These irregular occurrences are unfortunate. How 
wicked I feel! I will tie myself up by the hair and lash myself again. 
[lave whipped myself until I can’t stand up. 

July the —. Spoke ata public dinner. Defended the conduct of 
the Turks most ably ; pooh-poohed the fabricated reports of atrocities ; 
proved that we possessed no official information on the subject. (Im- 
mense applause.) Put some pieces of sharp glass in my scourge, and 
lashed the skin off my back, but didn’t ease my conscience at all. 
Received answer to note to my chief: he says it would be more 
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rudent to abstain from pitying the victims even in private. I must : 

Shey him, but I think I shall go mad! What an inhuman wretch | ; A GRANDFATHER S STORY. 

feel ! Yass, my cear children, I can just recollect it. It was the last 

August the —. I have just remarked to Jones (Rad.) that the | Bank Holiday as ever was, and Sir John Lubbock himself was quite 

conduct of the Turks is “ most exemplary.’’ Received by post from willin’ it should be. 1 was livin’ with your grandmother at the time 

my chief a table of epithets applicable to different classes of “ irregu- | over at Camberwell, and bein’ wegetarians we didn't feel it, but it was 

larities ’ in the East. Here it is :— = g as cabbages ’ud barely keep, and that’s what settled it : it being 

. : that hot as mea: wouldn't keep, it was ockard for the aristocracy. 

aso Pag iiiiosy A Quaint Incident. The butchers and bakers shut up and wouldn't open at all from 

Stndte of thtan than twenty Am Imdiscretion. pei hen: rs nobody — get nothin’ S eat, and eo 

: Pane, ores es : : August and dry the suffegig’s o' them ag couldn’t do with saveloys 

Ditto fifty (with torture) .. A Regsgetteble Indiscretion. and baccy was awful. y 
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Violation and butchery of women (not 
exceeding onehundredinnumber).. 
Ditto (exceeding one hundred).. 
Ditto (including tortures) ...... An Act of Extravagance. 
Have learned the above by heart. Lashed the flesh off my back. 
August the—. I cannot bear it any longer, and will not. I feel 
Have written a long letter to the 
Standard, deriding the milk-sop humaniterians who. pity the victims 
in Bulgaria. Oh, my conscience! I will met live! I have made up 
my mind: I will murder my wife.and ghildren, bum my house, 
roast myself to death! Good-bye, world! Bear tidinga of the 
‘“‘ quaint incident’ to my chief. 7 


that I am unworthy to live, 


lla 
THE NOTION. 


Tue Writer was getting in utter despair ; 
Original notions were getting so rare, 

That whea to his cerebrum one of them eame, 
Lo! ten other writers would hit on the same. 


The Writer, through constantly racking his brain, 
Had screwed up his nerves to a terrible strain ; 
Till lately, one night, he awoke with a seream 
From dreaming a hideous, hideous dream ! 


This world to a very old age had attained, 
One single original notion remained ; 
And every writer was casting about 

And straimiog his utmost at finding it out. 


The notion was tiny—the size of a pea, 

And seemed to be hidden away in the sea, 

Or under the earth; and he seemed to begin 

By trying to ferret it out with a pin. 

He werked with the rest, and they scratched and they tore 
Te get at the thing, till their fingers were sore ; 

Then all of a sudden, now bulky and strong, 

That notion came buinping and rolling along. 


Then every writer and every wit 

Jumped madly upon it and captured a bit, 
And hurried, with many a struggie and fall, 
To enter the atom at Stationers’ Hall. 


Then suddenly gasping, the Writer grew cold: 
A something had told him the notion was oLp! 
He saw it, in letters of fire, on the page 

Of a writer who wrote in an obsolete age. 


Then shuddered that Writer, and mumbled with fright, 
And set him to seeking for succour in flight ; 

The notion was bulky and black as a coal, 

And now it was grimly beginning to roll. 


Its growth was so fearfully rapid, that soon 

It swelled and it swelled to the size of the moon; 
With every sensitive fibre athrill 

He knew it was tracking him slowly up-hill! 


Oh, madly he struggled, with agonized throes, 

To hurry away—there was lead in his toes! 

He sickened, grew dizzy and faint in the head: 
The notion had caught him and jumped on the bed. 


That Writer woke up with a shiver, and swore 
You never would catch him asleep any more : 
Till now he has had no occasion to wince— 
For devil a notion has bothered him since. 


Consulting our Feelings. 


Tue Ottoman Government have paid the sum of £40,000 as an 
indemnity to the families of the French and German consuls who 
were the victims of the recent outrage at Salonica. Some consulation 


to the country in that. 


DINNER FOR THE Honermoon.—A table dote. 


An Til-advised Demonstration. 
An Inconsiderate Kbullition. 








Why, my dears, I'm an old old man now, but these eyes seed on 
that dreadtul day Murkisges and Dooks in the Walworth Road with 
their tongues lollim’ out a fighting dogs for bomes in the gutter. And 
a Member 0’ Paghiament very near murdered hia butcher because he 
said he was shut and wouldn't let him havea bit o’ suet for his wife 
and young ones as was gittin’ at home im the corner of the drorin’ 
room a chewin’ their old baots. 

_And them as was left in Londop that day towards evening went 
nigh mad, and tender maidens was foup@ eakim’ their pet canaries, and 
there wasn’t a whole cat ig the four mile radis o’ Uharin’ Crags. 

And the Lord Mayor went round late om Monday night with the 
Militia, and broke opem the butchers’ ang the bakers’ and the fish- 
mangers’ and divided the things among the, crowd, and was threaten- 
ing = bugn the metrolopis down if they didn’t get something to eat 
quick. 

And Sir John Lubbock hisself couldn't get nothin’ from Sunday 
night to ‘luesday morning ’cos all the shopg in his neighbourhood was 
shut; so he had it altered at once. And that was the last Bank 
ae: my dears, and a good job too, light ‘arts and empty 

8 is rare companions. 


UNFOUNDED RUMOUBS. 

Tuat Mr. Gerald Noel has been made First Commissioner of 
Public Works because he'll Noel lot about his duties. hat ia con- 
sequence of Mr. Ward Hunt by his “ nt’’ making sailors 
sick of the service, he has been christened the ‘Lastar Emetic. ‘That 
the Stoke hole of the Zunderer has mysteriously disappeared. ‘That 
in consequence of recent collisions illustrated papers are no 
longer worked on the block system. ‘hat Lord Shaftesbury has been 
offered the Sultanship of ‘Turkey and declined om the plea that he is 
a married man. ‘That an indignation megting of big gooseberries and 
flying frogs has been he:d in Fleet-sgpeet to protest against the 
Balham Mystery. That a show of g@underheaded jurymen will be 
the next novelty at North Woglwich. That Prince CUhristisn has 
some foreign bonds. ‘hat Lord Sandwich's reply to Mr. Bright, 
apropos of Nonconformist Justices, was ill-bread and ham-biguous. 
Lhat Turkish victories are due to good 'Osmanship. 








An Elegant Extract. 

Tus Pali Mali Gazetie, as the organ of gentility, naturally comes 
forward in defence of a gentleman when that gentieman is accused of 
committing deliberate suicide. The attempt, though praiseworthy, 
is somewhat obscure, and as the description of wha: really wok place 
includes such statements as ‘the door of his room was broken open 
after a time, and wa; found in an insensible condition,’ with others 
to match, we must leave the explaining of this explanation to those 
who are either high bred enough to understand it naturally or have 
sufficiently studied Pallmallese. We would quote further, but fear 
much that we might have to pay for the privilege. ‘There is copy- 
right in literary curiosities now! 


— —— 


The Larger Growth. 
Loncgviry should be common enough in West Kent, seeing that a 
local paper has for several weeks contained a requisition for “a nurse 
for three children between twenty and thirty years of age.’ We are 
aware that it takes double the time to produce a man of Kent to that 
which is necessary for the development of a mere Kentish man; but 
we don’t know at what time either ceases to be « child, though it 
would seem to be somewhat late in life. ‘he ‘*crucial’’ question is, 
What age must the nurse be to properly manage such * kidungs ?”’ 


Sophy’stry. 

Mapame Sopui1a Goxpsmitu, of St. Petersburg, has been elected a 
Doctor of Philosophy at the University of Zurich. She will shorten 
her name and titles by styling herself simply Madame Philosophy 
Goldsmith. 


Tuexz is rilly no truth in the report that London is to be provided 
with fresh water from Maida Rill. 
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NOVEL FEATURES. 
Lady :—“‘ Too nao—rToo BaD, Bartzy! ONLY YOUR SECOND MORNING HERE, AND YOU ABB QUITE INTOXICATED!”’ 
Gardener :—“ Nosu a wit! Loox AGIN, MY LADISH; IT8H RECAUSE I’m New! MUINgsH A PACE AS YOU MUSHT GIT USHED TO, AND 


1”? 


THEN YOU'LL FIND I AIN'T HALF 8HO DRUNKSH ASH I| MIGHT SHEEM TO A STRANGER 








QUESTIONS IN THE HOUSE. | A DECIDED DIFFERENCE. 
Mr. Cowzn. To ask if the attention of Government had been | I HAvz a home across the waves 
| called to the atrocities reported in a daily paper by their special corre- That roll on Thames’s bosom wide, 

spondent in Africa; and to move that some means be taken to prevent For much in rent the fellow saves 
hundreds of innocent people being slaughtered by a filibuster ‘‘in the Who lives upon the Surrey side ; 
interests of Christianity.’ And nigh'ly over Waterloo 

Mx. Wuatiry. To ask, if he should at any time die on the floor With thousands of my kind I pour 
of the House, if it would be necessary for his nurse to be cross- (If pour’s a thing a man can do) 


examined as to his mora! conduct when a ba From Middlesex to Surrey shore. 


by. 
Mr. Ryranps. To ask the Chancellor of the Exchequer how much | ; 
the Cabinet got out of Egyptians, and if they purpose returning any | J Se ee eT ais 
, 


of it, under initials, as conscience money. ; 
Mn. Jenxixs. To ask the Prime Minister if it is true that one of | And one as though from light to dark 
This step across the water brings, 


the sailors in Besika Bay is named John, and if so whether the rules 


ee eC 


To those of quite the year before 
| He flits at once who wends his way 


of the House will a!low him to inquire if he has had the measles. | From fashions of the present day 

‘*Coming, Sir, Coming.” From Middlesex to Surrey shore. 
Tus agony column of the Times—which is said by wicked people Tn twos and threes the people stroll 

to be concocted or specially looked ‘after by the editor-in-chief about Along the gaily-lighted Strand ; 

this period of the year, so as to be suitable for a threepenny and Some place of pastime is the goal, 
therefore highly cultivated and aempeitanes public—contains a requtést And pleasure all the task in hand. 

| to some one to “ Do nothing but telegraph me to say you are coming.” Across the stream’s a motley crew, 

It doesn't seem to strike either the advertiser or the gentleman who Who buy and haggle evermore : 


| edits these advertisements, that if the advertised does nothing but Of life you get two points of view 
telegraph that he is coming he'll hardly have time to come. From Middlesex to Surrey shore. 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


Mr. Fun (Booking Clerk) :—“* RETURNS, EH? 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


ANENT THE RIVERS POLLUTION BILL. 

TsovuGcuTiess HovsreHo~tpeR. Whata scandalomsthing it is that 
the rivers are allowed to be polluted so! Our watéms-poisonous. My 
wife's ill; my children are ill; my servants and visitors are ill; I'm 
ill;—all from drinking water. It’s those manufacturers! I won't 
stand it anylonger. I’llget upandmakea row. Fllpetition Govern- 
ment. I'll agitate! . 

Reasonaste Acquaintance. My dear félfew, you're utterly 
unreasonable about it; you mustn’t interfere with men‘srights ! 

Pic-HEADED Hovsrnonper. Rights! Doyouw: meam to tell mea 
man hasa right to poison other people's water amd kill the people ? 

REASONABLE AcQuatntTance. Of course, if te has beemim the habit 
of doing it for years back. 

Mo.urrrep Hovsesotper. Oh, ah; well, yes; that altersthe case, 
of course. But I don't believe this manufaeturer Aes Beem in the 
habit of polluting for years back. I believe he's am upstart—a new 
man. Now, I won’t be poisoned by an upstarv!! 

Reasonasi® Acquaintance. Oh, no; you'remistakem. My friend 
Green got poisoned by the water he polluted five years ago come 
Michaelmas. Qh, he’s poisoned all my friendsfor years: He's not an 
upstart ! 

*Dowseees Hovsznotper. Well, but my family are all dying. 

REASONABLE ACQUAINTANCE. Yes; but you oughtn’t to mind, as 
he’s been in the habit for years——. 

Convinced Hovssnoitper. Oh, well, no; I s’pose I oughtn’t. But 


if he was an upstart-—— ! 


A USEFUL HINT. 
Scene: West Coast of Africa. 


First Native Kino. Ho! ho! Englishman big fool, he am! 

Sxconp Native Kine. How's dat, Jummerrummerroo ? 

First Native Kino. Yow! He want to stop me sacrificin’ my 
people. for viotims;. 60 he come,.an’ he spen’ lot o’ money, an’ he make 
war, Dem he advance interior, an’ sacrifice lot o’ my people ’umself, 
stead ob gibin’ me de trubble. Den he make my people pay lot o’ 
gold an’ palm oil, stead ob givin’ me de trubble. Den he go way, an’ 
I grin like 89;.’cos it don’t make no dif’funce tome. Ho! ho! 

Seconp Natrvs Kinc. Well, he can’t do nuffink else more better, 
can he? 

First Native Kine. Ho! ho! He might do 
ting much more ’fectual. 

Szconp Native Kine. 

First Native Kine. 
Ho! ho! 








You berry green. 


What’s dat, Jummo? 
Why, he might kill me’stead ob de victims. 


‘“LAUDATOR TEMPORIS ACTI.” 
Y. when on Margate 


Sd 





strand I roamed, 

Or rambled 

shingle, 

I thought of mermaidens 
who combed 

Their ringlets; and as 

ocean foamed 
I thus attuned my 


on the 


jingle : 

| Y “OQ Margate, town of 

eh /// omnes men, 
Ba Uy yonder star that 

- } gj Yj ‘twinkles, 

UT A e// | To you I fly from 

SOM boasting men 
Ly And thrive upon 


your winkles.”’ 
And as the ships went 
sailing by 
To foreign lands pro- 
gressing, 
I sat upon a railing by 
And murmured forth 
) a blessing. 
With peaceful mien I sought again 
The place where I had rambled. 
My quiet mind was full of pain— 
I felt as if I must complain 
As off I homeward shambled. 
For Margate as I knew it once 
Was gone; and as for ocean, 
The sweet cerulean blue it once 
Displayed for my devotion 
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Was gone as well, and troubled seas 
Were tempest-tost and —— 
Like vision deeply doubled s 
When put to ted and snoring. 


And, worse than all, the greatest change 
For one who in a meek way 
Tries now and then about to range 
Is, here you find the strangest strange 
Of those who’rein the shriek “‘ way.” 
O nigger man with tambourine, 
Most pestilent infester, 
Though you may-wink, your “ amber.een,”’ 
You're but a sorry jester. 
And you O staunch seafaring 
Don't say, ‘* Please come a-sailing,” 
Unless you'd make a swearing man 
Of him who’s new a wailing. 





SOME MAGAZINES FOR AUGUST. 


Maemillan possesses a good contents list, and some of the least 

mising of the articles give the best return for perusal, “ Th 
Eider Hamlet’’ is a careful study, but ‘‘ London Before the Housea’ 
is likely to secure the larger proportien of readers, and deserves them. 
The novel is becoming intense. In the Gentleman's the writer who, 
when he writes on gastronomy, chooses to call himeelf ‘* Fin ; 
continues his ‘‘ Under Foreign Mahogany,” which not only 
‘reminiscent pleasure to those who have explored the Continent, 
must be found ae profitable to thoge who yet have | 
trained in the way they should go. Mr, Oharles Gibbon con 
@ pretty pastoral story, though how he manages‘te make a young lady 
fill the place of a lost mother for seven years while one of the children 
is yet but four years old — ee ican met Sis Red 
Spinner's Log’’ seems to just a bit, it is uence 
itself compared with the letters and recollections of small ita 
Belgravia contains a somewhat curious illustration of an Ea 
sailor going to sea im sabote and eteeteras to match, who is { 
leave of am equally English wife dressed singularly enough in 


Lendon Society doesn’t seem to improve much. Perhaps this is 
because the far-and-away best thing in the number—“ This Son of 
Vulcan ’’—belongs to the old régime. We rarely open magazines of 
the present day without wondering what sort of people can be 
attracted by pages of feeble pictures for the meaning of which they 
are directed to pages of still feebler verse. Mr. Gordon Thomson’s 
illustration is a good deal better than the story it illustrates. The 
seventh number of the drt Monthly Review, a publication we had not 
seen and never heard of before, deserves to be widely known. The 
photographs given with it are well worth preserving. The Sunday at 
Home and Leisure Hour contain sound if somewhat sectarian reading, 
and the illustrations to the leading story, ‘ Boy and Man,’ in the 
latter miscellany would put much more pretentious publications to the 
blush. 

Speaking of pictures in periodicals brings one almost naturally 
to the magazine that so ably represents American art, Sersdner’s, 
which is more than usually attractive this month with its specimen 
woodcuts of “ Hide-and-Seek Town” and “ Niagara.’’ This is a 
wonderful shillingsworth, and it seems strange it and its relative and 
rival, the Atlantic Monthly, are not more known to those who believe 
in magazine literature. St. Nicho’as completely out-Nicholases any- 
thing this country produces serially for children. 

Tinskey’s is a good number, and so is Charing Cross. In Evening 
Hours the facility with which a writer makes verses causes him 
almost to begin “ guying”’ his readers in “the Keep of Kennaquhair.” 
London dramatic critics will fail to find any fresh instruction as to 
duty and decorum this month in the Westminster Papers. ‘ Thomas 
Wingfold, Curate,” is a thing to read not only in the Day of Rest but 
on it as wel]. The Life Boat naturally induces a desire for the sea, 
promoted to incipient mania by the sight of Cook’s Ereursionist. Of 
other monthlies we have only space to acknowledge St. James's, 
London Mogazine, Nautical Magazine, Celtic Magazine, Le Follet, 
Colburn’s, Gardener’s Magazine, Once-1-week, Hardwicke’s Science 
Gossip, Journal of Horticulture, Medical Examiner, Peepshow, Golden 
Hours, Sunshine, Pictorial World, &c., &c. 











Romantic Reporting. 


Tue Telegraph heads two painful cases of self-destruction “ Romantic 
Suicides.” After this we may expect to see ‘‘ Fascinating Homicides,” 
‘‘Enthralling Manslaughters,”’ ‘‘ Dramatic Assassinations,’’ “ Poetic 
Murders,” Thrilling Mutilations,” and other well qualified deeds 
of violence figuring upon the contents bill of King Mtesa’s own 
periodical. 
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“GREAT EXPECTATIONS.”? 
Tom (to Jack who has just received a letter) :—“ You LOOK PRECIOUS DOWN, OLD MAN! NOTHING WRONG, IS THERE, WITA THE RICH OLD 
AUNT WHO'S BEEN 80 BAD? I HOPE SHE'S NOT WORSE.” 
Jack :—"* N-0-0O—sHE’S BETTER!”’ 





DOTS AND LINES. 


Surrenper of the murderers of Mr. Birch. General opinion pre- 
valent that hanging is too good for them. Good opportunity for the 
lex talionis, applied literally. — Mr. W. M. Rossetti engaged to revise 


LIVING. 


We aan only live once; and Death’s terrors 
With Life’s bowers and roses entwine! 


and sometimes write anew the painters’ biographies in the Encyclopedia 
Britannica. Some of these artists’ prospects of immortality couleur 
de rose, others only couleur de Rossetti. = Person, who admits he knows 
nothing about it, writes to the Times apropos of a recent running-down 
case, te know why yachts and small sailing vessels don’t give way to 
steamers. So they would, but for the opportunity the present rule of 
the road at sea gives noodles of exploiting their ignorance in the 
columns of the leading journal. — Magnate offers a college £150 a 
year for three years to create a new professorship on condition that a 
protégée of his gets the post. We commend this to the notice of other 
magnates who like to be generous—and get plenty for money. = 


And our lives would be darkened by errors, 
Did we even, like cats, possess nine ! 

They would be, perhaps, all of them wasted, 
And be recklessly squandered away— 

And not half of the joys would be tasted 
That one Life can embrace in a day! 


Let the lives that we live be worth living !— 
Let the days that we spend be well spent !— 
Let us save for the pleasure of giving, 
And not borrow at fifty per cent. ! 
Let us never cease loving and learning, 


Another Stokes in trouble, this time at Nottingham. Soon one will 
have to fly from a Stokes like he would from a Bankholidaymaker 
or a basilisk. — Great battle between Servians and Turks. ‘“ Turks 
victorious.’ ‘‘ Servians victorious.” ‘‘ Turks defeated.’ ‘‘Servians 
defeated.’’ (Our private opinion is that there hasn’t been a battle 
fought at all yet; because everybody knows you can only win on both ‘ 
sides in Ireland.) — One-legged crossing-sweeper writes to the papers Only his Sport. 

contradicting statements made about him in reference to recent Tue pursuit of pictorial descriptive writing seems now and again to 
Londan School Board prosecution. His letter was published because | be somewhat painful, or at all events perplexing. Describing North 
he was “a literary man with a wooden leg, and all print was open to| Woolwich Gardens and the Baby Show, a grandiloquent writer 
him.”” Seriously, though, such a well-worded and respectable epistle | recently said after a burst of journalistic literature, ‘“‘ Excuse the 
is in itself a satire on the uses of education. And what are the oddsthe | grammar.” There is nothing remarkable about such a request, 
L. 8. B. officer could write as good a letter ? = Severe snowstorm and especially when it comes from the big typer of a sporting paper. 
several deaths from cold out at the Cape. Sufferers evidently forgot | There is, though, something remarkable about the fact that the par- 
to “double the Cape.’ Verdict: Death through in-Cape-acity, | ticular grammar to be excused happened, as grammar should be, to be 
accelerated by a Cape-ricious climate. — Her most gracious and | perfectly correct. Perhaps that was the reason why it was to be 
Imperial Majesty the Empress-Qlueen makes Mr. Disraeli Earl of | excused. 


Beaconsfield. Moral: One good turn deserves another. Peale tye toate 
——= Wuen is a mastiff's bark not a mastiff's bark ?—When it’s in 


abayance. 


And use life for its noblest of ends. 
Then when dust to its dust is returning, 
We shall live in the hearts of our friends! 





A Goop Piacs ror Catris.—Grazing Lane. 
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QUEER TIMES! 
(By Our Own CaritaL or CuMBERLAND.) 


SuppENn changing of skies now casting fryingest of beams upon 
roastmanity, now pluviously saturating, umbrellas extended notwith- 
standing, and driving the said manity—not roast now, but dripping— 
in the drownedduckingest manner homeward fastfootedly to little or 
big den of malconstruction and unsanitaryness. Queer weather, queer 
times! Money lying in the bottomest cellars of the red-beadled 
lucreometer of “‘the Governors and Company,” and imitated by 
the money of ail other trade centres of civilisation—in idleness and 
uselessness. Dives crying “‘ No borrowers!’ and Lazarus crying “ No 
lenders!’ Every man holding his own, and trusting not even his 
intimatest neighbour fourpence. Queer times, queer men! Bishops 
shaving themselves with sharp razors from their present see to a view 
of futurity. Clerzymen blunderbussing their wives, and Mini 
guineapigging with their relations. Judges treacling colonels and 
brimstoning labourers for one and the same offencedness in the eye of 
the law, and scandal invading every home pennypressed into the 


service of morbid sensationism, and half-priced and folded at every | 


railway station in the kingdom, warning the workman who takes it, 
with winkles or cresses, home to his tea, and his wife, and his young 
ones. And the many-mouthed loud-lunged friends of the people 
and teach, and shriek, and rave of educationdom, and would have 
every man taught first to pay tithes and taxes and all that his betters 
demand with a smile, and then to read. Oh, shortsighted and 
foolish loudlungers, are we not in queer times when a man who can 
read fears to bring print before him lest reading he turn his back of 
his fellows, and locking himself in the atticest chamber of his tenement 
hold fast to his throat and his money, lest one be cut and the other he 
taken from him! If you took your children through queer places 
should they not go eyeshutted, and earcottonwoolled, amd noseholden, 
lest they should see or hear or smell “the queer And now, for- 
sooth, in your spoutosity you would take the quickly-acted-upon and 
inflammable masses, and, casting them in the thick of queer times, bid 
them see, and hear, and amell, and rezd. Read what? How they are 
ruled, and what manner of stuff these ‘“‘ Governments”’ are made of? 
Why that which goeth into the poor mouth is taxed that the rich 
mouth may be dainty? What manner of men and women these be 
that moth round Court candles and buzz about the Mayfair treacle 
pot? That they may see “the splendid advantages of education’”’ in 
the conduct of upperclassdom and moneydom? Hardly, my white 
waiscoatedforty sevenportfacedloveshisfellowmanholderforth, hardly, I 
should say. Whythen? That they may sit dirty-faced at home all the 
Sabbath long, letting their imaginations wallow in the filth of specially 
spiced Police and Law Sewage? That they may know what humbugs 
an and Parliament spouters, and sermonsquirters are? 

ardly ! 

Then keep their eyes shut. It is better for you and better for them. 
Education would do them fifty per cent. more harm than drink. 

Give me some gin and a churchwarden. 


Printer’s Pie-ty. 

Tue Kast End News, most Poplar of local periodicals, contains the 
advertisement of a pawnbroker who boasts the patronage of Sir 
E. H. Currie, the vicar, and many other reverend gentlemen whose 
names are fully set out. ‘This is more probably than not another 
mistake of “ that sub-editor,’’ but under any circumstances it should 
not be surprising to find clergymen’s names attached to an English 
mont de piété, 


Rydeculous. 


SomExpopy sends us an Isle of Wight paper with the evident desire 
of our making fun of an old widow lady’s being described as a ‘‘ relic.” 
Why not? Surely she is all that is left, and therefore the term is 
right. Sufficiently right, judging by the rest of the paper, for the 
wights of Wight, whose paper seems little likely ever to make them 
become the wights of wit. 


Reid, Not Right. 

Tux London Scottish Journal goodnaturedly enough objects to the 
way ia which we print Scotch jokes. That we are able to print them 
at all should be satisfactory to our representative contemporary. Let 
it be satisfied to speak for the London Scottish, and allow us to speak 
the London Seotch. 


No Star. 


‘‘Aw exciting scene,” says the Globe, ‘‘ was witnessed on Bank 
Holiday at Blackpool, when a professional swimmer, who was about to 
amuse the public by his feats, was carried out to sea and drowned.” 
Exciting! Doubtless the Bank Holiday public appreciated the excite- 
—— Blackpool is an ominous word in connection with “losing a 

e.”’ . 


FUN. 


AN IMPORTANT EVENT! 
Time: Midnight. 


Pray pardon my seeming a trifle insane— 
And if I’m erratic, excuse me— 
For something’s afoot that bewilders my brain, 
A matter that tends to confuse me! 
The verses I’m penning you'll fancy, I fear, 
All known regulations are scorning— 
Still, bear with me though my expressions are queer, 
I'll tell you the reason—(a word in your ear !)— 
I'm off to be wed in the morning! 


Believe me the maid I intend to espouse, 
Like those whom we read of in story, 
Would cause even hermits to cancel their vows, 
Or poets to forfeit their glory. 
Besides, I assure you her wonderful mind 
Excels e’en her ee a 
Such grace and such wisdom, so deftly combined, 
Were never before to a damsel assi — 
And lo! she'll be mine in the morning’! 
Farewell to my numerous bachelor chums, 
Adieu to the latchkey I carried— 
Good-bye to all levity !—ill it becomes 
A man who’s about to married. 
In future I'll try “‘ to be good ’’—by-the-bye, 
I've given my landlady warning 
And paid my arrears, though it cost me a sigh: 
But now I rejoi 


Tn shite Obaiakin the mamingt 


Mr. Disrazui. Hullo, Lowe! How are you? Going to spend 
your holidays at Retford ? __ ti 

Mr. Lowe. No. I’m preparing a speech about dodging Premiers, 
so as to get it off my tongue before the Vivisection Bill’s passed. 

Mr. Disrazu. Bill doesn’t apply to ‘cold-blooded animals.” 
Don’t hurry. Here, what’s the difference between you and a country 
“ courtesy ?” 

Mr. Lowe. Oh, hang your country “ courtesy. 

Mr. Disragu. Yes, 1 know the thing isn’t in your line. Have 
the answer ? 

Mr. Lowe (grufly). Well? 

Mr. Disraeii. Because one’s a low bob and the other’s a Bob 
Lowe. Ta-ta! 





Honest Pride. 

Tue honorary secretary of a Surrey Athletic Club being sued in 
the City of London Court for the value of some silver or silver-plated 
“cups’’ presented by his club as prizes, pleaded that he was an infant, 
and put his father in the box to peeve it. That boy’s father ought 
to be proud of that boy. And, talking about pride, we should like to 
know the amount of it the honest winners of such honourable trophies 
feel in having won them. 


Hard Lines. 

Inqutariss into the terrible Radstock collision have elicited the fact 
that ‘‘ one of the guards had his brains knocked out. A few years ago 
he wrote some verses on Carter, the engine driver who was killed at 
Shepton Mallet.’ ‘The retribution, thougk slow, is to be regretted. 
It is certainly hard that a man who has celebrated another's death in 
several lines should meet his own on a single one. 





A Leap Year. 

Mapame Luv has achieved an advertisement at the expense of a 
good shaking. Oneof our contemporaries gives what it calls ‘a word 
in season” on theaffair. ‘‘ Seasons,” it should be, for the Spring and 
the Fall went oddly enough together. 


‘Of a Sudden Shock.” 

A TELEGRAM from Rome states that an Englishman was found dead 
the other morning in his bath. “ He was a literary man.”’ roa 
the telegraphist was hardly aware that he gave cause, effect, and 
in the one short pithy poe ty 


A Statuetory Declaration. 


Tux white marble statue of the Prince Consort by Foley is:to be 
unveiled at Cambridge “early in November.” If it in any way resembles 
the twelfth cake ornament in Hyde Park, the 5th of the month would 


be a bappy day to hit upon. 
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TRUE POLITENESS. 


Polite Youth :—“ Excuse ME, 81R, KUT YOU'VE DROPPED YOUR CIGAR ASH ON YOUR | 


TROUSERS.”’ 


Orusty Old Gent :-—“ Waxt, stk, AND WHAT THEN? You've HAD A FUSRB BURNING IN | week. 
YOUR SLEEVE FOR THE LAST QUARTER OF AN HOUR, AND I NEVER INTERPRRED WITH you!” | 


RULES FOR THE SEASIDE. 


Don't judge by appierances. 
Beacharitable. 

Bathe with the regularity of a machine. 
Don't surf-eit yourself. 


If your little daughter is frightened at the waves breaker to them | 


ually. 
Imitate the ocean and be tide-y. 


Don’t imitate the rivers when they rush into the sea, for they often | 


foam at the mouth. 

If you take a boat.don’t let the owner see you. 

Freely exchange your coppers for the brass of the bands. 

Don't be Niggerdly with the Christys. 

As fish are caught by the gross don't be grossly imposed upon, but 
give “net” price. 

If you are offered a free sail don’t be idiyachtic and refuse. 


A Tory Oracle. 


On the cover of Mr. Hatton's clever novel, ‘‘ Clytie,’’ is a testimonial 
from the Standard, which, to our peor minds, is somewhatambiguous. It 
says :—“ The author writes like a scholar, and yet like a man who has 
watched life.” It would be interesting to know whether this rather 
curious combination of ideas was suggested by want of scholarship, or 
scholarly want of the watching of life—or both. In any case, the 
notion should not be allowed to escape, as it certainly has the 
advantage, if it possesses no other, of being one of the very few original 
—s which reach the world by way of Shoe-lane and our “ largest 

y 


Parxce Miian’s Heap nm Quanener. —Prince Milan’s hat. 
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* Wacan bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.” —Standard. 
“I find &% to be a very weful and excellent preparation.” — 
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A POET’S PARTIALITIES. 


A atrrsp lover of the Muse 
Is he who now addresses you— 
His tittle-tattle pray excuse, 
If he, perchance, distresses you ! 
Full often he evolves a lay 
Of rather novel type, he does— 
And puffs the while his lowly ‘clay ’’— 
The poet loves his pipe, he does! 


Yea, frequently, when penning rhymes 
To eulogize a lass or two, 

He feels athirst, and oftentimes 
Indulges in a "glass or two: 

Much “ heavy-wet’’ he’ll fondly quafi 
(Unless a trifle queer he is) ; 

' At times he’ll punish half-and-half— 

The poet's fond of beer, he is! 


And when the wife, who shares his woes 
(As oft she will) is jawing him, ; 
Then forth into the streets he goes, 
Till hunger’s pangs are gnawing him. 
Ere starting out his wife he “‘ whops’”’ 
To soothe his troubled soul, he does ; 
And then he seeks refreshment-shops— 
And buys a sausage-roll, he does! 


The poet's dwelling isn’t grand, 
Of furniture it scanty is : 

A certain alley off the Strand 
Is where his humble shanty is. 

His chamber’s rather near the sky, 
Remote from all inquisitors : 

Dor’t call whene’er you're passing by— 
He doesn’t care for visitors ! 


Tus on Rows of Summer took place on 
| the various rivers and seas during the past 


A Tour pvr “ Forcs.”’—A policeman’s beat. 


‘‘ When Cameron Men are (not) Wanted.” 

| Tus editor of an extremely serious paper had the other day to 

| forbid his contributors the use of the “ Pickwick, the Owl, and the 
) Waverley pens.’”” He found that with them writing became so in- 
| tolerably easy that every member of. his staff wanted to do double his 
usual quantity of work, and insisted on taking only half his usual 
amount of money. In the interests, therefore, of free trade and no 
monopoly he has sent round a circular to all members of the literary 
protection society proposing that the manufacturers of these dangerous 
implements shall —s off ; otherwise the knack of writing will 
become twice as easy as before, and everybody will be wanting to 
become his own journalist. Subscriptions received here, 


The Baring Reign. 

Ma. AnpseRson speaking ia the House upon the atrocities entitled 
Bulgarian remarked, “I fear that Mr. Baring who has been com- 
missioned to inquire into these outrages is not in a position to gain 
the necessary information.’’ No one will deny that if the report of 
these outrages be true they are past Baring. 


A Servian Atrocity. 
Mer. Ristics is the great man in Servia at present. 
represents the altisticocratic element of society t there. 


Of course he 


By “ Tairorara ” To Ar rica.—“ On, Stanley, on!” 


NOTICE !— ‘Next week, 
THE HOLIDAY DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


Prorvsety IttusTRaATeD.—Ong Penny. 
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OUR HOLIDAY AT THE SEASIDE, AND ITS RESULT. 
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OF A KIDNEY. 





EL —————— 


Bill :-—“* Wert, Jacos, I NEVER COULD UNDERSTAND ’OW YOU GOT OFF THAT ‘ERE 


~)? 


TATUR STEALIN'! THE CASE WBRE AS CLEAR AS A BELL AGIN’ you! 


Jacob :—“* I poan’T THINK AS I SHOULD ’A GOT OFF, NOT EVEN ’ERE, BILL; BUT DOAN’T 


‘RE SBE, EVERY ONE O' THEM SAME JURYMBN HAD ’AD 8OMB O’ THEM SAME TATURS.” 


| Over again among “the majority.” And so 
| perhaps the Spiritualist has served a wider 


THE HEAT. 


Wry is it so hot:? LT inquire, 
But get no sufficient reply : 
Some say, there’s no heat without fire, 
Where then is the fire?—And why ? 
Some say, we'd no summer last year, 
And so, as a “ set off,” the sun 
Has made up its mind to appear 
And give us two summers in one! 


Why is it so hot? Now the days 
Grow small with the pressure of night. 
Compression of air, Tyndall says, 
Produces caloric —he’s right! 
If that’s not the cause, can it be 
The thunder of war in the wind ? 
I have it! It is because we : 
Now live neath the Empress of Ind! F 





Spirit Schooling. 
Tue Spiritualist has succeeded in producing 3 

a letter written after death by a gentleman 

who has recently been very notoriously dead 

indeed. But that is not all the spirit journal 

has done. It has managed to make a man 

who wrote like a cultivated person and a 

scholar in life rap out a communication the 

wording of which is very like the effusions of 

schoolboys before and after the holidays. It 

may be interesting, in these days of com- 

pulsory education, for Board inspectors to 

know that everything has to be begun all 


purpose than even the unravelment of the 
Balham Mystery. 


A Turr Nore.—Gee! 





A SEASONABLE STORY. 
UST now when the 
? weather is so hot, and 
when aquatic feats have 
received an importance 
never before possessed 
by them; when gentle- 
men professors swim 
twenty miles before 
breakfast, and lady no- 
--— _ vices disport themselves 


for whitebait ; when 
people on dry land speak 
of a swim from Dover | 
to Calais as rather less 
than nothing; when 
swimming has become 
an accepted part of an 
Englishman's art edu- 
cation; and when, in 
spite of all this, there 
are more _ accidental 
deaths from drowning 
s eo FA than ever were hitherto 
known; — just now, I 
say, it would be as well if the feats as well as the fate of Alnaschar 
Smith were known to a sympathising public. 

Smith was ambitious; and what is more, he read his penny daily 
regularly. He had an intuitive perception that if fame came to him 
at all it would come by means of the water; and he loved the water 
accordingly. He had never seen the ocean, but on his way from 
Chelsea, where he lived, to Southwark, where he was employed, 
he had many an opportunity of studying the vasty Thames and the 
boats which ply thereon. Once he even went as far as Woolwich, 
and with the acquisition of fresh knowledge, so did the thirst for 
fame increase within his bosom. 

In the midst of his desire came the news of that American gentle- 
man with the indiarubber suit and the advertising agents, and in 
reading of the way in which the inflation of the apparatus and 
floating arrangements generally went on, Smith nearly went mad, 





in the sylvan Thames | 
and are often mistaken | 


| and actually was treated by the family doctor for water on the brain. | 
Then came the famous exploit of Captain Webb; and after studying 


the reports of that, our hero took to his bed and dreamt that he, too, / a 
had paddled himself into notoriety and testimonials. While he was 


looking out of window in the morning, he saw a hencoop floating 
majestically on the wave. He saw it, and at once his mind was 


made up. 


Jf it wanted any more making, the exhibitions which followed 
upon Webb's achievement would have decided him. Feats of en- 
durance by girls who were buoyed up by the tide and the howls of 
attendant mobs, fired Smith’s soul more than ever, and when at last a 
professor went all the way from Hammersmith to the Isle of Dogs, a 
human and an ambitious nature could stand it no longer. 

After the Isle of Dogs deed the summer began to wane, and autumn 
and winter, as well as the spring of the present year, saw Alnaschar 
pusy, whenever he had a leisure moment, preparing for his turn. First of 
all he procuredahencoop, and had it made waterproof in a mannerhe had 
discovered for himself. 
balloons. Next he gave it another coat of waterproof, to make sure. 
Finally he purchased a flag and a suit of canvas, which he also 
waterproofed. ‘Then he was ready. He would on this hencoop start 
from Chelsea, and ride steadily to Australia. He had also saved one- 
and-four-pence with which to purchase provisions, and he had no fear, 
for at last he saw fame looming immediately before him. 

His preparations brought him well into the middle of the present 
summer, and at last all was ready for a start. He would send notice 


to all the daily and sporting papers, so there should be no doubt of his 
going, and no want of people to bear testimony to his at once 
| initiatory and farewell appearance. But before he did this he would 
So in the middle of the night he went down to 
the river, got upon his hencoop, and jumped boldly in just opposite 
| Chelsea College. 


But, alas! owing to some small defect, the waterproof wouldn't act, 
the balloons leaked, and he, hencoop and all, went under, and as neither 
could swim they remained there. And the moral of this is that Boyton, 
Webb, the Misses Beckwith and Parker, and even Professor Cavill 


_rehearse a bit. 


‘Then he had it stuffed with indiarubber air 


have survived their long and dreadfully foolhardy attempts; but 
Smith, who had ensured safety by a special pian, and who was really 
the first to think of aquatic fame, was drowned when only trying to 
cross from Chelsea to Battersea on a fine night, and on an instrument 
which without any waterproofing at all, has, in b,oks, saved myriads ; m 


of men alone upon the vast and open ocean. 
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A HOME THRUST. 


Alonzo :—“’ Er—po CoME FOR A SAIL—’ER—Mi1ss SMITHERS, THERE’S—’ER—SUCH A NICE BREEZE— ER—— ! 


” 


imogene §. (who has been waiting her opportunity) :—‘‘ No THANK you, I’b MUCH RATHER STAY HERE. 













I cAN’T BEAR a stcell!”’ 


MUDDLED. PIGNACIOUS. 
(By Our Lunatic Lavregate.) THE summary of a heap of letters we have recently received 
. resolves itself into exactly this question: ‘‘ How long is the pigheaded- 
Ou, bother the Telegraph—take it away, ness of juries to continue?” To those who put the question in 


I’ve been reading the whole of this terrible day, 
And the sun, which is frying the top of my head, 


exactly these words, as well as to those who merely suggest it, we can 
only say the answer is so obvious that we wonder such trouble was 





oe winens Soe ucoee wat Sennen Seve teed. taken with the question. ‘The solutiou of the riddle should run: As 
That her et ae ho Dr. Gully a eal long as juries do. (When Trial by Press has completely upset the 
Pick Dieseall o dinsemened tha ueuete af the Mile jury ton Se oan offer a prize for the principal pighead. And he'll 
By hanging Home Rulers in Indian file. e well worth it.) 

That Stanley at issue with Lewis and James Rosh 


Is calling a coroner horrible names. 


Do I wake, do I dream, do I stand on my heels ? doings of the Conservative Session of 1876. 


Tue Zimes contains an article, seven columns long, detailing the 


This in iteelf speaks for 


Are the Serbs killed at Radstock by Dutchmen on wheels f the way in which space is cut to waste at the very commencement of 


The Sultan of Turkey do Keighleyites hail 

For declining to vaccinate Holloway jail ? 

Oh, what will those impudent deputies think ? 
Here's Hennessy standing great Blackie a drink ! 


for more empha'ic qualification. 


the dead season. It would have been possible under more pressing 
circumstances to reduce the analysis to one word, unless indeed an 
additional one—a particularly strong adjective—were found necessary 


ca Hunt, in his ; entle and timorous way, EE daiatinlenintemen 
8 poulticing Lulu in Besika Bay! Son 

‘ > | gs of the Desert. 
And Noel, the brand new Controller of Works, 7 a coming.” “The bells, they go ringing for 


Is ordering harens as built by the Turks! 


How strange it appears that the speech from the Throne “Simple Simoon” i iate. 
Should be played at Bayreuth on the drum and trombone, mae Cees “= — 
While Oakley is swimming from Dover to France 
To collect the new loan which the peasants advance. 
It is funny Bulgarian maids should be found 
Smashing palings which Plumstead enclosures surround. 9 

But why do I wonder at things any more as it may appear to some! 

For I'm quietly rcasting behind and before ? = = 
And if aught is surprising ’tis how I survive 

While the heat in the shade is one hundred and five. 


——— — 


ENGLaNp’s Latest Girt To TurKkey.—A Valentine from Horse- 
monger-!ane. 











| ke2p up appeerances. 
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‘‘ Blood! Iago! Blood!” 


Tue aristocracy are quite justified in their pride of pedigrees, for 
what can be more logical than being vein of one’s blood, imm-arterial 


Sahara.’’ “ Johnny Sands,” and ‘ Scheikh comes! tis she herself!” 


Pouice “ Inre.ticence.”—Offering £250 reward for @ murderer 
after fifty times the amount has been expend: d without obtaining the 
slightest evidence of such a person's existence. 


Tue Apsotute Wokst.— Why di i Dizzy make himsefaper? To 
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FUN OFFICE,’ Wednesday, August 23, 1876. 
(Cartoon. } 


AWAY! AWAY! 


(Tue Excurstonist’s Encore Sona.) 


Away from the city let’s speed to the sea— 
Away from the town to the ocean ; 
Let's rest in the village that’s down by the lee 
Of the cliffs that are washed by the boundless, the free— 
The object of poets’ devotion. 
Away, then, away—not a moment delay, 
Time flies, and we haven't an instant to lose ; 
Up, up with the steam ere we wake from a dream, 
To stay-at-home truth and a fit of the blues. 


Away, let’s away, ere we get a recall, 
Away, and no procrastination. 
Let's waste not a moment, for fear we should fall 
Into panic, and end by not going at, all— 
Our means never bear contemplatijon. 
Up, up, and get out, and mind what you're about, 
A week come to-morrow, returned we must be. 
Cut along to the pier ; don’t delay, there’s a dear! 
Let's make the best use of our time by the sea. 


So many accurate reasons have been given to prove that Mr. Disraeli 
was wrong to hide the old name he had made famous under a new 
reasons have been published 
which show that the Premier was perfectly right in adding fresh lustre 
to his laurels, that it seems almost a work of ‘supererogation for us to 
approach the subject, no matter what attitude we take or which side 
we espouse. Still, it would be hardly fair to let so important an event 
pass without a word of criticism, even though it be the wrong word. 
Mr. Disraeli has, during the past Session, done more for Conservatism 
than any other man in the Lower House could have done; more than 
any other man of position would have tried to do; more than he cares 
to do or to attempt to do again. The amount of tact and energy and 
brain power he has brought to bear on the bolstering of the Con- 
servative cause is best shown by the manner in which he has broken 
down occasionally under the last straw of small or undignified attack ; 
and it is evident that he does not intend to repeat the past in the future. 
Mr. Disraeli has served his party well, and he would not now leave it 
unless it were likely to leave him before long. We do not wish to 
make unpleasant comparison or to refer to vulgar aphorism; but if 
ever the “hand” of the Conservative party was shown it was on the 


title, and so many other equally accurate 


day when its head and chief resigned his active participation in it. 
Meanwhile, the Liberals seem hardly prepared to take advantage of the 
position which offersiteelf. It is said that, when the hour arrives the 
man is never far off, but where he is to come from and which side he 


will take time alone can show. Meanwhile, there is much chance for 


the mediocrities, as under the leadership of Northcote on the one side 
and Hartington on the other, the difficulty will be for anyone of an 
aspiring turn of mind and the most moderate ability not to distinguish 


himself. 


The Hatcham Case. 

Ir is announced that the Rev. Mr. Tooth will continue to officiate 
at the altar “ until he is removed by brute force.’” Removing a tooth 
by brute force from Mother Church’s mouth! Gum! let us bruit 
it not about—unless the operation would make the reverend gentleman 
hold his jaw! ‘This remark is inci-dental. 


— 


His Mar and Marfori. 

Marrort is to be elected a deputy of the Spanish’ Cortes. The 

members who assisted at the dethronement of Isabella are to be 

kicked out. This is the news from Spain :—Alfonso’s future is 

evidently marred for ever—his hold upon the Spanish throne is 
(s)mothered in its infancy. 


Base Ingratitude. | 
Tue Globe abuses Lord Halfhartington, and cempares him to the 
gaudy figure-head of a ship, which has no influence on its motion. 
Conservatives are a mean lot. They think it fine sport to kick the 
man who's been their best friend all through the Session. 





The Under Lock and Keighley Men. 

A SYMPATHISING correspondent in a provincial newspaper says the 
Keighley guardians have made an emphatic protest against a 
tyrannical law. Considering what they object to, their protest is 
rather a lymphatic one. 


—_—_— 


Tr you are asked to dinner “ by five,’ don't go be-four. 





FUN. 





alligator ? 
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THE CLAPHAM CONUNDRUM. 


Tris was the 91st day of this famous inquiry, held at the Butter- 
cup and Ballet Girl Inn, Clapham. The coroner was knocked back- 
wards into his seat about twenty minutes past ten, and explained that 
he was a lone lorn creature, and he'd quite forgotten what it was all 
about. The potman, addressing the jury, commented upon things in 

eneral, and eventually informed the coroner that this was an inquiry 
into the death of an alligator, whose skeleton had been found by some 
workmen while removing the foundation of a Roman fortress under 
Clapham Common, and that the Government had taken the matter up. 
Mrs. Brown, who was known to have been living when a little girl in 
the neighbourhood, was the first witness called. The jury and their 
wives and relations having scrutinised her features through their 
opera glasses, refreshments were handed round, and counsel proceeded 
to toss for priority of examination. The coroner was about to say 
something, but several members of the bar threw ginger-beer bottles 
at him, and the jury remarked that they didn’t want no speeches. A 
violent altercation here ensued between the counsel for the Crown and 
Mr. Jones, who appeared for a lady who once had an alligator. The 
coroner having got up the chimney out of the way, the inquiry pro- 
ceeded. Mrs. Brown, having been sketched by the newspaper artists 
present and searched for alligator bones by the female searcher, was 
pinioned and placed on the rack. Mr. Jones, who was much cheered 
by his clerk, rose, and seizing the witness by the throat proceeded 
with her examination. 

Mr. J. Woman, will you swear that one of your ancestors wasn’t 
put in the pillory in the reign of Charles IT. ? ; 

Mr. Ssrseant Carats objected. What has that to do with the 
alligator ? 

Mr. J. Now, woman, on your oath, didn’t your great grandfather 
die in his bed ? 

He did. 


Wirness (hesitatingly). (Sensation.) 
Mr. J. I have here a letter written by you to your charwoman 


twenty years ago. You say, ‘Do all you can to destroy those 
beetles.” Now I ask you, Why did you want those beetles destroyed ? 

Witness (weeping). Must I answer that question ? 

Mr. Perxy. As your own counsel, I advise you to do so. 

Witness. Because I had an antipathy to beetles. 

Mr. J. You say when you hayean antipathy to anything you 
destroy it? 

Tue Assessor (writing). When I have an antipathy to anything 
I destroy it. 

Serseant C. 
witness’s mouth. 

Tue Jury. Don’t interrupt. We don’t want no speeches. 

Mr. J. Was yourname Miss Herod before you were married ? 

Wirtnras. It was. 

Mr. J. On your oath, woman, is it or is it not a fact that some 
years ago a person named Herod was convicted of murdering little 
children? (Sensation.) 

Witness. I appeal to the coroner: what has this to do with the 


I protest against these words being put into 


Coroner (up chimney). Don’t appeal to me, mum. I’ma lore 
lorn critter. Everybody sits on me. Bo-ooh-ooh! (Weeps.) 

CounsEL For Crown. Officer, if that person interrupts again take 
him down to the Treasury, and ask one of the temporary clerks to 
kick him. 

Mr. J. (suddenly producing an alligator from his waistcoat pocket). 
Lucrezia Borgia Brinvilliers de Medicis Herod Brown, did you ever 
see that before ? 

Sensgant. C. Do you—. 

Tue Jury. We don’t want no speeches. 

Mr. J. This isthe most mysterious thing in the world. Somebody 
must have put it in my pocket while I was coming down on the omnibus. 

Tue Porman. Get out! Oh, crikey, you are a rum ’un! 

At this juncture the coroner was allowed to descend, as Mr. Jones’s 
hat wanted brushing. The coroner said he was quite willing to 
oblige, and anything the legal gentlemen ordered him to do he should 
be most happy. Before the proceedings could be resumed one of the 
jury developed insanity, which he explained had been in the family 
for years. He was instantly elected foreman in place of the former 
occupant of that position, who had been discharged from Earlswood 
some three weeks previously. While the change was taking place the 
counsel decided that it was too hot to go on, and asked the jury for a 
verdict. The coroner said he should like to sum up, but the jury said 
they didn’t want no speeches, and immediately gave the following 
verdict :—‘ That the deceased alligator was found dead in the base- 
ment of an old Roman fortress; that he didn’t die of his own accord ; 
that he didn’t die accidentally ; but that he did die somehow, and was 
killed by somebody.” 

The coroner thereupon handed the jury fourpence, which the 
threw in his eye; but the solicitor to the Treasury picked it up, and, 
adding a halfpenny to it, offered it as a reward for the discovery of 
‘‘ somebody.” 
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A DREAM OF THE INQUISITION. 


O Bressrp Righteousness of English law !— 
Great Non-Fxistent! I have dreamed a dream— 
At least I think I must have dreamed a dream ; 
Or have I read of facts, and (holding them 

Too hateful to be true) believed I dreamed ? 

No, Great Nonentity ; I must have dreamed, 
Because I know my mind connected thee 

With thoughts of Inquisitions and the stake, 
And ghastly torture-chambers and the like,— 
And how could one awake think on thee thus? 


Great Non-Existent, I have surely dreamed, 
Because I saw a chamber wherein men 

Held an inquiry on the case of one 

Who died by poison: and, intent, I learned 

How this inquiry was a mere excuse 

lor wanton torture. So I knew I dreamed! 


And in that place were men—respected men, 
Who came from out the universities 

And teemed with legal learning, and were known 
As barristers and lawyers. But these men 

I knew were there as executioners 

With cunning skill in torture. Thus sgain 

[ knew I dreamed, O great Nonenity! 

For what great scholar, learned in the law, 
Would deign to do the work of torture ? 

And these, selecting from amid a crowd 

Of certain called as witnesses, drew forth 

A woman (as a being more refined, 

More sensitive to torment and to shame 
Than any man might be), and set her high 
To question her—to watch her agony, 

And drag to view her whole domestic life 
For their diversion; all the daily acts 

Which all men do, feeling no shame in them, 
But reading of them, speak of them as crimes. 
And first, with placid self-complacency 

Those lawyers, loudly chaunting, murmured thus :— 





THE LAWYER'S ‘SONG. 


Men of learning, true and just, 
Faithfully we keep our trust. 
For our souls are pure and bright 
As the light. 


Nothing in our past but may 
Freely bear the light of day, 
Closest scrutiny revealing. 
Spotless honour, noblest aim— 
Not a single deed of shame— 
Nothing which could need concealing ; 
Novght of blame. 


Haste we to our avocation— 
Blast the victim’s reputation, 
Branding her with taint of crime 
Thus providing recreation 
For the public for a time. 


Haste we to our avocation, 
Men of learning true and just; 
Faithfully we'll keep our trust, 
Breeding scandalous sensaticn. 


er ee 


FUN. 
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Then ceasing their réfrain, these spotless 

(For such they must have been, holding such power) 
Began to bait her—straying from the case 

Of him who died of poison (for that was 

A mere excuse—a ground to work upon 

For better torturing), amused themselves 

With hearing all her inmost acts of life 

From her own lips—and made her blush and wince 
And sob and writhe—and I was forced to list, 
They dinned the thing so loudly at mine ear! 

Then I was glad, O great Nonentity, 

That I was sure I dreamed, and knew these things 
Were not, nor could be, in a Jand like mine! 


These having done their part, lo! jurymen 
With quaint amusement, then took up the chaunt 
All in the same low tones of dignity :— 





THE JURYMAN’S SONG. 


Men of learning true and just 
Now to us the task entrust ; 
And the more enduring smart 
To impart! 


We are men of steady lives— 

We have mothers, daughters, wives: 
We are men of Christian feeling. 

We will place a lasting blot 

On the victim’s future lot : 
All her sobs and mute appes ling 
‘Heed we not. 


Though no proofs we have detecte i 
That she ought to be suspected, 

Yet with shapeless thoughts of crime 
Shall her name be still connected 

Even to the end of time. 


Thus do we fulfil our mission : 
Even to the latest day, 
All the world shall shrink away, 
Looking on her with suspicion. 


Then, great Nonentity, I seemed to see 

These men—the learned men—receive their hire 
And seek fresh victims; then I laughed for joy 
To know, O mighty Fable, that I dreamed, 

And that such men did not exist on earth. 


And then I saw her go into the world ; 

And some there were who pitied her, and some 
Who shrank from her—but all, I fancied, felt 
Something impassable ’twixt her and them, 
But knew not how, nor why, nor what it was. 


And some there were condemned those Jearned men, 
And some there were who loathed them—I for one. 


And then I waked, O great Nonentity— 

() Blessed Righteousness of English Law ! 
Joying that I had only dreamed a dream ;— 
At least I hope I only dreamed a dream! 





The Unstraight Tip. 


NINETY - NINE- thousand - nine - hundred - and-ninety-nine-and-a-half 
correspondents express themselves entitled to inquire how it is s penne 
for a protracted investigation of a mysterious matter to be ho. ina 
billiard-room without the public receiving even so much asa cue. It 
is cuerious, ien’t it P 
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OVER-ANXIOUS. 
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I thought from the journals I'd garner delight : 


When it does, what a boon— 





a son and heir was born to Prince Milan Obrendvitch.”’ 


telegram. Had it appeared in any paper other than 

; the leading journal, we and others with us would not 

have scrupled to call this and what follows true repre- 

; sentative penny-a-linage. There is, however, a dignity 

: which doth hedge athreepence! It has been confidently 

; asserted in influential quarters that Prince Milan 

Fe What'shisvitch is a son of a gun; his baby is evidently, 

it after all this firing and the report thereof, the son-of-a- 
gunner. 





The Haman Comedy. 


' 
4 
; In an agonised and anonymous advertisement appears 
a reminder to the advertised that he, she, or it had once 
said, ‘‘I will always give you a chance of defending 
5 yourself.”” Unfortunate advertiser, not to have known 
ar eee who are prepared to swear at a moment's 
notice that they would never suspect a friend—for 
* friends can do no wrong ”—are ever the most suspicious, 
the most incredulously credulous, and the most unfor- 
me giving. ‘The man who says ‘I will always give you a 
9 chance of defending yourselt’’ is much more likely 
to always give you occasion for defence. 


x 


Bravery Rewarded. 


Some people profess to be shocked that only five 
pounds hus been subscribed for the testimonial to John 
Chiddy, the Flying Dutchman hero. Let them have the 
consolation of knowing that, at any rate, it proves the 
English people consider cne working man is worth five 
sovereigns. 
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5 The Eastern Feud. 


Ovr excitable contributor is much interested in 
Eastern affairs. The other day he startled the 
frequenters of his favourite cookshop by ordering some 
Turkey, a pint of fez, and a Serviaette, with some bully 
au crescent Pashaly cooked to fol!ow. 
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Not a bad bunkuming—beginning, we mean—for a | 


that the people most profuse in their professions of | 
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: "OTTER : "Tis time for the wonderment-shapers, 
a XCUSE my parading Who live on sea-serpents, with gooseberries fight— 
ml a dis- | There’s nought about them in the papers. 
Soe And telling the | I wanted to read of adventure and strife, 
wh troubles that Of miracle, murder, ballooning, 
ak , grieve me, Of men in the moon taking women to wife, 
vie pt I'll try if you listen | Of men in the south who go spooning ;— 
: my woes to ex- | Of men who went up in an airship one night, 
ie. press— | Astonishing thousands of gapers, 
~~ Expression alone | To find out the source of the man-and-dog fight— 
” : can relieve me. | There’s nothing like that in the papers. 
\ : b } 
_ ee fake I thought I should read of a comet to come, 
them all through, Or else of the star that enjoys it ; 
4 Then sufler from | That one would discover a monsterous plum 
ia vilest of va- | Before the frog-shower destroys it ; 
i pours: That water was wet and the Thames was afire, 
vas From title to finish | That Holland was sold at the drapers’ ; 
a there’s nothing That tenors ere now have been found in the chcir— 
. that’s new— There’s nothing like that in the papers. 
- There's nothing to I used the dead season to look to with glee 
t read in the pa- To look back upon it with pleasure. 
. pers. | Wherever my residence happened to be 
a; . , A newsboy to me was a treasure. 
; -- The Parliament's up Facts change. But mayhap I’m commencing too soon, 
oy and the swells They can’t from their bonds be escapers. 
a _ _ ee SwET) ; Their time hasn't come. 
Bika hy - No creature in) To find something to read in the papers! 
a - ee? to be) ataaiaanitinieneiaaiaes ames neeskitammes 
ae ~ und now ; ; : 
‘at I’m local > remain | A Tight Line. 
e but I cannot be | Tue new ehief superintendent of police for Birmingham has given 
; ?: gay— instructions to the public-house inspectors to prosecute all persons 
i=. Of mirth there is | found in the public thoroughfares under the influence of drink. A 
Ti Se seldom a sound | thorough fair way of settling a difficulty, but just at present as many 
af a, ie now. | people are likely to be found under the influence of ’eat as drink. 
“| 
pT oi “Tue firing of one hundred guns from the fortress | ~ > r 
. this forenoon proclaimed to the world of Belgrade that | my a 
: ! 4 | 
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‘“FINIS CORONAT—.” 


“ ATLOW MPF, MY DBAR SIR, TO PRESENT YOU WITH A SMALL TOKEN OF 
THE UNBOUNDED ADMIRATION I FEEL FOR YOU AND YOUR WORK!” 
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ON TRAVELLING.—SOME RAILWAY ‘' ATROCITIES.” 
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Two minutes to catch the train: Study of a “*Queue’’ waiting while a bland dame wavers for ten winutes as to whether she sha!l pay in a threep my piece 
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The Genial Old Gentleman who prefers to leave the booking hole the wrong way. 
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HOW | SPEND MY HOLIDAYS. 


WuHuenever a holiday falls to my share, 
Which happens, say, thrice in a year— 
I gaily emerge, so to speak, from my lair, 
And stroll to a neighbouring pier. 
I purchase a ticket with little delay, 
And soon on a steamer embark, 
Intent upon having a glorious day 
With the children in Battersea Park! 


I like to see youngsters enjoying themselves, 
And frequently share in the fun. 

By Jove, they remind me ot ‘airyland elves— 
And can’t the young vagabonds run! 

Each pinafored pet is a picture to see, 
They flutter like birds on the wiog— 

It gladdens my heart to partake of their glee, 
And join them at kiss in the ring! 


Anon, when the skipping-rope comes into view, 
The cherry-lipped maidens of six 
Request me to help them to “ turn,” and I do— 
Enjoying their infantine tricks. 
I love to amuse them—(and why should [ not? 
I know that t/ey’ve innocent hearts | )— | 
And soon make arrangements for treating the lot 
To sherbet, and toffee, and tarts! 


The bystanders probably think me insane — 
Astonishment beams in their eyes, 

I never mind that, for the children, ’tis plain, 
Believe I’m an earl in disguise! 

At length, when the sunlight is fading away, 
And my playmates begin to disperse, 

I leave— having spent an enjoyable day, 
Assured that I might have done worse! 





Music for ‘‘Fun’s” Garden Party, 
“ WueEn other (two) lips.’ ‘ Would you know my 


Dablia’s charms ?”’ 


my Sweet William ?’’) 


“ Black-ey'd Sloesan.” (‘* Does 


“The Cruiskeen lLawn.’’ 


‘‘'Thou art so near and yet so fir!” 


‘“* Jessie-mine.”’ 


oa" - 





Aiistocrot:—“TseL_uL yer vor iT 1s, Iitksy. BRIGHTON ALN’T ARF 80 


HAKISTOCRATIC AS IT USED TO BE!”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Reroxt of Commissioners in Lunacy states that there is an increase 


of over eleven hundred in the number of lunatics for the year. At , 


last, then, we have arrived at the real truth about Conservative 
Reaction. —- Mr. Commissioner Kerr laments the loss of that “ fine old 
English institution— the pillory.’”” Some day some one may lament the 
loss of that equally fine old English institution— Mr. Commissioner 
Kerr. == Execution of two murderers at Liverpool. Coroner took 
oceasion to object to the “long drop.”” But then a report states that 
both had a “drop o’ short”’ just before. Coroners don't seem to know 
what they do want just now. — The sainted Fish gave off an essay on | 
journalism. He also indulged in the usual disgraceful cant, and went | 
to the scaffold a ‘‘ hero and a martyr.” What possible good, we | 
should like to know, can come of these horrible antemortem profanities ? | 
And what harm may not? = Duke of Connaught to be present at | 
Austrian military maucouvres in Zistersdorf. Mayor and town clerk 

of Bradford will attend and give the foreigners an exhibition of | 
exuberant loyalty as displayed from dog-carts. — Rear-Admiral De | 
Horsey appointed to command of Pacific fleet. Much satisfaction | 
expressed among the De Horsey marines on that station. The telling | 
of marines ssid to have been extremely effective. — Diamonds “ dirt | 
cheap" at the Cape. Koh-i-noors going begging at fourpence a 

pound, and all smaller stones consigned to the diamond-dusthole. =< | 


‘‘Love among the roses.” ‘‘ The Belle ring-er.” “ Music 
of the Fuchsia,” and “ Come é gentcel !”’ 








dants at St. Helena. Others expected to go off gradually and appro- 
priately during the “‘dead’’ season. = Change in the weather. If 
would be a change if it didu’t change, wouldn't it ? 


A Gnatty Affair. 

A GENTLEMAN writes to say that he was stung the other diy by a 
gnat, and the place, instead of swelling, bled profusely. Le adds :— 
‘Is not this a peculiar symptom?” We should say no, a very 
gnatural one. 


The Legal Flame. 
A GENTLEMAN in Paris, being in a temper with his wife, poured 
petroleum on her, and, setting light to it, burned her tou cinder. He 
was put out at the time—unfortunately she wasn t. 
A General Loss. 


Generat Cvster who was killed in the Sioux massacre was heavily 
insured in five life offices. Nota profitable customer for them. 





Queries for the Dog Days. 
Is Scotland a machination ? What kind of dog is a Pa-and-ma’stiff - 


Death of another “ positively last survivor” of Napoleon I.’s atten- | Can Mr. Stanley get a fricand-au at his African baker's? 





JOHN HEATH’S 
Postal Telégraph Pens 


With Turnued-up Points. 
The smoothest writer ever made 
Of a® @tationers. Samp'e ox { r7 or IS stamps. 
_™ GORGE STREET PARADE. RIRMINGHAM. 
; = . 


TAYLOR'S PATENT! ®@aerictecen 
INCESS* WALESS 


LAUNDRESS 


ee ee ee 


New Improvements recently ad ei! 
cma Tichauiin Leandoct A Nes 


or Great Driffield, Yorksh re 


“ARE THE VERY BEST." 
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| CADBURY S$ 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION. If Cocoa thickens in the cup té _ eves’ the addition of starch. 
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SEASIDE PLEASURES. 


| 
THE CLOSE OF THE SEASON. | 


How many strange things come to pass 
As round the wheel we go, 

Like pictures moving on the glass 
Of a gallanty show. 

Some make us laugh, some make us sad, 
Some make us bow with shame, 

But now and then a “ Cameron”’ lad 
Gives glory to our name. 


Now Parliament has shut the doors 
For six months right away, 
The M.P.'s rush off to the moors 
To have their sport and play. 
And Dizzy’s called up to “the Lords,”’ | 
The Queen to Scotland goes. 
Doctors, Lawyers, ‘“* Works,” and ‘‘ Boards,” 
’Mid friends forget their foes. 


Excursions to the salt seaside, 
Young girls there make a dash, 
The trains that should be far and wide | 
Each other knock to smash. 
One big ship runs another down— 
It’s only meant for fun— 
Mere playful sport, so do not frown 
That such things should be done. 


We had the Balham Mystery— 
Not likely to be cleared ; 

Yet in the deep dark history 
Some characters are bleared. 

The “‘ good name ”’ we all hold so dear 
For “‘ruin’’ has been swopped. 

For all the blundering it is clear 
Somebody should be “ whopped.” 





Boatman :—“T say, Mister, AXE YOU AWABE I'vk JEST BEEN AND 
PITCHED THAT ’ERE BOAT?” 


Poor Jo-cularity. 


From the present manager of the Globe Theatre we 
have received a circular which leaves an impression 
on the reader’s mind—whatever may have been the 
writer's intention—that the only true and original 
‘*Poor Jo” of the play is the “ Power Ju” who writes: 
Poor Jo Cave himself, ‘ Cavey!” 





Tue individual who writes to know if soldiers sleep | 
on their nap-sacks, is informed that the matter is quite Old Brown has climbed over three hundred steps to get to his favourite seat. 
beyond our camp-rehension. | Horror ! 








The War Secretary replied that he was not as yet in receipt of any 
official information on the subject, and could therefore take no steps 
in the matter. 

(From A NgewspaPER CorRESPONDENT.) 


The South Polites have, I regret to say, taken London, and turned 
barracks. The position is now 


OFFICIAL INFORMATION. 
(From A NEwsPAPER CoRRESPONDENT AT THE SouTH Po.z.) 


EveryTHING out here seems to point to the probability of a deter- | 
mined invasion of the British Islands by this country. Arms of every | 
kind are being manufactured on all sides. Negotiations with the | 50 A 
British Government have fallen through, and all possibility of an the British Museum into cavalry 
amicable arrangement is past. We may expect the worst. | hopeless. 


(By TgLEGRAM.) | 
The fleet from the South Pole is reported as having passed the 
Canaries, on its way to England. There is no doubt that the invasion 


will be formidable. 
(From A CoRRESPONDENT.) 

I have visited all the seaports on the South Coast. Great alarm is . , . 
prevalent everywhere, as the Government has, as yet, made no| The War Secretary replied that be bak ~ e time received no 
preparation whatever to meet the impending invasion. | official information on the subject and could therefore——. 
| (The proceedings were here interrupted by the entry of the army of 


(PARLIAMENTARY ReEpPoRT.) tyr 
Mr. Soansoe asked the Secretary for War whether he had received | the South Pole, who arrested all the hon. members. The sittings of 


information of the forthcomiag invasion of the British Islands by the the House are understocd to be adjourned sine die. 
South Pole fleet. ‘ ——————SSS== 
The Secretary for War replied that as yet he had received no 
a eg information on the subject, and therefore knew nothing 
about it. | 





(PARLIAMENTARY Report.) 

Mr. Soansoe asked the War Secretary whether he had received 
| information as to the taking of London by the South Polians; of 
| the turning of the British Museum into cavalry barracks; and of the 
_ fact that the South Polians were at that moment in the lobby of the 
| House ? 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


Tuat Lord Beaconsfield has declined to be present at the opening 

(From 4 NewspaPek CoRRESPONDENT.) | of a new pier, on the ground that it is too suggestive of an inquest. 

The South Polians have unfortunately taken Dover and South- That Dr. Mundi was sent for to Princess Nathalie of Servia in a 

ampton, and are advancing on the metropolis. lt is unfortunate that | moment of weekness. That Mr. E. Jenkins is being recommended to 

the Govern ment are taking no steps to check the invasion. | consumptives as a Radical cure. That the latest Welsh luxury is a 

(PARLIAMENTARY REPORT.) penny Icetedfod. That the new member for Bucks will be “ Lord 

Mr. Soansce asked the War Secretary whether he had received | Cottesloe’s son, M.P.” That Mr. Harvey, the Portemouth coroner 

information that the army of the South Pole were advancing on the | will retire after the Thunderer inquest in order to lighten his labours. 
metropolis ? That “the Bull by the Horns” is to be seen at Kennington. 
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OFFICE, Wednesday, August 30, 1876. 


[CartToon. ] 


RETIRING FROM BUSINESS. 


O_p Bex. Well, Missus, I fancy I'm do:e with the shop,— 
I've got through a good bit of work in my time, 
Hat I'm hardly as strong as [ was in my prime ; 

And so it's far best to bring things to a stop. 
1) \e mind that it’s forty or more years «zo 
i swore I'd succeed ere I closed the concern ? 
i ve domerst. And now we'll relax for a turn. 
It's jolly bard work—all who've tried at it know. 
So up with the shutters, look after the till, 
Then away to the side of the ocean. 
It’}] worry our neighbour, Dis’tablishment Bill, 
To see us depart, I've a notion. 


FUN 


Mrs. Rew. But still, Benny, love, won't it be very slow ? 
it’s all nice and bright for a time as a swell, 
But soon worries come—as I'm able to tell, 
Then you ll change your ideas of the shop being low. 
Oft I've heard of the vow that you made in times past, 
And it’s hetter as ‘tis than for you to have failed, 
Sut still the old shop ‘Il be often bewailed ; 
And you)! emg yourself back where you led till the last. 
Bots. . Sill, up with the s utters, jour work is all done, 


No longer we care for the Rads’ tone; 
Our business is over, hail pleasure and fun,— 
And a fig for our neighbour, old Gladstone! 


——o 


Tur cases of one or two incorrigible beggars recently heard at our 
Police-courts have been strangely leavened by the conviction of a poor 
woman for illegally pawning some shirts entrusted to her care. A 
widow, working nearly body ard soul out to support herself and three 
children, falls behind in her rent, and when nine-and-sixpence is due, 
has the brokers in at a further charge upon her poverty and distress of 
five-and-sixpence. The broker having promised to go out for a week 
if his costs are paid, the poor wretch in desperation takes the shirts, 
pawns them for six shillings. and with the extra coppers buys bread 
for her hungry children. Mi: d, the woman hasan excellent character, 
she is hardworking and hither‘o honest, and so she sets out to obtain 
the relief which we are told is Organised specially in behalf of such 
asshe. We forbear to follow her on her weary tramp from Police- 
court to Organisation Society, from ** Organisers” to “ Relievers ”’— 
the detail is too @egrading to our humanity,if not to our notions of 
svetemisation Suffice it tosay that, though persistent and persevering 

to desperation, she did not g:t relief bevond what she unight have got 
:n one hour by appesling to a disorganised public in a disorganised 
manner. But she did get locked up fer illegally pledging the 
shirts, and the magistrate, grieving that he had no alternative, fined 
her one shilling and the amount of the pawning. We regret to state 
thet. in the face of the Organisation which costs so much that there is 
nothing le ft to give away, and which had succeeded in binging the 
woman toa sense of the swiftness of justice as compared with mercy, 
—that in the face of all this, a gentleman holding a hizh position in the 
Court Pp iid the mone y for the pawner, and she was liberated. An act 
which cannot be too much reprobated, as tending to disorganise all the 
arrangements which Prove so positively that it is nec exsi ry for the 
inyworth of charity should be made not only to 





public good that sixp 








cost its donors eigh tee npence, but its recipients haif-a-crown. 
0 
Tre recommendation of a coroners jurv that a wife should be 


for “ sggravating”’ her husband until he?! 
and accidentally killed his child, has attracted perhaps move atte 
than itis worth. It only shows that the principle of natural selection, 
if }+ ft tco much in the hands of a summoning coflicer, may lead to some- 
what unnatural results. A jurv is supposed to be selected for the 
purpose of obtaining a verdict of the public without the trouble of a 
honse-to-house canvass, and it is only fair toimagine that a dozen men 
will asa rele represent all the fee'ing there is to be got out of a given 
subject Yct it seems it is possible to get together a dozen poor 
married men, all smartu g suflic len tly under their wrongs to feel for 
the poo! Te li yw who was sO BKK ly uywravat ted. Should it ever be our 
lot to be married, we shall take care to set up an «stablishment in the 


neighbourhood of the Se twelve pr od me n and true: 


censured 
nition 


A Rushin’ Sound. 

Prorrsson ILxaLouski, writing to the Ru:sti Mir, savs “ Ri ssia 
nlone is able to cut the Ea-tern knot by a firm and decisive werd.’ 
We fancy a firm and decisive Russian word is more likely to crack the 
Eastern jaw. If this surmise be not consonant with truth, then the 
language has been vowelly libelled. 
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rewa knife at her | 


fAvevaT JO, 


WAGNER’S TRYONOGY. 


(From ouR SpgeciaL CoRkEsPONDENT.) 
Bayreutn, Aug., 1876. 

Tue * Ring of the Nibbleyounguns”’ isa thing of the past. ‘ Git- 
terdammerungerneck’’ and * Hooki Walkiire” have delighted the 
Emperor of Prussia and Count Andrassy to such a degree that the 
former whistles Wagner morning, noon, and night, much to Augusta's 
| horror; and the latter his started a system for dividing diplomatic 
notes intc sharps, flats, and naturals. I will not imitate other corre- 
spondents and describe Wagner's chimneypots and back hair, neither 
will I waste columns upon banners, lodging-houses, shop-windows, 
and the usaal tallbackupon of the Special. No, sir, [ will procee] at 
once to lay before your readers the plot and action of this remarkable 
| drama, taken down in shorthand bya young friend of mine who 
speaks the language like a native. For your convenience I have not 
divided the various dramas into heads, but worked them up into one 
harmonious whole. : 





ACT I.—Beneath the Sea. 

(The Stage represents the bottom of the ocean. As curtain rises, Vaxv- 
HUNTA, the demon of the sea, is in earnest conversation with Fiscuta, @ 
mermaid. VAakDHUNTA’S imps, TARLETONIA, LEININGENIBUS, §¢., are 
wn attendance.) 

VAKDHUNTA. B>» mine, sweet maid, be mine I pray, 
And name at once the happy day ; 
No rest will poor Vardhunta know 
Till you accept him as your beau. 

( Music suggestive of shipwreck, unrequited love, impudcnce, and heeping- 

it-dirk.) 

Sees’t thou, my Vard, above the foam 

‘the vessels of an island home. 

If you would claim me for a bride, 

No wish of mine must be denied. 

Let my first bidding straight be done: 

Bring me those vessels one by one, 

And when the last beside me lies, 

My hand and heart shall be the prize. 


(Chorus.— LEININGENIBUS and TARLETONIA.) 


Take her offer, noble master, 
We will help you aJl we know; 
Every kind of sea-disaster 
Soon shall send the lot below. 
(VARDHUNTA accepts Fiscuta’s offer, and rises with his imps to the 
surface. Music suagestive of rams, fogs, champagne, funnels, explosions, 
and the bump of destruction.) 


ACT II.—Vhitechappellen by Moonlight. 


(Grand scenic effect. Shops tiluminated with gas, stalls with naphtha, 
cindles in first-floor fronts, Meeting of gods outside the great yates of 
LONDONPAVILLIONEN. Muste suggestive of fried fish and pickled Q. A 
god strikes magie wood, which yives fo th flame, and applies it to magic 
machine in his mouth. He instantly ejects large volumes of smoke. 
NV.B. One of the finest effeets in the drama—brought down the house.) 


First Gop. How fine the retribution in that final scene 
Where Lighthausfield requests the haughty Queen 
To hold her hand, nor hide his splendid name 
Beneath a title all unknown to fame. 


S:coxp Gop. I marked it well, and when with scornful face 
She bade his mind some three month’ steps retrace 
‘To when he thrust a bauble on her head, 
Whi se sickly ray her own bright gem o’erspread. 
Thirp Gop. He did but act, he wants the title well. 
He hath a love beneath the ocean’ swell, 
Half fish. half nymph, who lives in coral caves, 
For her it is so strangely he behaves. 
{he man I wed must be an Earl,” she told him. 
lle took the hint—an Earl you now behold him. 
U KSIC sug Jestive of @ Very yood man gone wrong, marryitg Jor pesiiion, 
and Barly fo rise.) 


ACT III.—Cellars of Wrathschildi, in the Kingdom of Gold. 


(SouTHCOATER and WATHSCHILDA are seited on heaps of bar si-ver, 
diamonds ard emeralds gleam upon the walls. 
sovereigns dazzles the spectator. N.B. Sir, I think this was the finest 
scene in the Tryonegy ; I wanted to get on the stag.) 


Fiscula. 


/ 
\* 


WRATHSCHILDA. ‘Then you really mean to wed this mermaiden ? 
SovrucoaTgE. I will die in her tins. Bat, alas! she imposes one 
condition. She has set her heart upun having the Suez Canal, and 


she will not be mine till I get it. 
WhratTHscHILpa. It 1l cost a lot o’ money, won't it ? 
Sovrucoates. Oh, ge-enerous friend! Lend methe wherewithal, 
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and I wil! pay thee a good commission. My Fischia will reward 

thee with a smile. ; 
Wrarnecattpa. I'll do without the smile, and let you have the 

coin at five per cent. 
Sovutucoatss. My per-server! (They embrace.) 
(Music expressive of paying for your whistle, a mermaid’s charms, and the 
Knedive in Queer-street. Wat. hands the money to SouTu.) 
Sovrucoater. It's fourpence short, but—no matter! I will buy 
the Canal, and away with it to my fair Fischia’s cave. 
ACT 1V.—Beneath the Sea again. 

(Fiscuta seated in a coral eave. Enter VarpuHuntA bearing a fleet, 
LIGHTHAUSFIEBLD with a coronet, and SouTHCOATEB with the Suez 
Canal in his pocket. They start on beholding each other. Mu‘uac 
explanations.) 

Chorus. —VARDHUNTA, LIGHTHAUSFIELD, and SovuTHCOATER. 


You very wicked hussy, you have shamefully illusied us, 
You’ve hurt our tender feelings and our little self-esteem ; 
In our conscientious scruples you have terribly contusied us,— 

Have you really promised all of us, or is it but a dream ? 


Ligutuavusriztp. For thee, fair nymph, I sacrificed my name 
To herd with dotards, deaf and blind and lame. 
Sourncoatre. For thee I bought the Isthmus far away, 
For which so heavily 1 had to pay. 
Varpuunta. FR thee, false maid, I've collared half the fleet. 
Is this the way your own dear Vard you treat? 
Go to, false hearts, I did but play you tricks ; 
Begone at once, poor ninnies—cut your sticks. 
Lieut. Oh, if i'd known this, 1’d never have been an Earl. (Remorse.) 
Varp. Oh, if I'd known this, I'd never have ruined the Navy. (Rage.) 
Souru. Oh, if I’d known this, I’d never have bought the Canal. (Deapair.) 
(Noise heard 1 distance. Three monsters approach. Hauskotorps 
swallows up LIGHTHAUSFIELD. Pustic INDIGNATION destroys VARD- 
HUNTA, and SovTHCOATEE ’s chained to HAusEOCOMMONS whom he has 
to lead till tt turns upon him and crushes hin—whteh isn’t long.) 


P.S. Dear Sir,—This is only half the drama, but Wagner told me 
that it typifies, in the person of the three men and the nymph, people 
being mixed up with Fischia fairs. I don’t quite see it, do you? 


FIscuia. 


A GLEAM OF HOP. 


A GENTLEMAN writes to the leading daily to show that by covering 
a ship with a sheet of canvas it becomes when sunk a “‘ diving bell 
from which air pumps would easily expel the water.” He also 
proceeds to relate some experiments, which s°em to consist of covering 
up small ships with sheets of eanvas and sinsing them to be subse- 
quently resurrected. His argument is devoted to the benefit of the 
Vanguard. Unfortunately for this would-be benefactor of our Navy, 
among other small matters neglected by Admiral Tarleton was the 
enshrouding of the ship in a complete suit of canvas before sinking it. 
‘Yo this want of ordinary foresight, in admirals as well as in ordinary 
mortals, is due the fact that the bed of the ocean is at present strewn 
with innumerable wrecks which might otherwise have been easily 
lifted. Tnis must be seen to in future. 


Bidding Him A-jew. 

A prorkK-BUTCHER Of Maidstone, proud of the fact that Mr. Disrae’i 
first sat in Parliament for that borough, proposes that a Conservative 
banquet shall be held in honour of the Premier's elevation to the 
peerage. Remembering all things, we should think, if this Con- 
servative banquet does take place, 15 ought to be Conservative enough 
to exclude gentlemen of the porkbutchering ‘‘ persuasion,” as well 
as the handiwork of which they are so proud. ‘The proposition is a 
porcine of the “ eternal fitness of things,’ as arranged at Maidstone. 


Attorney Gave Them. 

Some of our contemporaries are bullving the Attorney-General for 
re-opening the Bravo case. ‘Ihe real sting of the whole thing is that 
he allowed it to be closed while there was a “special verbatim”’ to be 
got out of it. To kick the rind of a sucked orange on to the dustheap 
seems the proper thing to do now. 


A Joint Note. 

AccorpinG to report, the great Powers are preparing a joint note, 
which they will present to Turkey, complaining ot her barbarous con- 
duct of the present struggle. Preparinz a joint note, are they? 
Well, it’s time someone sent in the butcher's bill. 


Tur Duke of Wellington is at Margate. It is his Waterlieu. 
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GOING AWAY! 


Goop-nrg to the town. Ill escape from its yoke, 
And rush from the turmoil, the slums, and the smoke, 
‘That cause me to swear, though I'm meek. 
I'}l flee for a while from all trouble and care— 
Away to the coast I'll skedaddle, and there 
Endeavour to swallow a little fresh air. 
I'm going away for a week! 


Good bye to my inkstand —adieu to my pen— 
Farewell to the office —(I'd call it the den, 

Did I my true sentimen: speak ) 
I’}l revel at Kamegate—I li bathe, and I'll yacht— 
Or lounge on the shore, at that holiday spot, 
And labour aud !edyers shall t:ouble me nut. 

I'm going away for a week! 


The pebble-strewn beach I'll intensely explore, 

I ll gather the seaweed that lies on t e shore, 
And often at noonduay 1’ll seek 

Retirement, and doze o’er a book in the shade: 

l’ve thought, too, of buying a bucket and spaae, 

And dig, like the children; but then, I'm afraid 
4 can't do it aid in a week! 


Good gracious, the thought of it’s something sublims! 
Just fancy a week !—an incredible time ! 
No wonder I joyfully shriek ! 
In fact, I can scarcely believe that it’s true. 
Imigine my joining tse holiday-crew ! 
1 li go, and I'll pack up a garment or two, 
And toddle away—yur a week ! 








NEW PEERS. 


We understand that immediately after the reassembling of Parlia- 
ment the following gentlemen will be removed to the tlouce of Lords: 

Mr. Ward Hunt, as Karl of Covangarden and Buron Kamrain of 
Sinkshipton ; Sir Stafford Northcote, as Lord Pennyon of Incomtaxem. 

The leadership of the House will then devoive upon Mr. Butt or 
Meejor O'Gee, or some other prominent supporter of the Goverument 
duriag the recent session, We have retrained from mentioning 
a member of the Government as leader of the house, as it is understood 
feelings are so tender on this point, a word might lead to blows. 


The Land o’ I 


‘Scotch TxistLe” senda a piteous appeal to the Times anent “The 
Burghs Gas bill,” copies of which cauuvt be obtained because the 
Queen's printer has takeu his family to Margate, or for some equally 
sensible reason. He says —** he gas and otuer i efuse is emptied int 
our noble streams and burns.” 1é must be queer gas which is 
emptied imto noble streams and buras. Perhups it requires @ very 
wet meter. 





A Galloner. 


Tug Datly Telegraph recommends as a drink this hot weather “a 
gallon of boiling water poured upon four ribston pippins, and then 
allowed to cool slowly.” ‘The publicans in KF lect-street are so struck 
with the idea that they have stucix up notices io their windows to this 
effect:—‘ A Gallon of Boiling and four Kibstons, One Shilling. 
N.B.—Customers requiring this beverage will picase give eight hours 
notice, and wait outside till it’s ready.” 


————____ ___ 


Writ ‘Icon ”-1cal, 

A NEWSPAPER that ought to know bett:r refers to the Manning of 
the Mercantile Navy asa ‘‘cordinal question’? And yet the zeet o: 
the article goes to prove that, in the mind of the writer, the Bul joct 
is, indeed, nv joke. 





Old Bucks aud New Ones. 

A CONSERVATIVE candidate in the room of the Premier in the 
Buckinghamshire field has turned up in the shape of the Hon. T. F. 
Fremautle. Let him take up the Fremantle of the late Mr. Disraeli 
if he can. 


Conscience Money. 

Wuy should we feel surprise at persons sending what th y call 
‘‘conscience money” to the Chancellor of the txchequer? it is 
quite logical for them to fling their coin away, for they evidently 
possess untoll’d wealth. 





Wuewn is a constable like a dogi— When he's K 9, 


a ————— 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 


Dispere threatens 
to last the whole of 
the dead season as to 
Mr. Disraeli’s pro- 
bable successor in 
the Lower House. 
What a pity the 
practical business of 
the nation can't be 
settled like that 
which is merely pro- 
fitable, by right of 
birth. — Gentleman 
bets and then wants 
his money back. 
Having lost, he dis- 
covers betting to be 
a very wicked prac- 
tice. This is the true 
secret of turf mora- 
lity. = Doctor in the 
North writes to pa- 
pers to suggest a 
cure for mild cholera. 
It is, wrap yourself 
in blankets, and sit 
as close as possible 
to a roasting fire so 
as to breathe the hot 
air. To us the mild 
cholera seems much 
preferable to the 
medical treatment. 

- Field Marshal 
Von Wrangel has 
just celebrated 
eighty years’ of ser- 
vice in the Prussian 
army. There's a 
good chance open 
forhim. At his age 
he is just eligible 
for service among 
our own senicrs who 
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Awful joke made on 
the Moors. ‘‘ Bea- 
consfield not a bad 
choice fora title ?”’ 
‘*No, when I first 
heard of it, I said if 
it wasn’t true it was 
Ben trovato!” =— 
Among many other 
drinks recommended 
for the hot weather 
is cold beef tea. Un- 
fortunately those 
who recommend it 
don’t say if it is 
taken with milk and 
sugar or ad la Russe. 
== An American pa- 
per boasts that in 
Michigan there is a 
baby which, though 
two weeks old, 
weighs only a pound 
and a half. The 
weight is by no 
means the most ex- 
traordinary point, or 
shouldn’t be. Three 
years ago this same 
baby was then only 
two weeks old—and 
has never aged since. 
= Emperor of 
Austria saves a boy’s 
life at some small 
risk. Much ink spilt 
on subject. (We 
don’t mean on the 
boy.) Why should 
everyone be aston- 
ished to find an 
Emperor possessed 
of bravery and hu- 
manity? = Bar- 
barous beast pulls 
off seven inches of a 
horse’stongue. In- 
dignant magistrates 
sentence him to six 
months’ imprison- 
ment. He might 
have got that with 
half the trouble, == 
American discovers 
a way of walking on 
the water. He 
thinks of taking a 
pedestrian tour to 
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ness has acted on 
other dignitaries 
with regard to poor 
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THE TIME, FORK I MUST BE GOIN’! 


QUESTION! 


An indignant person writes to a contemporary, complaining in the 
most bitter terms, that offers are being made from all parts of Europe 
to serve in Prince Milan’s army. The writer is very angry that there 
should be found people ready and willing to kill and be killed ata 
price, even though they may have no quarrel with their antagonists, 
and he uses the word “ mercenarics”’ in a way intended to be dread- 
fully offensive. As the indignant persons who rush into print on the 
smallest possible provocation are nothing if not logical, we should like 
to ask how much of a quarrel between nitions is as a rule shared or 
understood by the soldiers who go out to shoot and get shot, at so 


‘‘Bepan, AN’ IF YOU'D KISS ME TWICE AGIN BEFORE you po, I’pD BE NBVER FORGETTIN’ 
old Pio Nono. THE TIME, WHETHER YoU T&LL IT ME OR NoT!”’ 
e 


lieve him. And he'll 
| get paragraphs—in 
| the silly season. 


\ 








much a day, even though they do intimately represent the countries 
that are at war? And, what is more to the point, whether the worst 
of them, mercenary or not, doesn’t understand a good deal more of 
what he is about than do any of the offensive scribblers who are 
allowed to flounder in the columns of a paper when news is scarce, 
and add to the idiotcy of a period whose idiotcy has already passed 
into a proverb ? 





Hardingened. 
Str HarpinGe Girrarp, the Solicitor-General, is still'without a seat. 
Under the circumstances, his title is a mockery. It ‘should be Her 
Majesty’s Solinonciter. 
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Aveust 30, 1875.} 


SENTIMENT. | 


He said, “* We may be happy yet!” 
He said these words, and smiled. 

That smile I never can forget, 

I felt repaid full many a debt | 
Incurred through ardour wild. | 


‘‘ We'll fly, my love, to where the wave 
Laps lovingly the strand, 

Where mariners have found a grave, 

Or shown themselves the bravest brave— 
We'll ily there hand-in hand. 


*“Come, tread with me the quarter. deck, 
And view the scene around— 

Of carnage once, «8s well as wreck, 

Of pirates hung up by the neck,— 
"Tis history's hallowed ground. 


* Yon tower see, with rampart grey 
And mossgrown, ruined, sere——”’ 
Just then, tricked out in war’s array, 
Came ships upon our joyous way. 
Next William cried, “ We're here!”’ 


“We're here!” repeated he with joy. 

‘“Come! what's expense to mer 
North Woolwich stands without alloy, | 
For here we can our time employ | 


On Holland’s Shilling Tea!” | 


His Sultanship. 


Ir is stated on good authority that sympatky with | 
the Servians is at fever heat in St. Petersburg, and | 
that hatred for Turkey and all connected with her is 
openly expressed. ‘This must be very disagreeable for | 
the Duchess of Edinburgh, whose husband is always 
about with the Sudtan. Lut then he’s abit of a Turk 
himself. 


The Parsons Again. | 


Mr. Cuar¥s Parsons, butcher, has been found guilty | 
of cutting off a cat’s tail and flinging it out of window. | 
For this he received one month’s imprisonment. Havin 
cut the cat who had but one tail, whata pity the magistrate | 
didn't let the one with nine tails cuthim! The sentence | 
would have been caudally received by the public. 


FALLACIOUS NOTIONS. 


Ir is a mistake to suppose that five and four can be made ten by the 
exercise of exceptional skill in arithmetic. Your family solicitor, 
however, might contrive to make three and four six-and-eight, though 
of course only to oblige you as a client. 

It is unreasonable to argue that a “ promising young actor”’ at an 


amateur representation is any better worth seeing by reason of his | 


promises. An actor should be not merely capable of promising. He 
ought to he able to perform. 





Smith :—* Wuy, Brown, OLD BOY, WHAT THE DICKENS—— ! 


Brown :—“ Goop IDEA, 
TOWEL TOGGERY ! 
INTO YOUK CLOTHES—AND THERE YOU ARE!”’ 
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AIN T IT? INVENTED IT MYSELF—THE TURKISH 
Go FOR A BATHE; NO TKOUBLE TO DRY YOURSELF; JUST JUMP 





_chambers in the Temple) who requests you ever so politely to ‘‘ call 


next day waiting for you with his cheque-book before him. 


again to morrow”’ for a little account is certain to be there all the 
Indeed, 
frequent instances have happened of gentlemen under such circum- 
stances being compelled to ‘ sport their ouk”’ indefinitely, or, in other 


| words, to go out of town that evening on urgent business. 


It is idle to imagine that a model trades-unionist can behave with | 


generous forbearance towards a ‘ knobstick,” except in a romantic 
domestic drama as lately tried at the Olympic. 


In real life the model | 


creature would be far more likely to remove him from his-er path-er | 


as a knobstickle to his cherished schemes for raising the rate of wages. 


How te would procced to do this must depend on circumstances; but | 
if you carefully divide the word “ knobstick” into two syllables you | 


may get a hint of one way at least. 

it 1s foolish to assume that a cabman who indignantly ejaculates 
‘* Hulloa!”’ and desires his fare to tell him ‘‘ What’s this here?’’ is 
in any real uncertainty as to the nature or value of the circular object 
which he is at the same time exhibiting on his extended palm. In 
nine cases out of ten he is perfectly well aware that it is a coin of the 
realin, lawfully current in England, and representing something well 
over his legal fare. 

It is childish to lend faith to the assertion that visitors to Sheerness 
are limited in the matter of food to Sheer-nessessaries! The notion 
origitated, we believe, with little Gadsby, the comic vocalist, who, 
being a punster by profession, cannot be relied on. The fact is that 
during that entertaining fellow’s brief engagement at the Sheerness 
Symposium his breakfast-table— (ungrateful wretch !)— groaned under 


the weight of the indigenous shrimp; nor did the winkle—so familiar | 


to scjourners in that delightfully dirty watering-place— often fail to 
thed its exhilarating influences. 
It bitrays ignorance cf the world to fancy that a gentleman (say in 


THE LAST STRAW! 


I’ut freely admit I’ve a loathing — 
A loathing I fail to repress— 

For modern arrangements of clothing — 
For all ths vagaries of dress. 

Alas, I’m too often a prey to 
The swallow-tail coat, and cravat. 

But one thing I'll never give way to, 
And that is the “chimney-pot " hat! 

Though Fashion a changeable lass is, 
She thinks to be blindly obeyed ; 

But who’s to wear “‘ hats”’ when the g/ass is 
At ninety degrees in the shade ? 

Yet, day after day, am I gre-ted 
By some fashion-fo!lowing flat, 

Who says one’s attire’s not completed, 
When minus a “ chimney-pot’”’ hat! 


However, I'm not to be caught so— 
I flatter myself that [’m sane! 
By Jove! here’s the “‘ missus ”’—I thought so— 
She'll open the subject again : 
And say “ that Society figured 
In similar head-gear to that.” 
Let S ciety go and be jiggered!— 
I won’t wear a “ chimney-pot’’ hat! 
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Directors have no consideration for an 


The Gentlemen who must have something to do when they travel. 
** Directors, sir! 


(ahem !) who can’t make room@for a lady. 





The 


” and who ‘‘summonses’’ the 
minutes late. 


he holds a ticket. 


ON TRAVELLING.—SOM: 


Company when the train is two 





Tbe Gentleman who never can find room in the class (8rd) for which 


The Gentleman whose ‘‘ time is money, 
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THE REWARD OF MERIT. 


Tuer Holiday Season having set in severely, Mr. Fun gave permis- 
si n to two youthful and energetic m: mbers of his staff to travel and 
record their adventures. It will be seen that, starting in a vers 
originsl manner, they soon came upon a very original adventure. 
Salt will be supplied at the cfiice for those who require it; and as it 
cannot very well be expected that these two gentlemen will under 
present circumstances care to continue contributing, tenders for their 
vacated situations will be received, if properly marked and post-paid. 





of eee all things, 
h/ we have not done so 


much amiss, Mr. Editor, 
since you gave us per- 
mission to become your 
travelling correspond- 
ents. Wewere not over- 
burdened with money it 
is true; but then we had 
the inestimable advan- 
tage of being allowed to 
zo as we liked, to choose 
our own towns, as well 
as our own travelling 
companions. Liberty is 
always sweet, and on 
this occasion it made up 
to us for the insufficiency 
of our sugar, which 
amounted in the main 
to nine -and - eleven - 
pence -halfpenny, all 
told. Not much, you 
may say, with which to 
start upon a holiday 
trip ; but then we had light hearts, clear consciences, and an allowance 
from you, sir, of a penny a mile per day. We can present that to you 
for yourself now. 

It wasn’t half a bad notion of Smith’s that we should go disguised 
as ‘* buskers ’’—that is, as nigger-minstrels, and for at least a month 
before the day of starting we not only rehearsed at home, but set out 
serenading the people in public-houses at night. And so we were 
pretty well prepared to work our way. ‘The chief difficulty was with 
the grease and lampblack, but we soon got over that by arranging 
when it was once on to keep it there. This also did away with what 
is to all tourists a very expensive item—that of washing ; and the deep 
tone left by it on the skin will always pass very well for sunburns. 

We didn’t make much progress at first, as we wanted to try the 
effect of our ‘‘ business’’ on the wayside before opening on the sands, 
and so we stopped very often, I am sorry to say without much success. 
At our first few pitches we struck up the new melody— 


“Oh, Milly was a maiden fair, 
And laughing was her eye; 
She wore her bonnet on her hair, 
And didn’t look a guy ’’— 
which we had expected to stamp us at once and for ever as onlys 
and originals wherever blackfaced minstrelsy was krown. But 
evidently our audiences had not been cultivated to the true point, and 
we were ordered off in a way which didn’t augur well for our hopes. 
Soon, however, we were more fortunate. We stopped opposite a 
private house in the outskirts of Woolwich, and though I was rather 
despondent, and wished to try a melody which was not devoted to 
minstrel pathos, Smith was inexorable, and again~we started with 
“‘ Milly,”’ he leading and playing banjo, and I chiming in with seconds 
and the tambourine. The result was indeed surprising. 
Just as we had got into the second verse, and were singing— 
‘Oh, Milly had a magic way 
Of laughing when she spoke, 
I’ve watched her as she made the hay 
Or counted up the coke ’’— 


the door of the house opened, and I should have stopped playing and 
made tracks had it not been that Smith kept on in the most unper- 
turbed and professional manner. And when I saw the man who 
opened the door held in his hand a foaming pot of porter, and that on 
a tray were two chunks of bread and cheese, I also played up and 
sang with double voice, as I felt that there is after all in this world 
much reward for real worth if man will only bide his time. So away 
we rattled with the third stanza, which begins— 
“ Yes, Milly’s heart was all her own, 
Her fancy yet was free, 
For tho’ her infancy was flown 
She'd never yet seen me!’’— 
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when the man with the pot of porter became violently agitated, and 
at once commenced to shed tears. Fearful lst anything should happen 
to the provender, I walked up the steps and took it from him, and as 
I did so he said in faltering accents— 

‘‘ Missus says you're to eat and drink as much as yer can, and then 
she'll see yer. She's aving a fit now, but she ll Le quite ready by the 
ilme you are.”’ 

We sat down, and with appetites sharpened by our long walk from 
London and our previous failures, made a hearty meal; and let me te!l 
you, sir, that much as you may, lounging in the lap of luxury, object 
to the “‘lap”’ of coalheavers, there are worse things in this w¢ rid than 
porter when ncthing else is to be got. By the time we had done, and 
were wondering whether there were any coppers to follow, the man 
reappeared, and said in sepulchral tones, heightened by the fact that 
he had evidently been weeping bitterly— 

‘“*’Ave yer ad enough? If so, follow me. 
but fear not.” 

I felt that I was turning pale beneath my lampblack, and trembling 
inside my striped red costume. Scarcely daring to look at Smith, who 
I could see was in even a worse condition, I followed the summoner, 
and when the door clanged behind us, and we heard the sound of 
weeping and wailing at the end of the passage, we were both, as we 
afterwards discovered on comparing notes, inclined to run away. 
But we need not have been in any way afraid, as the sequel will show. 

The man who was showing us in stopped at the door of the room 
from which the sounds proceeded, and throwing it open wide, 
motioned us to pass in; then closed it behind us. And this is what we 
saw. An elderly lady, with the whitest hair possible, dressed in a 
riding habit and a tall hat. An elderly gentleman, also with white 
hair, and with a very white beard. He was clad in a field-marshal’s 
uniform, with cocked hat and feathers, and wielded a drawn sword 
with great dexterity. The lady, who was weeping bitterly, carried a 
heavy hunting crop, and was fencing vigorously with the old gentle- 
man, who was also crying his hardest. Both were on horsebaek, and 
the fiery animals in their curvettings nearly fell off the edge of the 
dining-table, the plateau of which formed the field of battle. Under- 
neath was litter for the horses, as well as plum cake, and many other 
minor matters. As we entered they desisted, and with great courtesy 
asked us to be seated. 

“And so you are the gentlemen who sang the song about Milly. 
Sing it again.” 

We started off, afraid to even hesitate, and when we came to the 
verse which runs— 


“Then Milly gave a sudden shriek, 
And said ‘ Oh tell me why 
You beat all other men for cheek f ” 
Then sat her down to cry’’— 


the tears ran rapidly down the faces of the old Jady and gentleman- 
When we had done, they wiped their eyes, and the lady with great 
dignity said— 

‘*T daresay you wonder what all this means. I will tell you. Fifty 
years ago I was married to that gentleman, and in due course we had 
a daughter who was all your song describes for wit and beauty. One 
day she died, and we swore that until we were satisfied that her 
memory had been done justice to we would never leave this house. 
Since then, for more than thirty years we have remained indoors, 
mourning and amusing ourselves as you have seen us. But your grand 
and pathetic song of to-day releases us from our vow, and now we 
shall go out again into the world and be of it once more. Receive, 
then, the reward of merit, and remember that while we live there is 
always more to be had for the asking.”’ 


With that she produced a bushel-basket full of thousand-pound 
notes done up in bundles of a thousand each, and gave me not only a 
bundle, but a few extra notes to make sure; then served Smith the 
same. The old gentleman got off his horse, and presenting each of us 
with a magnificent diamond ring and a cocked hat, a collection of 
which he also kept in a bushel-basket, bade us an affectionate farewell. 
_ And (finding there was nothing else forthcoming, we took our 
departure. 


Be silentand respectful, 


Paper Choler. 


Some letters in the Times cast considerable doubt on the statement 
of a clerical gentleman, that, among other tourist triumphs, he and 
two companions succeeded in getting their washing done at about one- 
and-ninepence a head each. Many suggestions are made as to how 
the usual exorbitant hotel charges for the washing of shirts and socks 
were avoided. And some writers seem even angry. While none suc- 
ceed in seeing that, to people who travel on the very cheap trip, the 
articles anxious and indignant writers lay most stress on are quite un- 
known, If they doubt our veracity, let them turn their attention 
from the Times, and inquire of that much more gentlemanly authority, 
the original organ of the Amateur Casual. 
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Katy :—‘‘ TL. rev, you wHat. Let's AL SIT ON HIS HEAD! 





DEAD-SEA FRUIT. 


Tue din of war was hushed a while, the smoke had rolled away, 
And stretched beneath a starry sky, a sleeping army lay. 
It was but for a breathing space—a paltry skirmish won— 


‘The warning note would sound * To Arms!’’ ere rose the morrow’s sun. 


Apart from all the chieftain stood, his head upon his breast, 
And strangely to his trembling lips his trusty blade was prest ; 
In many a hundred bloody fights his saviour it hud been, 

And on it’s gleaming sides the dent of fearful blows was seen. 


With tear-dimmed eyes he kissed it thrice, then flung it swiftly down, 
And strode to where his monarch held aloft a golden crown ; 

There hurriedly he loosed the clasps that his worn armour bound, 

Yet winced at every clank it made in falling to the ground. 


‘* And so you choose,’ the monarch said, “‘to end your days in peace, 
And with to-night your doughty deeds of active warfare cease. 
Then place upon thy brow, I pray, the noble’s crown of gold, 
And let these robes of costly stuff thy well-scarred limbs enfold.”’ 
° . . * * 
The morrow's sun had come at last, the roar of battle rose, 
With flashing swords a gallant band rode fiercely at their foes, 
Rut he, their leader yesterday, stood silent and apart, 
A heavy weight upon his brow, a he.vier on his heart. 
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TENDER SOLICITUDE. 


Tommy :—** Katy, Karty, I can’r wake Papa, THouGH I’vz ROLLED HIM AND ROLLED HIM, AND BEEN THUMPING HIS SHOULDERS 


| With eag-r eyes he watched the fight, his fingers clutched the air 


While at his side he sought in vain the sword no longer there. 
‘‘Oh, give me back my blade!” he cried; ‘‘ and take your tinsel toy— 
For helmet and cuirass again I'd give these robes with joy.” 


Too late! too late! with limping gait, his feeble compeers came, 

And cackled to the new-made lord about his ancient fame ; 

Then told him straight, with jeering look and many a mocking bow,— 
‘You were a hero yesterday ;—you’re but an upstart now!”’ 





Very Irish! 

A Goop specimen of the way in which Ireland would be ruled if left 
to the Irish, was given in Dublin this week. A public meeting, at 
which sticks and stones were freely used, although the disputants were 
‘* all on one side against the horrid Saxon,” was followed by a banquet, 
where glasses were thrown about with such good aim that the wrong 
people were hit, and where seditious songs were sung by those who 
would be all for Ireland were they not in the first place all for them- 
selves. One of these days we shall have to take these Irish at their 
word, and, having left them to the other Irish and mutual extermina- 
tion, proceed subseeuently to stock the place with Scotchmen, who 
care not the least in the world for Home Rule while they can do so 


| much better elsewhere. 
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“I find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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SMALLTALE. 


Tere is no truth 
in the rumour that 
the Charity Organi- 
sation Society is 
going to have a 
grand Organised 
jéte in aid of its 
funds at the Alex- 
andra Palace, with 
special performance 
on the self-sustain- 
ing Organ. Nor is 
it true that portrait 
models of all who, 
not being officials, 
have benefited by 
Organisation are to 
be added by the 
Messieurs Tussaud 
to the Room of 
Horrors.—It is said 
that the British 
juryman who wrote 
the other day to 
the Daily Tel-graph 
stating that “the 
British juryman is, 
asa rule, very pachy- 
dermatous,” has all 
his pachydermity in 
one place, or he 
would have dis- 
covered that before. 
—The report in a 
daily paper that 
Eblethrift, the mur- 
derer, said, two 
minutes before his 
execution, in answer 
to an cffer of brandy, 
that ‘‘he had re- 
solved never to take 
another glass of 
spirits so long as he 
lived,” is a ghastly 
pleasantry which, 
as originally written, 
was intended to lead 
up to the long drop 
as compared with 
the drop of short. 
Strange sub-editing, 
this !—No neat 
ence should be 
placed on therumour 
that the insurance 
offices decline to 
pay over the late fire 
in Turnmill-street 
because Messrs. 
Grant and Co. kept 
a full-sized gentle- 
man’s magazine on 
the premises without 
reckoning the extra 
risk.—It is stated 
openly in White- 
chapel, and we see 


4, MS 





no reason to contra- 
dict it, that Mr. 
Disraeli's earldom is 
only his first step in 
the peerage direc- 
tion — his first 
Beacon in that field. 
His ambition will 
never be satisfied 
with anything less 
than the title of 
Jewk.—The report 
in a contemporary 
that a local magnate 
= ~ of Sheerness has 
SUMMIT Tatty “put up a _ neat 
BEAL drinking fountain in 
Hn tt the High - street ” 
BCET is nearer the truth 
than was intended. 
It is arranged that 
all water drunk 
there _ shall _ be 
‘‘neat” and perfectly 
undiluted.—The 
amount of imitative 
faculty about just 
now is proved by 
the fact that people 
go about poisoning 
themselves with 
cyanide of potassium 
| just to show that 
deadly drugs are to 
be obtained in con- 
travention of the 
Act. Well, it very 
MW RY likely pleases them, 
Ta + PR and it doesn’t hurt 
ce AMNIT: an us. Still, it would 
aI ac be as well to give 
: hee a public warning that 
dy | ae Tee the first one who 
| A Fa — 
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fails in his attempt 
is to be prosecuted 
for plagiarism. 
Which, as everyone 
knows, is a most 
unishable offence 
in the eye of the 
English law.— A 
prize of fourpence 
halfpenny and a 
pound of yellow 
soap is to be given 
to any one who can 
explain why it is 
that all poor 
wretches who apply 
for relief from the 
advertisingly charit- 
able may be more 
than usually ‘sure 
their sin will find 


A DISTINCT DIFFERENCE. them out.” Appli- 


cations for the prize 


(Which will be fully appreciated by those who ride much in Metropolitan Tram-cars.) to be sent in to 


Stout Lady :—“‘ Room INsIDE FoR ONE?” 
Passenger (from interior, pathetically):—“ No, MA’AM, THERE'S NOT ROOM—BUT there's | Town Hall, 


the Old _ Soldiers’ 


| Hackney. 





SEPTEMBER. 


Au, how d’ye do, September? Come in and take a chair, 
For Time, the old oppressor, has sacked your predecesser 
(And August, you'll remember, we all considered fair) ; 
Se come inside, September, and kindly take a chair! 
Advice I'd fain be giving, ere you your work commence ; 
Don’t think me interfering,—don’t fancy that I’m jeering,— 
I wouldn’t spoil your “ living,” nor give the least offence, 
But counsel I'd be giving ere business you commence. 


Pray drop that nasty habit of stripping off the leaves ; 
You scatter them in showers,—and worse, you steal the flowers. 


Yes, that’s a nasty habit— your scattering the leaves. 


Your ways are apt to “nettle,” though doubtless kindly meant ; 
You always, ere you leave us, bring Michaelmas to grieve us,— 

We're then supposed to settle another quarter’s rent! 

Such ways are bound to “ nettle,’”” however kindly meant. 


A Choice of Titles. 

A DAILY paper gives an account of the marriage of the “wife of 
|W. Morgan, E-q., to Jane, daughter of H. Stamp, Esq.” Someone 
| sends to know if this can be considered & morganatic marriage. To 
_ our thinking it is more like an agreement under the Stamp Act. 


You see a rose—you “‘ grab” it, and break the spell it weaves : 
| 
| 
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08 FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 6, 1876. 
[Cartoown. ] 


GETTING NEAR THE TRUTH. 


Btnorp the greatest Powers 
Ass: mbled in the Fast. 

With nose gays all of flowers, 

Behold the greitest Powers 

(As if from fairy bowers) 

While gore around them showers ;— 
The founders of the feast, 


“ This might have been prevented,” 

Save Russia, with a grin. 

“Tf Turkey had repented 
All migtt have been prevented. 
I'm not a bit demented :' 
As I the game first scented, 

To stop it isa sin!” 

“ Tf I had only known it,”’ 
Says Bull, ‘as it's been done— 
If they had only shown ‘it 
In truth, I must have known it. 
Such work I cannot own it. 
I say, with guilty groan, it 
Should never have begun!” 
—o——_. 

INDEPENDENTLY Of its other claims on public reprobation, it seems a 
mcre than usually foul shame that such an outrage as the one perpe- 
trated recently on unoffending costermongers and other itinerant vendors 
in Leather-lane should have its origin in the name of religion. The 
only crime of which these wantons have been found guilty is their 
poverty, and though we are prepared to admit that this is a gross and 
unpardonable offence, it generally carries with it enough punishment 
of its own to render its possersors free from too much intolerant inter- 
ference. But the Holborn District Board of Works thinks that all 
people should be good and happy on Sunday whether they can afford 
it or not, and therefore proceeds to make them good and happy in its 
own way and according to its own notions of goodness and hay piness. 
About Clerkenwell and St. Andrews, Holborn, there are large colonies 
of poor wretches who, even if they had the money with which to buy 
food for the coming day, would have no place in which to keep such 
perishable articles as fa)] to their lot. There are also others to whom 
one day's rest from the labour of selling means one day's starvation. 
And so, in course of time, Leather-lane has come to be the common 
meeting ground of buyers and sellers on Sunday as well as on other 
days. But the Holborn District Board insists that these people shall 
be practical {n their piety, and that, no matter who suffers, the Lord's 
Day shall be observed in Leather-lane. One of their acts is worthy 
of attention from us and from all who care to remember in whose 
gentle and tender name it is done. A water-cart, charged with a 
strong solution of carbolic acid, was driven along the crowded 
thoroughfare, and the Christian mixture equirted impartially over 
everything and everybody. It is to be presumed, of course, that the 
members of the Board went to church after this, where they yed 
fervently and with pious feeling. But they were sinentiaielien in 
their duty after all if they didn’t take that water-cart with them, there 
to remain as a something too pure and too holy to be ever afterwards 
submitted to public profanation. 


APROPOS. 
Apropos of the Radstock inquiry, it stated that a Tyler was sent 
down because the cfliciuls required slating. When the captain com- 
municated the facts to the Board of Trade they told him to go to Bath, 


and he went. 
.lpropos of Mr. Butt's discovery of a detective at the Home Rule 


Free and Fasy, it has been stated the melodious Q C. gave notice of 
appeal to the Castle. He did more. He gave notice of a peeler. 

Apropos of the Thunderer inquest, we understand the details are 
sickley because they were got at in Harvey's time. 

Apropos of the rnewed discussion of the finding of the Balham jury 
in the daily papers, it is stated that if not injury'us to the money article, 
an anti-money article will be started in all of them. 

Apropos of Lord Beaconsfield, he denies that the net result of his 


administration is a coronet result. 


REASONABLE WRATH. 
Tue coster shook his fist and cried, 
‘* How can a cove be placid, 
When Boards o' Works, they up and goes, 
And squirts his Sunday market clo's 
With diabolic acid ?” 
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OUR OWN EASTERN INQUIRY. 





TREMENDOUS TURKISH SUCCESS. 
(From Ocr Conservative CoMMISSIONER BEFORE ALEXINATZ.) 
Tug Turks have gained a Complete Victory, capturing 20,000 
Servians and 100 guns. The Servians are utterly demoralised, and 
in disorderly retreat. There is no doubt as to the issue of the war. 





OVERWHELMING SERVIAN VICTORY. 
(Same date.) 


(From Our Lipgrat ComMIssIONER BEFORE ALEXINATZ.) 

The Servians have achieved an Unqualified Success, taking 20,000 
Turks and 100 guns. The Turks have lost all discipline, and are 
flying in disorder. The issue of the struggle admits of no doubt. 

(From Our Own ConsERVATIVE CoMMISSIONER.) 


In no human being are love of home, gentleness, humanity, 
sympathy, and morality more pre-eminent than in the ,Turkish 
irregular soldier. It is a positive fact that the authorities are so fully 
aware of the inability of a Bashi-Bazouk to live without something to 
love and cherish, that each soldier is provided with a milk-white pet 
lamb as part of his war outfit. I was present the other day at a most 
affec:'ing scene. A pet lamb belonging to one of the soldiers had just 
died, and amid the fast-falling sympathetic tears of the whole 
regiment of bearded men, the poor little creature was consigned to its 
last home in a wicker coffin decorated with flowers. As the last clod 
of earth fell over the innocent grave, the former owner of the gentle 
pet gave vent to one deep sob, and expired. He was subsequently 
buried in the same grave with his little companion, not an eye in the 
whole camp being dry. The brutal Bulgarians are in the habit of 
hanging up these gentle Bashi-Bazouks by the heels and flaying them 
alive at least a dozen times each. The Bulgarians are all alike— 
murderers, forgers, pickpockets, and cowards. Your Liberal Com- 
missioner is beneath contempt, anda liar. During the whole of my 
experiences here I have not seen one single case of atrocity being com- 
mitted by the Turks. 

(From Ovr LiseraL ComMISSsIONER.) 

I have been engaged during the last week in following your Con- 
servative Commissioner about, in the hope of finding out how he con- 
trives not to see any atrocities. Iam firmly convinced that he is a 
dissembler and a savage. He is at the present moment sitting on a 
heap of Bulgarian skulls, and writing letters to you. The Turkish 
soldiery are pillaging the town to the last stick. They have just 
burned fifty babies for taking part in the war. 

(From Our ConsERVATIVE COMMISSIONER.) 


The Turkish troops are just returning from making a few purchases 
in the town. I hear that some of the younger Bulgarians have just 
been executed for committing horrible crimes. I have found a rather 
hard seat on the outskirts of the town, and have availed myself of it 
to write these few lines to you. The lies and exaggerations of your 
Liberal Commissioner are unworthy of a dog. The son of a priest in 
the town, named Kjvgxgvtz Ligvovickz, has committed a most brutal 
assault on five harmless Bashi-Bazouks and has been (most un- 
willingly) executed, though in the gentlest way. 

(From Our Liperat ComMIssIONER.) 

The son (aged one year and two months) of a priest named 
Kjvgexgvtz Ligvovickz has just been skinned and burned by five 
Bashi-Bazouks just for the sake of fun. A dozen women were 
butchered yesterday in the presence of myself and your Conservative 
Commissioner, but he knows nothing about it. I have been in con- 
versation with him, and really his assurances that he has seen nothing 
are so frank and childlike as almost to bear the impress of truth. 
The Turks are just boiling a few old men to pass the time. 

(From Our CoNsEgVATIVE COMMISSIONER. ) 

Your sneak of a Liberal Commissioner talks about the butchery of 
a dozen Bulgarian women in my presence. I can only say J did not 
see anythirg of the sort. On the other hand I have just been witness 
of a most striking proof of the gentleness and affection of the Turkish 
soldiers. The son of the priest Kjvgxgvtz Ligvovickz having un- 
fortunately skinned and burned himself alive, his mother came into 
the Turk sh camp and was most abusive; but the Turkish soldiers 
were 80 Overccme with pity that each of them determined to adopt the 
old lady as hisown mother. This, however, being contrary to camp 
regulations, many of the soldiers signified their intention of dying 
rather than live under such unfeeling and brutal rules. The matter 
was at length arranged by the commander, Torcherum Bludsukkar 
Bey, settling the whole of his property on the bereaved parent. I 
may as well state that this custom of brutality by flaying themselves 
alive and ieaving themselves to die by the wayside is a common trick 
among the Bulgarians to throw dust in the eyes of Europe. J have 
not yet seen any Turkish atrocities. 
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(Fxom Ovr Lipgrat CoMMISSIONER. ) 


I have at last discovered why your Conservative Commissioner sees 
He is in the habit of tying a gree bandage with red 


no atrocities ! 
spots over his eyeatohem anything is about to happen! 


(Faom Ovr ConseRvATIVE COMMIS8I0NBR. ) 


Your Liberal Commissioner has been again wildly exaggerating. 
The bandage is only a 


sort of neutral blue, and the spots are pink. After this you will 


I do not tie agrecn bandage over my eyes! 


know how to value the statements of. such a hyperbolical wretch! 








DONCASTER, 1876. 


AvcspuR RgEpIvilyus. 


lose your tin ? 
main at home, 


never roam 


the horses spin. 


= is starting, 
a Make your mind up 
I oes ere departing, 
Not to cry, when home- 
eee 5 N/ ward smarting, 


“Racing is a sin!” 


that he can stay, 





way. 
But when the Red House run is reached, 7 
The lesson’s taught —let’s call it teached— 
(For once we may be vulgar, as we’re on a vulgar lay),— 
Lesson’s taught that he who’s faster 
Must, if well, remain the master. 
Fielders, fearful, cry ‘‘ Disaster 
Follows us to-day !” 


I don’t like laying odds on, but this looks a perfect * cert.” 
I know a private tipster who says “‘ Back it for your shirt!” 
The words seem cheap from ene who spurns— 

Whate’er he wins, whate’er he earns — 
The garment that goes next the skin to keep it clear of dirt. 
Still his words are worth the heeding, 
Whether shirt or not he's needing — 
He’s a judge of blood and breedirg, 
D ‘stance, sprint, and spurt! 


Be sure and follow my advice, and put the pieces down: 
That Kisber wins the Leger bet a bob against a brown. 
A guinea ’tis ayainst a goose— 
You see the odds get most profuse 
In my attempt to find a good alliterative noun! 
Back for place a certain runner : 
Petrarch’s sure to prove a stunmer. 
Coltness, too, you'll find a one-er,— 
Failing, call me clown! 


[Alas ! for the vanity of all earthly hopes and the practical results of 


prophecy.—Eb. } 





Another Atrocity. 

Tux good folk of Glo’ster have vowed in public meeting to use their 
influence with Government with regard to the Bulgarian outrages. 
The chairman remarked that their town should certainly take up the 
subject, as attempts were continually mide to Glo’stur-kish atrocities 
ever. A visitor, who wished the remark repeated, was removed with 
a joke from a “ farcical drama.” 


Mr. Lowe and the Bicycle Club have been in correspondence again. 
It appears that the velocipede is still our Robert's favourite method 
of Lowecomotion. 









?’M going tothe Leger, and I’m 
ct ( going there to win, 
For what’s the good of 
going, if you go to 
You might as well re- 


And by the railway 


O’er half the “ Midland 
system’”’ just to see 


Take your ticket, train 


My coin is down on Kis- 
Re ber, and I'm sure 


ne Though Petrarch’s speed 
\ may bother him for 
more than half the 
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AN OLD MAN’S STORY. 


Yes, my dears, it was in the year 1877, as near as I can remember, 
that I saved ourfirm from ruin, and if you see me now living in a 
house rent free amd asking my children and my grandchildren to 
dinner of a Sunday, and a drinking sherry wine out of my own wine- 
glasses, it's because the frm never forgot it. 

I was only a porter then, but the firm had kmowed me from a boy, 
and I was in their eonfidence, go to speak. Wel!, our young guvnor 
was a enterprising go-a-head young chap, and ready to take up anything 
that ’ud show a good profit, andaboust the year 1875 he took it intu 
his head ta go into the Wholesale Alber Statue business, You see 
everybody was mad om ’em at that time, and orders couldn't be 
executed fast enough, so he ordered @ thousand dozen, and when he 
got em in he advertised 'em, and the lotwent off rapid, and was stuck 
up allover the country. So after that he ordered a million dozen, 
and being able to.dae good article cheap, everybody as wanted tu put 
up a statue anywhere came to him fora Albert. But about the ycar 
1877 I began to see as the game was nearly played out, for there 
wasn’t room in London for any more, and in the provicces they were 
stuck about so thick people had to walks single file to get between ’em. 
So one night I sez to him as he was going for the evening, I says, 
‘*T don’t think we shall sell many more o’ them Alberts, governor ; 
there aint no room left to stick’em up.’ And he turned quite pale 
like, and sez, ** Lor, Brown, don’t say that, we got two million on 
order, and they’ll be delivered to-morrow.” Well, in a day or two, he 
found out what I said was true, and he sez, ‘** Brown, we re ruined if 
them two million don’t go off. Do you recommend antimony or cyanide 
of potassium?” ‘ Don’t you be a fool, young master,’’ I sez, * I'll go 
home and think it out, and p’r’aps I'll help you out of this mess.” 
And I did, for next morning I’d got the idea and gave it him gratis, 
and we had half-a-dozen men in straight and hollowed out the statues 
inside, and made them open and shut and all sorts of things, and 
that’s how it is all the pillar boxes you see are Albert Statues, with the 
mouth wide enough for anything within regulation limita. The 
Government was pleased with the idea, and bought the lot up, and the 
firm was saved. 

And it was your grandfather, my dears, as saved ’em. 


Gladstone v. Disbeaconraeclifield. 


A Conservative contemporary accuses Mr, Gladstone of being 
jealous of Lord Beaconsfield. What can our great statesman find to 
be jealous of in the newly-varnished Premier? Mr. Gladstone has 
made a name which is honoured wherever it is heard. Mr. Disraeli 
has had to throw hia off aa the serpent casts hia skin; or, more 
correctly speaking, he has Earled it away. 





Bermondsey Logic. 


An aged pauper has committed suicide, fearing he should be 
‘“moved on” to another workhouse. ‘The coroner, with a profundity 
worthy the occasion, remarked—“ It was strange with what tenacity 
people clung to familiar faces and associations.” Mirabile dictu ! 
Most admirable coroner! Verdict: ‘‘ Unsound mind.” We endorse it. 


Light Amusement. 

A PAINTER has been fined two pounds or fourteen days for setting 
fire to some furze on Tooting Common. This is the furze time so 
heavy a penalty has been inflicted for such a common offence. The 
magistrate should have remembered that commons are now essentially 
a burning question. 


Managerial. 

‘‘ Au,” said a theatrical manager recently to the private detective 
who searched the authors of the house for stolen jokes, “ah, my 
friend, there is a wide difference between our professions. With you 
it is always a case of weather eye open; with me it's always a case of 


whether I shut!” 


A Ram Shackled. 


Tue Royal Dublin Ram Show has been very successful. Mr. 
Ward Hunt was unable to exhibit his famous “ Vanguard,” on account 
of its continued detention at Sea Bottom Farm in company with other 


sheeps of war. 





‘‘ Year, Year!” 
In fature the corn harvest will make its first app-ear-ance on New 
‘Ears day, and be gathered in at Wheatsuntide. (The contributor 
who sends this ought to be well threshed.) 


Wuar is the fruit of unused railway lines ?—Green gauges. 
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4 | MORE DAYS IN THE COUNTRY. 
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Aimovg the pastures. ‘** Well, nc, we don’t have much milk to spare, becos it goes And so we hurried back to town to get something to eat. 
up to London, you see—but I might get you half a glass.” 
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UNFAILING REMEDIES. 


A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A AND B. 





A. TI sear about a grief that sears, 
Nor finds the least relief in tears ; 
My heart is all as sick and sore 
As human heart may be: 
From Eastward lands there comes a breath 
That tells of butchery and death, 
Of torture, robbery, and gore, 
And savage devilry. 


Such direful stories have I learnt 

Of wives and maids and children burnt ; 
And, oh, I weep because I see 

No dawning hope—no remedy ! 


B. Now let thine heart with joy expand: 
Behold a remedy at hand! 
(They hold a gathering of three 
At Little-Splashton-by-the-Sea, 
To deprecate, in words severe, 
The fiendish carnival and feast 
Of gory butchers in the East— 
The remedy is here!) 


Oh, joy! These horrors can no longer be— 


Born. 
Abolished by a gathering of three! 





But yet a pang my heart assails, 
My eye disp!ays a wildness born 
Of positive despair: 
I think of victims thick as hail 
That lie along our lines of rail, 
Of people lying crushed and torn 
And bleeding everywhere. 


T weep to see that hope is vain 

For those who take a trip by train; 
I weep at seeing nought to check 
This ghastly revelry of wreck ! 


B. Now let thy bosom bound with bliss ; 
Behold a certain check to this : 
Inspectors go and dally not, 

But make inquiries on the spot. 
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If information they procure, 
But fail to make a farther move, 
Such energy must surely prove 
A most effective eure. 


Oh, what relief! Such zeal most surely gains 
Perfect security fcr railway trains! 


Vs f= 
Pan FL, 


Born. 
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A. Becalm, my mind, no longer chafe— 
I know that railway-trains are safe: 
But sadly still shall flow my rhyme— 
One sorrow yet remains : 
I see our barristers besmear 
All witnesses who venture near 
With character-defiling slime 
And fame-destroying stains 


No arguments we can adduce 
May stop their legalised abuse; 
I know no fiat which may place 
An iron hand on this disgrace. 


B. Now jubilate, for I will tell 
A remedy for this as well, 
For Tcmkins (on the Press) will write 
Those lawyers down with all his might. 
With pen that makes injustice quail 
His thunder he will fling around, 
And point and argue and expound— 
Can such specific fail ? 


Let jubilation echo far and wide, 

The bar itself can now be purified! 

No more uneasiness we need endure, 

For all these scandals we have found a cure? 
oF 


Boru. 


* f * 

Oh, sad surprise! Satiety of ill! 

‘Lhe Eastern butchery is rampant still ; 
The gathering of three retards it not : 

The railway accidents grow more and more, 

And passengers are mangled by the score, 
In spite of thoge inquiries on the spot! 


The learned gentlemen whose mouths disperse 
The legal hbels go from worse to worse 

In spite of all the lessons Tomkins penned - 
Oh, check-less evils!. Hope is at an end! 


(They give it up in despair.) 


Boru. 


Things the Turks ‘‘haven’t”’ done. 


Let their own people starve while they were sending thousands of 
pounds abroad. Fined a baker five pounds for supplying a traveller 
with a bottle of lemonade and a sponge cake after eleven at nigké. 
Put the blame of a wholesale railway smash on a telegraph boy of 
fifteen. Started a Charity Organisation Society. Put pretty women 
in the streets to wheedle coppers out of working men. Invented the 
School Board officer. Made it a criminal offence for little boys to 
bathe themselves. Started a public Divorce Court. Allowed j 
to hint murder against well known people in the public seean Wado 
the Sultan and the Grand Vizier an emperor and an ear) respectively. 


‘* Hire Up!” 

Tue latest dispute between cab-proprietors and drivers, that is to 
say between Cabital and Labour, has been happily settled. The 
owners wished to charge a higher rate of hire, the men were 
naturally hire rate about it. 
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OBVIOUS -LY. 


Stiggins (offering tract to dreadful Bohemian) :—“ YoUNG FRIBND, WHY IDLEST THOU THY TIME AWAY? TAKE THIS LITTLE TRACT, AND 


IMPROVE THY MIND.” 


D. B. (unblushingly, and regardless of the pain he inflicts on the holy man) :—‘‘ No, THANKs, OLD cHAP; I WRITE ’BM MYSELF 


THE BULL BY THE HORNS; 


OR, GAIETY AT A DISCOUNT. 





Scann: A theatre in the Strand devoted to Art as directed by Literature 
—and Journalism. Fashionable and Anzxious-to-be Enthusiastic 
portion of Audience applaud rising of curtain. Brilliant and Literary 
portion coneulsed at the witty selection of names for dramatis persone. 


ACT I.—Mr. Parser Oxgvum’s cottage at Penge. 


} 


'°? 








Enter Perrger Pops. 


Mrs. P. I also am a jealous wife, ha, ha! (Sees her kusband look 
at Mrs. Orsevm.) Traitor, murderer, miscreant, wait till I get you 


| home! 


Enter Our Muteual Friend as played by Mr. Byron with great success at 
various houses, notably only a short time back at Haymarket, looking 
more Mutewal and less Friendly than ever. 


Mr. Brron. Ah, well, I suppose there’s no help for it. I'ma 
regular funny dog, and anything I say’s sure to be laughed at. 


Enter Mus. Parrzr Pops, who seats herself af Mus. Petgr OLEvm’s Ladies, I perceive with half an eye you're jealous. (Ezeunt ladies to 


werkbask«t, and commences work quite naturally. 


Mrs. P. P. That Byron's an awful wag, or he wouldn’t have sent | 


me in here to do this. (Aeeps on doing it though.) 
Enter Pater Ove. 


} 
} 


learn fresh signs of jealousy.) 

Mr. P. I'ma poor married man. 

Mr. O. And I’m another, only more so. 

Mr. Brron. Now, my fine fellows, you know what my position 
in this play is. You must obey me in every particular. Brown has 


Prerexr O. Ah, my dear Mrs. Pods, it’s the most natural thing in ‘taken the “Bull by the Horns” where the busses stop at South 


the world that I 
domestic occupation while my wi 
only shift these scenes and see her, also enjoying herself. But I am 
falling rey Mrs. Pods, falling away. (Slaps Ais waistcoat.) Look 
for yourself, my dear madam, look ! 
ns. DP. (looking up one of his coatsleeves). Ah, dear me, another 
good man gone wrong. 
Enter Mus. Parax OveEvm. 
Mrs. O. Ha, ha! I have to perlay the jealous wife, and neow's 


ould find ze here in my house engaged in | T ondie 
e 


| 


| 
! 
| 
| 


my opportunitee! But hush, I must dissemble. (Dissembies til] she | 


is nearly black in the face. Gnashings of teeth and slow music.) 


n, and you must do the same, only, for the convenience of 


is doubtless in yours, if we could | the audience, you must do it here. That will enable youto be your 


own masters. 
Re-enter Lapigs, more jealous than ever. 


Laprgs. What'sthiswehear? Ha! ha! (They dissemble once more.) 

Mr. Byron. What you hear is this: In accordance with the ways 
of society, as known in my comedies, I’m going to take your husbands 
to town with me, so that when they come back you may allow them 
latchkeys. 

Hvuspanps. Latchkeys! we will have latchkeys! 


Mus. P. Ah, my dear Mrs. Oleum, welcome! Pray take a seat. | (Here Mr. Byron hits on the novel and witty expedient of clapping the 


Do you know that odious servant of mine——. 

Maus. O (dissembling visid/y). Servants are not the worst creatures 
in the world. Those who undermine : 

Mus. P. Under yours, indeed! (Great applause from Brilliant and | 
Literary portion of Audience.) | 





big husband's hat on the little husband's head, and the little husband's 
hat on the big husband’s head. Mrs. Pops in hysterics (u.). Mars. 
Orzecm im Aysterics (B.). Hats on (c.). Much enthusiasm among 
Brilliant and Literary portion of Audience. Paying portion of public 
try to laugh and fail.— Tableau. 
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ACT II.—Chambers somewhere in town. Bookshelf full of packets of real 
live ALS. Emotion among Brilliant and Literary portion of Audience 
at sight of them. One Brilliant and Literary party gocs owt and 


gasps. Order evesitually restored, when it ts suggested these are only 
unpublisned works of lit’ry gent in charge of establishment. PETER 
OLtevm and Prrrer Pops seated like corner men of Christy 


Minstrels, one at each side of stage, smoking, and tryig to look as if 

they didn't like it. 

Mr. O. Splendid joke this, pretending to be sick. 

Mr. P. But I’m afraid I’ve pretended too much, and really am. 
Let’s go out and order dinner. (7/ey go.) 

Exter Mr. Byron with dotiles. 

Mr. Byron. Now for some jokes while they’re gone. Here's a 
bottle of Clos Vougeot—old-Clos Vougeot J call it— and here's a botile 
of extra dry Mumm, my friends always are extra dry when they get 
hold of it. But Mumm’s the word. 


Enter the O'TaRRaAGon with novel and striking effects. 

O'T. I am a descendant of the Irish kings, and so I speak a 
language which, like Irish kings, is unknown in Ireland. Oh, my 
unhappy country! (Zo Mx. Byxon.) Polly voo Froncy, Musseer ? 

Mr. Byron. You say you are a xatural descendant of the Irish 
kings ? 

O'T. No, sor. By thedirectline. (Brilliant and Literary applause.) 
But let me get this old “‘ wheeze” off my mind: Polly voo Froncy, and 
plase will ye lend me the loan of a gridiron—a taypot, I mean? 

Mr. Byron. I note that some of your royal blood has got in your 
royal nose, and so, as I haven’t a teapot handy, you can have this 
kettle, more especially as I’m sure the old lady who does for me fries 
my bacon in the dustpan. [Eait OT. with ke:tle. 


Enter Mrs. Perper and Mrs. Otzum. Mrs. Pops goes to bookcase 
and takes up a bundle of MS. More anxiety and emotion in stalls. It 
Sails heavily from her hand, very heavily. 

Mrs. O. What’s Oleum doing ? 

Mr. Byron. Nothing. And Pods is helping him. 
specimen of the fossil jokes throughout.) 

Boru. Monster! 

Mx. Byron. You forget that at this juncture you’ve got to obey 
me in everything. (Go into my bedroom and look out from there. 

(They go into bedroom, and as they do OLeum and Pops re-enter.) 

Mr. Byron. As we have now a few minutes to spare we had better 

let off a few remaining old and crusted jokes I have on hand. 


(They let them off. To make them more eff-ctive Mr. Byron throws 
Pops's hat cut of window ard then Otxeum’s. P. and O. company then 
hang themselves cver window-stll and do pantomime. Wives rush from 
bedroom and scream lond/y. When they are done, re-enter the 
O'TarraAGon drunk, with kettle, and WAITER with property repast. 
O'T. (looking at Mxs. O.). Ha! ha! My Araminta! 

Waiter (looking at Mrs. P. and dropping the dinner). My 

Clementina! (Mutual recognitions, in which Muteual Friend is busy. 

Hysterics, fits, literary fireworks, and Tableau. 


ACT III.—O.eEvm’s cottage again. Servant of Pops’s tel/s Servant 
of Otgeum’s that neither of their masters has been home all night. 


Enter Mrs. Pops and Mrs. Ove. 
Mrs. O. How you did snore all night, love. 
Mrs. P. How you kicked, dear. I’m not at all surprised that 
your poor husband preferred to stop out all night, if that’s how you go 
on, love. 


(This_is a fair 


Enter Our Muteual Friend, Mr. Byron. 

Mr. Byron. Ladies, I am here in my usual capacity, and wish to 
rest.re peace between you and your husbands. I[ tovk ’em to the 
Alhambra after you returned, and now they are full of 





Lapies. Remorse! 
Mr. Byron. No. Brandy and soda is much morelikeit. But here 
they are. 


E ter Pops and Otero. 

Mr. O. I have been smoking and drinking, and am repentant. 

Mr. P. I have been drinking and smoking, and am sick. 

Wives. Then we'll forgive you. 

Hvuszanps. But we won't be forgiven. We'll go abroad and make 
a night of itthere. (They depart to pack their portmanteauz.) 

Enter Watrer and O'Tarracon. 

O’T. Oh, my Araminta, fly, oh fly with me. 
thoughts, we’ll stay, if your husband's going. 

Wartsr. And oh, my Clementina, I say ditto to Mr. O Vinegar. 
Re-enter husbands (Rr. and.) ready for abroad to make a night of it. 

Travelling caps and hat boxes. They witness with emotion the repulse 

of Warrer and OT. by their wives. Exeunt Warrer and OT. 

Grand reconciliation of Mn. and Mrs. Pops (r.) and Mr. and Mas. 

Oxevm (1.), 5y Mr. byron (c.). Rhymed tag, Lableau, and 

CuRTAIN. 

[This is perhaps the weakest and worst play ever produced (we can 

hardly say written) by Mr. Byron, who seems to have combined in it 


Or, on second 


FUN. 
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all his faults and omitt d from it all his virtues. The jokes are old 
and stale, and altogethe the piece on the first night proved a terrible 
disappointment to all present but those who delight in the failure of 
anybody and anything. There is no writer of the present day who 
deserves success more thin Mr. Pyron does; no management which 
works harder or more conscientiously than that of the Gaiety. But it 
would seem as if in the present case the effort has been made to 
deserve failure rather than anything else. The acting of Miss Farren 
and Mr. Soutar is exceptionally good; Mr. Byron plays himself with 
great care and solemnity, and if Mr. Maclean did not exaggerate so 
much his stage Irishman would be really funny. We should suggest 
that Little Don Cesar, which now follows, be mixed up indiscriminately 
with the drama. The whole would then be found much more interest- 
ing asa special Byronic preparation, and not a whit ‘more puzzling 
than itis now. The effect of the burle:que on the drama is at present 
painfully apparent; mingled, one seene would help down the other, 
and pave the way to probable success. 


Turning from an entertainment in which the promise was so much 
in excess of the performance, to matters of less as kind, we 
most heartily recommend dwellers in the N.W. distriet and all others 
interested in panoramic work, not to miss the exhibition now on at the 
Park-street Theatre, Camden Town. The roller-pictures which 
enable the spectator to travel ‘‘ round the world and home again” in 
less than two hours, are the work of Barnes, Telbin, O'Connor, 
Pachiarrotto, and othern equally well-known for their work in oil and 
distemper, and the diorumic effects are of an equally eon. 
character. The lecture which accompanies the show is instructive 
and amusing, and from it we learn that lions in captivity always have 
the toothache; while azter a visit to Park-street anyone who has the 
ill luck to be eaten by wild beasts will have the consolation of know- 
ing the carnivores will suffer subsequently from something much worse 
than conscience— Mange! 


THE BATTLE IN BUCKS. 


To horse! to horse! Sir Carington, for party strife is high, 
Make swiftly for thy native meads, and give our foes the lie. 
Come sound the note of war abroad and call your cavaliers, 
The Tory knaves are in our midst and poisoning our ears. 
To herse! to horse! Sir Carington, and lead us in the fight, 
To strike one blow for Liberty against their Tory might. 


Sir Carington is with us now; look where his banner waves, 

The flag of “Truth and Progress” which was never borne by 
slaves; 

And flocking round his standard come all honest men and true, 

To show the gouty addlepates what Libera!s can do. 

Ah! did you think, young Cottesloe, the vacant place was thine? 

You had not then set eyes upon our Rupert from the Rhine.* 


Oh, is he not a gallant knight to follow in the fray! 

‘Ten thousand hearts go with him as he gallops on his way. 

With taunting words upon his tongue, and scorn within his eye, 

He falls upon the drowsy horde, and smites them hip and thigh. 

And while he hurls upon the chiefs their fearful deeds of shame, 

They bend their heads to hide the fear their telltale cheeks 
proclaim. 

‘‘Too long beneuth your eursed yoke these honest folk have bowed, 

Your wicked arts have kept them dumb, to-day they cry aloud. 

To-day they sprak and draw the sword, to fight as did their sires, 

For ‘ Hampder.’s county’ once again to Liberty aspires.” 

So spake our Fupert to the foe, who stood with bated breath,— 

Then smiled ou us and led the way to victory or death. 


Ye Silent Halls? 

Mr. Hatt, the Conservative M P. for Oxford, has informed his con- 
stituents that ** since he entered Parliament he had found that those 
who talked the most were the least listened to.”” We suppose that is 
the explanation Mr. Hall offers his friends for saying nothing. Judged 
by this utterance he is Hall right to hold his tongue as often as he can. 
The man who called him Westminster Hall was an idiot. 


Friends in Council. 
A Mr. McArpuz has been elected a member of the Li ‘Tewn 
Council. He is stated to be in the Home Rule interest. His election 
can McArdley any difference to the prospects of the party. 





By Ovr Own Wac-nzn.—Of ccurse the news from Payreuth came 
by Reuter. 


© “My brether Rupert is coming from Germany.’ — Lord Caringtom’ » Specah. 
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“GENTLE ANNIE.’? 


Tommy :—“I say, ANNIR, LET'S ASK MOTHER TO GIVE US AN ’‘OLIDAY 


FROM 8CHKOOL, THIS AFTERNOON ?”’ 


~“ Annie :—“ On no, Tommy, I ’serep 'km say AS Bitty Purvis AND 
THREE MORE BOYS WAS TO BB FLOGGED THIS AFTERNOON, AND IT IS SUCH 


FUN TO 8EEB—AND TO HEAR "EM S8CRBECH!”’ 





QUERIES FOR QUIDNUNCS. 


Is a man who cuts his uncle’s wife an ignore aunt fellow ? 
Are handcuffs indispensable for the safety of twowrists ? 
‘ Is a policeman allowed a long drop or knot in the execution of his 
uty ? 
When a man orders a pair of t-r-o-s-r-s off a certain roll of stuff, 
does he incite his tailor to breeches of the piece ? 
Ought heavy clouds to be considered in connection with the bearing 
rain f 
Are the Servian overtures for mediation Acts of Parley meant. 


To Paris Hugo. 


M. Victor Hvco thinks the world should be one gigantic confedera- 
tion, with Paris for its centre. This is the latest idea of the centrey. 
A modest Hugotistic way of (F)renching supremacy from their quiet 
little village. The gay city, according to the big-worded romancer, is 
to shade, shelter, and light the whole world—in fact, to be a sort of 
universal Paris sol. 


‘“ Hanits’’ or British Brrpos.—Feathers. 





PaaS 


C. BRANDAUER & CO,'S New registered “ press 
series'’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
Sa rounded by a new process.—Ask your 

: for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 





















CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUFION,—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 


[Serr. 6, 1876. 


HISTORIC DOUBTS. 


Cockayne is deserted and empty to-day, 
For our uncles, and aunts, and our cousins 

Have cut the poor city, and hastened away 
Into parts that are foreign, by dozens. 

And there will they listen to legends and lies— 
For each land has its mythical glories— 

And open their mouths and their ears and their eyes 
Over tales that are nothing but stories. 


Some, bent upon Paris, will cross to Dieppe, 
And may possibly linger at Rouen, 
To view the cathedral—it stands but a step 
From the solemn and stately Saint Ouen. 
The crammers in fashion about the Pucelle 
They may treat with derision and laughter ; 
If burnt—she got over the accident well, 
For she lived half-a-century after! 


Fair Switzerland, clime of the mountain and lake, 
Hath a charm and a spell for the rover. 
Lucerne, for example,— unless we mistake— 
Is a stream that is worth tripping over. 
Traditions of Tell and of Gessler are told, 
As a proof how the truth may be twisted ;— 
Poor William! He would have been awfully bold 
If poor William had ever existed. 


When Brussels he visits, the roamer will find 
That his national pride may be flattered ; 
To gaze on that field he of course is inclined 
Where the hopes of Napoleon were shattered. 
Of Wellington’s fame let the Briton discourse ; 
He believes in it—sings of it—spouts it. 
That battle was won, though, by Prussians, of course ; 
And there breathes not a Prussian who doubts it. 


The farther we wander, the more we perceive 
(As a fact it is folly denying) 

| This world, from the birthdays of Adam and Eve, 

| Has been terribly given to lying. 

| When incidents happen right under my nose 

I can yield them unlimited credit ; 

But, thanks to my training, I’m not one of those 
Who believe in a thing when they’ ve read it. 


War isa big A like a clever lodging-house keeper ? 
—Boecause it’s a capital letter. 





Wit and Wisdom. 

Two “penny Christian’’ papers are having a truly Christian con- 
flict over the right to publish some sermons preached by Dr. De Witt 
Talmage. One paper admits that it set a Christian pitfall for its 
rival, and publishes the result with extreme unction. Our own 
opinion, after studying the case for quite two minutes in all its 

ings, is that there is a good deal more of the De Witt about the 
Doctor than there is of the De Wisdom about either of these rival 
editors, who seem to love one another as only Christians of the most 
professed kind can. 


So Meathinks. 


SvuBscRIPTIONs are invited to the ‘‘ Butcher Memorial Fund” to 
build something in memory of the late Bishop of Meat. Money for 
such objects is always forthcoming, and the committee will not have 
to suet in vain for their Butcher's Billding. Thousands will beef 
found to veal in their pockets for them. 





Ce n’est que le second Pa 


To what length may a widow go when she desires a new parent fcr 
her children ?—She may go one step-farther! 


steko Aes} 
Paris 
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A VERY OLD FRIEND. 


(In A Branp New Dress ) 


** How doth the little—— "’—Docror Watts 
** Improve each—— ’’—Morat Sona. 





Txe blossoms of Hybla, the buds of Hym:ttus— 
Old Sieily’s glory, old Attic«’s pride ;— 
In dreams we have sipped, long as Fancy would let us, 
The nectar those blossoms and buds have supplied. 
In dreams we have envied each gay busy rover 
Who stole f:om the summer the sweets of its prime ; 
Who left the wild buttercups, daisies and clover 
For marjoram’s odours and essence of thyme. 


At eve, when the wanderer—weary with roaming— 
In laden satiety flew to its nest, 

New trials and cares would encumber the gloaming, 
And Hesperus never gave token of rest. 

What poet can picture with any precision 
The trials domestic economy breeds 

When Paterfamilias attempts a provision 
For family wishes and family needs ? 


The mind philosophic, on energy musing, 
Elects as a model the hive of the bee 

A home so domestic—if miue were the choosing— 
Would surely be safest and fittest for me. 

To banish the bowl and the dance and the revel 
Would suit my ambition, I candidly think ;— 

To stroll through my life at a sober dead level, 
And live with my paper, my pens and my ink. 


"T'was thus the grave Stoics and Peripatetics 
Gave each of their minutes to learning alone ;— 
They taught metaphysics and studied xsthetics, 
And left us a glory completely their own. 
My ink and my paper and pens [ will cherish, 
And leave to the world all the wisdom I may ;— 
To murmur at last, when I’m ready to perish, 
“‘ Non perdidi diem. I’ve not lost a day!” 


Reed and Right. 


Sra Cuartes Reep denies the existence of a School 
Board Defence Committee, and asserts that the policy 
of the Board requires no defence. We quite agree 
with him. But it requires attack. 








CROSS-EXAMINATION. 
CHAPTER I. 


Jongs and his Amelia are strolling arm-in-arm down Regent-street. 
Their every look and gesture plainly bespeaks the mutual confidence 
and respect born of a belief in the spotlessness of each other's ante- 
cedeats. The greatest sympathy and cordiality exist between them, 
and no shade of distrust interrupts the harmony of their intercourse. 
As they turn a corner they suddenly become witnesses of a dispute 
between a cabman and a fare; they waver for a moment as if about 
to withdraw unobserved. But it is too late; the eye of the cabman 
is upon Jones; it seems to say, ‘“‘ Here is a witness on my side:” the 
eye of the fare is upon Jones’s Amelia with a similar expression. 
Jones starts and shudders. Amelia trembles and turns pale. Both 
hesitate and gasp, then dart madly in different directions, hail cabs, 


and fly without a word. 
CHAPTER II. 


A cab drives hurriedly up to the house of Brown; Jones, darting 
out, knocks with hurried tremulousness at the door; Brown appears, 
and Jones speaks :—‘ Quick, Brown, my bosom friend! Let me in 
and give me a change of raiment! give me dye for my hair and a false 
beard, and let me obliterate the marking on my handkerchief. Save 
me, or I shall be called as a witness, when all will indeed be lost!” 
He goes in, and the door closes hurriedly upon his terror-stricken form. 


CHAPTER III. 

The scene is laid in the boudoir of Jones's Amelia’s friend 
Benedicta. Jones’s Amelia thus addresses her friend :—‘‘ Assure me 
once more, O my Benedicta, that I am unrecognisable! Swear that 
the alteration in my complexion is perfect! Protest that my form is 
wholly altered by the padding, and declare that my hair is now black 
instead of blonde! Say they can never, never identify me fora wit- 
ness, for should they drag me into the box, then is there indeed no hope ! 
Now I am comforted and happy !”’ 
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ANOTHER ATROCITY. 


Old Spufins :—“I can’? UNDERSTAND ALL THIS "BRE FUSS ABOUT THEM 
THERE Bureakin’s ’TRociries. 
A NOT USIN’ GOuwD USEFUL 8PERRBTS AS SOOTHES THE MIND AND I8 COOL AND 
REFRESHIN’ TO THE BKAIN; BUT, AS WE'VE OFFIN’ SAID, Bitty, TeetoTaLLErs 


IN THE LUMP I8 BAD.” 


It’s ALL ALONG OF THEM MUSSELMEN TURKS 


CHAPTER IV. 


Jones (t2ough disguised) is smoking by the wavelets; his Amelia 
sits, not far off (though also di-guised), tatting. There is a look of 
careworn uneasiness »n both of them, which tells its own tale. There 
is likewise » sense of painful restraint in their intercourse, as if some 
vague shadow of mistrust had crept over them: it is very depre-sing. 
Jones communes with himself thus: —‘‘ Why should my Amelia thus 
shun the light of cross-examination? Must there not be something 
in her past life which she would not were unearthed? Alas, it must 
be so!” Ina similar strain Amelia muses upon the conduct of her 
Jones. Suddenly a suspicious stranger appears before them; he 
eyes them nurrowly; they shudder; he pierces their disguise, and 
hails them as witnesses. They swoon! 


CHAPTER V. 

The dispute between the cabman and his fare is under consideration. 
The qu:stion is this: Whether the shilling was bad? ‘The counsel 
for the cabman would fain prove the badness«f the shilling; he calls 
Jones, who is pale as death. Page by page (to the end that the bad- 
ness of the coin may be proven) the history of Jones's pust life from 
the cradle is laid bare. ‘There are many horrors in it. At the age of 
two Jones stole jam ; his grandmother had a wooden leg; at the age 
of twenty-three Jones became bankrupt ; he offered marriage to a 
cook and was rejected; his ancestor in the twelfth century had com- 
mitted forgery ; he himself suffers from gout; and there are many 
other horrors disclosed. His Amelia turns from him contemptuously 
and sobs, but her time is yettocome. ‘othe end that the shilling may 
be proven good, the counsel for the farecalls up Amelia Her history 
passes before the view like a panorama: she has jilted fifteen suitors ; 
she wears frizettes in her hair, and has corns; her uncle rose from 
nothing ; she has smoked cigarettes; there is more than this behind. 
Jones glares and waves her off. They meet outside; in loathing they 
renounce one another for ever, and depart to different points of the 
earth. All is broken off, and they never meet again. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 13, 1876. 
[Carroown. ] 


A RESCUE. 
Ovr spake great William, ever open, true, 
Fearless of conse quence w hen duty be ckoned, 
His way he trod, though treading it he knew 
‘That jaundiced pr judice with jaundiced view 
Gsazed all askance and purpose hivh misreckoned. 
Out spske great William, spake with a doubt, 
As one who knew full well hi- way about. 
Out spake great William, and denounced the horde— 
Time-serving cravens of the kind called Tory— 
Who held their tongues while outrage, fire, and sword 
Left on our history a chapter scored 
With infamy destructive of all ancient glory. 
Out spake great William, and his words straightway 
Rang in the ears of «ll who love fair play. 
Out spake great Gladstone. true old heart of oak, 
Sharp were his words of honest cdndemnation ; 
England stood by, and listened as he spoke, 
Listened to truths which Tories fain would cloak, 
W eeping to think of England's degradation. 
Out «pake great Gladstone, »nd the'wind swept by 
Bearing his protest forth to Him on high. 














= @ 
A cvrieve phase of human nature is to be found in the fact that 
ro sooner does a man become an object of popular sympathy, than a 
jrocess of moral whitewashing goes on to which the whitewashers 
would themse' ves most strongly ot j+ct if any but their own proteyé 
were being whitened—to which they do object most strongly when 
otter whitewashers and other wash: ds appear upon the scene. Take 
for instance Mr. Stokes, the Wainwright witness, who has just 
cropped up again: which means t! at he is in need of further assistance 
from the public. His friends would he astonished and indignant if 
they were told that, important as was the end achieved at his instiga- 
tion, it was in reality the result of a prying curiosity, an impertinent 
desire to poke the nose into business not its own. Passing over the 
fact that thousands of respectable employers have, since the apotheosis 
of Stokes, been subjected to espionage of a most ridiculous kind from 
errar d-bovs and hangers-on emulous of St kesian status, we come to 
another pet lamb who, among quite another section of society, is being 
wept over just now. An Australian gentleman named Trickett, « 
professional rower, is the recipient of much sympathy from book- 
makers and betting men, because another professional rower, with 
whom he was matched, preferred to forfeit the money down rather 
than ‘come up to time.” ‘lo say nothing of this sporting white- 
washee having, with his eyes open, made a match with a second-rank 
seuller and declined to meet the best man on the Thames; to say 
nothing of his having received £100 forfeit with which to appease his 
wounded feelings; he and his chief adviser between them have 
publi-hed a private letter for the purpose of strengthening their own 
cwe and obtaining sympathy,—a proce ding which, in the eyes of 
many unhiuss d folk, will take a deal of plastering over before it is 
covered up and cumpletely forgotten. 


— —_ 


Bur of far more public interest than the preceding gentlemen and 
their cases, though in exactly the same line, is the most recent episode 
of anti-vaccination. The Keighley guardians, having brought upon 
themse ves the majesty of the law, were sent to prison, and as they 
suffered in a cuuse of conscience they received no smajl amount of 
syinpathy from both sides. Erglishmen always admire people who 
have the coursge of their opinions, and a good desl of whitewashing 
went on with regard to the Keighley guardians, some of their 
staunchrst sympathirers being men who have no feeling with the 
insane und irrational outery against a process which those who know 
anything «f our social history never cease to bless. As these men 
were martyrs cven in a bad canse they were treated with every 
courtesy— were prisoners more In name than in actual being, as prison 
rules go new—and to save them the indignity of being searched, they 
were put upon their honour as to tobacco and cigars. ‘lhe pu«inful 
result, the undignified issue for martyrs, of this kindness, was that a 
charge before the magistrates of surreptitious smoking had to be pre- 
ferred against them, and, what is worse, conviction followed. We 
have no wish to add to the unpleasantness of the position in which 
these people stand, and so shall merely revert to our remark as to the 
folly of believing that directly a man has some ground for sympathy 
he is in all matters spotless asan angel. With regard to the guardians 
in particular, the moral seems to be directed generally against that 
obstinate and benighted class who declaim against and refuse to 
hen: fit by a ecientific discovery, which not only eclipses all scientitic 
d scoveries of modern times, but the beneficial effects of which are so 
patent that none but the most wilfully blind can possibly ignore them. 


NO NEWS. 
(From the ** Times,’ September, 1886 ) 

A mass meeting of the editors and leader writers of the London 
daily and weekly newspapers took place yesterday afternoon at the 
Cannon-street Hotel to discuss the present serious position of affairs. 
Mr. Jones, of the Thunderer, was unanimously voted to the chair. 

The CxaixMan, in opening the proceedings, dwelt at some length 
upon the terrible dearth of news which characterised the present sea- 
son, and candidly confessed that he found himself utterly unable tu 
fill his columns, and that only last night he had been compelled to 
reprint obsvlete Acts of Parliament in extenso as ‘‘ curiosities,” in 
order to bring the paper out. He then contrasted this state of things 
with their position exactly ten years ago. Carrying their minds back 
to September, 1876, his brother journalists would remember that a war 
was raging in Eastern Europe about which as many co!umns as re- 
quisite could always be elaborated from the telegrams; murders of an 
interesting character were cropping up daily all over the country; the 
devouring element was good almost nightly for a descriptive half- 
column, besides Captain Shaw's report ; little boys bathing and getting 
drowned afforded convenient paragraphs with occasional short leaders ; 
while railway accidents were managed by the companies on such a 
liberal scale that they could be worked at fora fortnight; and last, 
but not least, the Admiralty, with wrecks and ex» losions, enabled the 
Press to give a seasonable saltness to its remarks, and these Naval 
disasters, coupled with frequent boat accidents, were capable of a 
dressing unusually suitable to the large class of seaside readers for 
which they had to cater at this period of the year. Things had 
changed now. 


A Voice. And all our own fault! 
Tue CHaArrnman. Well, perhaps it was. However, they were 


there that afternoon to consider what should be done. Nota railway 
accident, not_a murder or a suicide had happened since Parliament 
rose, now three weeks since. There was no war, no Home Rule even. 
There had not been a boy drowned in the Lea all the bathing season, 
and the houses of the metropolis refused to indulge in the very 
mildest blaze. 1t was very certain that if something didn’t happen 
shortly to report and write about, the papers must come out with 
what advertisements they could get and blank columns. 

Mr. Det Trem quite appreciated the remarks of the last speaker. 
His was a penny paper, and one to which the public looked for sen- 
sational intelligence. His leader writers were clever young men who 
would do their columns of descriptive on a pump handle or a leader on 
cabbage stalks easy, but the public wouldn't have pump handies and 
cabbage stalks every morning. Now what was the cause of this dearth of 
incident, this cessation of that crime and accident without which no 
newspaper in the land could flourishr Why, undoubtedly, as a 
gentleman in the body of the hall had previously remark: d, it was the 
fault of the Press itself. Who had clamoured for that education of 
the masses and that intelligent police supervision which had stamped 
out crime and immorality * The Press. Who had placed rhetorical 
dynamite under an infamous system of railway mismanagement and 
exploded it, thereby reducing the risks of railway travel to »2/? The 
Press. Who had exposed the mismanagement of a Conservative 
Cabinet, and brought about a Liberal Government, under which naval 
disasters were impossible? ‘The Press. Who had insisted upon little 
boys learning to swim and thus avoid being drowned in the Lea? ‘lhe 
Press. Yes, the Press had civilised and educated incident from the 
face of the earth, and they must pay the penalty. He for one had 
always been opposed to the virtuous arguments which custom had 
compelled the journalist to adopt. Moral perfection and exciting 
incident did not go together, and where was the Press without 
exciting incident ? 

Several ventlemen addressed the meeting in a similar strain, and 
it was finally resolved, ‘* That this meeting recognises with dismay the 
fact that crime and disaster are rapidly decreasing. That it is to the 
interest of that body which this meeting represents that the reverse 
should be the case. That this meeting therefore pledzes itself to 
bring about, by every effort in its power, an order of things more 
conducive to a large circulation, and therefore resolves: (1) To cease 
advocating the education of the masses; (2) To eulogize the railway 
management of ten years ago; (3) To write down swimming as a 
dangerous art; and (4) To clamour for a Conservative Government 
with whose aid alone it is possible to keep the country in a chronic 


state of political, social, »nd moral ferment.” 


Batter so 

Tue Right of Pontypool half battery of volunteer artillery is to be 

disbanded in consequence of some free fighting when at Caerleon. 
In consequence of sever] assaults there will be no battery. 


Correct Reading. 
Tue last news about the fashions should be called ** The Ladiest 


Intelligence.”’ 
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THE HASTY GOVERNMENT. 


i 





FG 





TuHExE were tears of tribulation which assembled in the eye, 
And compassion which m lised. the bo-om of the nation, 
When it came to be disc »vered that the neighbourhood of Y 
Was uvhappily afflicted with a dreadful visitation. 
’T was an evil, | remember, of the most terrifi: sort 
(Though the nature of the evil has escaped my recollection ; 
But I think it was by reason of t»baceco ruuning short— 
Or I fancy it was buttons, om deliberate reflection). 


And the pity of the nation was so singularly great 
That there flowed, for weeks together, one unbroken deputation 
To the Secretary General Commissioner of State, 
With a hope that he'd consider the distressing situation. 
For the people of the neighbourhood so painfully bereft 
Were unable to contend against their terrible position, 
And tobaccoless (or buttonless) were dying right and left ; 
And the place was in a dreadfully deplorable condition. 


Then the Secretary Gen+ral Commissioner of State 

Straight betook him to considering the painful situation, 
And he told the deputations that the thing would have to wait 

‘till he learned about the matter from official information ; 
For the Secretary, owing to his kindliness of soul, 

Was a-brimming full of interest. and earnest in the matter ; 
But he wasn't to be hurried by the lack of self-control 

Of an addle-headed people, and their clamouring and clatter. 


For, as yet, had be:n inspected by that Secretary's eye 
No official information on the subject whatsoever ; 
Still the miserable people in the neighbourhood of Y—— 
Were continuing their threadlets of mortality to sever: 
Then, I’m happy to remember, when a year or two had passed, 
That the bosom of the populace was full of jubilation 
At the Secret:ry General's informing it at last 
That the Government were constantly expecting information. 


Ther another seven years or so had waxéd and had waned— 
(‘Twas exactly s+ven years, if [ am good at recollecting) — 
When the Government were duly understood to have obtained 
The offi:ial information they had hourly been expecting. 

Then the Secretary General Commissioner of State 
Was distinctly understood to have recorded his opinion, 
That to suffer such a matter as the present one to wait 
Might reflect upon the honour of our glorious dominion. 


But the unreflecting people in the neighbourhood of Y . 

Who had suff-r-d from the previously-mentioned visitation, 
Had continued so determinedly and stubbornly to die, 

That they only left one aged man of all the population ; 
And the dreadful visitation, growing fainter day by day, 

Had become a recollection, a remembrance, an impression, 
Till senility, increasing, took that aged man away, 

And his heir-at-law succeeded him ia orthodox succession. 


But, to prove tha’ true humanity is never out of date, 
I experience the highest satisfaction in relating 
Thet the Secretary General Commissioner of State 
Had, during all this interval, been kindly agitating. 
He had urged u: on the Government with subtlety and art 
That a certain sum of money should be given by the nation 
For the sending out of buttons (or tobacco) to the part 
Where the terrible calamity was working devastation. 


So the reasons pro and con. were then considered one by one, 
The political objections to the motion were debated ; 

Then (a dozen summers after)—it was carried * with a run,” 
And the Secretary General was properly elated. 








b+! LU N. Log 








He -as really so delig teu that he put upon the sheif 
All his reticence of offic: and his dignity of station ; 

And he swore to take the buttons (or tobacco) out himeelf, 
And dis'ribute them in person at the scene of desolation. 


But the country was depopulated, desolate, and bare, 
Qa the Secretary General Commissioner's arriving ; 
Aad the only living bei.g h» encountered was the heir 
Of that solitary gaffer who'd sucveeded in surviving. 
So he effered him the buttons (or tobacco), while he pressed 
Alt his ‘evastated fingers with convulsed commireration, 
Till he started to discover that the party he addressed 
Hadn't ever h: ard @ word about that awful visitation 


Then he hurried back indignantly to London with a dash, 
And he “ jacketed” his colleagues most unfeelingly and roundly ; 
And he stated that the Gov: rnm-nt was lamentably rash 
In deciding on a plan without investigating soundly. 
‘“‘ Why, they didn’t want our aid,’’ he said, ‘‘ we made a pretty mess, 
With our premature benevolence, and hastiness, and flurry ! ” 
And I fancy, when 1m future there are people in distress, 
That the Government's unlikely to assist them in @ Aurry ! 





Jee-rusalem ! 


Tue Hereford Journal, a paper generally correct in its facts, reports 
a local bench of magistrates as fining a man one-and-sixpence for 
cruelty toa donkey. As the same paper is as a rule extremely caustic 
in its remarks, we were disappointed to find it mis-ed a good opportu- 
nity for a dissertation on the fellow-feeling whick seems to have been 
somehow or the other missing at the sapient meeting. Evidently the 
Journat has a much greater regard for the Bench than the Bench has 
for the other—well, let us say J P.'s. 





The Earth beluw the Waters. 

A screnTiFic gentleman, writing to explain the explanations of 
those who had heen beforehand with him in the columns of the 
leading journal about the Thunderer «xplosion, does indeed say some- 
thing new. It is that the boilers of the ship are in a “ subterranean 
dungeon”’ a long way below the water level. As he is evidently very 
careful to be exact in his phraseology, we now begin to understand 
how it was that at this thundering distamce down, the 7hu«derer's 
escape valves felt unequal to the occasion. 


Scotchpotch. 

A Scorcn firm advertises in a Scotch newspaper for a Scotch man 
to ‘travel in the Scotch drapery business.” Ihe advertisement, hav- 
ing expressed the *‘ want,” says—‘“‘ A steady, active farm servant pre- 
ferred.”” The connection between Scotch farm labour and drapery is 
about as clear to the ordinary comprehension as the connection 
between Scotch jokes and jocularity or Seotch fiddles and music. 
Perhaps this is a Sco.ch joke. Who would be daring enough to aver 
either way ? 


‘¢ False Beasts and True.”’ 


A GENTLEMAN Of the bricklaying persuasion has been sent to prison 
for two months for disabling « cat and then setting a ferret onit. A 
ferret timely punishment. When Peers and Premiers smile and chaff 
ahout ripped-up women, bricklayers are apt to fancy animal-worryiug 
fair sport. 


A Post of Honour. 

Turovenu the kindness of Dr. Badger the Sultan of Zanzibar has 
undertaken to convey some acid drvps, pills, and ginger beer from the 
Telegraph people to Stanley. The “Dr Livingstone I presume’’ young 
adventurer has chained any amount of kings to his chariot wheel, and 


| now he is the cause of a Sultan being Badgered. 
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‘CROOKED WAYS.” 


; 
Rustic :—*' Goop-By8, Berry, WE BEES GOING FOR GooD!”’ 
| 
i 








BLACK man came to old Eng- Those people you hear are of low degree 


5 Betty :—‘‘ THEN MIND THBE DON’T MISS THB WAY—IT BE THE FURST TIME THEE’S EVER BEEN ON that ROAD, I’m THINKIN’!”’ 
pti 

F The black man then took a turn round town, 

rs THE UNCONVERTED HEATHEN. And he listened to starving cries. 

, A Vexy Stwpvie Story. He felt in his pocket for half a-crown, 

; But his guide said, ‘‘ We organise : 


land's shore, And have all in their turn been condemned by me.”’ 


| 
. 
For he was on knowledge | That moment—all ghastly, white— 
They came on a corpse, and the guide said, ‘* She 


Has been doing it out of spite!” 


Then the hlack man went to a justice room, 
And heard with an inward thrill 


bent, 
And he said, ‘‘As I’ve never 
been here before, 
I'll see that my time's well 





ny 


iin neti se 
_ e F 


spent: 
| T'll heoe what they do with The great panacea is a gaol-cell gloom 
their monstrous wealth For being aged, and poor, and ill. 
1% (I think that they’re all doing | Said he, “I'll away from this glorious land, 
ef good by stealth, Whose money is lavished with plenteous hand 
| And blushing to find it | On bread and on beer and beef, 
fame)— To be all absorbed by a vampire band 
And its Organised Relief.” 


I'll take a look round. For | 
morality’s health | 





+ | 
Should ~* ; Ch arit y ’s Ministerial. 
3 Gee cae. | Mrs. Pravamop having read that “ Sir Stafford Northcote arrived 
; Thi , | at Balmoral as Minister in attendance on her Maje-ty’’ has come to 
i rom, Sars ee alls | the conclusion that a very ordinary chap may make a very extra- 
bs hod tk eelael the guar- | ordinary chaplain. ‘‘On’y to think of ’is representin’ a religious sex 
i. ” diame Gea _in the ‘Ouse, and pertending not to believe in them Bull gatherin’ 
As Till their eyes grew dim and aterociousness among the Slave Serviants. I wish I only knowed 
dake aaeak ok | where ‘is church is, I'd go and give 'im a piece of my mind, 1 would! 
(For their ways were the | Worthy, but somewhat obtuse, old creature! 
r . ways of greed). 
' Then they prated of good by their labour wrought, Aham! 
; ; And they made on the paupers a fierce onslaught | . Ham has arranged to erect a memorial to General Foy, of Restaura- 
is (Poor creatures of skin and bones ; tion renown, who was bred there. It will be sandwiched between the 
Bia And a guardian said, “‘ They must soon be brought Town Hall and the Maire’s residence, and all the inhabitants will be 
To break their own weight in stones.”’ mustered to partake. 
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MY ENEMIES. | ¥ 


Tury tell us all good men must find 
A foe or two about them— 

In fact, that men of any mind 
Could hardly do without them. 

I do not know that I am such, 
Or that my talent bright is, 

But I've two foes who tease me much— | 
Rheumatics and Bronchitis. 


They dog my footsteps night and day, 
They walk the streets behind me; 

No doors can keep the fiends at bay— 
Through keyholes they can find me. 

Thev seize my back and clutch my throat, | 
Their grip “‘ uncommon”’ tight is; | 
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To regions dark I daily vote 
Rheumatics and Bronchitis. 
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I’m told if I their plans would foil, 
And never more behold them, | 
Across the seas there is a soil | 
That's much too warm to hold them. 
I only hope the tale is true, 
For southward now my flight is ; 
I beg to bid you both adieu, 
Rheumatics «nd Bronchitis. 


Proud and Happy. | 

Lorp BraconsFieFLp writes a letter to that hybrid | 
monster, the Conservative Working Man, in which he 
says that, “the working classes are content and happy, 
and proud of their country.’ His lordship’s knowledge 
of ‘home affairs is as complete ashis acquaintance with 
what is going on abroad. The proud and happy work- 

ing man of England is a Conservative discovery which * . 

we hope will balance the result of Liberal research in | es ay to i y i rs Ay) 

. My? TS 4 / NN a i ar: 

Bulgaria. . Cy WY NN WAG, y, 


‘“A RANDOM SHOT.” 


“Au Ponto, OLD FELLOW! HOW’s THE LUMBAGO, AND HOW'S ALL AT 


HOME P”’ 

““BerTeR, THANKS. I’M A BACHELOR JUST AT PRESENT—WIFE'S VISITING 
HER MOTHER.”’ 

‘An! THEN YOU'RE A FISH OUT O' WATER.” 

‘6 PRECISELY—Aot WATEK!”’ 





Bury Likely. | 
Viscount Bury is chosen to follow the Right Hon. | 
Benjamin Atrocities to the House of Lords. There is | 
a strange coincidence in this The Viscount does not | 
lose his name, but will be Bury’d in the upper chamber. 
So will “the other one,’ out of the way of popular 
indignation. 
How To sEE A Joke.— Wear giggie lamps. 








DOT? AND LINES. Ex-Cathedra. 
West-END tradesman advertises—‘‘ New patent boxing gloves; A German tailor who prosecuted a woman the other day at Bow 
always on hand.” He must find them inconvenient at times, say | Street for stealing was utterly unable to make himself understood in 
when he washes himself. ~ Admiralty grants £100 for the Cork) English. So Mr. Flowers spoke German to him. ‘ But,’ says the 
Sailors’ Home. As Cork sailors are said to be only disabled on the | ingenuous Bow-street liner, “ his German was, if anything, more incom- 
bottlefield, this amount is considered amply sufficient. = Well- | prehensible than his English.” We commend to this enthusiastic 
informed paper says, ‘the Russian army may now be roughly esti- | reporter a certain obscure pa-sage in an equally obscure play, where, 
mated at two million men and a half.” If they can et to within half | for similar reasons not at all obscure, one Claude Melnotts finds fault 
a man in a rough estimate, they'd better not try and be smooth ior | with a gentleman's accent. Anyhow, the Flowers of magisterial 
fear of overdoing it. A quarter of a soldier too much would upset | eloquence, often so difficult to comprehend in English, must have 
all their calculations. = Boers said to be getting the best of the Katirs. | seemed doubly astonishing in German. Carlyle says, “Speech is 
Kafirs deny it, and disgusted newspaper correspondent and umpire, | silver.” ‘his must have teen right down real German silver. 
“‘ who ouvht to know, you know,” says such savages never do know a 
when they’ve had enough. — Burglars break into a church, but find 
less than ten shillings in the poor boxes. ‘‘ And blooming poor boxes 


too,’’ says one of the defrauded cracksmen in a letter full of virtuous Ww 
indignation to the Times. — Headmaster of Rugby presents a| boiling of any number of indigenous shrimps and winkles, a rebuke 
from the great local journal of Sheerness-on-Sea. The souls of those 


swimming-bath to his school. Ungrateful boy said the presenter’s 
speech contained much too much “‘ bath-o8” to please him. — Irish | who are making the most of their Sheerness-on-Season, are harrowed 
labourer killed by an Irish bull near Derby. Singular instance of | by an incwutious and flippant remark, and the Sheerness Times, with 


the irony of fate and the ingratitude of Irish bovines. — Gentleman | native gallantry, not to say Kentish fire, has rushed to the rescue. 
named Howe celebrates his hundredth birthday in America. Howe | Uur correspondent said Sheerness was a “‘ de/i7hifully dirty waterins- 
extraordinary! All true Republicans feel themselves a hundred years | place.’”’ He was wrong. It is nothing of the kind. 

old out there just now. = Glasgow widow found pouring vitriol over 
an ex-sweetheart. Only a Scotch joke, we fancy! but our charwoman ‘6 Bri Wd» 
—and a very good woman, too, if ‘a little low— ies she thinks it must er h nee wag we © Onitd. ; di 
have been because of the published and oft-avowed intention of the | _ “ come aan to wo half y balanced if he is to be placed in the 
Glasgow bailies “ to put down adulteration.” WOEA 20 GROees GO. 0 Bae SNeETeS. 


D—lightful! 
We accept in all humility, and with tears briny enough for the 





Curious, 
We are born into the world, and borne out of it. ‘Tis a bourne, 


Discontent by means of sibillation ought really to be encouraged 
however, with a difference. 


Direct from Thesp hiss, | 
in our theatres. “I'would be eminently hiss-try-on-ic. | 


ee rrr renner recess, 
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IMBECILE MAGISTRATE. 


(Srpr. 13, 1876. 








And our I. M.’s wrath was let loose against the 
miscreant to the extent of seven years and the cat. 


That day there was brought to him a culprit 
who had impeded trafiic with a top ; 


“ What dreadful atrocities they commit in the East! ’’ 
said our own Imbecile Magistrate. 
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So that when another culprit ws brought 
who had skinned a borse alive,— 


Then our I. M. dined. 
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‘* Why, these Eastern atrocities get more atrocious every day! ’’ he 
The fact was, he was reading about his 
before, only he was slightly worse 
this morning, and didn’t recognise his own name! 


Our I. M. felt amiable, and fined him one shilling, dismissing him 


without a stain, &c. said next morning. 
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‘fESCAPED!” 


At last by the sea we are wandering gladly 
(Accompanied, wife, by a youngster or two)— 

A glimpse of its beauties we hankered for madly— 
We've never till now ventured farther than Kew! 

But Fortune, at length, has been pleased to allot us 
A day to disport on the coast for awhile. 

The n«tives will stare, if they happen to “spot” us 
Triumphantly marching in Indian file! 

It’s rea'!ly delightful to stroll on the shore ;— 

Why, Polly, we'll never go home any more! 


Just note how the waves with a restle:s persistence 
And musical murmurs advance and recede ; 
And see the white sails, far away in the distance, 
Like daisies uprearing their heads in a mead. 
Just look at the patches of sea-weed that cluster 
O er rocks wherein Neptune quaint crevices hews,— 
Yes, here we'll remain, where excursionists muster ; 
We're Britons, my dear, and we'll stay if we choose! 
So London, ta-ta! As I mentioned before,— 
By jingo! we'll never go back any more! 


Our children are looking as though they enjoyed it— 
For Milly, with tresses afloat in the breeze, 
Is watching the sea, half inclined to avoid it, 
Whilst Tom, with his trousers rollei up to his knees, 
Is manfully wading. Don’t let it distress you, 
Such things are to infants unspeakable fun. 
Nay, leave them to paddle—they’re safe enough, bless you ! 
y they’re getting embrowned by the sun. 
‘We've plenty of time, though, the beach to explore, 
For really, we'll never go home any more! 


Ay, here will we lounge on the verge of the ocean, 
Forgetting the that London imparts; 
And day after day we'll express our devotion 
To health-giving Neptune with joy-laden hearts. 
me * * * 


Yet stay. Though we're revelling, jolly as may be, 
These holiday pleasures we soon must resign. 
You'll have to get back to see after the baby— 
And J must “turn up” in the morning at nine! 
The City be hanged! It’s a deuce of a bore, 
When I fancied we’d never go home any more! 


t 


SOME MAGAZINES FOR SEPTEMBER. 


THE current issue of the Art Monthly Review offers good return for 
the amount charged. With it are given three admirably executed 
reproductions of famous pictures, any one of which would, before recent 
discoveries and improvements in photography, have been considered 
worth three times the money. Even in these cheap days this publica- 
tion is unique of its kind, and is, besides, worthy of support as tending 
to considerably instruct the great, but in this particular line somewhat 
ignorant, British public as to the real and artistic meaning of the much- 
abused word, Art. 

Also worthy of support is another new venture in the way of 
popular illustration and enlightenment. It is the Operatic and Dramatic 
Album, which contains four portraits, each one of a most popular 
artist of the present day. We refrain from naming the first selection 
of Messrs. Matthews and Son, because, when we say that the four 
form perhaps the happiest choice that could be made just now, our 
readers may be tempted by curiosity alone to rush out and buy. If 
they do, the bump of inquisitiveness will for once have done good 
service. 

The ordinary magazines are this month very ordinary, while some 
are even below that widely established representative position. In 
Macmillan, Mr. Black’s heroine begins to get into the thick of her 
ad entures. The description of the young man who sits down to 
write a great poem is good-- is, in fact, much better than the portion 
of poem produced and printed. A fair specimen of superior padding 
is given by Mr. H. S. Edwards in his “ Byways of Bookmaking,” 
which, by the way—the by way—has nothing to do with Tattersall’s or 
the Victoria Club. From some remarks which appear in it, we judge 
that the St. James's has again passed into fresh managerial hands. 
There is much promise of new work, which it is to be hoped will not 
be like some of the old. This, as represented on the present occasion 
by “ Between the Dances,” is the sort of nameless article in flabby 
verse which no kind of magazine reader can possibly require. Not 
much better in the way of mechanism is some work in this 
month’s London Society. It is a pity that people who will write 
won't take the trouble to learn the mechanical portion of their work. 
If a man undertook to do a job of carpentry without having first 
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ascertained whether he knew anything about it, he would most likely 


be considered a pretender. But the same man may cobble up some- 
thing ‘literary,’ and actually get a reputation as a very cl+ver 
writer indeed—among those who don’t know any more about writing 
than he does himself. It would be well to know when the particular 


scene at Polo produced in London Society was to be discovered at 


Hurlingham ; and whether the signature “ Knut Ekwall’’ to a double 
pave drawing really means what it says. It looks as if it did. 

The American magazines are oak as usual. Seribner’s contains, 
among other admirably illustrated contributions, an instalment of 
“The Bride of the Rhine,’ a fanciful title given to the blue Moselle. 
It is funny to notice how transatlantic delicacy insists on one of the 
“‘ wines of the country” being carefully misspelt—possibly the young 
lady who asked for “a small piece of bosom of fowl,” and the other 
who wouldn't accept of a legacy unless it was covered up, are constant 
subscribers to Scribner’s. The writer is also somewhat wrong in his 
enumeration of expensive wines; that may have been, though, owing 
to his choice of hotels. There are places in England where the most 
expensive drink is table ale. The rest of the contributions are excel- 
lent. It wouldn't be a bad thing to be a boy again if only for the 
opportunity of beginning one’s magazine acquaintance with Sf. 
Nicholas. The Atiintic Monthly seems a trifle heavy this month. 
“ Holy Places of the Holy City”’ is, however, admirable reading, and 
some of our magazine poetasters might do much worse than spell out 
and carefully study the verse, notably a sonnet by Aldrich. 

In Tinsiey’s, Mr. Frank Barrett's “‘ Maggie” would be intensely 
interesting if it were not so involved. It is a pity the author did not 
take the usual six lessons for a guinea in gambling transactions and 
polite thievery before he attempted to describe them. He might then 
have saved himself and his readers some trouble. It is a pity, because 
there is a freshness about the story which makes ite errors the more 
regrettable. An article on ‘‘ Parody” is amusing, if net altogether 
correct. It doesn’t become “ the likes of us’’ to deny the truth of any 
statement made by so great, and good, and truthful a writer as Mr. 
Charles Reade. Otherwise, we mi be inclined to say that the 
“ Good Stories” supplied by him to Belgravia are somewhat misnamed. 
If we might suggest an improvement it is that they be tried in future 
in words of one syllable. On the other hand, Messrs. Chatto and Co. 
deserve many thanks for showing the way to rival magazine pub- 
lishers in the matter of verse. the wordy inanities to whivh we 
are treated nowadays, such a page as that supplied by Mr. Swinburne 
is a treat indeed. 

Owing to the fire at Messrs. Grant and Co.’s having destroyed the 
old “ plant,” the Gent/eman’s appears in a plain wrapper this month. 
It doesn’t look any the less gentlemanly though, and its present 
unvarnished appearance is to our taste a recommendation. The editor 
gives an account of the effect of the fire on the prospects of the current 
number, and is, if anything, just a little too grateful to his assistants, 
considering that they themselves reap no inconsiderable share of the 
advantages of publication. The‘ ‘Table Talk’’ ends with an extremely 
funny proposition from a new poet to the editor. Perhaps the new 
poet has read some of the Gentleman’s recent poetry—hence hi. pro- 
posal to be sole judge of the merits of his own production. He may 
be the first author who has “ put it that way;” he is by no means 
the first who has reserved to himself the right of private judgment. 

The Day of Res: and Evening Hours contain some fair work. The 
green wrapper of the Gardener's is sadly ive of the sere and 
yellow portion of the year at which we have, it seems, almost sudden] 
arrived. ‘he Nautical isa good number, and so are Co/burne's an 
the London. Of the remainder we have only space to acknowledge, 
the Celtic, Charing Cross, Sunday at Home and Leisure Hour, Golden 
Hours and Sunshine, Peepshow, Good Things, Photographic News, 
Pictorial World, Journal of Horticulture, Hardwieke's Science Gossip, 
Once-a- Week, Cook’s Exeursionist, &c., &c. 


Cowardly. 


An Irish dastard has just revenged himself on a landlord by tying 
the tails of four c»ws together. The report of this singular outrage 
says that “the animals, in trying to extricate themselves, tore each 
other’s tails off.” Unless these cows came from Kilkenny, or unless 
one of them was an Irish “ bull,’”’ they could hardly have done exactly 
as described. But even if the result was only half that stated, we 
should much like to hear of the vile perpetrator of the deed being 
discovered. Retributive justice wouldn't inaugurated badly by a 
visit with him to that near relative and always able ccadjutrix of cows 
that give milk—the cow with the iron tail. 


Haut Ton. ; 
A sPECIAL barge and a special railway are being constructed to. ship 
the 81-ton guns to the stations for which areintended. If they 
are to be under te control of the Admiralty wouldn't it be@heaqper to 
chuck them into the sea at once? Perhaps, though, by the-time@hey 
are ready to move, the Earl of Bulgaria and his colleagues will bere- 
placed by administrators of a leas dangerous charagter. 
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IGH ’OBAN. 
Cockney Tourist :—“ WHAT 18 THE NAME OF THIS VESSEL, MISTER?” Fellow Traveller :—“ Iona, str!”’ 
'? 


Cockney Towrist :—“‘ Do you, INDEED, sik! But I pipn’T a8K YOU WHO OWNED ’ER, SIR, BUT WHAT ’ER NAME WAS! 








CLERKENWELL CHRISTIANITY. 


Tue dreadful crime of poverty seems to get worse—as an offence. 
The other day, at Clerkenwell, a beggar was, at the instance of the 
Society for the Suppression of Mendicity, committed for trial, and, 
says the report in the Times, ‘‘ The commitment was made out for the 
House of Correction, instead of the House of Detention, so that while 
the defendant is awaiting his trial he can be kept to nard labour.” If 
this man had been a burglar, or a brutal murderer, and the worthy 
magistrate had dared to send him for punishment before he was found 
actually guilty, half the philanthropists in England would have been 
up in arms, and the Times itself would have been filled with indignant 
remonstrance As the man was only a reduced Dissenting minister, 
who finding he could not dig was not ashamed to beg when starvation 
stared him in the face, the general verdict seems to have been, Serve 
him right. And considering how much more favourably a man is 
always regarded who commits crime, we too think, upon consideration, 
| no punishment can be severe enough for a poor-spirited starving wretch 
who is satisfied to merely ask for assistance. 


HOW TO MAKE AN EARL. 


(By Our Lunatic Lavurgats.) 


Taxe a dank and drowning sailor from an overladen ship, 
Take a fear-compelling knuckle shaken underneath your nose, 
Take a wretched slave escaping, hand him over to the whip, 
Take a dozen witticisms to insult a nation’s woes, 
Take the crown of England's ruler, mess and tinker it about, 
Take a thousand starving Christians lying wens in ore, 
Take a pert and chafling answer honest sympathy to 
Take an army and a navy which are rotten to the core, 
Take the honoured flag of Britain, let it dangle in the East 
Over babe and women butchers let that noble flag unfurl, 
Take excuses for the rapine of the filthy Turkish beast, 
Spice the lot with Asian cunning,—the result will be an Earl. 


A Family Failing. 

Tue ex-Sultan has, we are informed, already made several attempts 
to commit suicide. A contemporary hints that it isa pity he hasn’t 
succeeded. This is a way the Muradical press has of ex-Sultan over his | 
downfall. 


Operatic Intelligence. 
Ir is not generally known that on the Earl of B. taking his seat in 
. Ta "a | the Upper House his aria d'intrata addressed to the other Earl— 
Like to Like. | Russell of that ilk—will be, ‘“ Johnny make room for your uncle, 
Tus m rigns eon county for invalid Irishmen is, of course, Weak-low. | there’s a little Peer!”’ 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS:— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, \E 


WATE —Standard, UININE WIN 
“I find ft to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassati, M.D. 
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“ Wx can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” 
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ONE OF ‘‘LONDON’S FREE EXHIBITIONS.” 


Rude Boy :—“’UtuLo, Look ’ERE, Birt! ’Ere’s ong 0’ THE P’FORMERS AT ASHLEY'S A PRACTIZIN' IN THB STREET!” 


THEATRICAL ENTERPRISE. 


Tus elegantly worded manifesto issued by the director of a West- 
end theatre, writhing under the castigation of a Times dramatic 
criticism, is, we understand, likely to bear fruit. The Jimes will not 
cease to appear, nor will its critic be condemned to supply Mr. Toole 
with a framework for the current street jokes and some second-hand 
comic songs. But—and respecting the profession as we do, we pause 
to express pain—it is rumoured that, with the aid of the Slang 


Dictionary, the bilious protest and vulgar advertisement system will | 


shortly be imitated in managerial circles. This is the kind of thing 
we may expect :— 

O THE PUBLIC.—The Rum-cull of the Casa having twigged in 

the Thunderer a nasty wipe at his show, which he puts down to 

@ green young covey of the give-it-’em-hot-and-strong-and-plenty-of- 
it school of paper-stabbers, begs to say that the card in question don’t 
know a comedy from a cartwheel, and the Rum-cull, being a literary 
gent, ain't a-goin’ to stand pitches in from any Johnny Raw whose | 
mother lets him out for the evening to sit on second Billy Shakes- | 
peares like the gents who do the needful at his establishment. Plays, | 
dinners, liquors, and jokes in great variety. Dinner in private room 
and private box, £2 1ls. 6d. Gallery and glass of ale, 8d. Pit and 
pork pie, 2s. 6d. Alldramas and drinks may be relied upon for their | 
purity. Salads and supers carefully dressed. The manager’s fighting | 
weight is 9st. 6lb. Old and literary friends always welcome. Good | 
cigars. 

(Still, the Gaiety protest has not been without its effect. It has | 
driven this young and hitherto roaring literary lion of the leading | 
journal into the exactly opposite extreme of sickly gush. When will | 
the dramatie critics of the newest school discover there isa road which 
lies between the “slate deliberate” and the “‘ grovel absolute” P—Eb. | 


A Definition. 


Lorp Derzy on Balgarian atrocities. 
corduroy audience. 


A fustian speech to a 


VOL. XXIV. 








TO AUTUMN. 


By a Cuitty Mortat. 


Hart! autumn season chill and grey, 
When home to town returning 
I find stove aprons put away, 
And fires are brightly burning. 
Adieu you false deceitful sun, 
My grate has put your nose out. 
It's large—a real old-fashioned one, 
And what a heat it throws out! 


Yes, Sol may hide his blusbing face, 
The clouds ure always handy ; 

At home I choose a cosy place, 
And smoke and sip my brandy. 

To court Dan Phoebus man must dress, 
And put his coat and hat on; 

Here in my robe-de-chambre's caress, 
I doze the hearthrug flat on. 


On summer’s warmth who counts, I pray, 
In this delightful London ? 

Look back at August, please, and say 
How much work has the sun done. 

No tricks the faithful coals will try 
If once they’re fairly lighted ; 

In autumn to our coals we fly, 
To autumn I am plighted. 


Yes, Skully! 

An exhibition of skulls has taken place at Glasgow, under the 
auspices of the British Association. Judging from the spiritualist dis- 
cussion, the skulls which made the greatest ¢«xhibition were the 
unboiled ones. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 20, 1876. 


[CarToon. } 


AT THE BAR. A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 


, ¥ 
j fanmraestrece! Police Court. { 


lyizaw (alias Dodger) charged before Mr. Puntic Justice, at the suit of 


Messrs. Nationa Orinion anp Co., with aiding and abetting one 
Ma. Turxnry, still at large, in murder and other maicfaction. 


Macistratr. Defendants, it doth grieve me much to hear 
From sound, respectable, and trusty sources, 
That you have chosen vicious ways to steer 
Apart from those of honest men and courses. 
It grieves me greatly when I'm told that you 
Stoop to consort with what is foul and murky— 
Stoop to a game that’s morally askew— 
Stoop to pretend you're not assisting Turkey. 
Your previous characters I grieve to state 
Are sorely damaged by your acts of late. 


(Prisoners were here understood to say that at the| very worst they can only be 
charged with doing nothing. 
it, and said that the law would not allow of men being punished for not 
interfering with other folks’ quarrels.) | 


Macistrxats. Ben, at the bar this flippancy won't do; 
You owe allegiance to your rank and station. 
When charge you took of Ministerial crew 
On you devolved our honour as a nation. 
A sorry time for pleasantry is this : 
Why hesitate ?—’tis Duty’s self commands you. 
In former days the rod you ve had to kiss—— 
For time to think his worship now remands you. 
Your artful idling o’er your country’s work 
Has proved that you, Ben, are a perfect Turk. 


CLERK. 


(Py soners are taken away (o Howes of Detention io await further evidence. 
Court gradually cleare, as ercwd drops off to swell general Iidignation 


Meetings all over the country.) 


Tuoss gentlemen-amateur authors who like to put in their books a 
lot of what they don't know about the turf should take note that with 
the Doncaster St. Leger week, just completed, a certain section of the 
racing season comes toanend. The last of the great three-year-old 
races is over, and with the Leger not a few of the good old school 
who despise handicaps, two-year-old racing, and such-like ruinous 
innovations, go their ways and know the turf no more till spring re- 
turns again. Not but what there is plenty of excellent sport yet to 
come; but then some old gentlemen are very conservative, and even 
Newmarket, the head-quarters of conservatism, has no charms for 
them when ‘ back-end’’ begins, though to some modern minds it is 
then Newmarket possesses its only charms. Writers, too, who like to 
show their knowledge of betting transactions might do worse than 
take the lesson of last week’s Leger well to heart. The winner of the 
Derby, starting with odds of 2 to | laidon him—the difference between 
odds on and odds against would seem now and again to be worth 
study—finished fourth in a field of nine, while the first horse was 
Petrarch, who it appears now ought to have won the Derby, and who 
really did start a great favourite for that race. Close to the winner— 
so close indeed that he may be said to have won when it was too 
late—came a colt against whom a hundred to one was betted when it 
was seen he was going to the post. So there was no lack of excite- 
ment about the Leger, though only nine ran ; and so, also, novelists and 
dramatists might find good capital in what does really take place on 
the turf, instead of drawing on their imaginations for the wild and 
wonderful of horsey fiction. 

—— 

Txis year was what is called the ‘“ Centennial Leger,” which re- 
minds us that there has been in America an aquatic festival, for quite 
another reason called the “Centennial Regatta.”’ At Centennial 
Regattas—whatever may be the case with Centennial Legers— it 
would sem age comes long before honesty. After reading the 
American's own reports of the four-oared “final’’ out of which the 
London men were deliberately choused, neither Yankee prowess nor 
Yankee fair play will be much esteemed in England. American crews 
visiting England have always been well received. Should any come 
now they may expect all fairness, but it will hardly do again to treat 
them as heroes when they arrive, and regard them as martyrs when 
they have been honestly beaten. 





Mrs. Pratamor hears as how people are breaking all over the 
country, and hopes as the engineering gents as has been recommendin g 
continuous breaks is satisfied now. 


Messrs. Denny (alias Heavy Man) and 


Elder prisoner pretended to make light of 





DERBY'’S DEVICE 


Once upon a time, in a hemisphere far away, there was an island 
inhabited by millions of people, and two lords, whom, in order to dis- 
guise their identity, we will call Lord Beaconsfield and Lord Derby. 
And one evening these two lords were having «» after-dinner nap at 
their club when the waiter ran in and said, “Oh, if you please, my 
lords, I’ve just heard from a friend that some robbers have cut a lot of 
your retainers up into small pieces.” ‘ H’m,” said Derby, ‘ that’s 
awkward; what shall we do?” ‘ Well, as we didn’t see it, and have 


only this fellow’s word for it, and he says he heard it in the street, the 


best thing we can do is to go to sleep again.’”” So they put their 
handkerchiefs over their faces, and began to snore again. Presently 
the waiter came in and handed them a telegram from the butler. ‘“‘ My 
lords, half your retainers have been cut in pieces: what shall I do?” 
‘*Hi’m,” said Derby, waking Beaconsfield, ‘* what shall we do, old 
man?’’ ‘* Why,” grunted the drowsy peer, with a grin, “* as they are 
cut up, and we can’t stick them together again, the best thing we can 
do is to finish our nap.”’ So off they went to sleep again. 

Soon afterwards a gentleman dropped into the club, and asked them 
if they’d heard the news about their reteiners. ‘ Oh, yes, we've heard 
it,” answered Lord B., “but we hope it isn’t true,” and with 
that he whisked a fly off his nose, and had another forty winks. But 
he didn’t sleep long, for the people in the neighbourhood got wind of 
the news, and gathered into little groups, and said it was a shame that 
the Jords didn't do something, and they made such a noise outaide the 
club that Lord Beaconsfield was obliged to wake up; but instead of 
going home to see after his retainers, he took a cab to the nearest rail- 
way station, and got out of the way. But Lord Derby, who was 
roused by the noise as well, began to think it was time to see into the 
affair, so he wrote a note to the butler for further information, and 
gave it to the carrier who passed his house once a month to deliver the 
next time he was that way. Then he sat back in his easy chair, and 
tried to go to sleep again ; but his neighbours, who had found out where 
he was, rushed in and shook him, and asked him what he meant 
by dozing there while his retainers were lying in murdered fragments 
and their murderers were unpunished. You should have seen the 
indignant look with which Lord Derby started out of his chair then. 
He singled out a working man among the crowd, and fixed his eye on 
him, and then he began: “ My friends, I am rejoiced that you have 
given me this opportunity of defending myself and my noble neigh- 
bour. Occupying the position we do, it was impossible for us to take 
action in this matter without deep consideration. But I assure you 
from the moment this outrage was reported to us, my noble friend and 
myself have been engaged in endeavouring to prevent its repetition. I 
have received messages and despatched replies, and I have thought a 
great deal. I fear the noise you have made outside this club during 
the last few hours may have had a bad effect upon our negotiations. | 
assure you we most deeply regret the slaughter of our retainers. We 
are about to discover the slaughterers, and punish them. Butin order 
that we may do so you must leave the matter entirely in our hands, 
and go home quietly to bed.” 

The neighbours were so delighted with Lord Derby’s speech that 
they sent it to the newspapers the next day, and everybody was agree- 
able to leave the matter in such good hands. 

And having obtained the desired effect, Lord Derby sat down in his 
easy chair and went off to sleep again. 


More of It! 


‘Poor Jo” having played out his period at the Globe, his near 
relative, and as some think progenitor, “‘ Plain /o,’’ has returned to 
Newcastle-street. ‘The gentleman who represented this journal on the 
reopening night has sent in what he calls his condensed column of 
curtailed criticism. Itrunsthus:—“ Globe. Saw Jo. ‘ He wos werry 
good to me, he wos.’ Please send post-office order or cheque, as I am 
at low water and quite ona Lee shore.” This seems to be an age of 
novelties in the way of dramatic criticism. 





Hip! and Hipped. 

Tue old rule of soldiers charging when they cheer is to be revived 
by order of our authorities. It is as well military charges should be 
of a cheering character so far as the men themselves are concerned, 
the country is only depressed by them. 


Letters of Credit. 

Tue Times reports that ‘“‘ £500 has been paid into Coutts’ bank bv 
F. C. J. to the credit of the Seaside Convalescent Home, Seaford.”’ 
= oe say the pay-in was to the credit of I’. C. J.; very much to 

18 credit. 


“Wings rrom THe Woop.”—Yes, and not unfrequently from the 
Log of it. 


(Serr. 20, 1876. 
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MAKING EYES! 


Fo many things a girl can make, 
[ cannot fathom why 
So few can turn us out a cake, 
Or make an apple pie! 
Excuses they can make, galore! 
Fair bouquets, wreaths, and ties; 
But they delight in something more— 
And that is “‘ making eyes! ”’ 


A girl can make a man a fool— 
See History for that !— 

Can make a dress by Fashion’s rule, 
Or trim a dainty hat! 

But oft—from gaping crowds apart— 
I’ve pondered with surprise 

On this—her rarest, dearest art, 
You know, is “‘ making eyes!” 


A woman makes the moments fly, 
She makes the cash fly too; 
For husbands say she makes them buy 
Whatever comes in view. 
But this I know, oh Modern Belle! 
(It is no vain surmise)— 
The art in which you most excel 
Is that of ‘‘ making eyes!” 


: 
Local Colour. 
Ar a “mass meeting” held in Dublin the other day, | 
ostensibly for the purpose of protesting against the atrocities | 
in Bulgaria, but really for the sake of insulting England and 
having a few friendly combats for the honour of [reland,a | 
Mr. Dunn, who presided, expressed his opinion that England | 
would do the same in Ireland that Turkey was doing in Servia | 
—‘‘if she were only strong enough.” To try and reason out | 
matters with such a creature as this would be simply to stamp | 
one’s-self as big a fool and -almost as Irish. Doubtless, before | 
the meeting was well over, patriotism, self-importance, and 
whisky combined to make, in the chairman’s Hibernian apology 
for a mind, Irish atrocities more than ever likely to be Dunn. 





Too Tirrebel. 


Tue latest phase of Conservative bumptiousness is too 
ridiculous to be passed over with our customary smile of 
contempt. The Globe accuses the Liberal candidate for Bucks 
of sedition, because being an officer in the army he impugns 
the conduct of the Government. Being a soldier he couldn't 
well do otherwise. It’s a disgraceful disregard of national 
sentiment, a matter of uniform complaint. 


DOTS AND LINES. 








tr I’D KNOWN HE WERE STRANGE. 
YOURN.”’ 


TeLecram states that “Turks have for the present decided to | 


remain on the defensive.”’ Unfortunately, no a::cunt of the defensive 
can make them cease to be desperately offensive-—to all but the silly 
and the selfish. — Great excitement in New York concerning Bos 
Tweed’s capture. ‘The Tweed suit’ expected to be among the 
most fashionable winter patterns. — Man in outskirts of Sheffield dies 
of hydrophobia. Shouldn't have thought there was enough water 
about there to have done it. — Intemperate person up North charged 
with attempting to impale himself on some park railings. Relatives 
stated that he had lost much money on the turf, and had suffered from 
del, trem. 
— Free fight between Irish Nationalists and Home Rulers in Man- 
chester. Supposed to have been arranged as practical illustration of a 


Possibly he thought he was a bet, and ought to be staked. | 


lecture by Mr. O'Connor Power on “Irish Wit and Humour.” It. 


was indeed apropos. — Tramp at Doncaster charged with stealing a | a 
& * atrocities most deplorable. I acquit the Government of blame.” We 


fowl said it jumped on his shoulder and he slew it in self-defence. 
That tramp sbould be promoted—say, being at Doncaster, to the 
exalted and highly imaginative position of a tout or a tipster. = Con- 
servative daily paper advocates the use of tame apes as waiters and 
footmen. Well, they might be broken to it through a course of Con- 
servative daily journalism, the nearest thing we know to their tastes 
and proclivities as at present understood. — City paper, attempting to 
describe the rapid growth of the Zimes, says that “‘ the date Mr. Smith 
(W. H. Smith and Son) remembered the time when he-daily sold four 
copies only.” It doesn’t seem to strike this civic logician that his 


‘atement is proof, not of the growth of the Times, but of W. H Smith | 
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FRIENDLY ATTENTION. 


, Husband »—« Matitpa ANN, THOUGH I LO¥R YoU MOST 
DEAR, BEIN NEWLY MARRIED YOU MAY NOT KNOW MY ’ABITS; so I 
DO OPE ANOTHER TIME WHEN YOU SEES ME TALKIN’ TO A BTRANGE 
GENELMAN AT THE CORNER OF THE STREET YOU WON'T SLAP HIM IN 
THE EYE 80 ’ARD.” 


Fond Wife :—“ Lawks, ’Ensry, I wouLpw’? A*TOOK SICH A LIRERTY 


I THOUGHT ’E WERE A FRIEND 0’ 


Special Spalding Value. 


Mr. Secrerary Oross has just—and very justly—rescued a poo old 
woman of seventy-six from justice—that of the Justices. ‘The poor old 


| creature had a bad leg, and believing that if she could wrap it in new hay 
_it would be cured, she “ conveyed” a wisp ortwo in herapron. Taken 


redhanded and in the dead of night by the local and horror-stricken 
police, she was, after solemn trial and convic:ion, sentenced to “three 
weeks.” Mr. Cross has evidently in his zeal forgotten that to the 
magisterial mind of the Spalding sample hay has naturally a very 
a value be that = sere it by beings of an ordinary type 
and average in , t a good job for the old 

Mr. Cross too, that it wasn't thistles | er ee 





Abercornered. 
Lorp Cravp Hamitron telegraphs to his constituents—“ Turkish 


should imugine this must have been sent after dinner, for then a lord, 
as everyone knows, is most. lord. But even then he is hardly every- 


| body, Public Opinion included. Still, we should like to see anyone 
who is not glad to find that the Government has been acquitted by 


Lord Claud Hamilton. We tremble to think of the consequences had 
his lordship been less favourably disposed to the new peer and his 


colleagues. 


A Norway of Looking at it. 
Mr. Prrwsort has been investigating shipping and riding his 


iSon. But after all, what does a mistake between cause and effect | favourite hobby in Norway. He’ll come back quite a Norseman after 


_‘er in these days! 


nn nn a nc ncnn ccc ccc ccna rece eesecs 


| his studies in Norsemanship. 
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1b. 8's. who have climbed right up to it and then find they haven’t a pncil to The! B. 8. who has got hold of a real prize—a genuine ancient 
write their names. Their disappointed ambitior,. milestone, or something. His acquisitiveness. 
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B. 8's. attempting to distinguish the ruins of a Druidical Temple from the works of nature. Their fruitless patience. 
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ACCESSORY TO MURDER. 


“THE PRISONERS ON BEING WARNED IN THE USUAL WAY PLEADED JGNORANCE AS AN EXCUSE, AND WERE 
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OF THE DEPOSITIONS.” 


THEN FORMALLY REMANDED FOR THE COMPLETION 
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JINKS’S PLAN. 








Tux clothes of Jinks were worn to thread ; 
His hat, decaying round the brim, 
Appeared disgraceful on his head; 
And nobody respected him. 
For he, deficient in the cool 
Long-sighted sense of you and me, 
Had spent his halfpence like a fool 
And brought himself to beggaree. 
And people always closed their eyes 
In scorn when he approached, and said : 
‘‘ Now, that’s a person we despise, 
And make a point of cutting dead." 
And oh, his heart grew sad and sick 
When people thus refused to see. 
Their conduct cut him to the quick, 
Wherever that may chance to be. 
And Jinks desired, in much distress, 
Seme plan by which to re-attain 
His pristine splendour, and possess 


His popularity again. 
A aa Judge was chief of such 
As loudly scoffed at Jinks’s ways 
(He’d lauded Jinkes’s claret much 
In Jinks’s unembarrassed days.) 





I don't remember being told 
The nature of the cunning plan 
By which that Jinks obtained a hold 
Upon the learned legal man ; 
The Judge had popped his watch (say some), 
And Jinks had caught him in the act, 
And kept him underneath his thumb 
By swearing to disclose the fact. 


However, though I cannot trace 

The cause, I know that Jinks betook 
Him boldly to the Judge’s place, 

And eyed him with a meaning look ; 
And seeing, by his nods and winks, 

His victim’s nerves were greatly stirr’d, 
‘‘ Obey me instantly,” said Jinks, 

‘In all I say, and—mum’s the word! 
‘‘T am about, you'll understand, 

To steal some trifle—say a pin ; 
So mind, policemen are at hand 

To hunt me down and run me in: 


Wuy is Turkey like a theatrical manager ‘—Because she wants a 
peace that will last a long time. 








Then (while I shed repentant tears), 
You'll gibe me with a heartless joke ; 
And then you'll give me seven years 
And rob me of my daily smoke. 
“And let reporters, too, be there, 
And mind they give my proper name, 
And miss no word of the affair 
That people may peruse the same! ”’ 
He winked again; he said no more; 
He stole the pin that very day— 
And lo! policemen by the score 
Conveyed him savagely away. 
His strict commands were carried out 
To ev'ry word—no more, no less. 
And when the story got about 
Among the public and the press, 
The whole community was stung 
With indignation, pity, rage ; 
And Jinks received a place among 
The Martyrs of the Present Age. 


The people who had cut him dead 
Were crushed completely by his fate ; 
Their bosoms literally bled: : 
Their minds were in a frightful state ! 
‘So nice he was” (they said), ‘and slim ; 
No wonder that our bosoms bleed. 
We used to be so fond of him! 
We knew him very well indeed!"’ 


Then, chuckling much, the Martyr penned 
This missive fitsie his lonely ceil :— 
“Now charge me with Con »’ my friend, 
And order me the Cat as - 
This thing was done. The public mind— 
(So well that Jinks had sown the seeds 
Of interest)— began to find 
Its only solace lay in deeds. 
A deputation went to wait— 
A crowd of men of high degree — 
Upon the Minister of State 
To try and get the Martyr free. 
They got him free. They chaired him round. 
‘They worshipped him. They would insist, 
With liberality profound, 
On starting a subscription list. 


The sum was such as you'd expect 

When people were so mad to pay ; 
They thought it nothing to collect 

A hundred thousand pounds a day. 
It was a month, or thereabout, 

Before the wild excitement fell ; 
Yet even on its dying out 

Lor’ bless you! Jinks did very well. 
The Judge! In infinite disgrace, 

A sad embodiment of woe, 
He’d gone and hid his wretched face— 

For they had “ sacked”’ him long ago: 
And wealthy Jinks, in after years, 

On hearing of his crushing doom, 
Had pity for his aged tears 

And took him gladly as his groom. 
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HH 
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U 
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THERE’S MANY A 


Head of pleasure party :—“‘ Au, WELL, WHERE—WHAT 


( 


/ 


TRUE WORD, &c. 


ARE WE GOING TO DO?”’ 


Boatman :—“ Wx, stn, I RECKON WITH THIS "ERE BREEZE YOU'LL JUST ABOUT réetch OFF THAT THERE P’INT.” 


DAN’L MARNER; 


Ora, THE DRUCE IS IN THE DRAMA. 


Scunz.— The Haymarket Theatre on a grand “ field night.” Brilliant 
occupants of private boxes recognise literary occupants of stalls. Literary 
oceupants of stalls overpowered at the condescension. Grand show of 
paint and lace. ‘' Diamonds dirt cheap.”” ‘ Necks” or nothing. 
Critics in knots busy discussing Mr. Hollingshead’s manifesto as to the 
whole duty of dramatic criticism. Enter Mr. Hollingshead with stern 
determination on his brow and an affidavit that the “ Bull by the Horns” 
18 @ PECUNIARY success in his hand. Critics dissemble, and youthful 
gentleman from Printing House-square hides under his chair until 
Mr. H. is comfortably seated. 


ACT IL—A Ruined Hut to Let Unfurnished. 


Enier two unnecessary people who talk till the audience have settled them- 
selves. Then enter Dan't Drvece, a la Dan'l Peggoty. 


Dan’t. Iam in reality Dan’l Dancer, the noted miser, and here's 
my gold. (Gets rid of unnecessary people.) My gold, my lovely 
gold! (Shakes up tin-tacks and brass farthings in bag, which he takes 
Srom hole in the middle of unfurnished hut. Replaces bag.) 

Enter Sin Jasper Comus and Ancignt Pisrou. P. d+posits child wrapped 
in rug on locker unobserved by Dan’. 

Siz Jasper. As this place is to let we'd better take it and send this 


fellow for refreshments. 
Dan’t. Not so. Beware of a blacksmith at bay. Though emall, 


I am devilish sly. You can see I ama blacksmith because I go out | 


fishing, and fill up my time making nets. (<Aside.) By which means 


I get gold, much gold. It is, of course, notorious that fishing and | 


net-making are extremeiy rapid roads to wealth. But I will go and 
get food for you if you will give me gold. (Sim Jaspgr gives Aim gold 
and he departs. Pistou ali this time makes speech:s.) 

Sie J. Iam a soldier of the king,and therefore hungry. (He and 
Pistou break epen locker.) What! bread and cheese, and a flask! Ha! 
ha! (Munches rapidly and makes a feint of drinking.) 








_ Pistrot. But, colonel, I am worse than starving, and it’s a hundred 
| to one Dan’l won’t come back. 

Str J. Can't help that. I’ve got to save all my good nature for 
the last act. Besides, I love my king and country, and that virtue 
should be quite sufficient for the present. So none of your Worcester 
sauce. (Munches on.) 

Pistot. Hark! Soldiers! We are betrayed! They are only 

| two hundred yards off at the most. So we must begin to make our 
preparations for departure. But please do give me a bit of something 
to eat. Only a scrap. 

Sir Jaspsr. Notanatom! As we arenow going over to France in 
Dan')’s open fishing boat you will not require sustenance. And as 

the soldiers must be gradually getting nearer, you’d better go and 
shove off, and when I’ve finished Tll follow. (zit Pisrou.y) And 
now I'd better take that money, which of course I know is here (takes 
it), and as I don’t care about being bothered by this youngster, I’ll 
leave her as a recompense. But I must deposit some token. (Writes 
note, and deposits token and child. The soldiers being by this time close 
at hand, exit Sin Jaspgr by window.) 


Enter soldiers of Gingerbread Parliament period, led by Dan’. 


Dan’t. They have escaped! They have gone to France, and in my 
boat! So, fire! (Soldiers fire, evidently in the direction of France—and 
miss.) Ah, they have also taken my gold! My gold, my gold, and 
my pretty tin tacks! (Moans muchly, till child is shown him.) Ah, 
a miracle! Andachey-ild. Hurrah! I amindeed happy! (Soldiers 
Join in chorus. Tableau.) 


(Fourteen years supposed to elapse. Stupposition made to seem like reality. 
Mr. Hollingshead kills time by rehearsing affidavit as to the pecuniary 
success of ** Bull by the Horns.’’) 


ACT IL.—Dan’t's Dairy Forge and Farm. Rustic neighbourhood, with, 
of course, church spire in distance. Dan’, who has given his mind to 
grewing whiskers during the elapsed *‘ wait,’ and who has cut the 
Jishing connection, discovered blacksmithing with carpenter's small 
hammer. 
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Day’. It is now fourteen years since the lastact. Therefore I am | said, and as, besides, the girl is not my daughter at all, but your 


fourteen years older, and the ponderous ten-ton hammer I used te 
swing with ease is getting a trifle too much for me. Ah, lass! 


Enter Donotxy, child left in unfurnished hut, who during the fourteen 
years’ “wait” has grown up into a very pretty young woman. 

Dorotuy. Ah, father, fourteen years having now elapsed, I am 
seventeen come Sunday. 

Dan’t. I know it, lass. And I know also that Will Watch, the 
Bold Smuggler, has returned from sea. That is joyful news for you. 
Promise you will never leave me. For I am a poor old man, and the 
ten-ton hammer has entered into my soul. 

Dorotruy. I promise. [Exit Dan’t. 


Enter Witt Watcu, the Bold Smuggler, clad in large silver earrings, 


cutlass, lots of silver buttons, slashed doublet, olive complexion, and 


knicherbockers, 

Witt Warcu. Mistress Dorothy, I love you dearly. 

Dororny. And I think I love you too, but am not sure what love is. 

Witt. Then let us consider the matter. (They seat themselves, and 
consider it in a pretty pathetic manner which leaves the audience intensely 
satisfied, but uncertain whether to laugh or cry. Ladics compromise the 
matter, and “* mix it.’’) 


fte-enter Dan’. as lovers are exchanging real love tokens. 


Dan’t. Ah, I seeit all! She loves,andis beloved! (Zo Dororuy.) 
But promise you will never leave me. (She promises again, and exeunt 
Dan’L and Witt Watcu.) 


Lnter Ancient Pistot, who proceeds to make love to Dorotuy in a 
series of long and “ involuted’’ speeches, evidently studied during the 
JSourteen years’ “wait.” Then enter Six Jasper, and exit Piston. Sm 
JASPER, on whom the fourteen years has taken much effect, yearns towards 
Dorotuy. e-enter Dan’i, who recognises Stn Jasper, and is panic- 
struck, Stk Jasper, though Dan’ is only altered about the whiskers, 
doesn’t recognise him, Evit Sir Jasper with venerable benediction. 


Dan’t. Promise you will never leave me! 

Dorotuy. I promise. (Frit Dororuy and re-enter Witt Warcu.) 

Dan’t. I have seen Dorothy’s father. Promise you will never 
leave me, and you shall marry her at once, and then he cannot claim 
her. Give me your word. 

Witt. I would rather give you one of my earrings. But if you 
value my word it is at your service. (zit Dan’t and re-enter Pistot, 
with more long speeches. 
by Witt Warcu directly he got it, and recognises it as the locket left 
with the deserted child by Str JasvEr.) 

Pistot. Ha,ha! MHereis a clue. 

Witt. Then it belongs to me. (Enters into explanatory misstate- 
ments for the extremely obvious purpose of throwing Pistou off scent. For 
some strange i¢ason this is not understood by the two D.’s, who re-enter 
unobserved. Exnotion by DorotHy and more panic by Dan’L. Exit 
Pistou to tell his master.) 

Dan’ (still misunderstanding the matter). Wretch! You have 
betrayed us. (Dororuy interposes.) Anyhow, you have spoken 
slightingly of my daughter. (Zales up small hammer.) I am old and 
weak, and can no longer wield the ten-ton instrument, but I am artful, 
and so——.  (Dorotuy again interposes, and the Bold Smuggler“ stands 
off.’ Tableau.) 


ACT III.—ZJiterior of Dan’.’s cottage. Dan’i getting ready for a 
Journey witi. tourist's satchel. Donotuy supposed to be also making 
preparations ix a back room. Enter Pistot, who proposes to marry 
Dororuy avd keep the secret. Dan’ hesitates ; then, exacting the usual 
promise that they will never leave him, consents. Donroruy ts informed, 
and after a brief but effective struggle with herself, consents also. Then 
Dan’L, siruck with remorse, refuses. Exeunt Piston (c.), and 
Dororuy (1.), ad enter Wirn Wartcu, xot such a Bola Smuggler 
now, but still with his sea-legs well on. 


Witt. My boat is in the shore, and my bark is on the sea—I 
must say good-bye. (4 tapping is heard without, and Dan’L pushes 
Wit Warcs into a cupboard. Enter Six Jasper with venerable step 
and slow. Also with ANcrEnT PistoL, who makes more long speeches.) 

Dan’t. This man tells an untruth, and 1 can bring my daughter 
to prove it. 

Sir Jasper ‘fo Pistor). Then I discharge you without notice. 
(Exit Pistox.) And now, sir, how dare you keep the child I love'so 
much for sueh a long time and not let me know anything about it ? 

Dan’L. Well, Sir Jasper, as you put it that way, and as you wish 
to appear fond of the girl, I won’t ask you why you deserted her 
when she was « child, or whether, as I was robbed by you of all my 
money and my boat as well, the complaint shouldn't come from me? 


Re-enter Dornoruy. 


Dorotuy (appealing te Six Jasper). Oh, sir, “he wos werry good 
to me he wos.”’ 
Sir Jasper. 


rs ae re enn een 8 


Well, Dan’l, there’s a good deal in what you haven't 


NETL Earner na 


P. stoops and picks up love token dropped 


own, I will be generous, and leave her to you. ; ; 
Dan't. Then you must be the man who ran away with my wife! 
Six Jasrzr. Iam, and so I'll get out at once. (Gets out.) 
Re-enter Witt Watcu, a Bolder Smuggler than ever. 
Witt. You cannot misunderstand me any longer after this. Let 
us be united! 


Dan’t. But you must promise you will never leave me? 
Wu. I do. 
Dorotuy. Andsodol. (Grand unification, slow music, rapturous 


applause, and CURTAIN. 

[This isa somewhat unequal piece. The shortcomings are, how- 
ever, more than compensated for by the opportunities it gives for 
acting of the highest class. The dialogue is vigorous and not unfre- 


quently epigrammatic. The love scene in the second act is as as 
anything produced in modern days, and the acting of Mr. on 
and Miss Terry is worthy of it. Mr. Odell has an unthankful part, 


but he manages to make himself at home, and Mr. Howe battles 
up bravely for the traditions of the establishment. But the honours 
of the evening belonged, on the initial representation, almost entirely 


to Mr. Vezin, who, with an extraordinary power,and an in rare 
indeed in these creative days, held his audience spellbound, to let them 
ers in 


loose into the wildest and most passionate enthusiasm Bi 
very new schools and praisers of past times must alike admit that Mr. 


Vezin is indeed an actor. | 


ANOTHER WAXWORE IN THE SHOW. 


SHowman. Walk up, walk up, ladies and gentlemen, and behold 
the man whom the nation delighted to honour. This is the famous 
Benjamin Disraeli, Earl of Beaconsfield. Born in a library he imbibed 
at an early age a love of fiction, which has clung to him t 
his career. There’s more fiction about him than anything else. You 
will observe that he doesn’t look comfortable in his new clothes. He 
likes shabby things best. His whole political career is succession of 
shabby things. Old clo’ is a weakness of his race. Being a Tory he 
naturally clings to old habits. Was originally a Radical, but being of 
frugal mind he turned his coat. ee man! Great a 

igram. Very epigrammatic once about a Merchant Ship 
Wiew could a a thing when it was right under his nose. Plimsoll s 
bill is an exception, he saw that, but it was very close under his nose. 
Great statesman. Country’s very proud of him. Author of several 
epigrams relative to the Bulgarian atrocities. Peculiar in his 
sympathies. Likes people who rip up women and make children into 
mincemeat. ‘There, don’t be frightened, my little dear, he’s onl y in 
wax here. Wicked, ma’am, lor bless you, no! That's high policy. 
Country’s very proud of him ; considers him a brilliant politician. 

Cuitp. Please, Mr. Showman, haven't you got him in the wrong 
place? Oughtn’t he to be in the Chamber of Horrors? 

SHowman. So he is, my little dear. He's in the House of Lords. 








BE SURE. 


Bz sure that although the Under-Secretary of State writes letters 
about the Bulgarian atrocities, his yr is to Bourke them. 

Be sure if the Zimes publishes letters from every little Alpine 
traveller it is because at this season every little Aly. 

Be sure that the Lost Duchess will be discovered ninety times over 
during the next three months in twenty different places, embellished 
with artistic Duchess by our special paragraphist. _ 

Be sure that Major U’Gorman would tip staves in the House of 
Commons if he weren’t afraid of the tipstaff. 

Be sure that the Conservatives proved guilty of aiding and abetting 
the Turkish cruelties will bravely shift the blame on to Sir Henry 
Elliot. 

Be sure that when Earl Disraeli said he didn’t go to coffee shops 
for information he meant he wouldn’t go to coffee houses for atrociteas. 

Be sure that when a smart writer sneers at comic literature, and 
mentions “ our so-called comic papers,” that he’s just had his copy 
‘“‘ declined with thanks.” 

[And be surer of this than of anything else.—Eb. } 


Off the Sleepers. 
Ir is to be hoped that the verdict of the coroner’s jury in the Rad- 
stock Inquiry will wake up the railway authorities. At any rate, 
it has had the effect of arresting Sleep. 


For Vineancial Reasons. 
Tue Italian Government has prohibited the importation of grapes. 
What a vine notion! We presume the Government has its own 


raisins for adopting it. 


Wuar is the difference between horse-racing and going to church ? 
— One makes men bet, the other makes them beiter. 
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A FRESH START. 


First Swell :—“ Writ, CHARLIB, HOW JOLLY BLUB YOU LOOK, WHAT'S 
THE MATTER?” 

Second ditto :—“ Bap NEWS, OLD FELLOW; MY AUNT, WHO IS NINETY-TWO 
ae: NBXT BIRTHDAY, IS GOING TO LIVE AT HyYGBRIAOPOLI8 ANOTHER NINETY-TWO 
=e PERHAPS; AND HERE I’vyB BEEN LOOKING OUT FOR HBR MONEY FOR THE LAST 


TEN YRARS : 


7 
tb ee eg Alas iil gona 
“= 7 
An a_i : 


Excursionists are packing up, and busily preparing 
To join the so-calied revelry that’s rife upon the coast. 

Sush famed resor's as Eastbourne many vietims are ensnaring, 
And Scarborough’s invaded by the pleasure-seeking host. 


: Yes, habited in tourist garb, with Seeteen | in profusion, 
Away they flee to sundry spots of maritime renown. 
3 Aha! ye mass of maniacs, I laugh at your delusion! 


Fancy going in the country. Bah! /'d rather stay in town! 


; When back again in London, won't they miserably groan ! 
a Trudging Citywards with countenances anything but jolly, 
* When thinking of the sov ereigns that in a week have flown. 
I can picture, too, their agonies at fashionable Brighton, 


I'll never visit either; no, I'm safer where I am! 






And who on earth but lunatics would venture > out in jinyschtsF [| 4 


JOHN HEATH'S | 
Postal Telegraph Pens 


With Turned-up Points. 


The emnsotens writer ever mate. 
Of al! Rr ationets. le Box f 67 or 18 stam 
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“ARE THE VERY BEST.” LAUNDRESS 


Pnated by JUDD & CO, Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fieet-street, E.C.—London, September 20, 1876. 





[Serr. 20, 1876. 


THE PEOPLE OUT OF DOORS. 


“Lord Derby remarked in his speech that these statements 
had been largely repeated by ‘ people out of doors.” We presume 
this is the new Conservative title for the British Nation.’’—Dai/y 


Paper, 


Somgong has constructed a mechanical hare which 
goes as fast asareal one. We have somecurrant jelly at 
home that would match that hare down to the gr 
In fact we'll back it to go faster. 


Wuar means this latest foolish phrase 
That falls from Tory lips? 

Think you, my lord, to check the blaze 
With insolence and quips? 

‘The masses rise in every town, 
The British Lion roars, 

And yet you put the clamour down 
To ** people out of doors.”’ 


The torrent of our wrath rolls on 
And widens day by day. 

Your every hope of flight is gone,— 
We hold you now at bay. 

Forbear your idle taunts, and try 
A leap for safer shores, 

Take sound advice though tendered by 
The ‘ people out of doors.”’ 

Come, drop this haughty pride of place 
And bend your stubborn neck ! 

You yet may yield without disgrace 
And ’scape the coming wreck. 

Tis for its bleeding fellow man 
‘Lhe nation’s heart outpours. 

Recall your insult, if you can, 
Your “ people out of doors.” 


A Currant of Hare. 


of Master Fun (10 next ae 


An interesting person, whose end was untimely—for 
he ought to have died years ago—recently disposed of 
himself by drinking four bottles of gin. What a waste 
of gin! 


A GARDENER of our acquaintance has suffered so much 
from rue-matism and plum-bago that melon-cholia has 
ensued. Appleless man! his life is despear'd of. 


. I hate the name of Ramsgate, and for Margate I've a loathing, had biggun again. 
[7 I’ve never wished to rusticate at cad-infested spots Liddon from him. 
$ Where people bathe, and lounge about in parti-coloured clothing ; 


a 


‘‘To the Spirit Land.”’ 





Rooty-too! 





Nor gaze upon the idiots that ‘‘ spoon” upon the pier. 
I read of seaside revelries without the least emotion. 
I envy not excursionists. I’m very happy here ! 


Let others seek the country, and i imagine they enjoy it, 
They'll pretty soon discover it’s a miserable joke. 
| If overstocked with money, why not sensibly employ it 
| And be content with London and its highly-flavoured smoke? 
I grin to see the multitudes departing from the station, 
; Believe me, they'll repent of this extravagance and folly — | ae en - ane a se France ; 
; rmin ’ 
That I'll never quit the town—Jdecause I haven't got the chance ! 
sain teaepenialhiaeh haaeteeciaaranie 


SOUR GRAPES. | I’ve no desire to wander by the cabbage-coloured ocean, 
| 


Liddon and Lidoff. 

s Where lodging-letters fleece them as the shearers fleece a lamb, | (Cynon Lippon is en route for Servia to see into the Turkish 
, Or Yarmouth, where the mariners folk’s pockets seek to lighten. | atrocities for himself. We hope they are all over, and should be 
grieved to hear that with the arrival of a Canon in their midst they 
He may depend upon it details will be well 


A } MzpicaL Recruent.—The Lance-ers. 
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| CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—I/ Coosa taickens in the cup i¢ Gooves 





Further particulars 


the addition of stareh. 


Spr. 27, 1876.] 
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A SIGN OF THE TIMES. 


Boy :—“*I say, Guv’NoR, WOT ARE THE HAPPLES?”’ 
Boy :—** Wor AKB THE ORANGERS?”’ 


Boy (with dignity) :—“* AW—WoOT ARE THE—AW—NUTS—AW— 


'?? 


Tradesman :—““ A’ PENNIES. -A'’PENNIES HEACH! 


Tradesman :—“ A’ PENNIES !”’ 





'” Tradesman :—“* Wot b’¥BR MEAN, YER YOUNG a 


Buy :—“ ALL RIGHT, 8IR! KEEP YER ’AIK ON! I ON’¥Y WANTED TER COMPARE YER PRICES WITH THB CO-OPERATIVE STORES’ 


WHERE I GIN RALLY DEALS!”’ 


GenTLE creature at Bow-street expresses his conviction that it 
is quite right to kick a woman “if she deserves it.” 
expresses his conviction, which is “ six months, with.” 


Hannah, daughter of a late Baron Rothschild. Even if it be true, 
it is not extraordinary that a roseberry should be found attached toa 
red shield. — Bishop of Manchester joins the ranks of the dramatic 
critics. Evidently he desires to go with the Zimes, and to supply 
some of the small beer with which they at “the Square”’ qualify 
their critical thunder. — Mr. Walter has nearly completed his new 
reviewing machine to be worked by two boys, one stationed at any | 
magazine office or theatre, and the other in the sub-editor’s room. So 


Bishop Phraser has begun a little late after all. = Clergy of an ) 


American church issued an edict during recent hot weather “ pro- | 
hibiting the use of fans during service.’ This, of course, only re- | 
ferred to the “ body of the hall,’ the upper portion being devoted to | 
the use of fan-attics. — Government about to construct a gun of 160° 
tons. They seem to want some weapon like this, since, under present | 
arrangements, it took them three weeks to produce one report. = 
Earl of Durham, while out shooting, shoots himself in the eye. | 
Bulletin says “his lordship’s condition is satisfactory.’ Though this 
evidently means bullet out, it seems to have rather overshot the mark. 
Perhaps that sort of thing's catching. = ‘‘Over 500 wrought-iron 
chain-makers are now on strike.” Wrought-iron chain-makers are 
evidently possessed of pig-iron heads. — Pastry vendor committed for | 
tossing with boys. ‘‘ You may,” says the law, “ pitch and toss pan- | 
cakes as often as you like, but turnovers require new leave.” — Post | 
Office authorities issue new eight-penny stamps “for special con- 
venience of public correspending by Brindisi route.’’ But they charge 


VOL. XXIV. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


| readings. 


Magistrate then | 
Nothing like | 
doing the thing amicably. = London correspondent states, as item of | 
news extraordinary, that Lord Rosebery is about to be married to | 








eightpence each for them! — Mr. Tupper goes to America to give 
Not “penny readings” this time—full sized Tupperny 
ones. 





CONSOLATION. 


A LENGTHENED amount of intense observation 
Inclines me to feel on the whole, 

How very insdequate mere consolation 
Apparently is to console ; 

Moreover, of all consolation I’ve noted, 
It's painfully patent to me, 

The most ineffectual sort is devoted 
To persons who travel by sea. 


*T were vain my chief trait to attempt to dissemble— 
Gaunt fear is the lord of my breast— 
At most things I shudder, at others I tremble, 
And faint right away at the rest. 
So while the wild waters incessantly roll me 
And deal me continuous shocks, 
How can any sailor expect to console me 
By swearing “‘ we're safe while she rocks” ? 


The pi'ching and tossing about in the ocean 
Are terribly bad to abide— 
And rapidly raise an internal commotion 
Which seuds me away to “ the side.” 
Now while my small “ drop in the ocean” bestowing, 
In agony well understood, 
How can 1 possess any comfort in knowing 
It’s probably doing me good ? 
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PUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sep'. 27, 1876. A DAILY ATROCITY. 
[Carroon.] Tue morning had been warm and sunny, the afternoon had been 
| thundery, with fine drizzle, the evening was parsingly cold, and the 
ares ere SYMPATHY. | snow lay several feet thick on the Vale of Health, as a middle aged 
The Fari of Beaconsfield said at csbury that the war was an outrageons and | ™4@n clad in white trousers, an ulster overcoat, and a straw hat stro de 
wir ked war on the part ‘ f t] ‘ Chir +7 . that « 1 all the wars that ever were | rap ‘dly i i the direction of the I onds. By the margin of Hampstead S 
waced there never was a war Jess justifin) le than the war made by Servia against | fair waters he halted, and casting a bloc dshot optic on high swore a 
} ; & Sue £6 ° es ant — 7 mile mé m4} 5 - > 
= hai ee 7 a ote toe fo coke f inter > a —_ 7 | terrible oath—so terrible that the aspens quivered and the moon hid 
‘ mncpie o bili« noraiity, ut every pringple oi hh our, was outraged, . e1 9 ° . 
. ™ “s - | her face in a cloud—so terrible that I have hed to modify it and con- 


On, ancient man of Eastern race 
Avow'd the slave of despots’ rule, 
You've brought on England dire disgrace 
And made her but a Tur: ish tool! 
Say, what to you is England's woe— 
To you the people's passion-flpod ? 
It brings you but revenge to know 
The plains are red with Christian blood! 
Oh, English men, awake! arise! 
No longer swayed by Judas’ jest, 
The cry of Vengeance! rends the skies, 
And Heaven itself the cause ot ble-t. 
Remember England's stedfast way 
Ere cowards robbed her of her fame — 
That he who bars our road to-day 
Ie English only in his name. 
Rise up, then, England! drive from Christian lands 
These hated monsters with the bloody hands! 
—o 


Tue manner in which exuberant and enthusiastic virtue, especially 
when acccmpanied by rather too much honesty of purpose, may be 
made to look like deeply planned knavery by knavery itself has been 
shown too often to make the accomplishment of the ‘‘ dodge”’ at all 
new. And as when it is done it is gencrally done in behalf of the 
poorest spirited and most knavish of controversialists, it would takea 
zocd deal of novel handling to make it other than simply contemptible, 
Exce;t for the singularity of one successful statesman— at all events 
in modern days— inferring that bare and dishonourable motives moved 
his greatest rival, there is nothing new in Lord B eaconsfield’s oblique 
references to Mr. Gladstore and Mr. Gladstone's actions. Unfor- 
tunately for Lord Beaccnrfield, there is nothing surprising to those 
who made the character of Benjamin Disraeli a life-long study, in the 
fact that he has stooped to pick up mud and fling it at a great and 
generous adversary. Unfortunately, too, for his Jordship, none but 
he most rabid Conservatives, and nct all of them, will for a moment 





‘ 
‘ 


belicve that anything but honesty of purpose, carrie] to an extreme 
MAY she, but still evident in every word, 'ed Mr. Gladstone into his 
latest pamphkt, his mo-t recent speech. Except forthe polish of the 


ability to produce laughter, 
oratcry might have been 


dition, the epigrammatic power, and the 


one porti n of L, ra Beacor stield's banquet 


uttered by a whipped scho me y or a convicted chandler 's-shopkeeper. 
As to the other, we can BAY sothin g more fitting of it then that it 
might have been the cifs ‘pring of a Whalley, and that if it had been, 
the very same people who hw 2 in rapture on the lips of a Conserva- 


45 


tive Premicr at his-wits’ end for an 
to jcer at ard denounce it. 


excuse, would have been the first 


‘‘Mysoro Point.” 


Tur p nd the practical are no loneer to be opposed. A new 
era has daw né de upon us, and a new light descended. ‘To be all things 
to all men is evidently the burning wish of the gentleman who 
advertises in the Echo, “Tinpo Sahih, the Sultan of Mysore: A Poem 
With a Trest on Swimming.’ Maybe it is only on Swimming in 
the Head, a procedure not nearly so much opposed to rortry as at 
first appears. In fact, rather in favour of it. ; 


Printer’s Devil, 

Tue ¢flicisls of the Foreign Office state that the delav in pu blish ing 
Mr. Baring’s report was not caused by them. “It was put 

printer's hands as toon as received.” Thia is quite « new 

of the quite as old excuse of “ printer's error Still, 

no doubt his Satanic M+ jesty has had a hand in the t 

both at home and abroad, there msy be more 


into the 

phase 
as there can be 
usiness all round, 
in this than “ meets the 


eve. 
A Pair of Derbys. 
A CONTEMPORARY remarks, * Derby is still considerably alarmed 
about the small-pox epidemic’ Dezby is also considerably alarmed 


at another breaking out caused by neglecting a waxy nation. 





BarGcains.— Refreshers.”’ 


| acquire, and the moment a rival outstripping 


| or reached its destination 


sult my solicitor before repeating it in print—so terrible that a 
Conservative vestryman overhearing it on his way to upset an Atrocity 
Meeting went home and eent fourpence to the Mansion House Fund 
and nailed a copy of Mr. Gladstone's pamphlet to his front door—so 
terrible that now, at the last moment, I have yielded to a deputation 
of working men and resolved to bury the exact words of it, after care- 
ful cremation, in that pigeon hole at the Foreign Office which 
conceals for ever the first reports of Mr. Baring on Bulgarian Horrors. 

sut my young friend, a sub-editor of a Conservative daily, whispers 
me that oaths, like telegrams, may be altered to suit circumstances. 
There is force in his argument, and I yield. That middle-aged man 
swore, then, a terrible cath that until there was something unconnected 
with atrocities in the newspapers he would never read them again. 
Across those waters on the opposite bank I heard those words which 
I dare not repeat. I was at the moment in a state of large- 
hearted sympathy with my kind. By the struggling moonbeam’s 
misty glare 1 had been reading the letters of Stanley ordered at the 
publisher’ s department of the Ze’egreph in accordance with its daily 
instructions. I had shed tears of Joy over the gentle love of that 
young missionary for the natives. 1 acknowledged with a zull heart 
the beatific angelitude of his followers, and tre simplicity cf the 
musket-ball system of converting the black man’s soul. Since the 
Vicar of Wakefield I had read nothing so truly Christian and humane 
as those letters. I had sobbed a final sob and gurgled the fina] choke 
from mv throat when I caught the terrible words of the middle-aged 
man wafted upon the midnight breeze. I had not a musket handy to 
sympathise with him Stanley fashion, i had not a joke at my 
command to express my Beac onsfieldian grief at his sufferings, and in 
despair I was compelled to rub myself with porpoise oil, swim to his 
side, and ask him what was up. 

Briefly, and with many a wild upheaving of his eye in furious 
frenzy rcliing, he told me the sad history of the last camel that 
couldn't stund the straw. = mind, from a constant perusal of the 
regular organs of publicity, had become one large volcanic emporium 
of atrocities. From the crater of ¥ is : knees there shot forth 
ever-burning stre:ms of Bulgarian lava. He spoke cnly in tie !an- 
guage of an indignation meeting. He dreamed only of Turkish 
enormities: his whole being became absorbed in the barbarities of the 
Bashi-Bazouk. At his breakfast he cut cff the head of his egg with 
the sword of Othman, for his lunch he would order a chop and 


atrocities, and he passed tk ufternoon in parading the park with 
doll impal led upon the } soint 0 f his umbrella. He had fled from the 
metropolis to the pr wines % The people in the train had talked 


atrocities from the time the train started until if collided with another 
At the hotels he found the :moking-room 
let to an indignation meeting. When he rose in the morning he 
found an Atrocity Relief Fund collecting card in his boots. Pursued 
and dogged by atrocities he began to lock upon life itself as an 
atrocity. Goaded to eee at last he rushed to the spot of 
meeting, there to take th t ‘rible oath, and there to pass the re- 
mainder of his days until de citics should cease to be. 

‘And would you stand idly here,” I asked when he had finished, 
“while Stanley is chaining kings to his chariot wheel and Derby is 
chafling the working man? Is there no crime you cancommit? Is 
there no deed of enormity to be done which shall set the world 
shuddering, and give these thre» dbare barberities their quietus*’’ He 
stared at me for’: moment, then he rattled some coppers, then he 
smiled. ‘' You are right,” he said; ‘* let me do something mean and 
base and cowardly, something +o abcminably ipa and currish that 
the nation, shrinking appalled from my hor rible shall forget their 
sywpathy with Bulgaria in their contempt for me. What's about as 
a low and caddish « thin ig »s I could dot " 

“ Well,’ I murmured in a hollow whisper, } 
a Liberal newspaper, get the entire confidence of the Party, and 
rise to fortune by thir support, trade on the secrets you thus 
you in enterprise and 
talent gets a portion of your custom, turn round on your party, 
betray it in every possible way, and play into the enemies’ hands—and 


“why not start 


all because you're fairly beaten.” 

‘Well, that would be mean, but don’t you know of anything 
meaner than that?” 

‘* Not at present.” 

** Well, I'll go and think it out.” 

And he went—iniddle age, ulster, oath, and all; but I haven't heard 
that he’s hit on anything meaner yet. And I don't expect to. 
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“INTENSELY IDYLLIC.” 


Tx ecene’s a garden—as the curtain rises 
A dameel is “* discovered ”’ at the gate; 
That tell-tale blush (which ev'ry suitor prizes) 
I bez to state 
Gives proof that love dons palpable disguises. 
She’s wondscous fair, with ¢olden-timted tresses— 
A girl-bud, barsting into wemamhood ; 
And what a wealth of love her eye expresses !— 
*Tis understeed 
Her spell’s as potent as a fay-primeess’s. 
‘Tis easy to discern the maid’s expecting 
The captor of her heart —(ah, hacky ewain '!)— 
For though she seems indifference affecting, 
’*Tis very plain 
She's watching there, the tryst-hour recollecting. 
s * * * 
He’s come :—a greeting which I need not mention 
So signified by asterisks above. 
You doubtless know, if eer you've paid attention, 
When caught by love, 
That kissing isn’t half a bad invention. 


“ Dear pet, I bring these flowers as a token 
Of love, that radiance on my life bestows.”’ 
*T'litend them,’’says the maid, “‘and when they’re broken 
I'll keep this rose !— 
An emblem of the tender words you've spoken! 


“ How kind youare! You're thinking of me ever!” 
“Why, yes !”’ he answers, ‘* how can I refrain ? 
I fancy ’twould be difficult to sever 
Love's binding chain ; 
And really, darling, I shall not endeavour !”’ 


Her tiny hand upon his arm reposes, 
He clasps that hand, because he holds her dear ; 
And suddenly his passion he discloses. 
A joy- tear 
Begems her cheek, as dew begems the roses ! 


Oae kiss (or maybe more) he checks that tear with, 
As tenderly he gazes in her eyes, 
And whispers something just to soothe his dear with. 
What she replies 
Is not a thing for us to interfere with! 


Undeserved Kindness. 

One or two of the Tory journals express themselves unable to 
understand why so much should be made of an ex-Premier’s utterances 
out of Session. Unkind people might say that this very inability 
on the part of Conservative journals and journalists to understand 
any thing is the best possible proof, not only of its existence, but 
of its importance also. Unkind people might say this, but it is so 
evidently and obviously true that we will refrain from the utterance 
for fear of inflicting too deep a wound and being accused of “ partisan 


feeling.” 


A Shiny Qua Non. 

Lorp Narrer or Macpata is delighted “ with the cfiiciency of the 
German army, except as regards the polish of the men’s boots.” We 
are indebted to the drmy and Navy Gazette for the information, not, 
as might be supposed, to a comic contemporary. We have always 
understood that the military men of the Fatherland were eager for a 
fray. Lord Napier’s criticism points clearly to the conclusion that 
they are in want of a shine at present. 


Lilliput Logicians. 

Mr. Guapsrone’s famous pamphlet has had the usual result, and 
puny imitation and pigmy opposition have issued their sixpen’orths 
and shillingsworths also. We don’t know personally any of these 
hole-and-corner opponents of greatness and sincerity, but should 
think of one of them whose effusion we have read, that if his 
physique is to be measured by the intellectual comparison he has 
invited, he must be a dwarf indeed. 


Making Light of it. 
We are told that ‘‘ snow has fallen heavily on the top of the Puy- 
de-DGme mountain in Auvergne.” The noticeable thing about this 
is that on the Puy-de-Déme mountains that are elsewhere the snow 


is in the habit of falling lightly. And whitely as well. 


EF'UN. 





ae ee 


THE LUCKY LICENSED VICTUALLER. 


(Scenes CAREFULLY ComPiLep FRoM Facts.) 





Scene: The “ Ow! and Tcoth-pick Inn.”” 
I. 

Memper or THE Penuic. Glass of ale, please—thank you. Bless 
my soul! why, this glasscan't hold half a pint by nearly a thimblefal. 
Shameful thing! 1l’m hanged if I don’t go and have the fellow 
summoned. (He does.) 

II. 
(The LanpLorp has in a new stock of gl cases of a larger size. Enter 
another Member oF THB Pe si IC.) 

Seconp M. or P. A glass of beer, if you please—thanks. Here, 
good gracious! this can’t be a genuine half-pint gl«ss—it must hold 
more than half a pint. They wo»’t give you right measure! I'll be 
off and report this to the authorities and have the man summoned for 
it. (Lle does.) 

III. 


(Tie clock pointe to two seconds past twelve p.m., but the pot-boy has some 
troubie wm shutting the door, owing to a stone having got wnder it. 
Enter the AvTHORITIES. ) 

Tus Avutwerrrms. Here, what's this? You're keeping open after 
twelve. You're systematically breaking the law, and we shall have 
tosummon you! (They do.) 

(The following night. The Lanpuoxp has taken the precaution to shut 

the door at two seconds before twelve. Luter a Wou.p-be Drinker.) 

Wovurp-Bs Damxex. Here, I say, open the door, will you? It 
isn’t twelve o'clock yet. Can't open it? Whaddy mean?’ Think 
I'm going to stand this? I'll summon you for refusing tu serve me! 
(le aoes.) 
¥. 

Fist Daixkex (¢o Sweonp Ditto). Your dog ain't arf such a good 
"un as mine. 

Seconp D. (to Freer). Yes, he is—he’s a sight better. 

First D. No, he«aint, gar-arn! 

Seconp D. Bet you pemmy he is, now then! 

POLICEMAN (suddeuly pownetng down). Hullo! hullo! Landlord, 
you're allowing bettin’ and gumblin’ on the premises. ‘his won't do, 
you know, youll have to be ‘ad up for this! (J//e ts.) 

Vi. 

The ** Owl and Tooth-pick” is closed 
They bang at the door.) 
Who the 


(Two o'clock in the morning, or so. 
and in darkness. Enter a few Soipiers. 
LANDLORD (looking out of window). What's the matter? 
deuce are you, waking me up at this time o' night 
So._pigrs. We're billeted on you. We want beds, and all that. 
LanpLokp. Haven't any beds vacant. Only three beds in the 
house, and my wife and gals are asleepin’em. Can make you up a 
shakedown or so in the parlour. 
Sotpreks. No, that won't do. You must turn your wife and gals 
out and give us the beds. What! You won't, won't you? Oh, 
very well, the law says were to ‘ave beds. We'll summons yer! 
(They do, And 89 on, and so on.) 


Dally News. 

Tue real Bulgarian Atrocity is now said to be the atrocity of 
Bouverie-street, in being tirst with the Bulgarian business and 
driving Peterborough-court to become the temporary head-quarters 
of conscienceless Conservatism and trumpery ‘lory tactics. ‘lo take 
the wind out of the sails of the largest circulatur was too bad, inasmuch 
as it has deprived the great Liberal party of a sincere supporter and 
Mr. Gladstone of an ’umble syco—we bey pardon, serphant. 


A Puzzler. 

Tue wife of an hotel keeper, says a Ni rthcountry paper, has eloped 
with an organ grinder who had been lodging at the house. At first 
sight this seems a sad come-down; but then arises reflection. Reflec- 
tion a-ks, What is the exact amount of disparity between an organ 
grinder and an organ grinder’s hotel-keepery And even Le/ois silent 
on that subject. 


Things Worth Seeing. 

Tue Burke an’ Hare on Birkenhead. A Conservative working man 
working. A ‘Turk blamed for ’Islamlike behaviour. The Lord 
Mayor Cottoning to a Liberal demonstration. Shakespeare played by 
a Coalman who quotes a Collier. 


A Cartist Connexion.— Carl Rosa’s Company. 
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Betty -—‘* Oo ay, SHE ALWAYS TAKES A MUCKLE ON A SATURDAY NICHT, JE8T TO LAST HER OVER THE SAWBAATH, FOR SHE'S PAR TOO 
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THE DAY OF REST.” 
; | Janet :—“‘ Hecu, Brrty, AN’ HERE COMES YOUR GRANNY JEST CANNILY Fou!” 


| | MY PARTNER. 


We may all take a “ hand” in life’s “ rubber,”’ 
And “ deal "’ in shares, sugars, or stocks: 
Or have cotton, corn, whalebone, or blubber, 
To win from “ the pool’’ at the Docks. 
Or may, shopkeeping ‘“‘ commerce ”’ refusing, 
Try what ‘ speculation ’’ may do— 
To find only that * limited ’’ losing 


9? 


Is bad as “‘ unlimited loo! 


adhe --Manta 
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ee ee a 
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If Dame Fortune should turn out propitious, 
And deal me an *“ honour”’ or 80, 

I should feel that life’s game was delicious— 
My tide of affairs on the flow! 

But as years burn away like a squib, age 
Steals on, till there’s nothi:g to rob! 

And old Time with Life playing at “‘ cribbage,’ 
At last gives him “ one for his nob!” 


My ‘“‘hand”’ should some diamonds be made of, 
Some clubs, and a fair queen of hearts— 

Want of “‘ trumps”’ I am never afraid of, 
Till luck from my partner departs! 

For the partner [ choose always Fame is— 
She wins all the tricks in a lump! 

We all know what her nice little game is,— 
She never plays aught but a “trump!” 


* 
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Txs man who took a walk has now stolen a march. 











BYRON IN BULGARIA, 
Mr. Enpiror, Str,—I have often been struck by Lord Byron’s insight 


| into futurity. You may remember—or if you refer you will find— 


that he commences “ Parasina’”’ thus: — 


It is the hour when from the boughs 
The Nightingale’s high note is heard. 


His lordship evidently foresaw the present Eastern crisis and the 
receipt by Sir John Bennett of Miss Nightingale’s well advertised 
note to him. The esteemed lady writes, “* Let us, who have everything 


they (the Servians) have not- homes, security, schools, good Wovern- 
ment .’ How is that for high ? Yours truly, 
BuncoMBESPIELD. 








A Slight Mistake, 
Somg one hazards a suggestion that the American slate writing 
medium will be done for by the exposures in the ZJimes. Spiritualism 
isn’t killed, though this particular professor of it is Slade. 


Reasonable. 


A conTrMpoRARY records the suicide of a volunteer, and adds, ‘*‘ No 
reason is assigned for the act.” We should say, in such a@ case, no 
reason was the reason. 





A Brewtal Joke. 


Two world-famous brewers have narrowly escaped drowning in 
Scotland. As both were strong, ’ale, and hearty men, a watery bier 
would have been a bitter blow to them. 
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“* WELL, 


G; ON MY MASTER, AND SUCH AS YOU MUST WAIT. 
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ENGLAND’S PRIDE AND GLORY. 


iu, who has accepted an engagement as Flunkey to Sir Ottoman Forte, rebukes those who are anxious to see him in his new position :— 


Ben Juju 
NEEDN'T 
| A LOT OF CHRISTIAN RUBBISH!” 


a 


UP SUCH A ROW. 


KICK 


YOU 
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THE ANGERED SCULPTOR. 
he UN tina my recollection fail 
Me 


oo Now I distinctly wish to state 
ss I angrily repudiate, 
nN And own to no connection with 


| I may as well begin the tale :— 


As most successful in his art, 
Had made a lady out of stone— 
aN Most beautiful in ev'ry part. 


He asked a criticising ring 

Of sculptor friends to see the thing, 
For their remarks he greatly prized— 
And they were quite eestaticized. 


Then in his bosom joy was rife; 
The seeds of vanity were sown: 
He grew enamoured of the stone, 

And wanted it to come to life. 


Although I know a fact so odd 
Will come upon you with a jerk, 
He found an aged heathen god 
Who'd long ago retired from work. 


This god with flattery he tried, 
And, getting on his weaker side, 
So impudently wheedled him 
His godship listened to his whim. 


The lovely statue came to life 
With one preliminary sneeze, 
Presided at the nightly teas, 

And made a comfortable wife. 


3ut when, thenceforward, day by day 
Those brother-artists came to call, 

One queer impression, strange to say, 
Had got possession of them all; 


The fact it’s vain to try and blink, 
That even yet they seemed to think 
(For first impressions don't depart) 
The lady was a work of art. 


‘‘ A masterly conception, quite!” 
They'd all exclaim in awe profound ; 


And then they’d go and turn her round 


To get a favourable light. 


They'd say, ‘‘One absolutely feels 

The plaintive grandeur in the pose!” 
And interrupt her in her meals 

To get the light upon her nose : 





(And Nature isn’t so remiss), 
~\ / Some classie author wrote a tale 
That very much resembles this. 


~~ \ ; \ That party and his heathen myth. 
So, having made the pirate quail 


Before the Truth’s unwelcome light ; 
And having claimed my copyright, 


One—call him Blank—a sculptor known 


| 

\ 

\ 
\ 
jy —/ \ Wns s\* 
} f rs ™ A ) y— 
sy foots Lf \\ 
d / ¢ ') f \ 
; asf 
a > 
Sa [Jf ft /i 

, oF j 4 
‘ / | ¥ 


Cr or a 





Till Blank, who inly chafed at this 
Restraint to his domestic bliss, 

Would take the poker from the gronnd 
And bang it fatally around. 


Anon some dealer stealing past 
Would make a call and take a chair, 
And pat the lady here and there, 
And want to take a plaster cast. 


Anon the critics, full of pride, 
Would give a patronising smirk, 
And, taking Mister Blank aside, 
Suggest improvements in the work. 


‘* Depress that shoulder just a shade,” 
They'd say. ‘' You also might have made 
The nose a little squarer too— 

The fraction of an inch would do.” 


Then rose that Blank as if to slay; 
But sought the god with eye aflame, 
And got him to convert the dame 

To stone again for half a day. 


He snatched his chisel from its place, 

And chipped the features here and there, 
Until their hideous grimace 

Was more than human eye could bear. 


He made her face a perfect “ mug "— 
Her classic nose a frightful pug: 

And when she came to life again— 
Oh, lawk a mussy! ‘Lalk of plain! 


There was a “‘ friend’’ who'd made a plan 
(Before she had become so grim) 
For her to run away with him :— 

She now consented. Happy man! 


Over the Way. 

One of the “ dailies’’ thinks very highly of a proposed ‘“ overland 
route’’ between London and India, and in the interests of those who 
suffer from ma/ de mer, or hurry, or both, hopes to see it eoon an 
accomplished fact. The new Channel tunnel will form part of the 
fresh system, and the next “connection” will be by means of 
another subway three thousand feet and more below the Straits of 
Gibraltar. We think all this very delightful, the only difficulty in 
the matter being that tunnelling fathomless feet below old Ocean’s bed 
is hardly the way ‘‘overland.’’ Perhaps, wher the tube is complete, 
it will be lifted up and placed across the top, so that Canon Duck- 
worth and the editor of the 7:mes shall not be annoyed at the misuse 
of her most gracious Majesty's Imperial English. 





- Menu for a Love Feast. 

“Sprine”’’ soup and Pot au Few, two soles (with but a single 
thought), Sauce Piquante, Calf’s heart au My deary, Filly a la 
Financi¢re, Lamb Cuddlets, To mate her sauce, Amour Fowl trust au 
Paté de foi, Tongue au naturel brain sauce, Green Gage Tart, sweet 
sauce; Chéries, Pairs, Love apples. Ices: none. Wines: Chateau 
Ma go, Chateau la Rose, Beau jolly, Port—not crusted, Sherry— 
Amoroso, Liqueur—Cure-her-so. Café aux Champs Elysécs. 


A Pieasaxt Reriection.—A pretty girl's face in a glass. 
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A SPECIMEN OF OUR RAILWAYS.—(FROM RECENT REVELATIONS.) 
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A sketch from the carriage-window, onthe way. Station-master (aged thirteen The sigua.-.nan. 
and telegraph clerk (aged eleven) doing their duty. 
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The terminus. Surprised railway official :—‘* Why, I'm Lilest if ’ere ain't a train come right through without a smash !”’ 


Spr. 27, 1876.] 


FINDING HIM ‘‘ OUT.” 


An Episope 1N THE Hratory oF THE NINETRENTH CENTURY. 





Sceng: Tie Eaut or Mosssmean’s mansion. His lordship having 
retired to consider his new dignity and his neat little game, and it having 


been rumoured that he wouldn't say what it was to be to anybody for the 
present, a deputation of hts employers, the Common Battisu Pvstic, 
many with * Baljarian atrocity weevers,” call on him to demand certain 
explanations. SoUTHBREEKS, his pompous flunkey, comes to the door 
after some tic has elapsed and much energy has been wasted, 


SouTHBREEKS. Wot der yer mean—a-coming knocking here 
Jest like a lot o’ noisy grinning apeses ? 
Most of yer smell o’ nasty gin and beer— 
The very hodour makes my stummick queer ;— 
An’ wot’s the game of wearing bits o’ crapeses ? 
Wot der yer mean, hi say, yer rowdy lot, 
Coming disturbing people at their dinners ? 
My master’s hout, an’ if 'e’s in ’e’s not 
Prepared to lissen to a lot o’ rot. 
Be off! and know yer place, you common sinners ! 
It’s no good kicking up a lot o’ row 
We've got the place—we means to keep it now! 


Common Person (spokesman). Oh gallant flunkey, list a little while, 


Then tell your master what the people swear now. 
T+ll him that, tired to death ef Tory wile — 
Of Asian sympathy with Moslem guile— 
They wish that it was time to do and dare now. 
Tell him that, though our passion makes him laugh— 
That, though our words provoke from him but sneering— 
Tell him to think, ’mid epigram and chaff 
Thrown off to cover a delinquent staff, 
How Christian gore his coronet is smearing. 
Tell him, that blood of victims vilely shed 
Calls loud for vengeance on his Eastern head! 


(Volley of indi nation and dead cats overwhelms SovuTHBRERKS. Mosgs- 
MEAD escapes over a hack wall, takes Parliamentary train to Aylesbury, 
an% makes a spesch to his friends, pretending he hasn't been forced into 
tt. Common PEopLe, hiving given three cheers for Gladstone and Bob 
Lowe, a grunt for Hartington, and a groan for the Ministry, break up. 


Exeunt omnes.) 


PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 


The Star in the Dust-heap (Warne) is a book for the younger 
branches, but affords not unpleasant reading to those of an older kind 


satiated with modern stock productions. It is well printed, and con- 


tains several excellent engravings. If brevity be the soul of wit, the 
preface to this book should be treasured asa rare specimen of an 
equally rare commodity. It merely says that the story is one “ of 


moral life, which has honesty asits basis. It shows that a full recogni- 


tion of this virtue is oftentimes the starting-point of a boy’s life, and 
the foundation of a successful career.’ As is evidenced by this, wit is 


not present at the expense of humour. 


From the Charing Cross Publishing Company, Limited, we have 


received some novels which are,in more ways than one, well worthy 


the name. As the company is limited, so it would seem are many of 


its productions. There is not much to say of A Family Archive 
beyond that it is in two volumes and occasionally questionable English. 
Asits author states that the story is intended for “ the sympathy of the 
good, the true, and the beautiful in human nature,” neither the 
general public nor the critics can be expected to take much interest in 
it. One curious notion among many of a similar kind in the book is, 
that our law-courts are used as a vehicle for “‘ epigrammatic sentences.” 
The writer must have had special opportunities for study. In 
Front of the Wrld is of a more ambitious order, and runs to the full 
extent of three volumes. Still, as the type is large and the volumes 
are not, the author hasn't sinned very grievously. Some of the 
chapter-heads are worth noting, especially as they are generally better 
than what follows them. ‘A Budding Maiden,” ‘‘ The Burden of the 
Moonlight,” “‘ The Promise of the Evening,” ‘‘ The Blossom of Morn- 
ing,” and “The Glory of Noontide”’ are fitting company to divisions 
called “‘ Light and Love”’ and * Bright Shadows.” Young lady readers 
will find much comfort in this book. Heronshaw ; or, Modern Thought is 
more modern than it is thoughtful; the writer was wrong when he 
thought his thought was Thought as the word is understood among 
thinkers. . 

_ Hary Bolton is one of those short stories written with the best of 
intentions and the worst of results. ‘The list of ‘‘ Errata”’ is the most 
amusing part of the pamphlet; nothing short of genius would ever 
have accomplished the crowding of so large a quantity of error into so 
small an amount of space. 
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Faith’s Triumph (Longley) is a book of “ poetry’ by an anonymous 
female singer. A gentleman named Mursell introduces himse and 
the poem, and instructs the critics as to their duty to his protege. We 
regret to think this kindness is hardly likely to be appreciated as it 
deserves. gree 

Jenkinson’s Isle of Wight (Stanford), Cock’s Black Forest (Cook and 
Son), Kein’s Iilust:ated Washington (Triibner) are handbooks which 
thoroughly carry the intentions of their authors into actual and 
practical execution. It is hardly to be expected that any one person 
will require all three at any one time; but then the traveller has the 
advantage of being able to buy them singly or of ordering them all 
and using them up as occasion requires, . 

Ethnological Map of Turkey tn Europe (Wyld) is unfortunately much 
too seasonable a production to afford unmixed pleasure. ‘Lhe work in 
it is excellently done. 

Noble Mottoes (Nimmo) is a series of imaginary conversations on 
the legends which embellish the coat-armour of our “ greatest ” and 
most “illustrious” families. We are not able to judge as to the truth 
of all the stories, but we can safely say they are amusing, and what is 
more, a perusal of them makes one feel almost on terms of intimacy 
with the present possessors of the arms and their accompanying lands 
and honours. . 

Wedding Chimes and Immortel’es (Warne) are two pretty little books, 
the one “a nota of marriages of relatives and friends,” the other “a 
sonvenir of departed relatives and friends.” Readers must decide for 
themselves which form of memoranda is most pleasant. _ 

From the same publishers we receive Modern Spiritualism, by J. N. 
Maskelyne (of Maskelyne and Cook), and The Modern Bicycle, by 
Charles Spencer. ‘There doesn't seem to be much connection between 
the two, unless it bo in that both are intended to serve a useful purpose. 

The new edition of Rum Rhymes is, we believe, to be entitled Red 


Heart's Rummer. 


A BOARD REMINISCENCE. 


On, blush not ye who write the verse 
For folk of rank and fashion, 

To think the Muse should dare to nurse 
A common vulgar passion. 

Low, low indeed’s the lay I pen, 
To own it I am willing: 

It’s ‘* Lodgings here for single men, 
From sixpence to a shilling.” 


Ah, years ago e’er I was wed, 
And had a heap of babies, 
I sauntered carelessly ahead 
And heeded not the ‘‘ may be’s.” 
I sought my nest unmated then, 
Some comic carol trilling, 
At “* Lodgings here for single men, 
From sixpence to a shilling.” 


Now times have changed, and I've a wife, 
A bed, a crib, a cradle, 
Time has not filled my cup of life 
From Fortune’s silver ladle. 
With heavy heart I think of when 
I lay a small bed filling, 
At ‘* Lodgings here for single men, 
From sixpence to a shilling.”’ 





The Very Best. 

Prxzasz, Messieurs who sent us innumerable cuttings from a Western 
daily paper, remember yourselves. The advertisement you have 
unanimously sent is one which asks for a town-traveller. ‘*‘ A leather 
man preferred.”” And why not? Possibly the advertisers aré tired 
of “lumps of wood”’ and “ heaps of coke.”’ Besides, it should always 
be remembered that try what you will it always comes back to the 
same—* there’s nothing like leather.’ We always use it ourselves, 
and recommend it to the faculty whenever necessary. 


Wicket Ways. 

A “ PROFESSIONAL bowicr’’ was brought up at a police-court for 
stealing from the wais:coat pocket of a ‘‘cricketer.” From which it 
would appear that even a bowler may himself get bowled—bowled out 
—another proof, though a curious one, of the truth of the axiom, 
‘‘ Everyone is equal on the cricket field.” 


Acid Drops. 
A Dennicu coroner's jury have found a man not guilty of tryin to 
commit suicide with prussic acid. And, singularly enough, they didn t 
even warn him not to do it again. 
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PISCATORIAL PLEASURES. 


Wurenp’sr I ramble forth at large, 
When holidays are granted me, 
I love to seek the Thames’s marge, 
For angling has enchanted me. 
Whilst gay excursionists are prone 
To wander by the sea awhile, 
It pleases me to sit alone 
In piscatorial glee awhile! 


| 
I lately left my humble cot, 
Equipped with lines, and floats, and things, 
Intent on finding out a spot - 
Unvisited by boats and things. 
* * * * 
To Walton's craft I’ve been devout | 
And angled for a week or two. 
I thought to take some tidy trout, 
But all I’ve caught’s a bleak or two! 


But patience is the angler’s creed, 
Methinks I'll try a worm again— 
And see if perch are “on the feed”’ : 
A bite! Ah nerves, be firm again! 
Oh grant me, Fate, a whopping perch! 
Just one to ease my mind a bit. 
I’ve used up all my clay—lI’ll search 
And see if I can find a bit! 


Come bite, ye finny tribe, make haste— 
l’m getting nearly sick of it. 
Ye snub my worms—ye scorn my paste, 
Except what ye can “nick”’ of it. 
Whene’er my line I’m casting in 
A weed at every “‘ swish ” I catch: 
No wonder I’m appearing thin— 
I’m living on the fish I catch! 





‘*Sharp’s the Word.” 


Tue very latest centenarian is an old lady of 103 
in a New York almshouse. ‘She has a heavy grey 
beard, and is shaved occasionally.’’ This is a decided 
improvement on the general old lady, who is a hundred 
only and has no other attraction; and therefore does 





Old Spivins (who has had his hat “ bashed" in by fellow passenger getting 
down from roof) :—‘* How DARE YOU, YOU RUDE FB&LLOW, TREAT A GENTLE- much credit on her inventor. But. how can even a lady 
MAN LIKE THAT?” and a centenarian have a heavy beard and be shaved_ 


Rude Fellow :—“ GENTLEMAN, INDRED! I DON’T CALL YOU A GENTLEMAN ; as well? The only answer we could give is that she 


I catz you 4 Bureaux Arnocrrr!” shaves with the edge of an American newspaper. 


| 

| 3 

| TOFICAL TALK. 
| 








ee Se 





‘What! no Soap P”’ 


A Mr. Jongs advertises in a Peterborough paper that anyone found 
‘‘on the Wash”’ will be prosecuted. At first we thought that a new 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 
Txat Bulgaria——. (Cancelled as referring to atrocities.— Ep.) 


That the Guildhall Meeting——. (Ditto ditto.— Ep ) ; - oo dd ‘th-the.d h 
That Mr. Gladstone . (Atrocities again! No, youdon't.—Ep.) phase of the anti-vaccination-and-down-with-the-doctors craze had ; 
That Mr. Schuyler—. (Ditto ditto.—Ep.) | broken out, and that cleanliness had been denounced as a deadly sin ; 


in the Jonesian eyes; but as the paragraph appears under the head of 
‘‘Game Notices,’ we suppose, after due consideration, it is only one 
of Mr. Jones's “ little larks.’’ 


That the Bashi-Bazouks——. (Can't you leave these atrocities 
alone ?— Ep.) 

That Lord Beaconsfield——. (What, more atrocities 2 p.) 

That the London School Board——. (Ditto ditto.— Ep.) —_———X—S_ 

[We decline to insert any of our contributor’s jokes on the above More Military Manceuvres. 
subject. The atrocities are ot unfounded rumours, although the Tur War Office have issued a memorandum showing the great 
Government and its unlooked-for friends on the daily press have | | advantages the army possesses as a career for young men. The Com- 
done their worst to make them appear such.—Eb. ] | mander-in-Chief has expressed a desire that all soldiers proceeding on 

—— | furlough shall be ordered to make that fact known in their homes. 

| How is that furlough ? 









A New Press Gang. 


Tue latest novelty in journalism is a newspaper published in Sicily | ec’ 


in the interests of the brigands of that island, and called J/ Majirso. | . ; 
The profits of the journal are divided among the frat: ‘rnity, who also Some ladies have been shooting for prizes in Warwickshire, and 
contribute articles. Here is an instance in the history of the Press, reports of the contest prove them to be good markswomen. No one 


then, where all news a news gee co-robber-ration. could doubt the aimability of the fair sex. 























TVATERS QUININE W] 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS:— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, 1) 





“ Wz can bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic.” —Standard, 
“I find ft to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassaii, M.D 







Printed by JUDD & CO, Phwnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, September 27, 1876. 








Oct. 4, 1876.] 


Fern Seeker :—“* Here! I say, I can’r HOLD ON ANY LONGER! 





Hi! On! I’m ratyinc! Wuart 1s BeLtow?”’ 


Fond Wife :—“ ONLY DIRTY WATER, DEAR! Burt on, stop! sucu A lovely “‘LastkeA!” Ir you FALL ON ITI SHALL mever FORGIVE YOU.” 


| ENTHUSIASM | 
{ 








THE INFLUENCE OF SURROUNDINGS. 


Ovr Green—no exclusive “ enclosure’”’ or * square ’’— 
Is the ghastliest place. There are hovels behind it. 
The neighbours go prowling about it for air. 
Their prowling is fruitless. ‘They never can find it. 
The hovels are dirty, unhealthy, and low— 
The dirtiest hovels stand three in a row ; 
The worst of the three is a general shop,— 
There's only one storey. My room’s at the top. 


I write. But I never could write with a cool 
Disregard for surroundings and times and positions. 

My muse—(what’s a muse ?)—is a regular fool 
Except under certain specific conditions. 

I’m swayed by surroundings. That writing of mine 

Is done on the Green, it is, every line. 

My talent’s capricious. No changing of scene. 

I should be a duffer away from the Green ! 


I have my particular seat. It’s a stump. 

My eyes are immovably glued in their sockets. 
Their gaze is unswervingly fixed on the pump. 

My toes are convergent; my hands in my pockets. 
I sit with the tip of my nose to the west, 
My southerly eyebrow is slightly depressed: 
No point must be missing, though ever so slight. 
Be all as I’ve stated it, then I can write. 


When summer inveigles the crowd to the Green 

It isn’t exactly a place of seclusion. 
Then dozens of children appear on the scene ; 

They make it a Babel, a whirl of confusion. 
They never disturb me! Lor’ bless you, not quite ! 
Not they! When my eye’s on the pump I can write. 
J never consider how dirty they are, 
I chuckle and like it. I'm dirtier far! 





VOL. XXIV. 


You often see epics in print? ‘They ain’t mine. 

You often see idyls? They ain’t my production. 
My muse—(what’s a muse ?)—likes the music-hall line, 
And poems of what you call “ lyric’’ construction. 

The regular rollicking songs that you see 

With pictures outside of "em—‘¢hose are by me. 
The songs with a motto by way of refrain— 
Oh, beautiful !—zhose are the work of my brain. 


| Yet why does the heart in me nervously thump ? 

The parish authorities, fond of inspecting, 

| Came round in a body and stared at the pump, 

And stood an unnatural! time a reflecting. 

| I wouldn’t believe it! It's got to be proved. 

But people do say that the pump’'s to be moved ! 

| My muse—(what's a muse ?)— won't survive for a day 
Directly they've taken that object away. 








Still ‘‘ Another Atrocity.” 


A rERvip orator, recently orating on the atrocities, said, among 
_ other high-faluting, “‘ Yes, gentlemen, I can imagine Britannia, in her 
_ righteous anger, uplifting her right arm, and gnashing her teeth with 
| rage,” &c. This would make a striking picture, and the ‘“ national 
gal’’ as she appeared when, &c., ought at once to be transferred to 
canvas, and placed in the ‘‘ Gnash’’-ional ‘‘ Gal’’-lery. 


Fundacity. 


Some surprise was recently expressed by a parent on her child 
refusing its medicine with, as she said, the “most dogged obstinacy.” 
As the dose in question was dark and canine the obstinacy was well 
found. 


Goop Name yor a Waxrnrion.—Field-Marshal Wrangle. 
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interested we are. So we will show you the Grand Eastern Pyramid, 
by means of which Turkey, having once been placed in position at the 
head of affairs, goes through his wonderfal eut-throat and blood- 
drinking performance without any assistance whatever from us. ( Aside.) 
Now then Purley, old man, stand firm, for it won't do to fail now. 
Tommy, remember your uncle. 


(They commence a series of idiotic mancuvres, the intention of which is to 
gull the public and make it appear that Tom T. is doing wonders with 
Puppets by himself. Beniviv, in his extra cleverness, overreaches 
himself and comes a heavy cropper, dragging the cthers with him, and 
the three roll on the ground tn horrible dtscomfiture. At this moment 
enter BILLGLADSTONE a@/tendced by Bontowk and others. Terrific 
shouts of welcome from populace. Baur, still attended by Bon, walks 
calmly up and puts his fot on Bensvsu's neck. B. kicks Purtey 
viciously.) 

Birt. And thus at last do I stand avenged ! 
son. Hurrah! Whata day we're having! (Sirikes several boxes 
of matches in his joy.) 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 4» 1876. 
[Carroow.] 


AN ATROCIOUS FAILURE. 


Granp NATIONAL AND HistrortcaL BuRLEsQue. 








Scena: A street, anywhere. Enter troop of Bounding Boobies: Bensviv, 
the Eastern Pyramid, Dernynog, the Early Purler and Heary Man 
(called Pununy for sio/t), and Tom Turxryturnn, the Lilliputian 
Blood-drinker and Infant Phenomenon. DBoxes of Puppets labelled 
Bulgaria, Roumania, Servia, &c., Fe. Crowd of ail nations gradually 
gathers round. 

Ben (aside). I say Purley, old pal, don't you think we might doa 
pitch here? I'll make ’em a speech, and you can go through the 
“Ancient Statues’’ performance, showing Firmness, Honesty, 
Integrity, and all that rot. | 

Puriry. Just as you like; don’t matter tome. I'm ’grerable to 
anything you think best. 

Ben. Well, then, here goes. (Clears his votce and begins, PurtKy 
meanwhile standing by and looking the realisation of Firmness, Honesty, 
Integrity, &c.) 

Bex. Good folk, unlogse the coppers in your pocket, 

Prepare yourselves for what you're going to see— 
Prepare your minds for any sudden shock it 
Is like to get from greatness and from me. 
Here's Purley here, the heavy man of mettle, 
The bold, the brave, the thoughtful, and the good ; 
He don't sev much. His mind requires to settle. 
I weep to eee him so misunderstood. 
(Wipes his eyes. Punsey makes motions indicative of Firmness, Honesty, 
Integrity, &c.) 
But never mind; a truce to foolish feeling, 
Away with thoughts by holy friendship fed, 
Hence with the sentiment that’s o’er me stealing. 
Now, Parley . 

Purey. Do the statues >—“ on my head!”’ 

(Pur ey goes through full performance of per sonifying Firmness, Honesty, 
Integrity, and winds up with what Ben describes as the grand dis- 
covery of the Spirit of Common Sense. They send round the hat. 
Large amount of cheap opplawse and very few coppers. After a slight 
tnterval for refreshment BEN recommences.) 













General rijoicing. Blue fire. Remains of Bounding Boob‘es carted away 
by Street Orveruigs. Tableau, and 


CuRTAIN. 


ANECDOTES OF INDIVIDUALS. 


Lorp BeaconsFie_p was once asked to accept the Governor-General- 
ship of the Eastern home of his ancestors. ‘* Come back you old 
joker,” said his friends, *‘to Jeerusalem.” ‘I like jests on such 
subjects,’’ replied the Earl, “‘and so do the public. ‘lhey like those to 
Jeer whe seli em.” 

The Mr. Barry Sullivan who is now playing in a drama by Messrs. 
Colley Cibber, William Beverley, and Maltby M-*Cormack, called 
Richard the Third, has a strong affection for Shakespeare. At almost 
every village he performs in he is presented with a piece of plate. This 
strengthens his affection, which is purely plite-tomic. 

** Don't you wish you were back in the States, Slade?” said Ball, 
the convicted fortune-teller, to the slate-writing professor. “I ain’t 
far off, old pal,” replied the Yankee; “for I guess I shall find my 
Pencil vain here.” 

Sir George Bowyer was asked the other day why he had been so 
vulgarly attacked in the TJelegruph. ‘I can’t think,” cried the genial 
baronet, “ unless it is because I buy a Dai/y News sometimes.’ 









Ben. Dear friends, I see you've not been much impressed yet, - 
My pal, the Purley one,'s a trifle slow: Court Jesters. 
But still, you haven't seen us at our best yet. SerseantT Cox's little joke about the limited virtue of Virtue and 
Prepare yourselves, for now begins the show! Co., Limited, is a fair specimen of magisterial wit. Utterly regardless 
(Produces Tom TURKEYTHUMH and Puppets.) of the pain they inflict on often worthy people, these functionaries let | 
Behold the little wonder of the world, now, off their little jokes upon the slightest provocation. It is high time 
Behold him well, he won't be here for long. these gentlemen utilised their talents for a larger public. Couldn't | 
Pride of my later years, with flag unfurled, now Mr. Hollingshead take the Bull by the Horns, and star some of them | | 
_He'll strike his attitude and sing his song , in comic interludes on Saturday afternoons at the Gaiety? ‘The 4 
That done, we}! put him through his little paces : laughing ushers and attendants could be dotted about the house to give | : 
For feats of manliness the darling “ cuss”’ the signal for appreciative guffaws. ; 
Has won applause among all Eastern races, : 
And mind !—+e never gets a hand from us. ENTER RD : 
(A little delay is perceptible asthe pair wipe Tom Turkeytuumn down Meat and Drink. j 
and make him presentable. T.T., with drawn sword in one hand and Tue Bishop of Gloucester has stated publicly that “ drunkenness a 
flag of truce in the other, strikes up iu a weak voice.) has been talked about uutil everybody is tired of the subject, and now Fi 
To er ee ee ee some practical method must be taken to meet the evil.” ‘The most 
~ “ps pe cen practical method we cin suggest to the worthy bishop is to take a walk 
Great man among my aan | through a low neighbourhood on Saturday evening. He is sure to 
Why, others might call me a whelp, meet the evil he complains ot that way. ; 
A pigmy deserving no help, SEITSGKEET ened enna : 
But with Ben at my back Guilt, or Merely Brazen ? | ; 
2 ; lanl: : 
Be ete Tue extensive establishment in Leicester-square has been but too 
ae ey often referred to as connected with the idol whose head was of gold, ‘ 
, and whose extremitics were not. Is it not therefore strange that its 
Yes, I am the pet of the gang, proprietors should be the first to expose the feet of Clay? Perhaps, 
Let Gladstone ge home, or go hang— however, even they are bound to follow their Leader. 
What, dang ? ceghimtia 
ld Ben’ll swear I'm a fine lad 
I can't do a thing that is bad. Garden our Interests. : 
t 





Mr. Anam, speaking at Alloa, remarked that Parliament ought to be 
summoned for an autumn eession. It was the Eve of fresh troubles 
which tempted Adam to say that we should gather together the | 

' 
| 
| 


We'll get rid of the dead 
And the stain that is red, 
And we'll let Billy Gladstone go hang— 
Oh, dang! 

(Good deal of applause from “ bonnets’ intere:ted in success of the troop, 
eho have now strolled up; but coppers eam- in more sparingly than 
ever. Benivae, tn desperation, rushes forward again and addresses the 
muulti‘ude.) 

Bex. Good people, although the support you have awarded us is 
of the smallest, we are determined to prove how worthy and dig- 





Apple-ate Court of the nation. 






Verbal. 


Ture® noteworthy features of the Eastern Question :—Our Fun, 
Lord Beaconstield Funning, and the Mansion House Fund. 











Tus Durciar’s Sign.—The Jim ay nigh. 
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CAUSE OR EFFECT? 


“T’w glad that Froggles has gone at last,” said Scrubber to 
Grubber, as they sat in the room devoted to the Saag-and-Cutty Club. 
‘*‘ He's the dullest bore ia the whole club, with his weak-legged jokes 
and his wooden-head:d epigrams. Do you notice he’s always trying 
to say something sharp and expecting everyone to laugh? Why, a 
depressed waiter or an actual undertaker , 

‘‘ Yes,” said Grubber. “And have you ever noticed his hand- 
writing? J never saw such an illiterate scrawl! Why,a child of three 
or an idiot-——.”’ 

‘‘ And the way he dresses, too!’’ said Snubber. “ The shabbiness 
of his boots and the dirtiness of his collars! Good gracious! A cross- 
ing-sweeper in the lowest circumstances, or a positive savage——.”” — 

aa thes all snorted contemptuously and talked about Bulgaria. 
And Froggles was walking homeward very depressed, because his 
witticisms had not effected the purpose he had intended them to effect. 
Some weeks ago or so he had begun casting about in his mind to find 
a way to become great. He had heard of so many men who had 
become great; among these the ones who seemed to range themselves 
foremost in his mind were Alexander the Great, Peter tae Great, the 
Great Mogul, the Great Eastern, and the Great Waggs (of Screamers 
Music Hall and Tea Gardens). These of course were always peculiarly 
present to his mind, because of the mark of distinction being fixed 
to their names. Then came Doctor Johnson, timon of Athens, 
Warwick the King-Maker, Nelson, and Madame ‘ussaud, and after 
these a host of other celebrities whom he could recollect (by name) 
when he tried. Without loss of time he made up his mind to begin 
at the very root of the affair and find out /ow allthese personages had 
attained greatness; and he was not very long in discovering what he 
believed to be the key to the whole system. He was reading the 
‘+ Facetia’’ at the back of the Slavey’s Journa} one day, and, being 
hugely diverted by the admirible conceits he found there, was so kd 
to remark the names appeuded to them. ‘ Why, here are Doctor 
Johnson and all the lot of ’em!” he exclaimed. ‘Then ¢/is 18 the 
way some of ‘em must have become great, of course. ‘Sir,’ said 
Doctor Johnson one day as he walked down [lcet-street, ‘you're a 

fool!’ That isn’t half bad. What a great man Curran must have 
been, too! he’s said seven things in this week’s number. And Horne 
Tooke—he’s said five. And Theodore Hook—he’s said three and had 
one said tohim. I see the secret of the whole affair, and Z’// become 

reat!” He went down to the Shag-and-Cutty Club at the “Slug 
and Whalebone”’ that day and made his first attempts at greatness. 
‘The phrase, “ As Curran used to say,” kept fluttering about his mind 
and made him determined to invent some remarkable epigram, to the 
end that people might bandy it about and add, “ As Frozgles used to 
say,” or better still, ‘‘ As Froggles says, you know. 

‘Human life was a good subject for epigrams, he thought, and the 
best way was to compare it with something— that would do. When 
he arrived at the club that day they were talking abvut the Bulgarian 
Atrocities, of course, and he hadn’t to wait long before a good uppor- 
tunity occurred for him to cut in with his epigram. “ Dreadful 
thing, this war in the East!” said Scrubber; ‘such a terrible sacrifice 
of human life——.” ‘ Hooray!” said Froggles, ‘* [—{ mean Human 
Life—you were speaking of human life ?—Is Very Like .” I forget 
what he said it was like; but Scrubber, Grubber, and Soubber looked 
him up and down, sneered, and went on with their conversation in the 
most offensive, ignoring way. This was rather disheartening for a 
first trial, but Froggles concluded that the fault lay in him and not 
in the method; posstbly it would be necessary to repeat the witticism 
many times before he could hope to make himself an undying name 
by it. On referring to his authority he saw that this surmise of his 
was obviously correct, for Curran appeared to repeat Ais remarks at 
intervals of about two months, while Doctor Johuson’s (who hada’t 
quite somany to offer) recurred about every five weeks or 80. ‘There- 
upon Froggles went forth into society and put in his epigram about 
human life whenever he got the ghost of an opportunity; but it 
always fell flat, except, indeed, when it aroused feelings of unchristian 
resentment and elicited bitter vituperation. People, I am sorry to 
say, did not strive to conceal their contempt for his epigram. It 
was a most painful situation for him, but he knew very weil that 
the drudgery one has to undergo in order to attain the honours of 
this world is never synchronously satisfactory, though it may be 
posthumously pleasant to ponder upon (that's rather a good epigram). 
lt occurred to him once that perhaps his humour might not be forcible 
enough—not so forcible, for example, as Dr. Johnson's, who regularly 
called Boswell a jackass once in five weeks. He therefore tried 
the Johnsonian line of witticism for the benefit of a big man with 
great fists, but as this phase of his humour was allowed to lapse after 
one trial we need say nothing further about it. 

It was some time after he had embarked on his plan, and at a period 
when he was beginning to think the road he had chosen did not 
lead to Fame at all, that he was called to serve ona jury in an 
important case. The case lasted week after week; the jury were 
talked about everywhere on account of their unusual stupidity; their 
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photographs were taken and their likenesses copied into the illustr ted 
papers. Froggles was the most stupid of the lot, and distinguished 
himself every day by asking absurd questions of the wrong persons. 
The case took two years togetthrough. It was unqualitied tame to be 
able to say, * [ was one of the Jurors on that Great Case.”” And Froggles 
capped Ais fame by getting committed for Contempt of Court and let 
oif with a severe warning. 

When he came again into society all was changed; everybody 
rusted torward to grasp his hand, and everybody who didn't know 
him either pretended to or screamed for an iatroduction. He was 
invited out everywhere, and caused quite a sensation when he walked 
into a room full of people. These would ec yntinually get in a circle 
round him, gaze respectfully, yet admiriogly, and * hang on his lips” 
It was on one of many occasions on which his interviewers were dis- 
cussing the execution of the prisoner in the Great Case, that Frogyles 
remarked absentiy, “‘ Yes, you know, it seems to me humaa life's like 
a great many other things.’ ‘This epigram appeared in all the papers 
next day under the head ot, “ Witty Remark by a Well-known Juror,” 
and was the topic of fashionable conversation for a month. 

“Well, I’m glad we've got our old Froggles back,” said Scrubber, 
at the Shag-and-Cutty Club; “he says some smart things. You 
heard his remark about Human Life? “ By jove, sir—why, a Shake- 
speare or an actual Tupper——!”’ 

“Yes,” said Grubber. ‘And there's such a character about his 
handwriting. I’m collecting remarkable autographs, and I want his. 
There's such a something avout it that the most casual observer, or | 
might say a blind man . 

‘*‘And his mode of attire,’ said Snubber. ‘ His boots and collar 
are unique, aint they? Why, the most eccentric poet that ever lived, 
or the Deuce himself -——.” 

And I believe the juror’s epigram has got into the “ Facetiw "” in 
the Slavey’s Journal itself, by this time! 
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MY NEIGHBOUR, 


Moratisr, you lose your labour : 
Put your maxim on the shelf. 
Nobody can love his neighbour 
As he loves his lovely seif. 
Meek am I as any baby ; 
i’ve a temper of the best. 
I could love my foe, it may be, 
But my neighbour I[ detest. 


All my tastes are truly rural, 
So 1 sought a calm abode 

In an Eden extramural— 
Number Nine, Amanda Road. 

Fancy how my hopes were blighted 
When the noisiest of men, 

By some wicked imp incited, 
Came t> dwell at Number Ten. 

Though the clerk of an attorney 
I’m an enemy to strife ; 

I would make an easy journey 
Iiv’ry day throughout my ife. 

How can life go very gaily, 
Kither mine or other men's, 

If a neighbour wakes you daily 
With a lot of cocks and hens ? 

Ev'rybody has his hobby ;— 
Hydrophobia’s one ot mine, 

Since our bravest local Dubby 
Perished from a bite canine. 

When I pass my neighbours gateway— 
Which I'd rather not, by half— 

I expect his terrier straightway 
‘Lo detain me by the calf. 


When at even, home returning,— 
Worn and wearied through the day— 
When for peace and quiet yearning, 
Still my neighbour stups the way. 
Home will ever fail to cheer me, 
E’en in 80 retired « place, 
While I have that fellow near me 
Practising the double-bass. 


Reader, think me not a scorner 
Of the human race, I pray : 
I am friends with round the corner, 
And I like across the way. 
All the street—or very nearly— 
I converse with now and then; 
And could love my neighbour dearly, 
Were he aught but Number Ten! 
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ON MODELS.—!. THE AMATEUR MODEL. 
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**T should like you to put an expression of sorrow in your countenance, 
as if all were lost.’’ 
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‘* Just wave your hand ro, as if waving an adieu. Yes—that’s beautiful—only ‘** You won’t mind my saying it—but there’s a sort of—so to speak—contentment 
I’m afraid there's a certain want of freedom in the attitude.”’ in your expression, incompatible with despair, ag it were.’’ 
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** That will do for to-day. When I want you again I’ll eat my he——. I mean to 
say, I'll let you know.” 
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“NOT ASSISTED BY US.” 


Scene from the New Ministerial Burlesque at the Theatre de l’Europe. 
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A BAD EXAMPLE. | 


CALYPso, queen of somewhere, once 
For brave Ulysses sobbed and sighed. | 

I fancy—but I’m such a dunce— 
That poor Calypso nearly died. 

I know she wrung her lily hands, 
And tore some tresses from her hair— 

Two things a woman understands | 
To indicate intense despair. | 


For more about the lady’s grief, 
And how Ulysses treated her— | 
(A shocking roué was the chief) — 
To Homer’s page you must refer. 
No wonder that she wept and wailed, 
And thought his conduct most unkind, 
For when he packed his trunk and sailed 
He left two little boys behind. 


My purpose now is but to tell 
How, after some domestic strife,— 
Men are such fools !—I thought it well 
To read the story to my wife. 
I dwelt upon Calypso’s tears, 
And how she loved her absent mate. 
No threats would have assailed his ears 
For coming home, however late. 


‘Suppose, my love, I sailed away, 
Ulysses-like, for good and all ; 
Would you, like this Calypso, stray 
Along the shores your love to call P”” 
“Not I, you wretch !’’ my spouse replied, 
With look and tone that struck me mute. 
‘‘ Of course the minx Calypso cried! 
She wasn’t married to the brute! ” 





— 





New Way To Ostarn a * Great SHaxe- 
SP£AREAN Success.”—Omit the Shakespeare. 








THE NEW PLAY BY DIONYSIUS B. 


HaAvIne seen it announced in the public Press that Mr. Boucicault 
is preparing a drama bearing upon the escape of the Fenian prisoners 
from the penal settlements, we have telegraphed that gentleman and 
received a rough draft of the plot. 


Here is the play. 

HIGH TREASON. 
By Dron. Bovercavtr. 

Act I.—WMr. B., as comic gossoon, is in love with the “nate little 
Arrah,” daughter of a gentleman in needy circumstances, who combines 
burglary with murder on patent patriotic principles. While the gentle- 
man 18 murdering the police and blowing up the House of Detention, Mr. 
B. sings comie song to attract attention of authorities from the Patriot. 
Comic business with a dead policeman, by Mr.B. and Patriot. Love 
tnterlude: Arrah and Mr. B., in various Irish dialects. 


by stx soldiers in red, and groans of the supers. 


sound.’ Emotion and sympathy of audience. Tableau. 
Act. Il.—The Trial. Mr. B. as comie and patristic witness combined 


crcss-examines the judge and jury, and supers try to get at the vie | 
Six soldiers in red drive them back | 


Stormer and murder him in court, 
with musk-ts. Patriotic speech by counsel for defence. Speeches tn 
various Irish dialects by the witnesses. Love interlude: Mr. B. and 
Arrah in the box. Mr. B. sings patrictie song and is sentenced to 
penal servitude for life with the Patriot. Groans of supers. ‘Ah, 


Arrah machree and aroon, I told ye I'd go with yer fayther and niver | 


lose sight of him, darlint, and ye see that I'm kapin’ my whirred.” 
Emction and sympathy of audience. Tableau. 


Acr. III.—TZhe Penal Settlements. Practical prison with strong wy 
growing convenient/y about tt. 
Act, 
melody. Mr. B. replies from interior. 
and Tipperary. Arrah tells how she brought a boat from Manchester to 


rr 


FUN. 


The proceeds of our increased | 
circulation in consequence of its publication we hold to the author's | 
order, as we do not know if he would like it spent in blunderbusses for | 
the Irish landlord-shooters, or offered as a prize for the best essay on | 
the dramatic righteousness of policeman-murder in Manchester. | 


Enter Arrah, same costume as 1st | 
She weeps, then reclines on the roof of prison, then sings patriotic | 
Love interlude in mized K-rry 
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Waiter :—“ WILL yoU TAKE ANYTHING WITH YOUR STEAK, SIR?”’ 
Customer (who finds it “rather high’’) :—‘* Yxs, stm, A LITTLE DISINFECTING FLUID, stR.”’ 


Australia all alone, and how it’s anchored in the river below. 
| Revolving scene showing interior of chimney and Mr. B. with the 
| Patriot on his back ascending the same. Patriotic utterances from 
| Mr. B.’s unpublished letters to Lord Beaconsfield. The Escape. 
Panorama of the progress of the boat and the runaways from Australia 
to London. Grand finale on Clerkenwell Green. Betrothalof Arrah and 
Mr. B. Grand subscription to start the Patriot in the public-homse 
line. Patriotic tag by Mr. B. Great applause from the Irish brick- 
layers in the gallery, and 

CURTAIN. 


| 

| 

A Queery. 

| Ir has, during the week, been whispered in civic circles that a well- 
known citizen, one of credit and renown, insisted on going with the 
party that, uncer Lord Mayor Cotton, called on Lord Derby for the 
purpose of hearing that gentleman explain Lord Beaconsfield’s ex- 

| planation. When remonstrated with and informed that he had not 

| been officially appointed, our friend in the City exclaimed, “ Ho, 

| indeed! that be blowed! What was I appointed a depitty for, if I'm 


| 


Entrance of | 0b to be allowed on board a depittyation ?”’ 
an English magistrate and informer (combined). Arrest of the Pitriot | 
“ Wearing of the | 
Green,” by Mr. B. Despair of Arrah, and vow of her lover to * niver | 
bose sight of the Patriot, acushia, till I bring him back to ye safe and | 





Colourable. 


Her Masesty in presenting some colours recently to the Ist Royal 
| Scots at Ballater exclaimed, “I rejoice in having a son who has devoted 
| his life tothe army.” The lst Royal Scots were not the only soldiers 


' who were found in new colours that day. ni 


The Mu-sickman. 


Ir is stated that Herr Wagner has a Turkish opera in progress. 
Among his musical atrocities he might introduce a Turkish birden with 


a Bul-Bulg-aria. eal 
Subtle. 
| Eworisa opera ison the wane. In the midst of a London season it 
| has to be brought out sus Rosa. 
} 


That is Just the Case. 
Wuart Servia wants to help her—British Justice. 
What she gete—Tory Jestice. 
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A FELLOW FEELING. 


Biddy (to Pat, whose pig won't go past the priest’s house) :—“Ocu! Pat, MB HONEY, DON’T YOU SEE THE POOR BASTE WANTS TO GO TO 


CONFESSION Pf ”’ 


CURRENT TOPICS CANVASSED. 
By Ovr Own, Assistep OccAsIONALLY BY OUR SPECIAL. 


Your praiseworthy desire, adored and envied chief, that there 
should be something beyond atrocities in the paper whose destinies 
you rule, was only one whit less excellent than your selection of those 
who were to carry it into execution. When you gave me full per- 
mission as to the selection of assistants and their rates of pay, I felt, 
in the words of the poet, now’s the time or never. The notion that 
the great British public should be interviewed, and their opinions on 
general home matters accurately conveyed to you, was admirable, I 
will admit, but not so admirable as my way of carrying it into execu- 
tion. I submit this, of course, with all due deference, and with the 
assured knowledge, born of actual experience, that if it is in any way 
wrong, or doesn’t please you, it will at once be amended or omitted. 

Well, sir, calling first upon the cashier for funds, I went at once to 
where your Special is ever to be found ; where, in fact, he “ uses,”’ if 
the term may be applied to one of so unusual an amount of merit. 
We had some little difficulty in planning out the campaign, but after 
a short time and a long drink or two, we hit upon it all at once. 
Does it ever strike you, sir, that when an inspiration comes, it does 
come all at once? That you suddenly awake to the fact and wonder 
why it never struck you before? But perhaps this is a question best 


deferred for the present, more especially as now we've got the | 


inspiration we'd better get on with it before it departs as suddenly as | 
| proceeded, con expressione :-— 


it came. Well, sir, we determined to walk about the streets, and, as 


it were, to lay in wait for those who may be called representative | 


men. They're always easily enough told, because, as arule, they don’t 
represent anyone but themselves either in appearance or opinions. I 
was to catch my representative man and interview him, while your 
Special, with the facility which so well becomes him, was to hover 


round the fleeting words and, so to speak, impale them for ever by the 


vitality of a vigorous verse. 

On the firet day we searched the papers, and found that at two 
houses in the neighbourhood of Covent Garden, Shakespeare was being 
performed with numerous and startling effects, lots of limelight, and 








| 


} 





Pat :—“ Surg THIN, THE ARTFUL DIVIL KNOWS HE'S A-GOING TO DOY, ACUSHLA!”’ 








many supers, that at one place the principal actor was “scholarly,” 
and at the other the title rdle was played by a person said to be 
‘“‘ famous” (in the advertisements). So we thought, now’s our time, 
and after careful investigation we saw oscillating between the 
two establishments a splendid Shakespearean scholar and deeply 
dramatic critic. Anyone could tell he was not of the common herd, 
because of his massive face and spectacles, and because he stood all 
the actors drinks, and called them who would allow him by their 
Christian names. The rest of his time was spent in making cigarettes, 
passing his friends into the play, and reading “ poetry.’’ There was 
not much necessity for your Special on this occasion, for as soon as I 
explained to him what our object was, he struck a match and an atti- 
tude, lit his cigarette, glared as fiercely as an overfed maggot, and 
said, ‘‘ The theatres !— 
‘The theatres! where Shakespeare’s plays— 
All tinsel, trash, and bunkum blaze, 
And double-cut and combat craze — 
Are carved about to suit the ways 

Of those who love sensation ! 
With Cibber here and Collier there, 
And Coleman claiming yet a share, 
They strip the Bard of beauties rare, 
And compensate with puppet-stare 

And super-transformation !”’ 


A pause to drink and clear his spectacles, and then our fat friend 


‘‘ Or else (see Drury’s ancient stage) 

With hump and halloo, rant and rage, 

Now howling like a cat in cage— 

(What war on mice this man ‘uld wage!)— 
Comes Richard’s double Glo’ster : 

Most ancient cheese! With words well learnt, 

With stagey ways and cork that’s burnt, 

With gods’ applause by antics earnt ;— 

If that is ‘ rAmE!’ well may we spurn’t, 

By milkman made, or coster!”’ 
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It is rather singular, isn’t it, that while everybody itches to improve 
the text of Shakespeare, no one seems to think that the principles 
which govern ordinary elocution might save much trouble and 
expense? After this we left our scholar to his well-earned applause 
and went home to consider what next was best to be done. There 
being nothing whatever in the papers but the critical advertisements 
put forth by managers of theatres and the other atrocity movements, 
we were rather at a loss what to do, and were next day walking dis- 
consolately along Pall-mall, when suddenly we came upon a Member 
of Parliament looking very flushed and anxious, There were also 
traces of recent tears in his eyes. We knew he was a Member of 
Parliament, and a baronet as well, because we had both seen him often 
in his ‘‘ place” in the House—the place he knows (and keeps) so well. 
Besides, he held in his hand a plan for turning Temple Bar into a 
Cathedral of the Basilicate or jer, und making thereon the site of a new 
Agincourt. <A treatise on logic and an Infallibility dogma, partly 
hidden in his breast, would have betrayed him if nothing else had, and 
s0 I at once collared him, and your Special took down his ex- 
Parliamentary utterance, and subsequently cast it into the following 
mould :— 

‘* Sir, ask me not why thus I, sad and tearful, 
Melancholy, moody, and with glance oblique, 
Gaze on the passers-by with aspect fearful, 
Trembling, and lost to all my pristine cheek. 
Sir, don’t you know that this is autumn’s season, 
When smallest politicians iudos gain 
By utterances void of claim on reason, 
By speeches ne’er intended for the sane ? 


‘* And I had hoped this year to step forth famous— 
No one so out-of-Session great as I. 
(Z side the House the party leaders claim us 
On side of silence, and we've not—oh, why !— 
A chance to ‘catch the eye of Mr. Speaker.’— 
Ouce, breaking forth with flood, I quelled the throng 
Of members; but was printed ‘ Sir G. Squeaker 
Said that he felt that he was in the wrong !’) 


‘*‘ And now just as the time came round to work things, 
Just when our way to greatness had begun, 
There rises up a row about those Turk things, 
And there's old Gladstone stumping it like fun! 
Besides, there’s Beaconsfield, and Bright, and Boblowe, 
Each argufying, poker, hammer, tongs: 
One cries, ‘ Oh, purpose high!’ another ‘ Job low!’ 
A third one, ‘Servia right for Turkish wrongs!’ 


‘‘ But even though these swells are up and doing, 
I’d speak my extra-Session speech, I would, 

If ’twere not that the way I’ve got of viewing 
These things might somehow be misunderstood. 

With Hartington afraid and Lowe aggressive, 
Gladstone aglow, while late supporters sneer, 

I think I’d best be silent and impressive 
Till some one else has made the matter clear.” 


We sympathised much with this worthy gentleman, and advised him 
if he wanted fame to write to the Times about Temple Bar and to the 
Tclegr-ph about the way to make hair grow on bald dacchinoes. He 
promised t» take our advice, and departed. Going home, another 
brilliant idea struck us as the gas was about to be turned out and 
the landlord said, “Just time for one more, gentlemen.” We had 
settled the theatrical and political business of the realm; what could 
be better than to go to ‘lattersall’s and beard the bookmaker in his 
den? As it was too late that night we waited till the following settling 
day, and singling out the gentleman with the biggest book and the 
most rings, 1 introduced myself, and asked how it is that owners of 
horses seem to be best off after losing a race, especially when their 
animals start favourites. He winked vividly, then struck the side of 
his nose significantly with a brilliantly laden forefinger. Having 
sworn me to secrecy (at the current rate of 2 to 1 bar one) so far as 
he himself was concerned, he made a statement of which the following 
is the essence :— 

‘“‘ My pleasure now’s not ‘on the field’ 
Where once we ran our races— 
Though book and pencil I can wield, 
And often in the ring this chield 
Has laid ‘ to win and places.’ 


“For since the days when uncle Rous 
Began to ‘ plant’ on topweights 
As thongh he d lost his ancient nouse, 

I’ve kep: my horses in the house 
And fed ’em on the shopweights. 


‘¢ For that I’m told’s the only way 
To make ’em carry weight well. 


I give a colt the other day 
Two ‘ quarters’; and at * play or pay’ 
He'll go the ‘ market-rate’ well. 


“T lay against ’em all I can 

But tell my friends ‘ we're spinning’ ; 
For what with Rous—the wicked man !— 
By losing, we ve the only plan 

That gives us chance of winning. 


‘The turf, my friend,’s « sinful place! 
Tis sad to have to lose a race— 
‘That's why I can't aboar it. 
Bat if you win you've got to face 
Your creditors. No pity trace 
In them for men who sliun ‘disgrace.’ 
Not me to win—(he made grimaece)— 
While I can lose—and share it!” 


I have since been told that this gentleman was simply “ having us’ 
in the manner usual at ‘T'attersall’s when strangers come asking ques- 
tions. Perhaps he was, and perhaps in consequence it’s quite a mistake 
to believe that anyone ever tries to lose (or rather, not to win) on the 
turf. J don’t care, and neither does your Special, sir. The only desire 
we have is to satisfy you and our own rectitud», and to remain yours 
truly, awaiting the reward of single-souled sacrifice and conscious 


merit. 


DOTS AND LINES. 

Fuencu paper says that “Sir Northcote” is an icy Conservative- 
Nonsense, he’s not half so icy nor a quarter so conservative as Sir 
Northpole, of whom doubtless the intelligent foreigner has not yet 
heard. = Placard says, ‘‘ Great Bulgarian deputation to Lord Derby.’’ 
If it were so Lord Derby would have taken care to be out when they 
were announced. = “ Amsterdam riots were not suppressed until the 
mob was charged.” Ah, there’s nothing like a good charge, or a 
collection, to disperse a mob. — Hurricane in Philadelphia. Arranged 
specially to give local colour to the great Hailstone Chorus, What 
won't they doin another hundred years! = Prince Milan proclaim: d 
king. Mr. Farjeon applies for an injunction. His “ King of No- 
land”? was duly copyrighted. — Rumour states that the Earl of 
Beaconsfield is about to be appointed Pope of the Minories and 
Patriarch of Petticoat-lane. He said, on its being proposed, that he 
couldn't do better than follow the example of his Royal (and Imperial) 
Mistress—in his “‘ small’’ way. — Sir Wilfrid Lawson has declined to 
interfere in the Atrecity matters. He feels he should only be 
throwing cold water on whatever side he supported. These one-eye- 
way menu run out very rapidly! = More pamphlets “in answer ’’— 
save the mark!—to the Gladstonian swoop. The next one is to be 
issued from the Monkey House, N.W., and published by-——. Well, 
no, we can’t get down to that! — “Jo versus Jo” at the Surrey 
Theatre. Dr. Joseph Pope on'the one part, and Mr. Joseph Cave on 
the other. Crowded houses. Immense applause. — Gentleman 
leaving the Prince of Wales's Theatre asks his friend how he spells 
Saville Rowe. ‘“ Well, I spell it v-i-l-e.’’ ‘And I spell it ditto.’”? — 
Man throws himself in front of a train and has “ the top of his head 
and the heel of his boot cut off.” Brown, who is great in coincidences, 
says, “Phew! I'll bet he couldn’t do that again if he tried.’’ = “Call 
a spade a spade.” ‘“ But,’ says our own Irishman, “what if it 
happens to bea spud?” “Oran O'!’’—say we. 


POLICE INTELLIGENCE, 


Two dirty little boys, giving the names of Stan Derby and Diz 
Beaconsfield, were placed at the bar yesterday, charged with attempt- 
ing so upset a train on England's Duty Railway. Derby seemed to 
feel his position, but the other culprit’s conduct in the dock was so 
unseemly and impudent that the worthy magistrate had frequently to 
rebuke him. Frum the evidence of Engine-driver Gladstone, it seems 
that he was in charge of the Express- Wish-of-the- Nation Engine, from 
London to Constantinople. When about half-way he perceived the 
two prisoners pick up some large stones and place them upon the line, 
with the evident intention of throwing the train off. The obstacles, 
however, were so paltry that the engine jumped over them and went 
on unharmed. He gave information, and the prisoners were arrested. 
Both the urchins upon being questioned stoutly denied the charge, 
and Diz called the engine-driver foul names. The magistrate, after 
hearing further evidence, considered the case fully proved, but 
remanded them for further inquiries, as it is believed there are some 
far more serious charges against them. 


One Reason, 
Tue Conservatives having secured the support of the Licensed 
Victuallers are bidding for the sympathy of carcase butchers. Hence 
the Bulgarian badinage. 


FUN. 145 


cc lll Cll ll 
TT 


——— eee 


Rs en 


~— ee ee ee 


al 
ee 
* , 
ah 
oy , 
: r 
ca 7 I 
tat 
o ad ] 
# hes 
“a f 
<3 
7 & 
7 A 4 
a 
4 # : 
© : | 


¢ 
— | 
<p F558 
= es 
— 


— ae 


, ; sh - » 
= ao 4 ie = . 
Se eae es wt are 


Bn 


* 
i> cones 


Seas 
Ce ee ae ae a 


C+ Sr yo 


<6 Site Sap 8 oe 


: 





nt ee te ei 


- 


- r ¥ 
tee 2 er. "7 
~~. 


ae? 
iN satin Pe Se, 
= a _s ~~ 
ee 


. . . . 
4 
“ 4 =. 
ere eel te, 


Sarre sr oe e e 






o 2 aa t 


a 


a 


- 
¥ +. 


% 
al en SN 5 al — 
= ee 


oo 
_— 
PS f= 


er ratere 


” -~ 
& “ 
- a’ ee ee eee 
A z 


ee a wee te 


a6) ee 


‘ 
* 


- 

















oO ge 


Fl Si all - 


7 gee 
ree 









* #80 


« 
RP gee > 





r = ex re 


OE -<e 


~_—- 


“ < 


ENO A a dy tes las Deer > “ex 


" hay age 
ie > 


2 


is too. 4 


aaa 


ee 
REE TES, 


E 





~ 
* 


oe 


le ee 


SCR 


HETIL 
in ~~ 


oe aah 
“<= a 


‘ > ee 
“~<— 


. r > ye he . - 
ee PATE S RRS Ratan 
_— 


. 
_/- . 


“tyr * “+ a ae , é 
PS RCI 


S 
> ae 


= ete COP“ 6 Brae 


°° ees & 




















@ >= 


Pont Be 
er AK 
NT ey ie r 

é a / = 


| é : 
A GENTLE REMINDER. 


Farmer's Daughter :—“‘ WHAT NASTY WET WEATHER WB'VE BEEN HAVING 
LATELY, Mr. Swizzx.” 

Mr. Swiszle:—‘‘O yes, Miss Betty, VERY WET, INDBED; BUT IT’S BEEN 
MAINLY OUTSIDE WI’ MB!”’ 








OCTOBER ! 
I never could welcome October with glee, 
He's such a peculiar person— 
So caddish, pt (what's more annoying to me) 
A difficult month to write verse on. 
Whenever I've dealt with our friend, Mr. O., 
I've found him a troublesome “ member ” ; 
He tries to look big but it’s nothing but show, 
And endeavours to copy September. | 
I dismally groan at his annual call— 
I don't like the look of October at all. 


He'd have us imagine the winter's not near— 
He's aware of the fact, but conceals it ; | 

And 'tis only on days when his manner’s austere 
That the vagabond really reveals it. 

Then he hints at the fogs we may shortly expect 
From November—then placidly humming, 

He swaggers as much as to say “ Recollect, 
I’ve done you a favour by coming.”’ 

He knows that his warnings are apt to appal— 

I den't like the style of October at all! 


| Tue hop-pickers have returned from Kent. 
impression that their labour was compulsory. On the contrary it was 
| quite hoptional. 
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STRANGER IN THE CITY. 


ARGUMENT. 
The Poet. whilst wandering near the Royal Exchange, espieth a 
butterfiv who seemeth as though he (or she) had lost his (or her) 
way. Whereupon, the Poet bursteth into song :— 


A 




















ButrerF_y, why are you dodging about 
Here in a spot full of danger ? 

Pray are your parents aware that you’re out, 
Tortoiseshell-hued little stranger ? 

Why, you'll be spoiling your garb in the street, 
London’s so dusty and gritty : 

What brings you up from your rural retreat >— 

What are you seeking in town, I repeat— 
What do you want in the City? 


Butterfly, cities are curious things, 
However your fancy may tinge them. 

Take a friend's warning—look after your wings, 
Or trouble will probably singe them ! 

Many have struggled to flee from their fate, 
And vainly entreated for pity— 

Here we have nothing but envy and hate 

Peace and contentment, allow me to state, 
Are not to be found in the City! 









































Maybe you're up on a holiday trip, 
Eager to study life's phases : 
Here we've no meadows o’er which you can skip— 
Nor can we indulge you in daisies. 
| Hasten away where some rivulet flows— 
| Go where birds carol their ditty— 
Seek the abode of the lily and rose, 
Take the advice of a party who knows,— 
Flutter away from the City! 

























Our Titled Clown. 


Lorp Begaconsrigsip has declined the invitation to 
receive a deputation from the Guildhall meeting. The 
invite was signed by ‘‘J. J. Merriman.’ Such an old 
wheezer as the Premier might have been expected to 

_ accept a challenge from “‘ Mr. Merriman” of all men. 


ee 








——_———__ 


Wanted to Know. 


| ‘Wuat's the meaning of this in the Times theatrical 
| advertisement column ?—“HENRY V. COLEMAN.” 
| What’s Coleman done to Henry, and when does the case 
| come on? 






On occasions October affects the sublime, 
And that always makes me disgusted ; 

I've *‘ twigged"’ him suspiciously, time after time, 
And find that he’s not to be trusted. 

But why do I prattle concerning his freaks, 
’Tis wasting one’s labour to flout him ; 

We must bear with his humours for one or two weeks, 
For tis certain we can’t do without him. 

I repeat, though—(the words I will never recall)— 

I don’t like the look of October at all. 


From our own Rapparee. 


A MAN uphappy in this world should, upon leaving it, become a 
spirit medium. If not thoroughly blissful, he would, at any rate, be 
| far rappier. 


Fill My ‘‘ Pockets,” I'll Fill Yours. 
Many are under the 
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FUN. 


ON MODELS.—2. THE PROFESSIONAL MODEL. 









**T see what you want. You want ‘ Misery.’ Like so, Mum— ’and on 
breast, mouth drawn down, other ’and limp as if ‘epeless.”” 
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*“*Not ‘Meditation’ neither? Thenit’s ‘ Supplication.’ No? There's 
his way.’’ no other pose with the ’and on the breast, you know! ” 


“Not ‘ Misery?’ Thenit’s ‘ Meditation’ you require—that’s done in 





**Couldn’t have * Defiance’ with the ’and on the breast—you see, that 


‘“‘Want asort cf defiant hattitude, Mum? Here's ‘ Defiance,’ but the haa hn ead , ‘ Misery?” 
u passing on ‘ Misery. 


?and’s on the beard, like this.’’ 





VOL. ZETY. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 11, 1876. 
THE REAL SPIRIT - WRITING. 


Fra mnt found in possession of Dr. S-l-de. Addressed to the Right 
Honourable Benjamin First Lord B-c-n-f-e-d, 


To a Tory politician murder isn't much to do, 
Kut your business must be thorough—you must murder not a few. 
You must butcher men and women by the bushel—and the rest; 
You must outrage maids and mothers with a sort of fiendish zest : 
You must ruin town and village, putting myriads to death ; 
You must blast the whole of Europe with a pestilential breath ; 
You must break the oath of friendship and let slip the dogs of war; 
You must do the deeds that honest people honestly abhor ; 
You must use the foulest treachery this century has known ; 
You must do in coldest manner that for which you can't atone ; 
You must do such deeds that readers, as they turn to very stone, 
Will «xclaim, ‘* Can our humanity such horrid wretches own? ”’ 
Yeu must show yourself the vilest thing yet formed by fiends’ behest 
Ere you can claim existence as fit food for Tory jest. 

. . . x . 
The spirit moves; the slate’s at work; the writing’s on the wall ;— 
The rapping shows that now's the time to make a spirit-call. 
By all the spirits lately loosed that never may come back— 
By all the souls so foully sped— by Tory cant and clack— 
By all that’s good and more that’s bad— by Beaconsfield himself— 
By all who live dishonoured for the sake of ‘paltry pelf— 
By sneer and gibe and timeless jest— by honest men and strong— 
By all who hate the ways of right and love'the ways of wrong— 
By heroism honoured and by duty sung in song— 
By a)l that’s been considered mean since earth has sped along !— 
© spirits say, and when you've said, O be for ever done: 
From our great Asian Mystery what Next is there to come ? 


— 


Amonea the new discoveries of latter-day philanthropists, called 
into existence by a dearth of interesting information which even the 
Atrocity business is inadequate to counteract, is to be found the dis- 
covery that there are pumbers of Italian children in this country 
whore sole pursuit is that of begging. We had thought that from 
the davs of Burke and Hare, and their philanthropic admirers and 
apostles Bishop and Williams, no one was to be found ignorant of the 
prepensity young Italians have for begging—no one in London, at 
any rate—or of the means they take of gratifying their vagabond 
inclinations. In books, the young Savovard with his marmosette— 
whatever that may be—is indeed nice; in sober reality, the young 
Savoyard with his white mice or his monkey is more than indeed 
nasty. It can hardly be considered sirgu'ar or novel that these dirty 
and extremely irregular infantry are sent out to collect money and 
have to go supperless if they return without, when everyone knows 
that their semiors, the poetic and musical organ-grinders (again in 
hocks) of sunny Southern Italy are all hired on the same principle by 
their ultra-jiberal and generously Garibaldian countrymen of Leather- 
lare and Safiron-hill, and are perfectly urable to help themselves. 
It is stated on excellent authority that between Holborn and Clerken- 
well there is to be found a system of serfdom which for harshners and 
intolerance excels anything ever known in Russia or its deper dencies. 
And if ithe grown mn can't assist themeclves, how is it to he ex- 
pected that the chi'dren can?’ But all this, though apparently very 
strange to thore who have only just begun to discover it, has been 
known for any length of time to those who go sbout Londcn with 
their eyesand exrs open. ‘There is sti]l another point, which is, that— 
bard as is the case of the Italians, young ard cld, who sre to he found 
in certain parts of London— we do not for a mi ment believe it is worse | 
than that of natives, who might be ccnsidered to have a prior claim, | 
and whose necessitous circumstances and deplorable ignorance are | 
contained in no cne small locality, but extend through the length and 
breadth of this great and gloric us country. 


- WHAT TORIES MEAN. 
(Anp Don’r Say.) 


Jon, you're an arrant tease. 
We, with apparent eare, 
Might have got guarantees, 
But for your clamour and 
Lowe, Bright, and Gladstone's kid. 


Why slate the Mussulman ? 
Bother and bustle, man, 
Won't_stop the tussle. man: 
But nails ws/? hammer and 
Chirch in cur coffin-lid. 


FUN. 






‘Oct. 11, 1876. 








UNREPORTED POLICE NEWS. 


RIVERSIDE.— Extraorpinary Conpuct or A Marrrep Woman.— 
Mary Naylor, a thinly-clad, emaciated-looking creature, whose head 
and face were fantastically decorated with straps and bandages, was 
charged with several acts of outrageous conduct towards her husband 

Quibble Munch, Q.C., appeared on behalf of the complsinant : 
the prisoner was not represented by counsel. Mr. Munch regretted to 
say that the parties stood in that close relationship to each other 
where one must control, and where it was the duty, as indeed it 
ought to be the greatest possible pleasure, of the other to obey, 
—in fact, they were man and wife; and where shall we find 
a more heart-gladdening sight than that at the home hearth 
where man and wife ever act in harmony with each other? ‘lhe 
home of his client, he was sorry to say, was not in that blessed 
state of peace. No! discord too often reigned where harmony should 
dwell; and it was a duty he owed to that gentleman to say that this 
was @ very serious grievance he had to complain of, and he felt 
certain the worthy magistrate would see how urgently it required the 
strong arm of the law to protect such simple, child-like-minded men as 
his client from the persistently vicious rebellion the prisoner at the 
bar had been guilty of. He would not attempt to describe the case, but 
at once call this much-aggrieved gentleman to tell his own sad story. 

Job Naylor here got into the witness-box. He is a man whose 
appearance, but for some slight defects, must have been prepossessing : 
he is not tall, and his breadth of shoulders may be described as enor- 
mous ; some would call his expression of countenance heavy ; his eyes are 
very small and deeply sunk ; his nose was no doubt originally a good 
epee feature, but now it is much depressed in the centre, while 

is mouth is large and massive, which gives the idea of considerable 
firmness of character. 

The Worthy Magistrate requested that he would kindly tell him 
what he had to say against the prisoner. 

Complainant. Vel yer Virship, this ’ere is how it voz, yesee: Me: 
an’ my two pals’ad been a vorkin’ ’ard, ve ’ad, for vell nigh thre: 
hours that mornin’, vich yer ’onor knows is a goodish stiff day’s vor) 
as the times goes, an’ naturally ve vanted some refreshment; so v: 
goes to the pub., ve does, an’ ’as a drop o’ summet short, an’ then v: 
goes a smoking an’ a enjoying of ourselves, ven who should come tv 
the door but my old ’ooman, an’ says as ’ow as hi vos wan’ed at ’oam, 
sez she; vel, arter a bit hi goes ’oam an’ then she says as ’ow as hi was 
drunk. ‘O, drunk am hi?” sez hi. ‘* Yes, drunk,” sez she. Now yer 
Virship, me an’ my pals ’adn’t more nor four gallons o’ beer amony 
us, besides the drops o’ short, so hi leave yer to judge whither hi wa: 
drunk or no; drunk wi’ such a dropas that, eh? hishould think not! So 
naturally hi hexpress my surprise at ’er obserwation, ven hi’m blowed it 
she didn't bring the back o’ her ’ead a regular cropper agin’ the floor : 
so hi jist goes and puts on my boots for to hax ’er vot she means by 
this sort o' goin’s on; an’ ven hi haxes ’er, then she gives a schreech, 
an’ every time hi haxes er she gives a schreech, till hi spoke raythe 
sharp two or three times, an’ then she got sulky an’ wouldn't speak no 
more, an then some of the neighbours come hin an’ said as ow as hi’c 
killed the ’ooman. Vell yer Virship, hi cou’dn’t stand sich usage n 
long’r, seein’ as hi ’adn’t more nor ‘art killed ‘er, so hi went an’ called 
in the perlice jist to purtect me from sich howdacious usage, hi did. 

Magistrate. Pray pardon me, my god sir, for interrupting 


| you in this very interesting narrative, but when you say ‘you put o. 


your boots to ask the woman a question’’ do you mean that you pu: 
them on for the purpose of kicking her 

Complainant. Vel yer Virship, ye may call it vot name yer likes, 
it don t make no manner o’ difference to me, it don’t, vot ye calls it. 

Magistrate. Then, you approve of men kicking their wives ? 

Complainant. Cartinly hi do ven they misbehaves thurselves an’ 
don't treat their ‘usb.nds with proper res; ect; or hif they use hany 
bad languvedge, sich as schreeching an’ that sort o’ thing, ven unde: 
correction, vy then ye must give it em ‘ot, yer must. 

Magistrate (addressing the prisoner) asked her what she had to say 
in answer to this most unjustifiable conduct towards her hus! and. 

Prironer, in a faint, timid voice, said. He's always a-kickin’ me, he 
is, an’ givin’ me black eyes; he treats me worse nor he would a dog, 
he does 

The kind-hearted Magistrate said he was extremely sorry to hea: 
those bitter words from the prisoner, and the tone in which they 
were uttered showed there was no real contrition in her heart; that 
nice balance of power and proper understanding between man and 
wife which formed the very bulwark~ of our civilization, and wit} out 
which Scciety itself would fall to pieces, must be muintained. ‘lhe 
prisoner seemed to ignore the fact that her husband was one of th 
‘*Loxps oF 1HB Creation,” and his authority could 7 ot be set aside. 
It was nvt his intention to pags a severe sentence; as this was the first 
time her husband had made any charge against her he would be equally 
lenient. ‘The sentence was that she be imprisoned and kept at har. 
labour for the term of eighteen calendur mnths; at the expiration ¢1{ 
which time ste must find sureties to keep the peace and be of gow. 
behaviour towards her husband for the term of her natural life. 


i 
i 


~~ 
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THE GREAT RAILWAY HOAX. 


Here's a song about an engine on a British line of rail, ; 
Which it’s conscience it was tender (not the waggon at its tail) ; 
And I heard it from the engine-man that guided it along 

(Not the tender, nor the conscience, nor the engine — but the song). 
And its daily occupation was to journey up and down 

From the city known as London to another biggish town : 

’T was a tolerable journey, and it did it once a day, 


i ding locomotion as a pleasure, in a way. 
a , Lol de rol. 


Now the laudable ambition of its heart had ever been 

For to up and do its duty like a sensible machine : 

In a temper quite unruffled by a shadow of despond, 

It would do its bit of ranning—and a mile or two beyond. 
It was truly so contentedly obliging and benign _ 

That it gained the love of ev'rybody all along the line. 
And the driver and the stoker, it was generally known, 


t it like a itive relation of their own. 
Used to trea posi i ate 


Now with things as I’ve related them, you'll readily opine 

That the feeling of anxiety was great along the line 

When the engine was discovered, on a memorable day, 

To be haunted by a misery it couldn't drive away. 

When I tell you not an engine had been ever known to run 

Having such an irrepressible exuberance of fun; 

When I mention its vivacity as never dying out— 

You will cease to be astonished that the matter got about. 
Tol de rol. 


They were truly disconcerted, those officials, when they learned 
How its spirits were affected; they were painfully concerned. 
Was it far within the boiler that was harrowing its soul ? 
Was there something deleterious secreted in the coal ? 
But a strict investigation didn't obviate the stir ; 
There was nothing deleterious—there wasn’t any fur,— 
No, there wasn't any tangible infirmity or flaw : 
There was something inexplicable aud deerer ~~ yd -_ 
ol de rol. 


they laid it up in lavender to try and get it well, 
ot they muffled up the whistle and they muffled up the bell ; 
And they tied a bit of sacking on the knocker of the door, 
And they issued printed orders that the sleepers shouldn't snore. 
But its wheels were getting shaky and its fummel very pale, 
With a flash about the top of it which told its bitter tale ; 
And they saw that no specific that’s obtainable by pelf 


Would restore the little engine to ite former little self. 
Tol de rol. 


Was it bodily affliction? It was nothing of the kind. 

Let me up and be confiding — there was something on its mind,— 
There was something inexplicable to minds of lower tone, 

Of a grosser conformation than my reader’s and my own. 

I will tell you, noble reader, there were placards in the shed 
Which enclos+d the bit of siding where the engine went to bed; 
They were posters coloured gaudily— advertisements in fine, 


And were posted by the Company, the owners of the line. 
Tol de rol. 





And one of them dilated, so to speak, 
wi h trumpet mouth 

On that engine’s daily journey—(call 
it “ London to the South ;”’ 

Let the reader name the journey as his 
whim may deem it hest— _ o 

Call it “* London and the Provinces ” or 
‘¢ London and the West’’). 

As [ can’t succeed in putting all that 
poster into verse — 

(It would wrangle with the rhythm and 
I couldn't get it terse), 
While poetical perusers would experi- 

ence a shock 
At its realistic prosiness; I’ve put it on 
a block. 


ELSEWHERE RAI& 
PUICKEST ROUTE, BY 


SEVERAL HOURS 
TO WOTSANAME !! 


LONDON (oFP) IJI-I10A 


ALL OTHER RAILWAYS 
| ARE SPURIOUS. 
| 

TAKE TWICE THE 


TIME! 


ONE TRIAL WILL SUFFICE 






Tol de rol. 


Then the engine grew unhappy and its skittish spirits fell, 
For it knew it was a party to a swindle and a “ scll. 

And it knew that in the memory of anyone alive 

It had never reached the terminus at 7.3. 

When the traffic was uuusually slack along the line 

It could reach it (by a struggle) at a quarter after nine ; 





FUN. 








|WOTSANAME (ame) 7-35 P 
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But it never, in the “season,” in the memory of men, 
Had attained it, by a minate, any earlier than ten. 
Tol de rol. 


Now it knew why all the porters were particular to state 

When it reached its destination, that “the train was very late!” 

Nvw it saw it was a portion of a station-master's trade 

To express unbounded sorrow that “ the train had been delayed.” 

It discovered how important to the general design 

Were invariab!e rumours of ‘a block along the line.” 

It had learned a little lesson from the poster—and its pith 

Was The Quickest Route to Woteaname's a swindle and a myth.” 
Tol de rol. 


In its lacerated feelings very solemnly it swore 
It would never aid the company's devicesany more ; 
Then its wheels began to wobbieand its boiler sprang a leak, 
And its buffers wouldn t answer, and its whis'le wouldn't aqueak : 
Then it wouldn't take its fuel— bat sabsided in its shed ; 
And another locomotive was promoted in its stead. 
And it duly does the journey (barring accidents and ills), 
Say—din little over twice tre time that’s stated on the bills. 

Tol de rol. 








THE SINCEREST FLATTERY. 


Te imitative faculty so immensely developed among managers of 
theatres has ‘shown itself ina new form, and Mr. Hollingshead no 
longer standsalone. Mr. Chatterton, influenced by mixed teelings of 
indignation and desire for fame, has rushed into print, and, singularly 
enough, has attacked the same young man who had to bear the brunt 
of Mr. Hollingshead's displeasure—the young m:n who not only dares 
to criticise mew plays and novel productions, but—far greater 
enormity !—dares to get them published in the columns of the leading 
journal. Jnto the merits or demerits of the question we have no wish 
to enter. We are satisfied to observe the utter astonishment and 
blank dismay which fill the manayerial breast when anyone whose 
opinion carries weight dares to put it in opposition to the managerial 
will and managerial pleasure. Why this is we do not care to ask, 
being well satistied with the guess we can make for ourselves. But we 
might feel inclined to inquire, if there were any chance of a plausible 
reply, why Mr. Chatterton didn’t, in the inte:ests of the National 
Theatre, strike outa way of his own, instead of blindly following in 
the footstens of so comparatively humble and extremély illiterary a 
person as Mr. Hollingshe.d. 


**Our Island Home.,”’ 


SPEAKING Of a potato show, the leading journal informs its readers 
that an exhibitor from New Brunswick * was successful in carrying 
off the first prize in as many as four classes.” Of course he was ; 
unless at Printing-house-square success generally consists in failare. 
But that is as nothing to what follows:—‘* With the exception of this 
exhibi'or and two others from Scotland, the exhibitors were all of the 
British islands.’”’ Although Shakespeare has recently been proved to 
be nothing of a playwriter by himself, it must be admitted he was 
somewhat of a prophet, and that he must have forecast this change in 
address when he asked, “ Stands Scotland where it did?” (We havo 
since been informed that the sentence referred to was the work of a 
Gaelic writer burning for an opportunity of displaying to the 
ignorant Sassenach what remains of jocularity after it has once been 
** Scotched.”’) 


‘* Died of Doctors.’’ 


A TELEGRAM states that more than a dozen English doctors havo 
arrived at the Turkish headquarters and taken service under the 
Sultan. Messrs. Bright and Gladstone and the rest of the Liberal 
party ought to be satisfied with this. If we show the Servians 
sympathy and send them our support, while at the same time we 
supply the Turks with doctors, even Russia herself cannot complain 
of the attitude of England. Speaking for ourselves only, we sincerely 
trust that a good many of the Turkish successes will continue to be 
taken “as before’’—in physic. Ihe ‘ Sick Man”’ really requires it. 


Oa Both Counts. 

Two itinerants were charged recently with “causing an obstrue- 
tion’’ by exposing for sate *‘ rabbits in a putrid state and unfit for 
human food.” It wuuld be eurtous to know whether the charge of 
‘‘obstruction”” woul‘ have stood if the rabbits hid been fresh and 
wholesome. It is still more curious from a pathological point to leara 
that putrid meats do cause obstruc ion. 


Serviceable. 

Somesopy advertises galvanism as a cure for temporary insanity. 

There’s one kind of galvanism which is likely to bring it on—Ser- 
vantgalvanism. 
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FACT AND 
FANCY. 


Ir is a fact that a 
person went out to 
the seat of war, and 
by representing him- 
self as a _ private 
gentleman and non- 
newspaper corre- 
spondent obtained 
many courtesies 
from the Serbs, and 
much information 
not usually given 
to men who admit 
they are going to 
publish all they can 
learn. Itisa fact that 
the information +o 
obtained was trans- 
mitted to a Conser- 
vative daily paper 
and published there- 
in. It isa fact that 
for the honour of 
newspaper men this 
interloper was 
thrashed by a cele- 
brated “‘Special.”’ It 
is a fact that this 
person then did 
more things of the 
same pitiful kind. 
It is only fancy that 
the policyof this Con- 
servative ‘ daily ”’ 
at home was tho- 
roughly upheld by 
its representative 
abroad. —It isa fact 
that two dramatic 
critics have regis- 
tered assumed names 
as translators and 
adapters. Itis only 
fancy that they got 
some hundreds of 
pounds for trans- 
lating an old French 
play. = It is a fact 
that the longest 
notice ever given in 
the Times of a 
second-hand adapta- 
tion appeared last 
week. It is only 
fancy that shortly 
Mr. Walter will 
have all puffs per- 
formed by the new 
patent self - acting 
editorial steam- 
engine. = It is a 


MARBLEOUS CONDUCT. 


We sent our own Rinkubus— whom we have been trying to discharge 
for some time—over to the new Marble Rink in the Clapham-road the 
other day, inwardly praying that by means of contusions or tramcars, 
or innumerable public-houses by the way, we might be rid of him for 
Kut there, next morning he was up as fresh and as smiling as 
ever, with nothing more the matter with. him than a black eye anda 
poem he said he had composed in honour of the occasion. 
about two yards long and began: “I dreamt that I dwel-helt in 
mar-har-ble rinks, skatresses on wheels by my si-hi!-hi!-hide, and of 
all who assembled to trihy the drinks, that I was the hope and the 
eo '-hi'-hi'-hide—that I was the hope and the pride!’ We treated 

1im at once to the “ outside edge”’ o 
proceeding when we went to press. 


good. 


Ir is considered rather shady to be described as ‘‘ something in the 
‘Tis more umbrageous still, to be “ nothing in the City.” 


City.” 
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THE PRIDE OF PLACE. 


“Ou, GRANNY, HAYB BE SBEN LITTLE SALLY JARRER? 
GOT LOCKBD UP?” 

‘* Ay, I've 8BEN HER, AND SHE AVE NO CALL TO BE 80 PROUD ABOUT IT. 
FEYTHER COULDN'T GBT LOCKED UP—IF HE LIKED.” 


It was 


the office—and the case was 





Il-y-a de Degres. 
Gentility. 


recently, and severely as well. 
stew because the Board declines to promote the growth of ‘‘ creepers ”’ 


in the district under its charge. 


young man for the Pork trade.” 
nowadays, when unchristianity pretends that it likes pork immensely. 
In addition, there should be no doubt about this young man’s 





Do ’BE KNOW AS ’ER FEYTHER’8 


JEST AS IF YOUR 


‘*Creeping wheie ——. 
Mr. BuckMasTgr has given his culinary operations a fresh turn ; he 
has been roasting the Wandsworth District Board of Guardians 
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fact that a Yankee 
college crew have 
expressed their de- 
termination to row 


_ the winners of next 
' year’s Oxford and 


Cambridge _ Boat- 


| race. It is only fancy 


on their part—when 
they fancy they 


_ stand a chance. — It 


is a fact that Mr. 
G. Potter, “the 


| British workman,” 
| has been referred to 
| in interested quar- 


ters as an opponeut 
of Mr. Gladstone on 
the Eastern Ques- 
tion. It is indeed 
fancy to endeavour 
to form anything 
like a comparison of 
the comparisons 
which might be made 


| between the two. — 
| Itis a fact that Mr. 


_ Hollingshead 


has 


_ taken the ‘‘ Bull by 


| om I is 8 


the Horns,” and re- 
moved it. It is 
fancy to think that 
he is ** Not such a 
Fool” as he 
well, say, might have 
looked under the 
circumstances. — It 
is both fact and 
fancy that ‘ Cyril’s 
Success”’ is Hol- 
lingshead’s success. 
fact 





| that ossification is 
| @ peculiar disease. 
It is only fancy that 


it is 


( 


”? 


peculiar to 
racing men. = It is 
a fact that truffles 
are to be terribly 
scarce this winter. 
It is only fancy 
that writers in 
fashionable papers 
have much cause to 
regret it. — It isa 
fact that in peace as 
in war one jour- 
nalist’s white is often 
another journalist's 
black. It is only 
fancy to think the 
one opinion is caused 
by the other. Only 
fancy ! 








Mr. Buckmaster is himself in a great 


‘* All Tiled.” 


From the Telegraph :—‘‘ Wanted immediately, a thorough Christian 
This seems hardly sufficient for 


This matter should be further 
investigated by our enthusiast in the cause of nature and nice things 
to eat; as, considering their general surroundings and domestic 
associations, the Guardians may have mistaken the correct meaning of 
the term used. It is not at all unlikely that they regard the applica- 
tion from a purely licentious point of view. 
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BALL PRACTICE. 


I Go to-morrow to a ball. 
I'm one of those old-fashioned dancers 
Who know the figures, one and all, 
Of Caledonians and the Lancers. 
I’m sure my hostess quite intends 
IT shall not miss a single “ square one; 
This thought alone my bosom rends : 
What shall I talk of to the fair one ? 


It won’t be quite the thing, I feel. 

As Yanks would say to go the Turk some,— 
Besides, the wounds commence to heal, 

And “horrors” now are getting irksome. 
The papers all are black and white 

With views upon the question Eastern. 
Will nothing happen ere the night 

To give Town topics just the least turn ? 


The Bravo case has vanished—killed 
By more extensive lust and murder,— 
I wonder will its place be filled 
By “ Allie’ Slade, whose husband. stirred her 
To write him messages and things 
On slates held underneath the table. 
One ray of hope the notion brings, 
I'll harp upon it while I'm able. 


Some other subject let me seek 
To touch on in my conversation— 
The railway smashes of the week, 
The last new clumsy adaptation. 
But pshaw! why do I beat my brow, 
And rub my forehead till it glistens ? 
The lady does the talking now ;— 
Her partner only nods and listens. 


Im-Perry-tive. 


At the Church Congress at Plymouth, Bishop Perry 
introduced the question of the O!d Catholic Movement, 
which was largely discussed. Were those who took the 
side of Bishop Perry, Bishop Ciders? 


Cruel Kindness. 


SERVANTS nowadays do double work. They serve | 
you at home and they. serve you out. [Our 


‘‘OUR NOBLE SELVES.” 
Fottowrne the example of the “ rest of the Press,” from the Jimes 
downward, who scruple not to call attention to any little offshoot from 
the parent stem, we beg our readers to remember that Hoon's. Comic 


Annval for 1877 is about to burst on an astonished world, and appeal | 
for the shillings and the sympathies of the discerning public. Loosen | 


the money in your pockets, then, for the ninth issue is nearly ready 
and the Publisher just about to begin. Everybody should be interested 


in this announcement, because everybody may have a copy if he is | 


good, and has a shilling to spare. Unlike the production issued some 
little while back from a rival establishment in Printing-house-square, 


two boys and an endless roll of paper mixed up in a Walter machine | 


have had nothing to do with it, and the only comparison we can 
adduce in this direction is an endless circulation of quite a different 
kind. But in all other respects our shillingsworth is much better 
than that issued from the Times office : it is all original, it is all fan,— 
and when it isn’t it is all pictures. The writings and drawings have 
been supplied by the best obtainable and fairly best known humoris's ; 
the task of selection and rejection has been left in the hands of the 


Editor of this Journal; and the engravings are fresh from the hands | 
of the Brothers Dalziel. We shall pubiish about the end of next | 


week, and there will be no extra charge to those who are in time. 


Ale Fellows Well Met. 


Matron went mad over an anti-vaccination meeting the other 
evening and emashed the lamps and the Town Hall windows. There 
was a good deal of Malt-on, we should say. 


A Subterranean Growl. 
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A GUNNING NOTION. 


Old Brown on his way to try the effect of a wonderful gun, his own inve.t 


Consternation of the victims when they hear of it. 
Artist was quite unable to depict the subsequent consternation of Brown. | 





Greatful, but not Comforting. 


A younG gentleman ‘‘of good appearance and respectable connec- 
| tions’’ has been recently indulging in the unwonted luxury of kicking 
a Great Unpaid. Maybe, he thought that these worthies should not go 
altogether unrewarded ;—may be, also, he fancied that to make war on 
one whose commission was that of the Peace would be safe work 
But that even the peacefal worm will turn is once again proved by th: 
| fact that this young gentleman “ of good appearance and respectable 
connections,” is now engaged in the pleasant relaxation of two months 
“with hard.” 


Gamesome. 


Why is a Monarch like a Hare’—Because he must always b 
dressed for dinner. [The advantage of this conundrum is that both 
animals may be altered to suit the convenience of the ques- 
tioner.—Eb. | 

Distinct, 

A Conservative paper remarks that never at so critical a moment 
have we had such a strong Government as the present. The Govera- 
ment is strong, we grant. So strong that it’s beginning to——«mell. 


Statesmanship. 


Amone the vessels at present stated officially to be at Besika Bay 
/are the Wye and the Wizard. Now we want to find out the Wye and 
| the Wherefore ? 


Evidently. 


| 
| Cocxneys should be born in the Poultry, tailors should die in fits, 


Wuewn a train is a quarter of an hour late on the District Railway | and acrobats should be buried in vaults. 


the boy onght not to keep crying out, “Try your weight, try your 
weight!’ Your ‘ wait” is already tryinz yon. 








Comrvutsory Epvcation.—Teaching Lord Derby his daty. 
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‘““AND THRICE HE SLEW THE SLAIN.” 


“ Aw’ OL TOULD UM, SEZ OI, IF OI'M THE DITH 0’ YE, DON’T BB AFTHER ASKIN ME TO YER WAKE, NOR YIT TO YER BURYIN’, SEZ OI 
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stock-in-trade), Guitarnoes, Tambourinoes, Banjonahs, Bonanzas, Moores, 
and Burgesses. All the original characters, including the yeung lady 


THE DUKE’S DEVICE ; | 
Or, HARLEQUIN HUMP anp THE PHANTOM FECHT HER. | messenger, of exactly the same age as they were eighteen years ago. Mr. 
' | NEVILLE, in a pork-pie hat and a mutton-chop whisker, 1s, in accord- 
An O_ympic Reaver. By Mr. Nevitie. ILiustratep with CvcTs. | ance with the Duxr’s Device, “all there.” Enter the PRANCR DE 

| 


ort a 


OE 5. ae 


+ “9 Pore? « 





GunzorG at an easy canter and attended by Msop, who relates fable of 
ant how he, the Prance, had the Duxe prologued eighteen years ago. 
Carnioug O'Pateman (“of the principal American theatres im Prance. Ah, I had the father slain, and I’ve married the mother 
Ireland), Mr. W. J. Hill (who has been most appropriately “ cast” a8 | but T can’t touch the property because the Daughter had the Duplicates 


Protocun.— A Robbers’ Den. Enter Ronners. Enter also Mr. 


BN 8 8 Gets Set Bre KS Gu. 


PEST REGO RII COE OE lk, OT 


a SEE 


the Vittain Valier), and sor the Humpback. | deviced to her. But I will create a Duplicate Daughter, which should 
H C. O'P. Iam an old soldier of the first and Boynest water. | bring matters toa crisis. (H.ter a Gipsy Marpgen.) Ha, ha! here 
‘, Vatiey. Bot J'm the low-comedy man of this piece, so keep your | she comes. (Zo G.M.) You are a prancess, and therefore you live 
brogue down a bit. | at Paris. [ Exeunt both. 
. Ronsgrs (arranging short pipes and long hair and beards). We are gnter the real BLANCHE beloved by Mr. N. Immediate recognition of the 
robbers, and so we have been robbing the barber. Hooray! | pair by “sop. Counter recognition by Mr.N. Grand Transformation 


Eviter young lady messenger, whois about to be served up on toast, when Scene and Mountain Pass de Deux. Departure of ALsor in search of 
enter Mr. Henny pe Lacarpatrr Nevitte. Man and money ready | Fableland, and investiture of Mr. N. with the Order of the Hump. 


we tz 


at any moment. Re-enter Gresy Mampen. 
r Mr. N. There are only eight or nine of you, and but one of me,| G. M. (to Buancug). I am a prancess—and it’s so nice ! 
; but I am the actual and responsible lessee (for further particulars see | Re-enter Prance DE Gunzore at a funeral pace. 


programme), and so I am amatch for any number. I will not see the! Prancg (to Patrico). I am about to take your Gipsy Maiden to 
oe lad harmed, although I hate his master, the Duke de Nevair. | Paris, there to become a prancess. What's the damage? 
‘o; although I hate the Duke de Nevair this will Nevairdo. (Passes Patrico. Well, we don’t make no charge as it’s all reckoned in 
out with young lady messenger and locks the robbers inside.) the sal’. Besides, the guiteano never performs away from the moun- 
Ronners. Ah, he never thought of the window. By that means | tain’s brow. But if you like to spring a trifle on account of our extra 
we can get out and pursue our favourite plan of robbing the barber. | entertainment well and good. (PRanceg springs the trifle and departs, 
(Exeunt in search of barber. Scene shifts to outside of building. Comedy | attended by G. M. and Mr. N. as the new Misop. Gipsies and Robbers, 
of errors, which results in terrific combat of six of one and half-dozen of | highly delighted at the addition to their income and decrease in their 
tother. Grand miz-up, in which Mr. Nevitie performs prodigies of | expenditure, give off a regiment of “huzears!’’ Wit in stalls says 
taisur (as licensed by the Lord Chamberlain). Death of the Duxsr, who | trregular enough for Bashi-Bazouks. Tableau.) 
lequesths Ais Device, his Daughter, and some Duplicates to Mr. N. | Paris: Eater Mr. N. as ZEsor. Yobody looking, Mr. N. resumes “ his 
Volley of three thousand pistoles (cash down). Tableau. Eighteen years original character.’ Enter PRancer at anamble. Mr. N. transforms. 
supposed to elapse.) | Enter G. M. with the remark, this time in confidence to the audience, 


ACTS I. and Il.—A Mountain Pass en passant. Gipsies, Matadors, that “ she is a prancess—and it’s 80 nice.” 
Patricos (including the Irish American old soldier), Robbers (who Prancgs. Does your mother know you're out, and do your new 
seem to have gwite demolished their ancient opponent and sequestrated his | clothes fit? Aisop! 
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Mr. N. (as Aé&sor). I'm here. 

Prancr. sop, Lagardair isin Paris with a lady. 
killed and the other secured. 

Mr. N. As nobody can escape observation and detection in so 
small a place as Paris, consider it done. 
Enter the Reaent.or France accompanied by York Regents and other 

small potatoes. 

R. or F. Tam about to erect a super-structure of council here. 
(Erects it. Then- enter- the Dowacer Dvucuess, noto Prancess. She 
rides her hobby about the place and declines to receive G. M. as her 


(As himself.) Iam so! 
One must be 


daughter. Mn. N., from behind curtain, prompts her.) 
Praneg. You'll be sorry for this! (LZzit, and adjournment of the 


council to a grand bals tn the Regent's Park, at which Mr. N., from 
behind curtain, promises the Daughter aid the Duplicates shall be po- 
duced. Tableau. 


«1 Room in the Palace. Enter Mr. N. (as sop) and the Recent. 


Mr.N. Lagardair is the only man who can unravel the mystery. 
He is in Paris. 
Rgcent. Then he is my prisoner. 
(Rings bell.) 
Mr. N. Notso. You forget how he can fight. 
always ready, you know! 
Enter SERVANT. 


Recent. Ah, well, perhaps you’re right. (7o Servant.) Then 
bring me a pastepot, and I’li give him a safe conduct. (A®sop rece ves 
pastepot, which 18s only French for passport, and goes to fetch BLANCHE, 
who, in the meantime, has been abducted by the Vitiain VAaLiey, 
Duplicates and ali.) 

The Regent's Park by moontight. Robbers. and: Gipsies, having repented 
of their previous misdeeds and made reparation to the barber, discovered 
dotng the grand. at the. Reagnt’s bail. Enter Reoent followed by 
suite potatoes: 


Recent. Where stays Lagardair? This has indeed a laggard air! 


Enter Mr. N. as Li, who has nothing to say, owing to the abduction of 
BLANCHE. General disappointment of those who had come prepared to 
hear “something.” Tableau. 


ACT IiI.—Saioon in the Praner’s palace. Prancing and curvetting by 
host and: reformed gipsy guests. sop tells Prance he has killed 
LaGARDAIR, and asks BLANCHE in marriage. Receivesher, Discovery 
of the impostue by Prance, who works himself up into a galloping 
passion. Timely arrival of. Recent with Prancess on hobby-horses. 


Mr. N, (to Prancess), There's your daughter, marm, and I’m 
here (motto). 

Prancxzss. Thanks, my pertector, but where's the Duplicates ? 

Mr. N: I'm here(motto), and I know where to find’em. (Grand 
combat to slaw music. Deathof the Prance. General rejoicing. Triumph 
of Right; dtscomfiture of Wrong. Everybody happy. Mr. N. more 
anxious than ever to fight all comers. Man and money more than usually 
ready, fresh Tableau, and 


Anybody can be found in Paris. 


Man and money 


CurRTAIN. 


[A piece that ought to please the Olympians of Drury Lane and 
general admirers of Mr. Neville immensely. The chief part is not 
only well filled, but Mr. Neville introduces some good original 
‘‘ business.” Mr. Hill hasn’t much of an opportunity, but what he 
has to do is, of course, done well. Mr. Pateman will be seen to 
greater advantege on the London stage before long, unless we are very 
bad judges indeed. Mr. Flockton’s performance is charac‘eristic but 
sound, and Mr. Archer gives us a designing villain, who is not only 
designing and villainous, but decidedly unstagey. Some of the 
scenery is good and some isn't, and the balance of the lady-acting is 
decidedly in the latter direction. ] 


Noblesse Oblige. 


A Bristou paper contains an advertisement which states that a 
“‘ Bachelor desires the sweet companionship of a Christian lady.” We 
daresay he does; and therefore when he says “ this appeal is genuine,”’ 
we are not inclined to be abjectionable. But we are rather troubled 
in mind when we read that “all particulars of a truthful, charming 
character’’ will be returned on application. And when we get a little 
further, and are requested to “address in confidence, with photo, 
Noble, Tims and Mirror Offee;’ we feel positive that this young 
bachelor ought to be made acquainted with the meanings of adjectives 
as used under such. conditions. Practically, and with a big stick 
preferred. 


The Water Kartz Office. 

Tus Emperor of Ruesia has consented to be a sponsor of the Royal 
Servian new baby. M: Kartzoff will be his proxy. What a capital 
notion! HKmperors not attending the ceremony in the flesh couldn't 
do better. than send their Kartz off to the principal parties. 
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SOPHONISBA SPIVINS. 


Sax was only a kitchen-weneh in the town marsion of the great 
Duke of Skypegs—but she had a heart and eyes. 

The eyes did the mischief first by looking: accidentally through the 
area railings when the young heir was mouméing his horse to ride 
away. It was love at first sight, and she went:straight up to her little 
room in the roof, and vowed by the brass-headed nails in her black 
box that he should be hers. “I will endeayour-to become worthy of 
him,” she cried, and she began by taking six teaspoons, a cold fowl, 
and a silk pocket-handkerchief from under her mastrass and putting 
them aside to put back where she had borrowed them from. Then 
she washed her face, put on her best gown, and went down to tea in 
the servants’ hall. There was a kiss om her first capof tea. She 
removed it carefully with a spoon, and.tasted it, thinking of him. Ah, 
how. should she let him know her feelings towarda.him! She must 
think. 

Late that night:a female form might have been observed in juxta- 
position to a dining-room door in the town house of the Skypegses. 
It was listening to voices within. 

And the voice said :— 

‘“« Yes, dear father, I can read these harrowi 
longer. I wall away with the dawn to this 
will borrow: thé” sword of my ancestors from the 
shed the Jast drop im.my veins for these poor Serviens. 

Then the female form vanished, and sped upward tothe roof. ‘“ He 
is going to fight for the poor servants,’ shecried. ‘I will g> with 
him and watch over him.” 

The morning: mail to Belgrade carried one first-class passenger 
and one: third. The first was,He, The third was She. At the 
frontiers they met often, but he knew her not, Howshouldhe?’ He 

ad never been allowed in the kitchen; and now-she was dressed as a 
man. 


accounts unmoved no 
‘trodden land. I 
armoury wall and 


* 7 * + * 


The great: Battle of Ckvgrgktrtz had beem fought and won by the 
Servians, thanks to the valour ofjtwo. King, Milan sat in his regal 
tent, with the lovely Nathalic by, his side, ‘Bring in these noble 

ouths,”’ cried the king, “‘ that we may reward ithem for their valour.” 
Then they brought in Him and Her(dressedias.a Him). 

‘‘ Your names, brave warriors,’ quoth the fair Qneen (nce Von 
Kickso). 

‘Charles Marquis of Cloudrope, eldest son of the sixteenth Duke of 
Skypegs,” answered he with reasonable pride. ‘‘ Sophonisba 
Spivins,’’ answered she with reasonable shame. 

‘“‘A woman!”’ exclaimed the King, Queen, and camp, in chorus. 
Then they all added, ‘‘ Good gracious! ”’ 

‘“‘T would have raised you both to equal Servian rank,” said the 
king; “ but how can I do it now ?” 

‘‘T know,” said sweet Nathalie, with a smile, 
Zptgvrks and her his wife.” 

The Marquis looked at Sophonisba for a moment, then caught her 
to hisarms. ‘Brave girl!” he exclaimed, ‘go change your attire, 
and it shall be se.” 

And the next day, ’mid the booming of cannon and the bursting of 
shell, they were wed. And Milan (a king) gave Sophonisba (the 
kitchenmaid) away. 

‘‘He must never know who I was,’ said the bride to herself 
‘* Perhaps he wouldn’t like it.” 

. + 


“make him a 


It was a calm summer's evening some six months later on, and the 
Marquis and his bride were walking from Folkestone harbour to the 
tidal train, when a policeman pushed rudely bet ween them and seized 
the Marchioness by the wrist. ; 

‘‘Sophonisba Spivins, formerly kitchenmaid to his Grace the Duke 
of Skypegs, I arrest you on the charge of stealing six teaspoons, a 
cold fowl, and a silk pocket-handkerchief, the property of your 
employer. Come hon!” 

‘* Oh, lor!’’ groaned the Marchioness, “ to think as I'd got em hout 
to put back, too.” 

“Hullo!” said the Marquis, ‘this is a nice thing, certainly; I've 
married my father’s kitchenmaid, Hang it all! Here, take her 
away policeman—I don’t know her.” 

Poor Sophonisba was tried and found guilty, and had six months. 
King Milan was subpoenaed as a witness, but could not come, and the 
story of her being a Marchioness was characterised as an impudent 
imposture by the heir of Skypegs. He heard that the Tarks hed 
burned the church and the priests and the witnesses leng ago, so he 
did his little bit of perjury with a light heart. 

All of which shows that it is a dangerous thing to turn honest in a 
hurry, and that no amount of valour can remove the stain of ignoble 
birth. It also shows what ungrateful brutes Marquises are. 








‘‘ Young Lady” Newspapers. 
Tre “ Evening Male,” the “ Observe 'er,” and the ‘ Court” Journal. 
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MISSING THE POINT. 


Master :—‘' In MY YOUNG DAYS, IF A MAN WANTED WORK HB’D say, ‘ IF 


YOU CAN GIVE MB A JOB, MASTER, YOU'LL BE GREATLY OBLIGING MB. 


Son of Toil :—‘' WR, Guv'NOR, THAT'S ALL RIGHT. 
DONE, J DON’T MIND GRBATLY OBLIGING you !”’ 


HARD JOKES FOR HARD TIMES. 


Way is a man who has oatmeal porridge for breakfast in his room 
by order of Sir William Jenner, you know, and then goes down 
stairs and hasa basin of beef-tea for lunch by order of Sir William 
Jenner, you know—why is this man like an heirloom ?—Why, 
a he descends from Jenner-ration to Jenner-ration! Ha! Ha! 

8 

Why are party politicians on the platform like sentimental young 
ladies P— Because they like a good cry. 

If Prince Milan were a Scotchman, why would he be like a maga- 
zine ?— Because he'd be MacMilan. (Comic conundrumists are en- 
titled to an inch of licence; we've taken an ¢//.) 


Wanted. 

A German schoolmaster advertises his willingness to take two 
respectable young Englishmen half price “in order that they may 
animate the English conversation.”” Half price! Why, if there are 
young Englishmen capable of animating our conversation, their 
weight in gold would buy them cheap. It’s nothing but atrocities 
at present. 


No Joxz.—A Scotch joke.—[It’s ower true.—Eb. |] 











‘We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.’ —Standard. 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 
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ONE CRIME THE LESS. 


** He who perpetrates a pun would pick a pocket.’’—Dr. Jonnson. 


I'm “ down” on all manner of humorous folks, 
I gaze on inveterate punsters with pity ; 
I view with abhorrence the makers of jokes 
Who play upon words —and imagine they're witty. 
I’ve no wish to gloss over the mischief J’ve done— 
sut I’ve never been guilty of making a pun! 


When youthful I may have been hopelessly bad, 
I may have attempted to slaughter my brother; 
I may, on occasion, have bullied my dad, 
And even thrown crockery-ware at my mother. 
I’m aware I was thought an undutiful son— 
But I cannot plead guilty to making a pun! 


I've often reeled home in a curious state, 
Uncertain which key I'd to let myself in with ; 
I've carefully packed up my clothes in the grate, 
And carolled “ Lulliety’*’ just to begin with. 
I've knocked up my landlady long after one— 
But I've never descended to making a pun ! 


‘Tis true when my tailor presented his bill, 
I killed him by drugging his brandy and water. 
’Tis true when my ‘‘ boss”’ in the City was ill, 
I collared his cash- box, and sloped with his daughter. 
Tis true that I write for a paper called Fun— 
But I’ve never come down to inventing a pun! 


O Fleet-street admirer, your apothegm’s smart, 
And merits the people’s intense approbation ; 
"Tis sadly engraved on the core of my heart, 
That sentence referring to pun-perpetration. 
I'm the wickedest vagabond under the sun— 
But, hang it, I've never attempted a pun! 


A Spirit Razor. 


Tuery say that the prosecution of Slade will cut the 
throat of spiritualism. At any rate it will interfere with 
its juggler vein. 


A Query. 
Wuean a French play is badly adapted does it en- 


i courage playjeerism among the audience ? 
Ir YoU WANTS A JOB 


Cross Country Work.—lIndignation meetings. 








Art and Science. 


Ar Wolverhampton unmarried ladies are not only allowed but 
specially invited to ‘‘ the School of Art on one day and the School of 
Cookery on another.” We presumes, in all innocence and sincerity, 
and with a dim remembrance of things that Aave happened, that at the 
first school the “‘dear creechers’’ are taught the art of obtaining a 
husband, and in the second the science of cooking the caught one’s 


goose. 





Ism-ail. 


A cONTEMPORARY and neighbour the other day mixed up its 
Bulgarian business with the account of a mining exploit near New 
York. Not at all wonderful that the “devil’’ who eaused the 
mistake should have thought that ‘ Hell's Gate’”’ was bound to be the 
headquarters of Bashi Bazoukism and Conservative notions of true 
gentility. 


The Correct Spelling. 
Ovr own actor says that a stage lover of sixty ought to be called a 


| Jejune premier. 


BiockapgEs.—The explanatory letter-press. 
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MY HERO! 


I wars Le not of martial kings, 
I never heed the fame they’ve won— 
Nor do I write of bards, and things, 
As Mr. T. Carlyle has done. 
Let others who are thus inclined 
Belaud each patriotic muff— 
My hero's of another kind— 
My hero is the London Rough! 


I love to watch him smoke his “ clay,” 
Remarkably devoid of stem, 
And earnestly admire the way 
He pets his “‘ dawg”’—a perfect gem! 
How gleefully he swigs his beer, 
And never seems to get enough— 
Such virtues make a man revere 
The self-denying London Rough! 


And when domestic broils are rife 

(For even “roughs”’ are vexed with cares), 
How lovingly he kicks his wife, 

And sends her spinning down the stairs! 
How gratefully he seems to greet 

Policemen :—and although he’s gruff, 
Ali unprotected females meet 

With kindness from the London Rough! 


Observe his language—how sublime ! 
With oaths how beautifully decked 
I’ve studied him from time to time, 
And always treat him with respect. 
Why vaunt historic heroes’ ways?— 
A parcel of romantic stuff !— 
One hero, only, merits praise, 
That hero is the London Rough! 


Needy Knifegrinding. 


Tue usual puff preliminary has been going about on 
account of some gentlemen who are so distressed at the 
dreadful condition of literature for boys as it is now, that 
they are determined to write something themselves, at 
once glowing, instructive, amusing, historical, vigorous, 
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innocuous, manly, splendid, pure, and, above all things, 
genteel. If we might presume, we should recommend 
that the first issue be called “ Stories of ‘ Old Soldiers’ ; 
or, How they got us Cheap Advertisement.” 


Contented Person :—* Now, COME ALONG QUIBT TO SCHOOL, YBR YOUNG 
RUFFIN, AND DEW TRY AND LOOK ’APPY, FUR YOU'LL FIND wor I'va FOUND, HAS 
"OW HAS A GOOD HEDICATION AND A PLESINT HAFFABLE FPACB ULL 800N 
MAKE YER WAY IN THB WORLD FUR YER. I ve allus found st s0. 








In consequence of the stagnation of trade and the state of the Money 
Market, the heart of the family father is filled with forebodings of 
evil to come. He yields to the clamour of the hour, and resolves that 
his girls shall be prepared for the worst. How can he do better than 
send them to the Misses Seeahead's academy, where the rising aristocracy 
are now taught the following necessary accomplishments :— 


How to Enter a ’Bus on a Muddy Day. 

How to Buy Bloaters: Exercises in Hard and Soft Roes. 

Cabbage Carrying, and Fetching the Pie from the Baker’s. 

Window Cleaning: Outside and In. 

How to Pick Periwinkles as a Lady. 

Clothes Pegging and Line Stretching. 

Cinder Sifting with Cleanliness and Economy. 

Exercises in Block Ornaments: Hints as to Weight, Freshness, 
and Price. 

Each young lady is required to bring one kitchen towel, a broom, 
dustpan, secrubbing-brush, flat-iron, and market-basket. Weekly pay- 
ments taken. Only the daughters of the aristocracy accepted. 


A Telecrafty Story. 


Mr. Giapstonz has taken the trouble to contradict a false report 
put about concerning him by the Voily Telegraph. We should have 
imagined the ‘‘mistakes’’ made by a Tory journal for party 
purpores were beneath our great statesman’s notice. Perhaps scme- 
one brought it beneath his notice and he didn’t like to leave it there. 


Mayor’s the Pity. 
Lorp Maycr Cotton claims for the City that it is the cleanest city | 
in the world. Its inhabitants cught to bein keeping with it. They've 
been thoroughly cleaned out lately. 


A NEW SCHOOL. 





VOL. XXIV. 


A DISAPPOINTED BEING. 


Krnp Reader, pray excuse my tears, excuse my air of sadness. 
The sorrows I'd communicate would melt a heart of stone. 
Misfortune has bewildered me—deprived me of my gladness— 
To quote the poet, ‘‘ Melancholy’s marked me for her own. 
And when you've heard my history, I think you'll be agreeing, 
That I’ve ample cause to style myself a disappointed being. 


When a child, I was unspeakably disgusted with the manners 
Of my uncles and my aunts, who were, to put it mildly, cheate— 
Though frequently I'd visit them, they never gave me tanners 
To rattle in my money-box, nor bought me any sweets. 
Most youngsters from their relatives expect a tort of fecing ; 
I always had to toddle home, a disappointed being. 


I had an aunt, a maiden aunt, to whom I paid attention, 

In fact, I used to call upon her ev'ry other day— _ 
And really I imagined, from her gracious condescension, 

She'd bequeath to me a trifle, to assist me on my way. — 
But she left her cash to charities (a whim of Fate's decreeing), 
Incontestably proclaiming me a disappointed being. 


Methought I'd seek another tack, a fortune to be netting, 
I was tempted into trying it by other folk’s success. — 
And, behold you, socn I dabbled just a little bit in betting— 
I commenced with little capital, and finished up with less. 
The Joeses I experienced prevented me from spreeing— 
Indisputably proving me a disappointed being. 
I’ve essayed the tender passion, which I’ve found a ead celusicn— 
Fach cameel I've appealed to has declined to tLare my cot. 
And 1’}] freely own my object in evolving this effusion 
Is to atk ecme Jady-reader to have pity cn my Jot. | 
Oh, eligible demes, when this advertisement jou re eceing— 
Please address (n care of Editcr) * the Disappointed Veing. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 18, 1876. 


An armistice of six morths, rapturously as the intelligence of it has 
been received in some directions, is by no means an unmixed joy. 
The question is so beset by party consideration, by the desire to prove 
we were right throughout and you were wrong— that we, in fact, are 
always right and you are always wrong—by personal feeling, and by 
other things which should be at once thrown to the winds, but which 
never are— that to get at an exact valuation of the good of a six 
months’ armistice is next to an impossibility. The more one reads 
and studies those who should be his Jeaders in such a crisis the more 
his original confusion becomes confounded. It might have been 
expected that all shades of political feeling would have united in the 
question, What is best to be done while there is yet time ’—that, 
however much they might have remained opposed in other and 
smaller points, leaders (and writers of leaders as well) would have 
joined hands over a work of humanity— admitting, for the sake of 
argument, that Atrocitarians are human beings. The security of 
peace is an undoubtedly immense consideration, and even six months 
of it seems worth having, during which it is probable the conditions 
of an armistice which shall extend over an indefinite time may be 
arranged. To call it a peace while matters gre left in any way as they 
were ‘“an‘e hellum’’ would be as absurd ag it would be false. It 
must not be forgotten that Turkey's willingness for the interlude is 
chiefly caused by the necessity for winter quarters—that there can be 
no doubt some of the Porte’s soldiers are perfectly incapable of going 
through the vicissitudes of such a winter's campaign as stared them in 
the face a week or two ago. During this long six months what is to 
become of those who are at present homeless, whose only hope was ina 

based on a new condition of affairs for Christian subjects of the 
Turk, even if they were to continue his subjects, and who would no 
more think of trusting to his bona fides during this same armistice 
and returning to the tender mercies of his soldiery than they would 
think of self-immolation? Much as we andall right-thinking English- 
men detest war, and grateful as we should be for any means which would 
take us clear of the gigantic struggle which seems imminent, we can- 
not help regarding any interval for rest and refreshment with 
suspicion. Where might is the only right, who will dare say what is 
likely to be the next move? And who, in the present case, will declare 
on his honour, ard ia all sincerity, that he feels sure we are not by our 


present action merely postponing the inevitable ? 


FAIR WARNING! 


‘For nearly a generation the press has thought for the public; press opinion 
has been the only public opinion But since certain papers have placed themselves 
in deliberate opposition to one another, and exist only to contradict each other's 
reports, the public has once more been thrown back on the right of private 


judgment.’’— Weekly Paper. 

Wen journalistic white is met 
By journalistic black, 

When jonrnalists who say it’s wet 

Are told they owe the truth a debt, 

* With drought the farmers fume and fret,’ — 
The public has a knack 

Of thinking that the mighty press 
Which rales this mighty land 

Is making for itself distress: 

For who will care to try and guess 

The one to curse, the one to bless, 
Of journalism’s band? 


When journalists ‘mid war's alarms 
Avow each other wrong,— 
Declare the Russ is all that harms, 
Describe him next as a)l that charms,— 
That vile suspicion he disarms— 
So gentle, though so strong! 
The public wonders what to do, 
And almost swears on oath, 
“Those writists are an awful crew, 
Inventing copy fresh and new, 
But, Christian side or ‘Turkish view, 
We'll disbelieve "em b th.” 
When critics venture to the play— 
The halt, the lame, the bling— 
And each one goes and says his say, 
‘“‘ The best,’ ‘the worst,” ‘‘ the drear,’’ “ the gay,” 
‘‘ Ephemeral,” “a thing for aye’ — , 
The public feels unkind, 
And managers get in a “ wax,” 
And. anxions for a bout, 
Cry Havoc’ and let slip their hacks 
To amite eround with sudden thwacks.— 
“Its own’ the public never lacks 
** When ‘ honest men’ fall out.’’ 


SS ee ee ee ae ee ee eee tk 


Ocr. 18, 1876. 


—_-—--————_ 


A WELL-NEANT FAILURE. 


Tuomas Tunnicomne was an ¢xemplary youth, and though he did 
live up a court, never played pitch and toss, nor applied opprobrious 
epithets to the police, nor tuok in penny dreadfuls in weekly numbers, 
On the contrary, all the halfpence he could spare after buying corn 
plaisters and opodeldoc for his aged grandmother, he paid to a second- 
hand bookseller in the Gray’s-inn-road, who allowed him to peruse 
‘Self Help,’ “ Men that have Risen,’ and cther similar works, in his 
back-parlour at a penny an hour. By thos means Thomas learned 
how youths as poor as he had risen to fame and fortune, and this fact 
fired Thomas’s soul. Often would he start from his chair, and having 
put back the clock on the mantelpiece five minutes, spend that time in 
exclaiming, ‘* I, too, will rise!’’ ‘*I also will be great!’ whilst he 
struck “ Warren-Hastingsy’’ attitudes, and gazed with ominous 
earnestness at a print of the Mansion-house on the opposite wall. 

Several months of this, and Thomas Tunnicombe felt the hour for 
action was come. ‘To begin with, he sat up very late for weeks with 
a light in his attic window poring over an imperfect copy of Snow- 
ball’s ‘* Trigonometry,” in the hope that some benevolent stranger 
passing by and induced to enter by curiosity, would catch him study- 
ing mathematics under difficulties (he purposely plaeed the candle in a 
ginger beer bottle), and, struck by his evident thirst for knowledge, 
send him forthwith to one of the Universities. But Thomas 
forgot that benevolent strangers do not go up courts late at night, as 
a rule, and although he pored over the fragmentary Snowball till his 
very hope grew chilled, no visitor arrived. 

He next determined to seek the fortune that would not come to him, 
and having packed up an old boot and some bread and fat bacon ina 
bundle, he placed three-halfpence in his left trousers pocket, and 
booked third single to Ealing. On alighting there he found his way 
into the main road and set out gaily for London. Arrived at Shep- 
herd’s Bush, he began to loudly jingle his bronze coins as he trudged 
along. But despite this and the fact of his baggage b+ ing wrapped in 
a brilliant red handkerchief, no one seemed to notice him, not even 
when he ostentatiously picked up a rusty nail or an old tone and 
deposited it carefully in his breast-pocket. He was naturally 
vexed at the failure of another of his plans for rising to eminence, 
having considered that he would most assuredly have been accosted 
before he bad gone far with a “‘ Well, my little man! come to seek 

our fortune, eh?” and that this would have been followed by an 
immediate offer of responsible and remunerative employment. But 
his disappointment deepened into disgust when a wicked youth, who 
had no thought whatever of rising in the world, stole his bundle as he 
walked mocdily along the Edgware-road. There was then nothing to 
do but return sorrowfully home, and for the first time in his life he 
chided his old grandmother when she complained that he had for- 
gotten her opodeldoc. 

Fresh courage came with the morning, however, and, after a pro- 
longed toilette, in the course of which black ink was introduced as a 
reviver with much effect, Thomas again sallied out to follow some of 
the examples he had read of. Drawing on one of the black cloth 
gloves that had been used by his grandmother so long as she was pew- 
opener at St. Binks’s, in Bishopsgate, he walked briskly into the City 
and boldly entered the first palatial pile he came toin Lombard-street. 
Nerved by his good intentions, he made straight for a glass door at the 
further end of the large apartment in which he found himself, when 
he was stopped by one of the numerous clerks and asked his business. 

Nothing daunted, Thomas returned. ‘‘I entered London last night 
with three-halfpence and a clear conscience, and I wish to see the 
principal that he may engage me as office boy to begin with. Of 
course, my energy will be rewarded with a junior partnership in due 
time,” he went on, “‘ but you needn’t say anything about that. And, 
by the way, has your governora daughter, because it’s usual I find from 
the authorities I have consulted for the junior partner to marry her 
and succeed to the whole business ?”’ 

‘* Be off !”’ cried the astounded c'erk. ‘“ Be off, you impudent rogue, 
or I'll call the police!” 

Thomas felt his spirits sink. Ie had not read anywhere of sucha 
rebuff as this. 

‘*Go away,” repeated the clerk. ‘‘ You're mad!’”’ Just then the 
glass door opened, and a stout bald-headed gentleman came 
hurriedly out. It was the senior partner in the bank, who had just 
had bad news from the Stock Exchange. Ah, thought Thomas, he 
will see it all; and hastily dropping a pin he had held in his fingers 
for the purpose, he gave a slight cough to draw general attention, and 
stooped slowly to pick it up, feeling that this sign of his frugality and 
carefulness must serve him well at this juncture. But alas! the 
senior partner, being short-sighted, did not see Thomas till he was on 
tim, and in a moment he had caught his foot and they both had fallen 
heavily to the ground. Our hero quickly regained his feet, but he 
saw an expression in the eyes of the supine banker that induced him 
not to dally any longer on the premises, and gulping down his vexa- 
tion as best he could, he rushed from the palatial pile. 

He did not feel inclined to visit any more just then, and it was with 
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but little zest he spent the rest of the daylight in arranging for 
yet another effort. So soon as night had fallen, and it,jfeil very 
quickly everywhere, thanks to the slippery state of the pavements, he 
put a roll of cartridge paper under his arm and made for Piccadilly. 
A million stars were shining, and the moonlight made it bright as day. 
Entering the Green Park, he sought a piece of turf near the footpath, 
and flinging himself on it at full length. spread out his cartridge 
paper, and gazing earnestly at the Milky Way, began to pencil down 
sundry dots and specks A crowd soon collected, but much to his 
surprise no one said, ‘*‘ What a noble instance of self-taught astrono- 
mical genius! This youth must be aided!” and the like. Alas, they 
only shouted ‘‘ There's another good man gone wrong!” and said he 
was drunk. In fifty minutes he was frozen to the bone, and the 
pencil dropped from his hand. He vainly tried to stand, and when 
they carried him off to his old grandmother rheumatic fever was already 


on him. 
7 * am ie > 


His only aspiration now is to get into the Clapham Home for 
Incurables. 


A RONDEL. 


‘* Fuyez, on vous suivra ; 
Suivez, on vous fuira.” 








“Sray, and she will fly ; 
Fly, and she will come” :— 
Who can well deny 
This is wooing’s sum ? 
Vainly we may sigh, 
Melancholy, dumb,— 
Stay, and she will fly ; 
Fly, and she will come. 


Lovers, wan of eye, 
Wasting on a crumb,— 

Threaten not to die, 
Dying’s but a “ hum.” 

Fly,—and Sue will come! 





MORAL REFLECTIONS. 


Money is generally tight when Consols have a drop too much. 

Life is a stormy and dangerous voyage. The vessel we start in— 
our cradle—is childhood’s first rock. 

The innocent blush more frequently than the guilty: the face of the 
latter is not so easily red. 

God made the country—for gods. Man made the town—for man. 

Things done by halves are never done well. Why blame a man 
then for finding fault with his wife ? 

Fools and their money soon part. 
have the money to part with, though. 


It’s worth while being a fool to 


On the Turkish Carpet. 


Tr has been seriously proposed that the Throne of Turkey should 
be filled by the Duke of Edinburgh. Well, he can fiddle, understands 
the bowstring, and is used to being very much at sea. Any Porte in 
a storm: and why should not our young sailor put into a Sublime one ? 
The Duchess has sailed for Besika Bay. Perhaps she would object on 


domestic grounds. 


Put Out the Taper. 

Tue body of an infant with a red tape tied round its neck was 
found the other day near Newbury. Thisis a decided advance oa 
the custom some ladies have of leaving their offspring about naked. 
To argue with a coroner that the necktie killed the young party 
would be waste of time. What Government official would allow that 
red tape ever killed anybody—except Goverament officials ? 


A Bonne Bouche. 


Tue gentleman who, in a lavatory at a St. Martin’s-le-Grand hotel, 
put his set of teeth in the pocket of another gentleman's coat, adver- 
tises asking for their return. We believe, however, he will not get 
them, as they happen to fit their new owner “ equal to bespoke.” 





‘‘The Child is Father 
“PA Mr. Krpprs, of Southport, has been fined twenty shillings for 
refusing to have his child vaccinated. Vain man! He evidently 
thought that though they might reprove the father they would never 
condemn the Kiddie. 


Wuy ought Dalesmen to be eaten ?—Because they’re Daley bred. 
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BEST INTENTIONS. THE 
A Scory vor Entuvustastic PHILANTHROPISTS. * | 
a 
a IL GUSHER was the eS 
dearest soul this ie . 
world has ever 7" 
7 seen— * 


The truest friend, 
the softest heart, 
the wordiest of 
kind men, 

He loved his country 
much, hut more 
his native Turn- 
’am Green— 

Forguve the world, 
and blessed all 


——— 


poor and indi- 
gent and blind 
men. 

He rambled in the 
fields one morn, 
and skipped 
among the 
lambs, 


He wept at sight 
of saucy mint, 
so full was he of 
feeling, 

Then cried, “O let 
the lambkin 
live! Let us eat 
jellies, jams, 

Or aught to save the butcher from his baying, selling, steeling ! 


*O lambs!”’ he thus apostrophised, ‘‘ I rose with joy this morn 
To ramble round the meadows, gleeful, caring not a button, 
Dancing blithely to the music of the cuckoo in the corn— 
And my conscience lying dead within me, dead as any mutton. 


““T tried to catch within my hat a painted butterfly ”’— 
His mind, you see, was on the grub whenever he was thinking ;— 

‘* And when I missed, I thought, ‘ Why should the pretty creature die,’ 
While through the fleecy clouds the sun is looking on, and winking ? 





“‘ And as I couldn’t capture him, I let the creature go,— 
Why should we leave, whene’er at large, the trace of pain and 
wailing ?— 
Why should we make this vale of ours a vale of grief and woe ?— 
I know the kindly way through life's the plainest sort of sailing. 


‘‘T know it’s better far to give a kind word than a blow, 
It doesn’t cost by chalks so much, besides it’s always safer ; 
‘Kind words is easy spoken,’ said a clever man I know, 
Besides yer see in using ’em yer ain't got much to pay fr.’ 


‘Ah yes, my lambs, the sight of you has stirred within my soul 
A philosophic thoughtfulness responsive to your bleating, 
Humanity, philanthropy, I see your golden goal, 
Behold me here a supplicant, and send me kindly greeting! 


“ Humanity, philanthropy, bear notice—by this morn !— 

By all that makes it beautiful, and blossoming, and bloom-like,— 
I wish to say that never, since the moment I[ was born, 

Have I ever felt the country act so anti-smoky-rvomlike. 


‘‘ Humanity, philanthropy, O hear me as I swear! 
O hear me as the summer gun is shining in his ardour! 
O lambkins, listen lambkins, ye who've softened and to spare 
A man who feels the guiliiness of mutton in his larder.” 
* * * o 7 


That morning lived in Gusher's heart—it's memory was swee: ; 
His resolutions did him good he subsequently boasted. 

** Dear lambs—pure type of innocence—and tenderest of meat: 
Lamb chops are nice for supper, but I like the quarter roasted!” 





Sinking Upwards. 

Tus Recorder of Dublin regrets to record that the lovely city by 
the side of the Liffey “is fast becoming a sink of intoxication reekiny 
up to heaven every night.” The fact and the way of expressing it are 
so sinkular that no one will deny the reekuirement of investigation. 
But why in Ireland doves intoxication only reek at night ? 
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Morro roa Datxres.—Uce gooi churn deserves another. 
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“Why this um)rella’s a complete swindle! /’i/ go to that shop and I'll break The Determined Entry. 


every bone in their bodies /*” 
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| Ite Further Effect. The Swaggerer’s Collapse. 
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Derby :—“I DON’T SEE HOW I'M TO GET THIS SALT ON HIS TAIL. 
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QUITE ANOTHER THING. 


I cannot write a single line, 
I sit and suck my quill, 

And wonder why this brain of mine 
Should treat its owner ill. 

There’s lots of things it whispers me, 
That I could do in prose, 

But putting them in verse, you see, 
Is quite une autre chose. 


I might invent a pretty tale, 
And point a moral trite 
About the managers who rail 
At critics’ ‘‘ paltry spite.”’ 
Unless on every spec. of theirs 
The writer praise bestows, 
That fact at ence his skill declares— 
It’s quite une autre chose. 


I might, if rhyme would suit the theme, 
Descant upon the change 

In England's recent Eastern scheme 
This “ crisis” to arrange ; 

While Russia stood aloof ’twas right 
To badger Servia’s foes ; 

But now she seems inclined to fight 
It's quite une autre chose. 


I might, if space were granted, make 
Full many a wise remark = 

About the latest Tory ‘ fake,” SU 
And Derby’s doings dark. 

I'd rave and weep and snarl and moan 
In many column throes, 

But as Fun isn’t all my own, 
It’s quite wne autre chose. 


<<” 


How History is Written. 


Mrs. Pratamop thinks the Ellens must be a large 
family to have a king and queen all to theirselves. But 
what's their other name, as you might say Ellen Brown | 
or Ellen Jones, as my own is Ellen with the haitch to 
bear witness, or are they only poor Slaveyuns, which is 
being so badly treated just now because they’ve got 
nothing but Christian names ? 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Txe Hon. Rupert Carington’s expenses during his late contest in 
the Whig interest are said to be over £12,000. Good. This is the 
best of all ways to keep Parliament out of the reach of the Common 
Man. He can do better with the money. = The late Justice Quain 
left £10,000 **to be expended on legal education.’’ "Wonder where 
they sell it, and how much there is for the money? Some people will 
think it would have been better to have £10,000 worth less of it, not 
more. — ‘‘Great uneasiness still exists concerning the peace of 
Europe.’ Nonsense! the uneasiness can never be on account of 
peace. — About two thourand Spanish pilgrims are ready to set out, 
if they have not already started, from Madrid for Rome. The town 
they leave behind will be more than usually worthy of its name. 
This is a regular pilgrim age. = Irish farm-labourer near Castlebar 
drinks a quart of whisky, and dies. Pigs subsequently found turning 
him into pork. ‘“ There is a divinity that doth shape our ends——.”’ 
= Said a would-be contributor, ‘‘ Don’t you consider a joke any the 
better for being a fact?” ‘No, sir, but we consider a fact doubles 
its value by being a joke.” (Carried out.) = Railway porter dies 
through eating a newspaper. Evidently some of the arguments 
‘‘ went the wrong way.’’ = One of Dewdrops’ young Englishmen calls 
himself Charley Main. 
John Robinson charges a soldier with stealing his watch. And finds 
himself in the prigoner’s dock before he can say—Jxck Robinson. = 
Wrexham gamekeeper attacked by three men, who “knocked him 
down and otherwise abused him.’ The axiom that abuse is no argu- 
ment stands out particularly plain here. — Farmer shot dead at Kil- 
patrick. The only mistake about the matter is that his name was 
Sonn. = Commencement of the Michaelmas Term at the Universities. 
(seese plentiful. Cackle tremendous. = Stone weighing over a pound 
weight thrown through the window of a first-class carriage near 
Dublin. Says the Zelegraph, “‘The stone, apparently, was not in- 
tended for any particular passenger.” No, but it struck a J.P. be- 
hind the ear, and what could the most particular thrower require 
more? 


BYTHEOL) J 
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What a Charley Wag he must be! — Rev. | 
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DICKEY ! 


Colley Cibber:—“ Aun Master WILL, YoU OUGHT TO BE VERY GRATEFUL 
TO ME FOR HELPING youR PooR KING DICK THROUGH 80 MANY YEARS!” 





EXCHANGE. 


You may talk of the over-worked niggers 
Who toil in a sunshine that bakes, 

But my labours in mercantile figures 
Are cautions to indolent snakes! 

For Divisions, Additions, Subtractions, 
Stamps, Invoices, Charters, and Bills, 

Make my temper more fractious than fractions, 
And sharp as a Porcupine’s quills ! 


But my fancy delightedly ranges 
To prospects the City denies, 
When in working out “ rates of exchanges "’ 
Sweet thoughts fly to dear loving eyes ! 
For although cash ‘ exchanges’’ may vary 
In each numismatical mart, 
Love has one exchange only, and Mary 
Has made it with me—heart for heart ! 


Their Truest Friend, 


Tue Islington Board of Guardians consider Ignorance an admir»ble 
preventive of small-pox. Certain critical gentlemen have expressed 
themselves both shocked and astonished at this new and to them 
extraordinary doctrine. Critical gentlemen should, however, not be 
so rash, but should take into their calm consideration what this same 
Ignorance has already done to prove the present position of the 
Islington Board of Guardians. 


A Little of Both. 


A TELEGRAM from New York states that the reports of yellow fever 
in the Savannah are extremely highly coloured. It would be difficult 
to tell from this whether the fever was very yellow or the reporters 


very green. 
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A HANSOM OFFER. 


Take ME uP! Yovu'RE BOUND TO TAKE ME UP! Hr! TAKE ME TO THE NEAREST 


Old Gent :—“H1, ut! Hoy, you BLackGuarpD! 
POLICE-S8TATION !”’ 


Policeman (anxious for a change) :—“ No NEBD TO KAPPRAL TO IM, SIR; I'LL Do IT, stk. I'LL TAKE YBR THERB, AND BE GLAD OF THE JOB.” 


THE REAL TRUTH. 


(From Our Spectra, CorrgsPpoNnpDeENT.) 
BRLGRADE. 

It is always painful to find that we have been deceived through our 
tenderest feelings, but when we have been deceived in our purses as well 
it isagonyful. When our Conservative-Liberal Radical Contemporary 
hinted that the Bulgarians had incited the Turks to massacre them in 
order to gain them public sympathy, you elevated your eyebrow— drew 
a cheque and my attention, and in the language of Colenso exclaimed 
“Prove me this thing!’ Sir, our contemporary was right. I have 
follewed Mr. Baring, Mr. Schuyler, and the Dai/y News gentleman 
into every village and town of the oppressed districts, and I find that, 
so far from deserving our sympathy, these blessed Bulgarians ought 
to be kicked. They have hacked themselves to pieces, they have 
burnt their homes, cut off their heads and impaled themselves—merely 
in order to bring their enemies into hatred and contempt. It's a | 
dodge, sir; an artful, mean, low trick. The Atrocities were planned by 
the Bulgarians themselves’ Why, it is a well-known fact that the 
inhabitants of Batik, seeinga Turkish contingent pass quietly through 
the strects, ran up on the roof of a church and threw themselves off 
on to the invaders’ spears. This was done to cause a meeting at 
Exeter Hall. In another village three hundred maidens wheedled 
some Bashi-Bazouksa into cutting off their heads. The artful jades of 
course knew that this would make Mr. Gladstone write a pamphlet. 
Then there were the little children in arms. They must be preco- 
ciously wicked, these Bulgarian babes. They went and got hacked to 
pieces and carried about on spears, in order to prevent England oppos- 
ing Russian designs upon Constantinople. It is sufficient, sir, to make 
an honest Fleet-street gentleman shudder when he reflects upon the 
depravity of these insurgents. To get themselves killed, massacred, 
burned, and outraged, merely in order to alienate English sympathy 
from the poor Turks and to embarrass Lord Beaconsfield's Government 
was an unholy act and a disgrace to civilisation. I trust, sir, that any 
communication may be the means of showing the British public how | 








the Bashi-Bazouks have been snared and entrapped by their artful 
victims, and of restoring English protection to the guileless and verdant 
Mussulman. Should any doubt be thrown upon the correctness of 
my views by anonymous correspondents, refer them, if you please, to 
the Conservative journals which have long since advanced the same 
thing. I go to-night to see a priest who hung, drew, and quartered 
himself in order to bring about the Guildhall demonstration. You 
shall have full particulars in my next. 


WASPERIENTIA DOCET. 


Two lovers meet beneath the trysting tree : 

No coming grief their happy hearts foresee. 

As ‘neath its broad deep shade the twain recline 

They deem not what their blisses undermine : 

A nest of wasps their seat—the insects fierce 

Rush out, with sharpest stings the lovers pierce. 

Much keener darts than Cupid’s rout the pair : 

They smart with something more than Love’s sweet pain, 
And as the stings are tried the lovers swear 

They’ll never try that try-sting place again! 





Cum grano, 


A po.icg raid was made the other day on the Carlisle butter market 
for the purpose of discovering short weights. Oddly enough every 
pound of butter tested was found to be two or three ounces overweight. 
The scale was doubtless turned by the amount of salt necessary for 
the butter—and the story. 


A Symbol Fact, 


Tue Home Secretary necessarily put in his little speech for the 
Turks. Strenge anomaly: the Cross on the side of the Crescent. 


[Ocr. 18, 1876. 
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“BRAG!” 


Tue throng unpoetic may cock up their noses, 
And sneer as they list at the triumphs of Mind, 
But the life of the bard is a pathway of roses; 
A feast of ambrosia, with nectar combined. 
My career was a solitude fit for a hermit 
Till Poesy brought me success and renown ; 
And at present—I mildly but proudly affirm it— 
I know all the authors and actors in town. 


T’ other day—and the day I shall fondly remember— 
I met Mr. Tennyson taking a walk ; 

And—a singular fact !—in the month of September, 
I twice overheard Barry Sullivan talk. 

Then I was to have met Mr. Phelps at a supper, 
But poor Sammy Phelps was unluckily ill ; 

And I recently wrote an epistle to Tupper, 
Who sent me no answer but possibly witli. 


A relation of mine whom I love pretty dearly 
Has long been a neighbour of ‘Thomas Carlyle’s ; 
For one peep at so deep a philosopher merely 
I'd walk with alacrity two or three miles. 
To his trim little garden in moments of leisure 
The Teacher goes frequently forth for a crawl; 
And it’s thus I contrive with devotional pleasure 
To gaze upon Thomas from over'the wall. 


At the Albion I mix with your drinkers and smokers, 
For wags of the maddest are there to be met; 
There are Hollingshead, Byron, and such merry jokers, 
And Gilbert, Burnand, and the cream of the set. 
Such wit, and such humour! Say, where can you match them ?— 
Their quips and the cranks are the best of the day ; 
Only somehow I never can properly catch them, 
From sitting some two or three boxes away. 


So I drink to my Muse and my patron Apollo, 
Who taught me to thread the recesses of rhyme ; 
For the bard's is a princely profession to follow— 
Parnassus a rosy excrescence to climb. 
I see in my visions Calliope flying 
To bear my renown to posterity down; 
I can hear her exalting my merits and crying— 
‘¢ He knew all the authors and actors in town!” 








SOME MAGAZINES FOR OCTOBER. 


THE Art Monthly Review contains three photographs, well done, of 
good work, the chief one being Blake's “Satan Calling up his 
Legions,”” a conceit originating with Milton, and presumably now 
accepted by believers in ‘‘ the personality” and sympathisers with Mr. 
Flavel Cook as a fair picture of the manners and customs of that 
There is also “The Gossips,” by a Belgian artist, which 
brings with it a souvenir of the wonderful head-dresses and body 
costumes found in conjunction with the ladies of the Low Districts. 
By the way, the gossips of our own Low Districts—say the Dials and 
the East—would supply material for a picture which, for full-fledged 
gossip and curiosity of costume, could be in no way inferior to that of 
The literature of this publication 
is far from bad, which is more than can always be said of the literature 


day. 


the dames of Holland and Flanders. 


which professes to deal with art. 


Macmillan opens with the second portion of Mr. Wemyss Reid’s 
‘‘ Charlotte Bronté,’’ which, as author and publishers insist on calling 
it a monograph, suggests the proverbial two (or more) bites at a 
cherry. Mr. Black’s young lady continues to put her friends to a 


great deal of unnecessary trouble, and the novel serves a good purpose 
if only to show once again how much worse and better people may 
be in books than out of them. ‘‘Sonnets’’ strike one vividly as 
having been measured off with a foot-rule and set with a trowel, so 
exactly mechanical and methodical are they. They are for all the 
world the sert of dead level to which poetry might be reduced by the 
kind of trades-unionism which is just now affecting decorative build- 
ing art. In Tinsley’s Mr. Farjeon has “ broken the back”’ of his 
‘** Duchess.’”” Don’t let anyone suppose we mean to infer that the 
author has been acting in any way unkindly to his heroine; our 
metaphor will be well understood as another of the mechanical 
appliances to art which threaten to become popular very soon unless 
the laws are altered. Mr. Farjeon is well on towards the conclusion 
of his story. “‘Maggie’’ continues to deal in mysteries, and 
‘* Exits’”’ is another of those papers which require neither talent nor 
ability, but which are the outcome of a desire for li bone- 
grubbing and cheap fame. Given a number of old books or papers, or, 
far better, the run of « library, anyone can manufacture a piece cf 
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to say, there have been men 
rho never did more than 
| thinkers 
made if 


transcriptive padding ; and yet, strange 
among us during the past twenty years or 80 W eine 
this, and who managed to make great reputations as - o 
and writers. Far greater, panes a they wou isles 
they had been original thinkers and writers. 

Tis an ill vind that blows nobody good, says the saw, som si 
Gentleman’s seems to have been considerably improved by 1ts RE cone 
house catching fire. In the first place, the wrapper 18 sn the 
attractive and business-like, and in the second (much better th eS 
Cowden-Clarke pigmyolatry is circumscribed, and relates —_ mor ha 
fact than to fiction. It would be almost worth another 8 . Se 
gration to get rid of the rest of this rubbish. No matter w ether _ 
Francillon be right or wrong in his estimate of George Eliot's Liven in 
it is pleasant to note the absence of bias or small-minded ob} apa 
the article. The introduction of such trades-unionism as ee e 
hitherto “ unprotected professions” we don’t at all object to. "s 
thing in the Gentleman's worthy special attention 18 the new poet 
description of his poem. ‘In its sublimer portions it ® 
Milton’s finest passages.” It is easier to surpass sublimity than cone 
poets seem to think. Still another magazine, Be/gravia, seems iv 
realise another old adage: ‘He that hath a reputation for — 
rising may lie abed till mid-day.” By parity of — oo ae 
has a reputation for good writing may write anything. —s a 
like to know what would be the public verdict upon one, at least, 
the productions of this month if it had been but the work of an 
‘* anonymous scribbler.”’ ; 

bathe’ is an exceptionally good issue, more ) gig wrod as regards 
illustrations. ‘The Bride of the Rhine” and “ Notes on Salmon 
Fishing” will suit two very different classes of cultivated readers. 
Some of the Editor's arguments are unique. He believes that 
American literary genius is governed by the American rate of literary 
pay, whichislow. Some Americans must have told us strange stories if 
this statement as to price current be correct, but anyhow, whether the 
statement be true or not, the deduction is certainly false. The rate of 
pay has about as much to do with the rate of ability as the market 
price of grass butter has to do with the milk of human kindness. 
Genius can no more be kept down by its surroundings than ropes of 
sand can control cannon balls— unless, indeed, all history is more of a 
liar than even modern history can pretend to be. St. Nicholas is all 
that has been said about it hitherto; as the people for whom it i 
primarily produced say, it is down to the ground good. A notion of 
tae democratic tendencies which govern the actions of all good 
republicans in republican countries is to be found in the fact that the 
chief illustration to this children’s miscellany is a portrait of her most 
gracious Majesty before she ascended the throne. The moral of 
course is that if the American youngsters are good, they will go and 
do likewise. The reviews of contemporary literature in the Atlantic 
Monthly are able. So are “ Fable,’’ by Aldrich, and “‘ Neighbourhoods 
of Jerusalem,” by Warner. 

A new candidate for the consideration of the “ thoughtful’”’ is the 
Sunday Review. It is to bear the same relation to its Saturday name- 
sake as the two days bear to each other. It also promises to be con- 
ducted on strictly fair and conscientious principles. Whether this 
will bring the two closer together or leave them wider apart is not for 
us tosay. ‘The new conduct of London Society has not, so far, struck 
anyone dumb with admiration. Rising talent is difficult to depend on, 
and some of the old has proved by this time it isn’t talent at all. In 
Livening Hours there are one or two good things. As a set-off Good 
Things will make evening hours complete. The same may be said of 
and about the Day of Rest—which looks almost as though we were 
playing at Peep-Show. ‘Two well-named periodicals are Golden Hours 
and Sunshine, and in the Sunday at Home the Leisure Hour may be 
well employed. ‘There is more of the “ play’’ than many wot of in 
the Westminster Papers, and the London, Celtic, Once-a-Week, St. 
James's, Colburn’s New Monthly, Charing Cross, and above all the 
Nautical, all offer something special for the class each professes to 
cater for. 


King Mob. 

Some of the vestrymen of Clerkenwell complain of the conduct of 
the “mob” recently. It would be well to know what is “‘mob”’ from 
a Clerkenwell vestryman’s point of view— especially after reading a 
report of the vestry’s own proceedings. ‘The only mob we can imagine 
these orators objecting to would be a regular swell mob. 


A Cardenal Virtue. 


Sir R. W. Carpen “speaks from his experience as a magistrate.” 
We should have thought his particular experience would have taught 


him to hold his tongue. And yet we should be sorry if he did. 


Note. 
Manroare has been inundated. So have several contributions from 


the general public to us. Not that the date mattered. 
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My hands with a seltzer and B. | Eart Russexx doesn’t want to say anything that the Russ’ll look 
v To-night I, perhaps, may succeed — upon as an invitation to Constantinople. We know which way the 
A _ ee . es = - c | East wind blows now. We tell by the Russell. 
I love not a creature but you ! | Tue Popstrc AGITATION AGAINST THE meas [3 CALLED Demon 
Yet : 
et ask for no gift of your hair | STRATION. —Demon- etration—and a s good title t too! 


TAYLOR'S PATENT || =? ea 
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AS OTHERS SEE US!” 


—‘* TRLL THE GENT AS HOW I AIN’T GOT NO INSIDE FOR MYSELF.” 





Waiter :-— INSIDE SLICE OF CHEDDAR, PLFASE SIR.” Proprietor : 





A CU E A Nomen. 
. Some of our contemporaries, now that the Duke of Connaught is in 


I've been most unlucky of late, Ireland, are styling him “ Prince Arthur Patrick.”” Perhaps they’ve 
And losing at Billiards and Pool! introduced the old names because they’re arthur pat and to the purpose. 


There’s surely a plague in all slate !— | 





It spoilt all my summing at school ! Exstream. 
I then only forfeited *‘ marks,’ | Tue river Derwent overflowed its banks recently “owing to the 
But now, more unfortunate far, a | heavy and incessant rains.” Otherwise the Derwent overflowed in 
In “ Pools" [ am caught by the “ sharks | consequence of what it un-Derwent. 


And live 'neath an ill-fated “ star’’! | 


I'll steady my nerves with a weed, A New Russellution. 





But only the loan of your guene / 
| - —_ Sana — — -~- a 


Measured Eloquence | Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 

e ° 
Fatuer Furtonc, speaking at New Ross, denounced the English as HOOD’S 68 MIC S N N "4 A > FOR 1877. 
“ blighting, blasting beggars.” Father Furlong was rood from his : ree BE Seer Heyreew. . 
clerical pereh to make such acreimonious observations. But they were CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 


miled to some which fell from the league he belongs to. Full-page Engravings ie the Brothers Dailziel, 
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} Is. !}0.; p st free, io Shannen 
irom Bare ay & Sons, 98 Par. PURE—SOLUBLE— REFRESHING. 
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DOTS AND Dictate es pia 
LINES. Veta? Ae toa 

Common woman bBo ce BS 5 
(¢.¢., woman livingat | 
Common near Au- | 
chinleck), becoming | 
annoyed with her | 

husband, throws a 
flask containing | 
| 


N - 


MBPS TRE 
a Sa a 


three pounds of blast- 
ing powder on the 
fire. This ended the 
dispute. — Thereisa La at 
company doingsome | Kaa 7) Sraiem. 
work in the Cit Ae ei HC igh 
called the Asphalte a Rae | -_— 
Wood Pavement aa ge = ie ee: 
Company. We Ae? f NT 
thoughtat first it was ¥ yy. NT TP 
Asphalte would pave Ried 
meant forajoke. But en 
it woodn’t do. = Mr. 
| Serjeant Cox isabout 
to publish the ‘‘ Prin- 
| ciples of Punish- | 
; ment.” This should 
be more in the way | 
| of Boxthan Cox. But | 
asthe ‘‘ Chancery ”’ 
editor of Beil’s Life | 
once wrote on the 
administration of | 
punishment, why | 
shouldn't another | 
eminent lawyer write | 
on its reception. = | 
Arrival of Bulgarian | 
delegates without | 
their proper creden- | 
tials. As they hadn’t | 
one steeple-crowned 
hat among them, 
scholars and gentle- 
men declined to have 
any ‘‘ truck.’’= The 
arrangements for a 
settlement of the 
Doulton strike by 
arbitration fell 
through peculiarly. 
| 


terers, three union- | 
ists, three traitor | 
non-unionists, anda | 
Man of Position for | 
chairman. In this | 
latter capacity the | 
unionists proposed | 
Mr. Gladstone, and | 
the others Lord Bea- | 
consfield. . Untilthe | 
two latter toss, the | 
arbitration is at a 
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| fetches, who carries 
it? And while on 


a a crak 
» . = val be . 


Scie S ; eee pb Bid gbetts pote AT Em conundrums, who'll 


| tell us whether 
ninety years is an 
acreage? The tra- 
ditional ninety-nine 
only pertains to 4 
| Long Acre. = Sir 
_ Charles Reed opened 
the Kingsland Board 
School lately. The 
natives wanted ‘‘ to 
know you know” 
why the other two of 
the three R.’s 80 
intimately connected 
with education, 
stayed away. — Mr. 
Hine MHaycock is 
_ President of the 
Sidmouth Agricul- 
tural Society. An- 
other proof of the 
eternal fitness of 
things. Instead of 
being high in stirrups 
like other presidents, 
thisone remainssim- 
ply Hine-Haycock. 





Communicated. 


Weare authorised 
by the Government 
to state that the ru- 
_ mour of an Autumn 
| Session is entirely 
| without foundation. 

It would be most 
| inconvenient for 
| them to encounter 
| factious opposition, 
' and the meeting of 
| Parliament would 
only tend to upset 
the very satisfactory 
arrangements for 
| the maintenance of 
_ the peace of Europe 
| which Lord Derby 

and his confréres 

have accomplished. 
| Tbe Premier con- 
_ siders the rumoursof 
Russian aggression 
| mere cottee- house 

babble, and there 
never was a time 
when, at home and 
abroad, the interests 
of the British 
Empire were in a 
more flourishing 
condition than they 
are at present. No 





dead lock. — Less A NEWRALGIC EFFECT. mention of war is 


than an acre of land 
at Charing - cross 


years.” Ifthe land | roo FonD or GETTIN’ 0’ 8UFFIN NEW.” 


Sally Maggs :—‘‘ComB ROUND THIS BVENIN’, UNCLE GRINDLB; MOTHER WOULD 60 LIKE 


“fetches £58,000 a | TO SBE you. SHB’s GOT THE NEURALGIA, SHE svn" 
year for ninety Unele :—** An, SALLY, YOUR MOTHER ALLUS WAS A SOIGHT TOO EXTRAVAGANT, AND BY FUR 


First Spelling Book, 
kindly lent Lord 
Beaconsfield by Miss 
Totty Lollypop. 


| made in Miss Mary’s 
| 














Having his Fling. 

A LEADER-wRiTzER in the Echo, discussing the Education Act, speaks 
of Scotland as “the sister isle.” Literarily speaking, readers may 
think they have ‘‘ struck isle’’ when they are thus treated to a new 
geographical fact, which, though near, has hitherto escaped observa- 
tion, for “‘ only a ha’penny.” As for the writer, unless he happened 
to be extra good (and cheap) we expect his island fling led to 
another one —one that landed him “ outside.” We refrain from com- 
ment on the fitness of this writer to discuss the subject of Educa- 


The notion was to 
have three brick- | 
layers, three plas- | 
tien. 


Seasonable Wisdom. 


Says an agricultural paper, ‘‘ Grasses which mature at different 
times make bett+r pastures than those which ripen together.” That's 
why sparrow grass melts in the mouth while others are only ripening 
in the ear. (’Ear, ’ear.) 


Provincial. 
Carrarnxn Szvznns, of Wallop, is to be the Conservative candidate 
for Shropshire. A good Liberal is to be runagainst him. Let's hope 
this big pot-Walloper will be liberally Walloped. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 25, 1876. 
A SORRY JOKE. 


Wits a Ruesian and a Prussian to begin the dirty work, 
A Viennese, a Savoyard, to “ murder and be placid,” 
A Cabinet at home whose duty danger is to shirk, 
A Minister whore heart is gall «excepting where it’s acid, 
A diplomat who «always thinks the e: emy his friend, 
A Foreign Office waiting to be told the way the wind is,— 
With wicked means by party used to serve a party end, 
Wed like to know the future of a place they call the Indies. 


With a war that's coming closer let us do whate’er we may, 
With all Christians crying vengeance on the robber hordes of 
Turkey, 
The courre of Eastern politics is anything but gay, 
The clouds are low and lowering—the atmosphere is murky. 
But let whate’er may happen, it’s a sorry sort of jest, 
Amid the thouts of rapine and the other ))ttle shindies, 
To kn -w that we are called upon to do our I¢vel best 
To save her brand-new Empire for the Empress of the Indies! 
—_—-o -— 

Rumour seems, with regard to the present war and the wars which 
are growing or likely to grow ovt of it, more than usually a liar. 
Reports of junctions between Powers which, would lead eventually 
to wars of extermination are scarcely well set afloat, when they are 
contradicted with a decisiveness which makes each believer wonder 
how he could have helieved them until he finds himself believing 
something still more sbsurd, and smarting under still more decisive 
contradiction It has been stated and the statement swallowed by nota 
few, that the Emperor of Russia has heen sworn on his bended knees 
bv the Czarewitch to avenge the slight put upon his Imperial mother 
when she came here, and to make a declaration of war at once a 
source of pleasure and profit. It has also been put forward that 
Russia wil be compel'ed to declare war for the purpose of appeasing 
popular clamour, but as it must be.much more agreeable, and much 
less tramm: ling, to vo to-war without officially recording the fact, it 
seeme hardly, at the time of writing, likely that the Czar will care to 
bother ahout empty forms while he cin do all he wishes and attain 
everv end without them. But among the rumours there is one 
which deserves more consideration than it seems likely to receive, 
even in this time of p»nic, and that is the rumour that England is in 
a very unenviable position, that beneath her—geographically im- 
possible as it may seem—there isa¢mouldering volcano which may 
burst forth at any moment with most d'sustrous results. Another 
rumour. too, herdly as absurd as many interested persons would have 
had it appe«r, was a rumovr that an Autumn Session of Parliament 
would be called for by the Government. DPerhaps, though, when the 
constitution of the present Ministry is considered, the rumour does 
seem rather absurd. This is hardly the time to be called to account 
bv a country which begins, slow as it is, to realise how all the trouble 
might have been avoided, which remembers how the forecast of it was 
treated with scornful j st and cutting epigram. Even Lord Beacons- 
field himself, old soldier as he is, would hardly care now to explain 
what he meant when he said he was, with his empty title of Empress, 
putting a check on Russia and Russia's slow but never-ending 
Eastward progress ! 


Tuosr who go security to the G. P. O. for the fidelity of “receiv- 
ing-house keepers’ had better take warning by a frightful example. 
A peace ful citizen (and co-security) received the other mor: ing a 
tremendous missive * On Her Majesty's Service,” calling for payment 
by hin self and Cc security of a& sum due hy a * receiving-house 
keep r,”’ who had left his re*civing-honse so lorg that the Co.'s had 
almost forgotten they «ver were security. A long statement showed 
at last a deficit of about a pound, the * charges’ being tenpence on 
Avgust Sh, 18°3, one penny on July Ist, 1874, end soon. The c'aim 
is, of covuree, made in the peremptory manner peculiar to cficials who 
can't bear to be kept waiting when once they have condescended to 
wake upand begin It wonld be almost worth while delaying the 
reply to ‘ Registe red No 157,117” for a post or two, just to see what 
tremer dous reprisal would be taken by the authorities for ir Iquitous 
and nneonecionable delay—when cau-ed by a mere member of the 


paying public. 





New Club. 
Wr hear of a new club t be started by the Tailors. We suggest a 
name for it—‘* The Coaterie.” 





Srranog To Say.—The risings in the yeast have as yet produced no 


balm. 


FUN. 
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TOO GOTHIC BY HALF. 


Ir is possible to be too Gothic. Gurth Horsa was. He wasn’t 
born Gothic, you know, and he didn’t become s» till he was a middle- 
aged man, and then he wouldn’t have been Gothic. perhaps, only he 
went to live in a Gothic equare, where all the houses looked crosses 
between ‘Halloway Jail and the Swiss Cottage, and had narrow long 
windows and rum street-doors, and knockers that it took two men and 
a boy to lift. ‘I shall have everything in character,’ he remarked 
to his wife when they moved in, “‘ everything Gothic.” 

Now Gurth Horsa’s notion of things Gothic was a by no means 
uncommon.one, and included the Pre-Adamite, the Tudor, the Early 
English, the Louis Quatorze, the Moyen-Age, the Renaissance, and 
the Etcetera, with a-mixture of several other styles of prior and later 
date. Mrs. Horsa unfortunately accepted only one style, and that 
the Strictly Modern, and, like a:modern wife, she set her back up 
consilerably at the Gothickness of her husband's habits »nd skull. 
He hired a middle-aged man and created him his squire, and made it 
his duty ‘to ride by his side, and to command the approach to the 
front door with a culverin. He also bought arquebusses, and divided 
them among the female servants, whom he called the damosels. He 
laid :in a stock of mead ale and sack, and contracted with the pork- 
‘butcher for a daily supply of boars’ heads. He strewed his floor 
with rushes, and slept in a‘helmet and shirt of mail. But whenever 
he began to feel settled comfortably and Gothically in his castle, he 
was roused to a sense of hollow mockery by the glaring anachronisms 
committed by his spouse. It was no good his saying, “By my 
halidame, my wench !’’ or “ By’r lady, sweetheirt.””, Modern his lady 
kept, and modern she would be, and she was glad when the squire got 
three months for discharging a culverin at the tax-col'ector and his 
“lord ’’ had to bury the poor man and provide for his widow for life. 
And when she “got at’”’ him about it, he was wild, and swore archaic 
oaths, and engaged a band of archers to watch his postern, and ordered 
all lights to be put out at curfew from that night forward. 

“Lights out at curfew!” exclaimed Mrs. Horsa, with a modern 
sneer, ‘‘not if I know it. I’ve invited the Wigginses to dinner at 
seven, and they won't go away till ten, and you touch the meter if 
you dare!” 

Ior once in his life, Horsa determined to be baronially and 
Gothically bold with his spouse ;-so he tapped his halberd significantly 
und exclaimed, ‘‘ Ma mye, your liege lord commands that at curfew 
every light in the castle shall be extinguished. Fail thou not!” 
Then turning to his archers who stood without, “ Sirrahs, get ye to 
the postern and draw a cloth yard ghaft.on every carle or wench who 
shall draw near. Bv the rood, but there shall be no Wigginses here 
to-night.” Then he went down into the kitchen and the buttery, 
and set the turnspit at the scullion, and with his falchion snicked bits 
out of the boar's head that was roasting. 

The Wiguzinses did not attack the castle, for not wishing to see her 
friends arrowed in the eye, Mrs. Horsa sent them a telegram and 
sulked in her room for the remainder of the day, while her lord did 
lonely wassail on a Cais in the Banqueting Hall, and shunned his 
wife's eye, which went slick through his coat of mail, and had to steady 
his nerves with copious draughts of sack and malvoisie. 

‘*One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,’ counted Horsa, as 
the old clock struck, ‘‘ Now, Mrs. Horsa, eouvre feu! it you please.” 
lor once Mrs. Horsa was obedient, and out went the lights The 
archers came away from the postern, and went cff to the pub. at the 
corner, and the Castellan and his spouse went up the stairs to the 
dormitory. ‘‘ My lord,’ exclaimed the lady, just as the lord was dis- 
entangling his helmet from the ted-furnitwe, ‘my lord, you told me 
to put out all the lights in the house at curfew; if I omitted putting 
one out shall I doit now?’’ ‘Certainly,’ quoth Horsa, half asleep, 
‘‘my orders shall be obeyed to the letter.” ‘* Then take that,’ she 
cried, sticking a hair-pin into his heart, “for 1 forgot to put your 
light out.” He died Gothically without a groan, and the Wigginses 
cume on the morrow. 

And his wife r lented at the last and buri-d him in a Gothic tomb, 
with his efligy in helmet and pointed boots reclining above, and put 
an inscription over it in Gothic letters three feet high, and when he 
looked nice and comfortable, she went home aud murried one of the 
archers. 


Profession and Practice. 


Tue Shefi-ld Telegraph tells of a cabman who, finding a purse con- 
taining about ten pounds in his cab, sought out the owner and returned 
the money, ** but was not rewarded with even a» thank you.” But the 
S. 7. does not state what is at least as peculiar, that this honest cab- 
msn has not received any of the sympathy which generally falls to a 
cubman's lot, among cabmen, when misfortune overtakes him. Indeed, 
one driver was heard to say that “it served him right for deyzrading 
the profession.” 


Bap Apvics.—The latest “advice’’ from Constantinople. 
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THOSE VE MET. 


Wuen travellers’ songs are sung, 
And wanderers wag the tongue 
I’m greatly respected; with awe unaffected 
Men Jisten to wonderful tales from me: 
I’ve been to the Rhine and back 
(Quite ont of the beaten track !)— 
And it's needless explaining there's nothing remaining— 
There's nothing remaining to see. 
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I ponder with fond regret 
On some of the folks I ve met, 
As thinking unravels the web of my travels, 
With memory’s terrible tangle rife : 
I’ve found ’em so kind, so dear, 
So affable, so sincere, 
My bosom has smarted whenever we've parted— 
. I want em as cronies for life! 


et 


To give ’em a word of praise 
Will surely prolong my days, 
This act of «{f-ction, on taking reflection, 
[3s only their positive due, I feel: 
As brothers my heart defines 
The porters on all the lines; 
I fee! it befriending the steward attending 
The packet; the man at the wheel. 


How great was my pride in Brown, 
On board of the Camden Town, 
Who, bouncily jvkirg, insisted on smoking 
A pipe that was black as the sable crow. 
He wanted, he said, no home 
Except on the ocean’s foam ; 
And seemingly blighted when Margate was sighted, 
He whitened and staggered below. 


es neem ation ete. 


With gratitude let me note 
The duke at the tard/e dote, 
Who chatted so grandly, yet kindly 
and blandly, 
And listened so sweetly to all I 
said. 
Although when we chanced to meet 
Last Tuesday in Oxford-street, 
He answered my raising my beaver, by 
gazing 


Abstractedly over my head. oe — 
I love with a love complete 
The waiter who bronght me meat; SJ 
And smiled and obey<d at some * Hof” J 
that [ stayed ut; : BK 
So merry he was and polite and A dB < 


LE TT tt ty ee tite ee Re ee 


He sidled so, truth to tell, 
And handled the plates so well, 
That nobody living shall hinder my giving 
A couple of verses to him. 


With interest co benign 
He got me to order wine 
(Employing devices to cover the prices, ' 
For fear that | couldn't support the tight}; 


a_i 





My candles he'd take away 
So zealously every day , 
(Though lighted but newly), and sub- aa 
stitute duly 
Two others unsullied and white! 


And what if the vilest port 
Was seventeen francs the quart ? 
And every candls I'd noticed him 
handle 
Had added one more to the list of 
franes ? 
T still to myself avow 
I worship that waiter now, 
And couid [ but meet him would 


eagerly greet him, 
And cover him over with thanks. 





Then when shall I meet again 
My friend of the railway train, 
Who, winking acutely, advised me mim tly 
On where I shall go to ani how two act ? 
Though all the hotels he had 
Direc ed me to were bad ; 
And all he expowaded wae simply unfound:d 
In aught of the nature of fact. 


Oh, friends I have lost! Alack, 
That trip to the Rhine and back ! 
My bosom is smarting with pain at tho parting 
From cronie+ mv soul caress’d! 
Oh, they were a goodly set, 
‘Those people iL ve known and met, 
My memory presses a lock of their tresses 
Upon its regretful breast ! 





Large Words. 


Says a teetotal paper: ‘* A large young ladies’ Bible class have 
pledged themselves not to look with atfection upon young men who 
look with approbation upon the wine-cup.” If this doesn't do any- 
thing else it proves that largs young ladies may be small in the article 
of sense. Besides the sort of young men looked on with affection by 
large young ladies of the tendency to Bible-class know more of hiccups 
than of hock cups—although they pooer hv ut the rine whine let it flow, 
in cadences. ‘lothem the crushing of ftligons and the dealing in 
potations pottle deep have but one meaning. We would willingly 

| wager that for every one louk of approbation these young men may 

| have given the wine-cup they have dipped their beaks a thousand 

| times into cannikins of cli four or threes of rum hot. ‘Then why, 
large ladies, why falute thus largely ? 


| A Rum Subject. 

| Ata meeting of a Streets and Markets Committee not many miles 

| from Middlesbrough, one of the members proposed recently that per- 

| sons ‘* be allowed to plant flowers over their own graves.” Although 

the proposition was greeted with “roars of laughter” no one will 

| dispute that it was the outcome of that much-talked-.f and long-felt 
want, a “ spirited’’ policy. 





** One Shade the Less.” 
De Mortuis nil nisi bonwn, and the Slade Professor has given up the 
ghost. He wasa good man, and rapped up in his wife. His good 
was more Jonus than donum however. 
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JOB’S COMFORT. 


Squire :—“* THINGS ARE LOOKING VERY BLACK ABROAD, DON’T YOU THINK?” 
Farmer :—“‘ Yus, AND LOOK AT HOME TOO, 8QUOIRE—LOOK AT HOME. T'HBRE BE OFTEN BLACK LOOKS AT HOME, TOO!” 
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| A LOVE SONG. | UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


| : . L : Tuart at the recent Stokes sympathy meeting the Whitechapel hero 
(Bs ove ms ae ; sane) | was presented with a guinea season ticket for the Alexandra Palace. 

Brrp of Bulgaria, Fatima fair! ; | That we are manufacturing lozenges at Woolwich for John Bull's 
Twine these atrocities loose in your hair, 





PRONE TBS FS OR. 


| violent attack of Gortsha-cough, which he can’t shakoff. That the 





4 Clasp on thy bosom this War in the East, | Russians have got out of the frying Pan (Sclavic) into the fire. That 
ne Meet me to-night at the Mansion House feast. | the Royal Hospital for Consumption at Ventnor is henceforward to be 
# : Come where the Kaffirs are killed in a raid, | known as the Royal Hospital for Consumption of Putrid Meat. That 
* ' Summon me, sweet, as your Simmons and Slade, | the next Horse Show will be under the patronage of the White Mayor 

| Tell me that Muswell Hill's Palace is shut, | at the Mansion-house. That as a flowery compliment to our Ambas- 
Ml Kiss me and call me your own Ikey Butt. sador, the Bulgarian outrage leaders are to be hanged with an 

3 Tell me you love me—oh, more than the Czar, Eliotrope. That a new drama is in preparation at the P. of W. 







Say you will come past the Old Bailey Bar, Theatre by “‘ the brothers Court’’— Peterborough Court and Totten- 
Seeking the spot where no Beaconsfield lies _ham Court. That the London Butchers have determined to discontinue 
Selling his soul for his sal. and a rise ; calling good meat prime joints while Beaconsfield is called Prime 
Stretch out your lily-white hand in the night, | Minister. That the hump in Richard III. is the private property of 
Clasp me and make me your Alderman White, | the management. That the grammatical errors were dropped into 
Meet me and list to my tuppenny screed, | Mr. Chatterton’s Times manifesto in order to make it appear that he 


Kiss me and call me your own Charley Reade. | wrote it himself. 


Put me to Board School, and whisper the word, 


. 
Barry me under King Richard the Third, | The Given Area. 
| 


A GENTLEMAN, who besides other advantages is a thorough book- 
keeper and arithmetician, and who holds “a staff appointment in 
Gortschakoff, Tchernayeff, all of them here, H.M. Civil Service,”’ advertises his desire “‘to improve his pecuniary 
List to your love-song, my Pansclavic dear ; position and prospects by exchanging into a commercial house ata 
Meet me where doctors are making a mull, salary of about £150 per annum.”’ At first sight the notion of a gen- 
Kiss me and call me your own Billy Gull. tleman who holds a staff appointment wishing for less than three 
| pounds a week looks like a joke. And so it is—this ‘‘ staff” appoint- 

ment must be an appointment of the kind whose other regalia are 
helmet and rattle, kitchen door and cold mutton. 


Favour me just with the Priory wink, 
Sweeter than Tartar emetic to drink, 





Please don’t. 
We beg to acknowledge—and decline to add with thanks—the 
receipt of two bushels of jokes about Slade and pencil, the unhappy | 
medium, the great Lancaster gun that proved only a big bore and was | A Lifely Idea. 
nota Whit-worth, the Arm-strong of the law, the Maskelyne witness, | A new life-boat has been forwarded to Portrush, County Antrim. 
and the Flowers of fancy. Riding a hobby so hard is more jockey lar | When she’s wanted let's hope there'll be a rush from Port to man her, 
than jokeful. | and that she’ll turn out taut Antrim. 
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Hamlet: By ALExanpeR Romanorr. Ghost (his Father) 
WAVES ME STILL. GO ON! 
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METROPOLITAN !MPROVEMENTS. 
By aN OnstTRUCTIVE. | 


WHERRe’ER we wander— up or down— 
They still go on improving ; 
The only cry o'er all the:town 
Is,‘ Push along! Keep moving!” 
For architecture wins the day, 
And celebrates her glories 
By palaces that line the way 
With six or seven@toreys. 


The hannts we revélied in:to-day | 
We lose to-morrow: morning ; 
As one by one are: swept.away 
In turn withouta warning. 
Alas! while progress, ata‘touch, 
Commits new devastations, 
Oar old resorts-we: miss‘as:much 
As elderly relations. 


Ah, when shall «we again pursue 
Our rambles and:researches— 


As once it was a joy todo— 
Among the City churches? 
The fanes have hardly léfcatrace 
To go in loving quest of ;— 
Our new- built City isa place 
That Mammon has the best of. 
No longer we with pleasure plod 
Ourwway by Covent Garden, 
To meditate-as if we trod 
Some Coekney path in Arden. | 
We cannot call within our ken | 
Tne homes of Will and Button ;— 
The coffee-houses, like the men, 
Are.gone as dead as mutton. 
| 


‘Nonook or cranny dear to me 
Shonld undergo removal, 
Though Prozress-went on either knee 
‘l'o beg for my approval. 
There’s Temp'e Bar! I only know 
That hundreds will regret it, 
Supposing that it has to go:— 
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RUSTIC INNOCENCE. 


Old Countryman (to Artist, who wants him to sit):—‘ Is ir very HARD WoRK, 





Still—if it must—why, let it! 


In a Miner Key. 


MASTER? ”’ 
A: tist :—“ Harp worx«! 
SIXPENCE AN HOUR.” 


I sHOULD THINK NOT! JBesipss, I’Lu Give you 


Great objection is taken by Lxbour to the conduct of 
the miners of Wrexham. It is to be hoped other 


miners won't follow their wrexhample. = 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ir will be readily admitted that the finest answer it is possible to | criticism and consequent managerial manifesto. 
give a censorious critic consists in crowded houses and money turned | 


away from the doors every night. Not that it is altogether pleasant 
to turn away money, but still it is the best possible proof that the 
house is crowdrd till it can possibly hold no more, and as disappoint- 


ment is a safe whet to appetite, it is only fair to suppose that the | 
overflow of one ‘heatre not only does good for the other theatres, but | 


that the overflowers are more than ever determined to see what they 
came to sce, another night. And other playgoers, hearing of the 
crowd, at once feel compelled to add their atoms to the infinite, 
and soon commence to storm pit, gallery, and ‘‘ boxes unreserved,” 
or else send out and book comfortable places. Yes, the knowledge 
that a house is doing fine business is sure to bring more of it, as the 
public, whatever it may think of professional critics, is sure to follow 
its own lead; and so, as there is nothing we worship so much as 
success, we feel compelled to give in our adhesion to the Princess's 
and the play now playing there. A few nights back we were there, 
and saw as crowded a house as ever was seen—and as enthu-iastic. 
The gallery. havgi g itself over most perilously, followed every phise 
of the troubles ot the hapless Jane Shore, while tears and perspiration 
mixed ran down upon the heads of a devoted pit. But not a'one did 
the gods weep; handkerchiefs were freely used in all parts, and it was 
with difficulty an athletic gentleman was kept from wreaking 
vengeance on Richard III. and his brutal myrmidons. As it was, 


Old Countryman :—“I’D RAYTHER NOT HAVE THE MONEY, MASTER, ’COS MY 
WOMAN PUTS IT 
YOU DON'T MIND.” 


IN THB BANK; BUT I’LL TAKS IT OUT IN BEER, IPF 








| have described what happened on the night of our visit ‘‘in front” 
| only, and thereby save ourselves from the at present frightful task of 
But if we do not 
care to enter into the motive of the piece, we may say in all truth 
| that a higher all-round level of acting is seldom reached, and that at 
| the head of all most deservedly stands Miss Heath. While as to Mr. 
Feruand¢z’s renderiog of Lichard, it is so good that one cannot help 
wondering why the managemz«nt.in-chief allows it in an actor who is 
neither ‘‘ famous’’ himself, nor possessed of an “ illustrious”’ critic to 
uphold his claims. 

The Charing Cross, which in its time has seen many changes, and 
could give better proof of the fitness of its new title than even Mr. 


| Henderson may think, has passed into new hands, and will henceforth 


excitement was at its boiling point, and more than one cry of. 
‘‘Shame'’’ was given by those bliod and deaf to everything but the | 
scene before them, when all was changed to joy and gladness by a grand | 
tableau and the defeat of the “ powers thit be.”’ 
lawfully consti'uted authority has always been a good card on the 
stage, it is a trump indeed at the little house in Oxford-street. 


The upsetting of all | 


| 


be known as Lhe Folly. As “folly” is suggestive of “jolly” in 
more ways than one, and as Miss Lydia Thompson, Mr. Lionel Brough, 
Mr. Willie Edouin, and othe:s of the Blue and Bounding as well as 
Bearded troop, shoot folly in “the flies,” there can be little doubt that 
the memory of pas‘ failures will be swallowed up in the prospec: of 
future successes. Up to the present, Mr. Henderson and his company 
have produced nothing that has not been previously known, so once 
again we have to return thanks for not being called upon to criwcise. 
Those who like a lighter form of entertainment than that given at 
the majority of theatres, and who care only for opera-bouffe, baliad, and 
comiquality when assisted by creature comforts, cannot do better than 
tur into the Oxford. I: offers by far the best programme of its kind 
in London, is comfortable and well-ventilated, and if it had not been 
settled beyond dispute, by people who have never been there, that to 
visit a music-hall is mere waste of time, we should have thought our 
evening not only well-spent, but our morning's reflection bearable. 
Mr. G. E. Fairchild, a young reader fast obtaining good hold on 


the great B. P., announces ‘‘ an evening” at St. George's Hall on 


We | Saturday next, the 23th. 
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MORE SCOTCH SABBATARIANISM. 


English Tourist :—“ My*Goop WOMAN, WOULD YOU GIVE MB AN OUNCE OF TOBACCO, PLEASE?” 
Good Woman :—‘‘ WERL, MA GENTLEMAN, I CANNA SELL YE ONY ON THE Lorp’s Dar; But I WULL Gi’E ¥E A PRESENT 0’ A BIT, AN 


YE CAN PEY MB THA MORN.” 


“TO THE PUBLIC;” 


Orn, Prreinc “ Times” as Tracep By Morris DAncrrs, 
Th 


Tue following curious MS. was found a day or two back between 
Blackfriars Bridge and the Thunderer office, with which latter place, 
however, it can possibly have nothing to do. It bore the head as 
given above, and said also that the writer, who had gone to “‘ another 
place” to get rid of his cares, was unable to spend large sums in 
advertisement, but trusted that some kind Christian soul would give 
publicity to his last speech and confession. Though Mr. Fun, who 
never reads theatrical advertisements, is perfectly unable to understand 
what it is all about, he trusts his readers will be better informed, and 
so submits the effusion to them in all confidence. But as the writer 
himself says, What can it all matter “ro Tus Pusiic?”’ 








An appeal to the public against the conduct of any person engaged 
in a dispute of an almost private kind with some one known to belong 
to the Press is one that a Dramatic Critic could only be induced to 
publish when suffering under a strong sense of injustice. I personally 
am so convinced that so much benefit is to be derived by maintaining 
friendly relations with theatrical managers, especially when they hold 
several houses and have a great deal of work to give away, as well as 
orders, that assuredly no light cause would induce me to utter one 
word in opposition to or depreciation of them. But I have an 
explanation to offer, and I hereby make the most of the opportunity 
which just now obtains. 

I am young, as has been already noticed by mine enemies. I am 
romantic, only myself knows how romantically. Iam critical, as by 
this time everybody has discovered. Fain would I tell how, in the 
years of my boyhood, I thirsted for the power I now possess, the 
power, alas! which instead of doing everybody good and making the 
theatrical world a paradise with beautiful plays and equally beautiful 
actors, is casting an evil glamour on the histrionic scene, and raising 








up a Demon who, in the true and legitimate Frankensteinian way, as 
portrayed in the good old days of the drama, threatens to devour me. 
I was born acritic. I wrote articles on pap and did a splendid argu- 
ment on Butter as a Way to Future Advancement before I had left 
dame school. Often in the morning of my boyhood have I sat by the 
side of a murmuring stream, or under the shadow of an umbrageous 
and sun-averting tree, and there have I studied the art of dramatic 
criticism, there have I written the notices of the future, there have I 
instructed the actors and the audiences and the managers of the time 
to come, until I thirsted with more than the ordinary literary thirst 
for the opportunity which was to induct me into the real cri‘icism, set 
in real type, and printed in real ink by a proprietorial machine (for 
further particulars of which see prospectus) on real paper. 

At last the day arrived when my “ t//ustrious”’ predecessor, a critic 
of thirty years’ standing, who had acquired a “ more than Eurepean” 
reputation as a gentleman who knew his way about, especially among 
Sons of the Phoenix and Bands of Hope, felt that the time had come 
for him to desist. Then, amid the tears and lamentations of lessees 
whom he had honoured and who had honoured him in return, of actors 
whom he had praised and who stinted him no praise now, of authors 
with whom he had held much of the greatand good glorification which is 
known as that of the give and take and the mutual admiration, he left 
the scenes of his former greatness much lamented by all whom he had 
benefited, and with only a few of tha as yet unhonoured and unsung to 
look with hope to the advent of unfriendly notice and fair and meri- 
torious criticism. My illustrious predecessor had amply proved his 
ability as a critic of more than European reputation by writing plays 
for all the theatres; that is, for all the theatres that had to be honoured 
by his illustrious and more than European criticism. If some of these 
pieces failed, despite the illustrious ability, more than European know- 
ledge, and general managerial admiration of the gifted being who 
condescended totake the money for them, what didit matter? It was 
made up in other and various ways, and it pleased the gentleman 
of the theatre to know that the greatest and most glorious of the 
critics was only human after all. There was some satisfaction to the 
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merely moderately successful author to know that the most disastrous 
failures of the modern theatrival world had been identified with the 
chief of the band engaged on account of their specially transcendent 


ability to sit in judgment on the productions of others. Authors thus 
paid in kind, and actors and managers otherwise satisfied, ever) thing 
was pleasant, everyone was plexssed. What, I should like to know, 
was it “To THE Puniic’” then? The public paid its money, and the 
expression of an opinion by it was voted an impertinence. An 
expressor of the public's views was more than once thrown out—more 
than once given into the custody of the police! 

But unfortunately for all concerned I, in an unhappy moment, came 
upon the scene, and all was changed. I, miserable that I am, believed 
that the first duty of a critic was to criticise, that one paid to express 
an opinion should express it honestly and conscientiously, and should 
not be deterred from doing what he considered right by the knowledge 
that others had done what he considered wrong, and had persisted in 
it until it seemed to them to become more right than righteousness 
itself. So right, in fact, that the very public I have been endeavour- 
ing to serve are appealed to against me, though, as I have just said, 
if it was nothing ‘tro THe Pusiic’’ when the manager and his side 
were satisfied, whet can it be “ro THE Puntic” now? And before I 
precipitate myself into the turbid stream which flows almost 
fortuitously by the bottom of Printing-house-square, I will illustrate 
my position by means of a parable. 

Once there was a man who kept a shop, where he did a roaring 
trade. I think it was a public-house, the ‘‘ National,” and there he 
supplied all who cared to come to him with liquor and anything else 
he had in stock and they happened to require. And at this time there 
was a gentleman who was employed to test the quality of these liquors 
on behalf of the public, and he always used to try them all round and 
say they were good. And towards the end of his thirty years’ career, 
and when he had become illustrious and of more than European 
reputation, he tried one sample and said it was especially good, and 
recommended it to all who cared for extra strong stuff as likely to be 
regarded as the best of its kind. And so the proprietor of the 
‘“‘ National” laid in a fresh stock of it, feeling sure of the patronage 
and support of his illustrious friend; but behold, before the new tap 
could be laid on there rose up another and a newer tester in the place 
of the old one, who, having tried everything and found it good, went 
forth into a well-earnt retirement on full pay. Andlo! the new tester 
testing the tap which had been pronounced extra good, found it was 
sadly deficient, and as he was new to his work and foolishly thought 
his duty was to the public, his verdict was extra bad. Thereat the 
landlord waxed wroth, so wroth that, after taking counsel with other 
landlords and with people who did him any sort of service, he 
denounced the new inspector “ro THE PuBiic’’—to the very public 
he was trying toserve. And the public said, ‘“‘ Blow ’em both,” and 
in due course of time both were blown. 

Now, without wishing to point to any analogy between this story 
and my own, I leave it to the consideration of thore who care for such 
things, and as I shall no more be troubled with the matter, there it 
can stand. But I should like to ask, before I go, what right have 
people who invite opinions to expect them to be favourable, and if they 
are expected to be favourable how can they be regarded as opinions ? 
And as this is to be regarded as a Jast utterance I wish to admit that I 
being but a poor human being after all, despite my connection with 
the greatest and most impersonal portion of the press, have often done 
wrong. I have glorified second-hand pieces with long articles, and 
dismissed new and original productions with paragraphs ; I have praised 
those who belong to my lot and blamed those who did not. But—and 
here comes the most mysterious part of the business — inthe two particular 
cases which have called down managerial vengeance on my’head, led to 
the employment of pens ready to write on any side at the usual linage 
rate, to the expenditure of large sums in advertisements, and to the 
fulfilment of what is generally known as a “rash act”—I have been 
more conscientious than in any others. But, really, what can all 


this matter “ro THE Pus.ic’”’ ? 


Waiting! 

A rrex fight took place the other day at Nenagh during the funeral 
of two men who had been drowned together, the friends of either 
believing that the one last in the ground would have to wait on the 
other where they were gone. So they “ waited on’’ one another with 
sticks and stones until the mix-up was so complete that even the “ ould 
gintleman’”’ lLimself couldn't tell which of the ‘‘ parties’’ to place 
first. And thus, once avain, as the leader of the victorious faction 
remarked when it was all over, ‘* Tout vient 4 qui sait attendre.”’ 


‘‘Drop It!” 
‘* Lost, between place and —— street, the drop of a gold ear- 
ring.”” And when the drop was discovered they found that the earring 
was lost. Strange, but the fact happened within our own earring. 








Wuar law is paramount at Woolwich ?—Canon law. 


away. 





cs ' 
PAINTING THe LILY.” 
“To paint the lily 
Is wasteful and ridicu!ous excess.’’— SHAKESPEARE. 





Witt S#akespe ire invented a metaphor once 
In language undoubtedly tast ful, 

And its meaning is clear to the veriest dance— 
That excessive description is wasteful. 

And I fully agree with the Warwickshire Pet 
When he smartly informs us ‘tis silly 

For folks to exaggerate matters, and yet 
Many glory in * painting the lily.” 


I'll give an example. ‘Tis everywhere known 
(And not merely a fanciful rumour) 
That I write in a manner entirel) my own, 
Commingling true pathos with humour. - 
But what if 1 said I was second to none— 
(Though the road to distinction twas hilly) — 
If I told you my lyrics were reckoned “‘ A 1,” 
You'd declare I was “ painting the lily.”’ 


Another example. The maid of my choice 
Ts one of those fairy-like creatures 

Possessed of a soft, irresistible voice, 
And faultless in figure avd features. 

But if I attempted to warble her praise, 
My reception, I fear, would be chilly ; 

If I told you her beauty outrivalled a fay’s, 
You'd imagine I “ painted the lily.” 


Ah, Shakespeare, you're truly a marvellous bard, 
Though actors w:// murder your beauties! 

Your varied creations I view with regard, 
"Tis the first of an Englishman's duties. 

But Billy, I fear you ll consider me “‘ fast ’”’— 
(Pray pardon me styling you Silly !)— 

’T would be, if I told you your talents were vast 
What you would call ‘‘painting the lily.” 


Keeping it Dark, 

An enthusiastic Londoner who “ letters”’ for the Exeter Gazette waxes 
wroth with the critic of the 7imes, who receives a severe lesson in the 
amenities of criticism. We are subsequently informed that at Drury 
Lane “the performance is received with favour by the public, and pro- 
mises to run at least till it shall have to give place to the Christmas 
Pantomime.” But why does this well-informed writer keep back the 
information that, had it not been for the attitude of the Times “the 
performance ’”’ would, with the addition of a transformation scene and 
the Vokes family, have been continued during the festive season as a 
Christmas Pantomime? It is the publication of such truths which 


‘“‘make’”’ a London letter. 


A Whole Holiday. 

Tue Lords of the Admiralty, on a recent visit of inspection to the 
works in progress at Chatham, were so pleased, that they gave orders 
for the men to have a whole day's holiday—on Saturday. There’s 
kind-hearted noble Tory gentlemen for you! Why, the old gentle- 
man who gave his servant a shilling for a present, that is, sixpence 
that was due to him and sixpence extra, was a Daniel Dancer in com- 
parison with their lordships. 


Local Colour. 

“Wuat can I do for you,” said a most important personage about 
to depart for the East, and doing the grin to his dependents: 
‘what can I do for you in Constantinople?’’ ‘You can do, sir,” 
said one of them, ‘‘ the same as you are constantly doing here—“ you 


can do the Boss for us.”’ 


Blood Money. 


A puBLic meeting got up to refurnish “ poor Stokes” with more 
pocket money result«d in the collection of fifteen shillings. Why, the 
popularity of this interesting young gentleman is on the wane right 


‘* Public” Notice. 
A Griti-room has been opened at the Gaiety. Mr. Hollingshead 


will now be more than ever able to roust his critics. 


Tue Premigr pas avi coure.—His step ia the Eastern direction. 
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THE WRITING ON THE SLATE. 


Portrait or A GENTLEMAN WHO Requires A Goop “ S.iatTina.”’ 


IN THE EVENT OF WAR. 


Tue gentleman who does the filth for ‘‘ comic’’ singers will turn his 
attention to patriotism. 

The D**%e of C**#****%e will review the Ragged School Cadet 
Corps on Primrose-hill, and perform other important military evolu- 
tions calculated to inspire the Russians with fear. 

Lord Beaconsfield’s admirers will discover that he predicted it in one 
of his novels, and the other prophet, Old Moore, will cluim priority 
of tip. 

The British sailor will be suddenly remembered in drawing-room 
ballads. 

The British tradesman will clap sixpence a pound cn everything, 
and talk about the Rooshuns. 
oa the Conservative bubble will burst—and it’s worth war for that 

one. 


Joshua Outdone. 

Tus son of Nun, he stopped the sun, but he had not been dining 
with the Lord Mayor. A few days ago his lordship entertained the 
a of the United Kingdom, and after dinner they stopped the 
Night. 


Trousseau it is. 
Tux six month's truce has not been cordially aecepted by Russia. 
Russia has been so long wedded to war that she didn’t want a truce so. 


Cugapr Foop.—Whisky, for ’tis drinking and ’eating, too. 
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“‘ We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.’’—Standard. 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.””— 4. H. Hassall, M.D. 


WATERS QUININE WI E 
f 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 


{\Ocr. 25, 1876. 


A HOLIDAY. 


Cows, heart of mine, now let’s be glad, 
As merry years are rcliing, 

They trip along like something mad— 
No standing still or strolling. 

tach funny things they b:ing about: 
(zreat men with hard words clashing ; 

Mad orators that yell and shout ; 
Sunk ships and railway smashing. 


Come, heart of mine, let's take our fun! 
The world is mad and roaring. 
“Misunderstood” has got the run, 
And wring the right is “ flooring!” 
So let the mad-cap riot roar, 
We'll have our fun and larking — 
We’ll watch the wild game on the shore 
While growlers do the barking. 


* * « ¢ 


Ah, woe is me! when I sat down 
‘To fling a poet's flaring, 
I had no thought that sorrows frown 
Would come, all grim and glaring. 
But O! the women’s wailing, drear, 
The wild cry of the drowning, 
Pulls check to all this gay career, 
My heart sinks sad and frowning. 


Ah, woe is me! that men should rage, 
The war-cry fiercely yelling, 

In savage, deadly strife engage, 

| Each mercy thought repelling. 

Now fire and rapine furious grow. 
See frightened maidens flying 

O'er blood-stained ground from fiendish fe, 
’Mid wounded, dead, and dying. 


| Ah, heart of mine, we sat us down 
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To have a merry flaunting— 
To deck the brow with laurel crown, 
And revel in the jaunting. 
Alas, it comes in passing gleams, 
The joy man’s heart is wearing, 
The best, they flit like morning ms, 
| And care stalks gaunt and daring. 


A Large View. 


In proposing the Lord Mayor's health at a recent banquet, the 
speecher expressed an opinion that ‘‘ his lordship’s duties had been 
performed with great satisfaction to the citizens at large.’’ With the 
memory of some magisterial severity at the Mansion-house fresh in 
our minds, we would add, “and with the reverse to some citizens 
who are not.”’ 


Naught but True. 


Ovr contemporary, the Ha/fpenny, remarks in a recent issue, “‘ And 
now what is the position? As wasindicated yesterday, Zero!” Well, 
fair H., if itis to be war what is wanted is Zeroism. 


From Dublin. 


Ma. Isaac Burtt, M.P., has been presented with the freedom of the 
City. But, from his peons profession, what he evidently most 
desires is the freedom of the country. 


Tas Hor Crorp.—Having your hair cut for a ball. 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 


Epitrep ny Henry Sampson. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalztel. 


N 


1877. 
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COURT AND FASHION. a ““S'elp me, it’sh better than new,’ said the old 
| ° 

THE Grand Duchess of Mecklenburgh-square has postponed her tea | Another marriage in high life. Lord Houndsditch will shortly lead 
per meee the difficulty with the muffin-man has been satisfactorily to the highmenial halter the lovely Miss Minories, daughter of old 
adjusted. Sir S Minories, of ship’s- d -baking fame. 

Count Calthorpe-street has succeeded in squaring his small matter | (On dit thet the lady's een i all“ sugar.”) —— = 
with the pot-boy at the corner. He intends to treat the Countess, “ The Hon. Bethnal Green, Mrs., and the Miss Greens went for a 
shortly toa half-price at the play, but the wardrote-shopwoman says drive yesterday in a tram-car. They made several calls, especially 

Cash down” for the turned alpaca. And it’s really worth the | for « more bread and butter, and be quick with them there winkles.”’ 
money. | er re 

Lord Colonnade, having had a dispute with Sir Great Coram Populo, | 


has taken a temporary retirement at Blackwall. Mouse-traps are WANTED TO KNOW. 

much in demand. Ir the curate who ofliciates for another in his absence is his altar 
The O'Banagher (of Brill-street) is again “in trouble.’’ A friendly | ego ? 

lead is in progress of formation, s0 as to obtain for him a ‘‘mouth-| If, in the present Eastern labour of the capitals of Europe, Russia is 


piece.” Mr. Modellodginghouse Keeper has kindly consented to, on time work and England on peace work ? 
lead off in the chair. Cross counters for cross coves, anda friend in| If Alexander goes to war, how many old boys will it remind of 


need is, Xc. | Alec campaign. 
Mr. Justice Brett had an interview recently with the Hon. Hobnail | 
Boot, who was escorted from the presence with much ceremony. Chic! 
The Keeper of the Great Seal declines coppers. | Sratistics show,” says a trade journal, “ that the use of chicory is 


There is no foundation for the rumour that Lady Betty Sevendials | constantly on the increase.” We are afraid to ask the writer how, in 
is about to sell her mangle. (She begs to assure her friends and the | the face of this, he accounts for the decrease in the use of opera bouffe. 
public in general that she is still prepared to ‘‘receive’’—at three | Which is eause, and which effect ? 

’a’ pence a dozen, pairs as one.) | 

Mr. Tinker Tramp has started on his usual Autumn tour. Batter- | A Corker. 

oon on Tharedey, Chetees Friday, Putney, Kew, Richmond, following | Tue Cork magistrates have refused licences for the sale of drink at 


aa Berber Judged hoe (deny deiner aah ol ay oe to | Cork races. Cork and bottle well apart there! Fancy if a race were 


say nothing of beer, by his inability to insure “‘ personal”’ service. _ won by a corkscrew ! 


No truth is to be placed in the report that a dinner is to be given to | ; 
Marine-store Dealers and Bone and Bottle Merchants at the Mansion | Coins of Vantage. 
House. |  Sgverar thousand coins of the reign of Diocletian and of Constan- 


h | tine the Great have been found at Hexham. The ground was care- 
| fully Hexhamined to find them. 
Miss Ghetto has prevailed upon Mr. Puttyface, to whom she is ennai a 


solemnly betrothed, to give up the pork sausage and tripe trede and take Shouldn’t Have Thought it. 
to the old clothes line, at which her respected father made his riches PanisH waistcoats, we learn, are all made im the Vest-ry. 


The Beadle at the Bank of England will be among the next batc 
of Tory peers. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 1, 1876. 


Mr. Maccott and Canon Liddon, having given merely the evidence 
of their own eyesight and hearing as to Turkish Atrocities, their state- 
ment receives official contradiction mainly because a Mr. Stuart Glennie 

| heard nothing of either Mr. Macco!l or Cannon Liddon in Servia.’ 
This is a novel and diplomatic way of giving at once the lie direct and 
by inference to two gentlemen of position and unimpeachable veracity. 
lf this is the same Mr. Stuart Gilennie who manceuvred special infor- 
mation in a way more creditable to his notions of the ingenious than 
the ingenuous, there may be more reason for depending on his negative 
testimony than at first sight appears. But possibly the two reverend 
gentlemen passed through when Mr. Glennie was having his memor- 
able interview with the Daily News’ spécial correspondent. And even 
Mr. Glennie could hardly be expected to notice strangers much at a 
time when he was having his nose pulled anc other strong arguments 
applied to him for interfering unduly, unwarrantably, and worse, with 
the duties of properly credentialled professional pressmen. While, if 
this be not the same Mr. (ilennie who had the honour of being kicked, 
who is he, and why is so much Conservative credence put in the fact 


A NOBLE AMBITION. 


cannot get right. 













‘* Self-congratulation ”’ 


wiped out with “ Forgiveness.” 


wrong. 


them at all. 


tt 


at all! 
I had better do so. 


Wuew a person sits down to look over the items of his past life and 
to balance his account with himself there is always one item which he 
Such entries as “‘ Good Deeds,” ** Lucky Hita,”’ and 
80 on, are easily disposed of, as he always finds a sufficient amount ot 
to place on the other side of the sheet to 
balance them; and ‘Sins’? and “ Little Weaknesses”’ are similarly 
But then the ditliculty commences. 
There is always a small amount of “ Forgiveness”’ over the quantity 
required to balance the ‘‘ Sins,’ yet there is never enough over to 
place against the item “ Blunders,’ and so the whole account gets 
This is my difficulty at present: there's a whole heap ot 
these ‘‘ Blunders” on my sheet, and hardly any “ lorgiveness” for 
One of the biggest of these Blunders is the utter), 
erroneous estimate I once formed of my friend Spekter’s characte:, 
and this Blunder made such a gap in my vanity and so injured my 
taith in my own wisdom that | don’t believe I ever shall balance iu 
It’s going a little out of my way to tell you about Spekter, 
but as he was originally intended as the theme of this story I suppos« 
This is a serious story, mind—and quite true, 































there can be no honest doubt. 


; keeping a kicking. 
—o 


tramps and starvelings upon whom no respectable man or well-bred 
woman would care to waste a thought. At an inquest held on an 
infant that had attempted to add his mite to the pauper population, 
which exists for the purpose of offering contrast to the immense 
wealth of this country, but which failed in its attempt— Heaven alone 
knows how fortunately for itself !— some curious statements were made. 
A woman taken with the pains of maternity in a casual ward at 
Birmingham was, notwithstanding her own shrieks and the desperate 
clamour for assistance of the other inmates, allowed to go untended 
for even two hours and a half after ‘‘it was all over.”’ Picture to 
yourselves, you who care to dwell upon such scenes, the horror of that 
long night. O delicately-nurtured mothers, fond and happy fathers, 
fancy the denial of even that cup of cold water, the giving of which— 
we have Divine authority for this— would bless even a parish beadle. 
Think—but why think of such vermin as ‘casuals’? ? No truly re- 
spectable or genteel people care. And after all, no one can say that 
the guardians of Birmingham don’t keep strict guard over their poor, 
and thereby do their duty thoroughly. 


~— 


- _ _ —— —. 


FLUNKEYANA. 
Sik Henry Perk was so astonished at seeing Lord Derby in 
London ‘after everybody had gone to the country,” and so 
struck by the tremendous ability and self-sacrifice shown by this 
abnegation of a natural desire to go out of town, that he could not 
help taking off his hat as he passed his lordship in the Park and 
saying, “God bless Lord Derby!" This is rather hard on the 
Foreign Secretary, who stays in London * because he likes it’’ and 
has work there, and whose good sound common sense must lead him to 
wish « lot of his over-zealous friends where nu amount of similar 
Peekant benedictions would be of the least use to them. Better a 
millstone round its neck than the support of some of the supporters of 
the Conservative Government, if they are to be judged by their in- 
articulate denunciations of the one side and equally able appreciations 
of the other. 










A Gasthaus. 

Tree servants have been poisoned in a restaurant at Antwerp 
through a leaky gas-pipe in their bedroom. ‘The immediate cause of 
the fatality was gas-trick poisoning. Strange that it should have 
occurred in a gastronomical establishment. 







Gamesome. 
Two important ‘‘abinet Councils were recently held at Belgrade ; 
“ Prince Milan was unable to attend, being engaged snipe shooting.” 
Afiairs of State were much too birdensome for the upsetter of 
Europe's peace. Like other Princes, he prefers his own little 
“game.” 









Wat's the difference between a slight mist and a shagbag lawyer? 
— One's a petty fog and the other's a petty fogger. 











rs! that he did not see, or even hear of the presence of, Mr. Macc ll and 
ma: Canon Liddon? Evidently, he must be « perron of imm: nse import- 
5 ance if the mere fact of his not seeing or hearing of them is taken as 
proof that these two gentlemen never ‘put foot in Servia, and never 
saw the things which as eye-witnesses they denounce, and of which 
Keeping a sig must now for ever fude 
away as an evidence of respectability before the superior claims of 
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Among the, home atrocities which have within the past week 
-~_~-—= we v ; aa wes J tw wee ~- o « ~* t 
is one that would be atrocious indeed, did it affect any but a lot of 


aaa 


so I am very, very sorry that [ began it in such a flippant way. : 
used to know Spekter at school, and from the very first 1 looked upon 
him as a queer, purposeless, listless sort of fellow, who never took an) 
interest in anything. He would learn his lessons for fear of imme- 
diate punishment, but he had forgotten them the moment they werr 
said, and never seemed to have an idea that they ought to. be retained 
for future use. 

He would play when we asked him to, but he never seemed to car: 
whether he succeeded or failed in putting the ball into the hat, o: 
& searching”? Tones on his sore place, Or properly maddening the litt): 


boys he bullied. If I had failed in any of these things I should hay. 
been quite unhappy, but /e never was. 

The peculiarity which struck me most was his entire carelessness a: 
to the future. When we placed stools on the darkest part of the stair- 
in the interests of a descending usher, Spekter was, 1 believe, the onl) 
boy who was never heard to express a hope that the victim would com: 
down hard. I was very sorry to see this carelessness of things t. 
come in Spekter, and when time had gone on a little and we wer 
both leaving school for good, I took occasion to speak to him on th: 
subject. 

‘“* Spek,” I said, ‘‘ what are you going to do?”’ 

‘*‘] m going home to tea,”” he replied. 

“Yes,” I said; ‘‘ but what are you going to de?” 

** Lazy,” he replied. 

“But what business? Ain't you gcing to study for a clergyman 
or a lawyer or a butcher or something ?”’ 

“Oh, I dunno. My father says I’d better bea judge. 
be a judge as anything, or anything as a judge.” 

I had an idea that one must go through some preliminaries to be a 
judge, but I wasn’t sure; however, I earnestly besought him to be a 
judge and give his mind to it, and he said, “All right—dont 
bother,’’ and went home to tea. 

I looked out after this to see him beginning to be a judge—(I felt 
sure now that he would have to be apprenticed to one first)— but 
month after month went by, and he didn't begin. On the contrary, 
he idled about all cay, smoked, pleyed at cat’s-cradle with the litt 
girl at the greengrccer’s, and at marbles with the little boy at the 
paper-shop, #nd often strolled in to see me in the evening (after the 
authorities in town had unchained me from the ink-stand), always iu 
the same purposeless way. 

“Spek,” I said, v.ry solemnly, when we were both about twenty, 
“when are you going to take to some occupation?”’ (I had given up 
the judge idea by this time, having learned a thing or two.) “ Ycu 
distress me! You have no prospects— no money !”’ 

‘**T have thirteen pounds and some silver,’ he said. 
left me oo 

“Oh, Spek! I want to see you acting like a man with a future 
before him!’’ (What an ingenuous phrase this is; as if there had 
ever been a man with a future dehind him!) 

‘‘ Bother the future!” he said. ‘I don’t see the use of the future, 
and | hate to think of it.’’ (I now remembered that I had often seen 
him wince when he came to that tense in his verbs at school ) 
‘“‘ Mugglethwaite,” he said, displaying animation for the first time 
since | had known him; “I see no end glorious und noble encugh to 
work for! J/ don’t want to bea judge! I don't want to be « great 
painter, or poet, or soldier, or statesman! All these things are very 
well, but I long for some end more noble still—more brilliant— more 
above the ordinary mortal aspirations of man!” (His eye ai/ flash 
now! I had never seen him like this before.) ‘“ ‘his is what I pine 
for, and there is no such end,” he said, relapsing at once into his «vld 
carelessness; ‘and I don't care to work fer nothing. How con- 
foundedly muddy one’s boots get this weather. Good night.’’ 

He went on lounging abcut as usual for four or five years mcre, ard 
all my suggestions for brilliant careers fell upon an uninterested ear. 
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I had sketched several plans of life for him: one dealt with a 
missionary’s life in Central Africa, with Martyrdom for a brilliant 
finish ; but though Spekter (who really was a very good fellow indeed) 
likei the idea of doing good, a:.d was inclined to relish the Martyrdom 
rather, still the end was not grand enough for Ais aspirations So I[ 
had quite begun to despair about him and to make up my mind for the 
worst, when one evening [ heard him bounding up the nine flights of 
stairs which led to my attic. This circumstance rised me, for he 
had never before been interested enough in anything to be in a hurry 
He rushed into my room and grasped my hand, and I saw the light of 
actual Hopgin his eye. ‘* Why, Spek,’ I said, “ you're interested in 
something at last!” 

‘¢T am—I am!” he replied, breathleasly and fervently ; ‘“‘ I have 
found a future at last worth working for—worth being a martyr, any- 
thing, for! I have indeed discovered a reward higher than all the 
aspirations of mor al man—a reward worthy of the best labours of 
the good, the great, and the noble! I wi// work now! Read this,— 
there is indeed a Future!!”’ 

He showed me a cutting from the day’s paper: it contained an 
account of a visit to a spiritual séance, nothing more. —_— 

‘‘ Well,” I said, ‘‘ I don’t see any end of worldly ambition here.” 

‘‘ Mine,”’ he replied, “is no ambition of this world”’: and before I 
had time to question him further he had gone. From that day there 
was a wonderful change in him. I must here confess that, knowing 
next to nothing about the law, I haven’t the least idea whether it be 
possible for a man to begin studying for it at the age of twenty-seven 
and succeed in becoming a judge; I am inclined to think that it is not 
possible, and that the whole notion displays dense ignorance on my 
part. Still it is necessary for the working out of this story that my 
friend Spekter shou/d do as stated above, and so f have no hesitation 
in affirming that he did. Yes, he worked, worked, worked, morning 
and night, became a barrister, a Q.C., and finally a Jupce! Then I 
called upon him. He was immensely rich, but he was living in. two 
dismal rooms without an atom of comfort in them, and when I 
arrived he was eating some cold pease-pudding which he had just 
bought at a cookshop. ; ; - 

‘© Well,” I said, ‘“‘now you've attained the height of your ambition, 
why don’t you make yourself decently comfortable ?”’ 

He glared at me. ‘ Zhis the height of my ambition! I told you 
my ambition was not of this world—this greatness of mine is but a 
means to an end. I give my twenty thousand a year to the poor. 
The reward I look for will be after death! Oh, Mugglethwaite' 
Think of the glorious privileges enjoyed by the ghosts of those who 
have been really good and great in this world! Trey poss their time 
tn scribbling on slates and tipping underneath tables! ! Is not this a 
sufficient ambition ?”’ 

I was struck at once with the gloriousness of the task. 

oe +. * * 

In three months from that time my friend Spekter died—one of the 
greatest, most philanthropic, and most celebrated men of his time. 
One evening, about a month later, I was sitting by my fire, when I felt 
a strange stirring in my hair. Turning, I shuddered on perceiving 
the ghost of the departed judge standing beside me. There was a look 
of hopeless disapp»intment in its eyes which I can never forget. 
‘“ Mugglethwaite,” it said, ‘“‘my mortal endeavours were all in vain. 
There is 80 much competition among the spec'res of the world’s great 
ones for the slate-scribbling berths that I stand no chance. How am 
I to compete with such as Dante, King Herod, and Napoleon the 
First ? The glorious reward is not for me!”’ 

And with a heart-broken wail the ghost faded away. 













































Royal Exchangy. 


Some cannibal, evidently in despair at not getting what he wants at 
the Exchange Hotel. Leeds, advertises in a local paper, for a “ roast 
cook.’’ The worst of it is, to us, that the advertiser positively expects 
to get it, or he wouldn’t advertise. As we only believe in roast mis- 
sionary and stewed husband, we will suggest an exchange—the sub- 
stitution of a simple broiled bone for an entire roast cook. Exchanges 


please copy. 





‘* By their Works 


Ar Madame Tussaud's the latest addition is a group consisting of 
the three Emperors— Russia, Germany, and Austria— evidently debating 
whether it shall be peace or war. A fitting memorial of their past, 
present, and future, Whacks. And so appropriate—so like what they 


deserve, too. 


Clothes Reasoning. 
Woe to the man who does not wear the stated clothes at the stated 
intervals: his state will not be graciousin society. However, if his 
garments are not properly cut, he will be. 


ByronicaLtty Speakinc.—Cereal’s success—a good harvest. 
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““THE WORLD'S A STAGE.” 


I Love the play, the merry play, 
At Surrey, Gaiety, or Vic ; 
As wearily I plod my way 
Life seems a “ flip-flap”’ sort of trick. 
I love the play, the merry play, 
I also love it when it s sad. 
I love it when — but hold! to-day 
One mustn't whisper—when it’s bad, 


Ambitious ways through life, to me 
Of all ways seem the vainest vain, 

One toils and toils through life to see 
It's end can prove the only gain. 

But “hold the mirror up’’ and then 
Within my bosom all is glad ; 

Yes, even if - but stay, my pen ! 
One mustn't whisper—if it’s bad. 


My life has been a time of woe 
Which tragedy alone dispels; 
In Phelps's day I'd always go 
To seek diversion at “the Wells.”’ 
And even now when things go wrong 
New joys are sock and buskin clad. 
Clad even thuugh—be quiet, tongue! 
One mustn't whisper—though it’s bad. 


In politics I find no grace, 
No pleasure in fanatic spout, 
I'd rather in the pit have plaice, 
Or sandwiches and half o’ stout. 
To me the:e s much the greater claim 
In actor than in Whig or Rad, 
And if old Cibber—fie! for shame ! 
One mustn’t whisper— Cibber's bad. 


By men I’ve measured my career, 
I’ve seen the best that ever played, 
I've seen 'em comic, caustic, drear : 
They fret their little hour—and fade. 
And, as to living’s lonely goal 
I playfully my course must “ pad,” 
I ask—but don't be rash, my soul! 
One mustn’t whisper—is it bad 7 








‘* Fille-ing’s Believing.” 

Tue management of the Globe has produced a new and seasonable 
Jo-cularity bearing on the course of current events, entitled Slate 
Peneilings ; or, Out of Speruts. We venture to say no one will be out 
of spirits at the finish of it, but will find therein balm. There is a 
good deal of the old Jo—Jo Miller—about it, though this but leavens 
the leading claims of the other and newer Jo. And so all is Jo-cund, 
Jo-vial, and strictly Lee-gal. By the way, we don’t remember, with 
all the French tha: is used in the construction of originality for the 
English stage, to have heard before that Jennie Lee is truly une Joie 
fille. 


Princely Patronage. 


Paince Dauieep Sincu advertises, ‘‘ to poets, etc.,’”’ his desire for 
the libretto of an opera, the subject of which must be tragic. “ £20 
will be given for it if approved of.” Lo the poor Indian whose 
untutored mind evidently leads him into an error as to the position o 
poets among us island barbarians. He should have addressed his 
requirements to “ poets” only, though even these, judged by what is 
now and again paid for a “ book of the words” or a ‘‘comic”’ song, 
would hardly care to enter into the lists of Dhuleep, whose vocation is 
evidently that of Singhing songs of sixpence. 


Technical Education. 

A Liverpoot constable, named Black, has just received nine months 
for robbing a comrade—name unknown “to fame’’—of his watch. 
Evidently this youth’s ambition was the Black Watch. He should 
bear in mind, however (when he comes out), that from the object of 
his desire there is neither escape nor vertical movement. (scotch 
explanations supplied at the smallest advance on English cash prices.) 


BR. I. PR, 
Wuewn Jo Jeff:rson shall be very old, and his face furrowed, the 
name of his play must be changed to Rip van Wrinkle. 


Wuar the milkmaid said of the man who kissed her.—How Dairy. 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE XIII.—HIS INTELLIGENCE. 
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‘* What’s my work! Wy, everythink as I ’ave a mind to turn 
my ’and to is my work ——”’ 
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** And I’m blowed if I’m a-goin’ to ’ave intelligent fellers a doin’ it. ** Ain’t a-doin’ it right, ain’t I? Well who said as I was? 
If yer don’t ’and that ‘ere job over to me, I'll strike.” business to want such work done at all!” 
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*’ Ere, I shall chuck up this kind o’ werk —(on’y, mind, no one else ain’t ** Well, Iam jiggered! Jy they ain’t din and set a intelligent feller to do 
te do it ! )—and take to designin’ the New Courts o’ Law.” that too!’ (Strikes.) 
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Mrs. Derby (the old Family Cook) :—“ DRAT ’EM, WITH THEIR NEW-FANGLED WAYS! I WISH I WAS WELL OUT 
THIS SITl 


OF 








oo 
+ 
, 


Ae a —— Bag: en oe tage gle , gt ; 
BEF we ba Te De OE eee eM ees eee, LEIS I et 


- tm ‘¢ *. of -_- 





a 2 e 
a 


- 


- 


eet Eo SE Fg Tie Te shah ors 














Se eee 


“. <a” aad = 








AP wee 


wads oe eee, a 
ee SS “4s ne et 


e 


" ae Toa : 7 : ys , ns ¥ 2 
ahaa ld a eae dune s fl pe it ede Ss Se ~~ - - apis ad 








Nov. 1, 1876.] 


A VULGAR NOTION. 


Brit Dozss is a chap as hawks taters 
In a street runnin’ out o’ the “ Diles”’ 
(His murphies is reg Jar fust-raters, 
Just try ’em and see how they biles). 
Now Bill ain’t a bad sort o’ feller, 
Don't get drunk more nor twice in a week, 
Don’t often cop pals on the smeller, 
And keeps pretty clear o’ the beak. 


I'm a gentleman living in clover 
(My language above is disguised) ; 
Through the byways of London a rover, 
One day this Bill Dobbs I surprised 
With his head on the lap of his lady, 
Enjoying a moment’s repose 
On a kerbstone delightfully shady, 
By which a mud rivulet flows. 


The glow of rude health on their faces 
Could no sun in its setting eclipse, 
Of an open-air meal there were traces, 
And a mark as of beer on their lips. 
The name of his true love was Polly, 
She sold pickled whelks at a stall, 
She’d a tongue that was quick at a “ volley,” 
And arms that were good at a maul. | 
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I gazed on the couple reclining, | 
And envied their innocent joy. | 
Forbidden to me was the dining 
Al-fr:sco on hot saveloy ; 
Forbidden to me was the pleasure 
Of resting a while in the street, 
With my love and a publican’s measure, 
And a basin of something to eat. 


There are blessings which fall to the coster 
A gentleman freely wou!d share : 

The fancy of these he may foster— 
To them is more than he dare. 

And I feel, now I’ve given the matter 
A moment of adequate thought, 

That to spoon on a kerb and “ lap gattcr”’ 
Is not what a gentleman ought. 





Tue Latest Satty.—The Sally Sillyck. 








OBJECTS OF INTEREST. 


Scene: The deck of a Channel Steamer. Night. A. and B. discovered 
stanairg as near the centre of the vessel as possible. They fear to go 
below as they would certainly be ill, their berths being near the stern 
(where there is much pitchig). Their only hope lies in standing up- 
right and taking great gulps of air until the vessel arrives in port (a vision 
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A PAT ANSWER. 


Farmer :—“* Suurg now, MAry, IT'S HINDERING PAT YE ARE, TALKING TO 


HIM THAT WAY.” 
Mary :—‘* ARRAH THIN, IT’S MESELF THATLL NOT TALK TO HIM AXY¥ 


MORE; SHURE I’LL SHPAKE IN A WHISPER INTIRELY.” 

















the first tine in five hours they are buoyant, sanguine men. Their hearts 


| beat with an acceleration which almost speaks of joy, their brows are the 


brows of those to whom the future is not all gloom.) 

B. See, it approaches. No. Oh, A., A., it is disappearing! Oh, 
A., it has gone—gone! Seven hours odd, yet, A.! (Zhey sink again 
to the condition of mere lifeless statues. Another hour’s silence.) 


A. B., I heard the man at the wheel say something,—do you think 


of the distant future). If they stand to windward of the funnel they are | there's anything gone wrong—a leak or anything ? 


cold and soaked with spray ; they dare nct stand to leeward, as the sm:1l | 


of hot oil would do the business at once. They endeavour to find some- 


thing of interest to wile away the time.) 

A. Oneo’clock ; about nine honrs more of it, B.! Shall we be same 
men by that time? (B. rolls his eyes heavenwards, They are silent for 
twenty mixutes. There is nothing to look at or talk about ; there is not 
one ray of sweetness or hope anywhere. The paddles revolve, things creak 
around, the bow and the stern rise and fall with hideous monotony. 

B. (with a sudden relief). By Jove! Lock. 
coming out of the funnel. Do you think they are poking the fire ? 

A. Ah! I daresay they are, you know! 

B. Fancy! Eight hours and forty minutes yet, A. 
twenty minutes’ silence.) 

A. I say, B., here, I say. Look. 
Doesn't it bob? 

B. Yes, by Jingo, it dues bob. Can you see it now? 

A. (buoying himself with a delusive succesr.) Yes, yes. 
Look. (With irrepressible despair.) No. It’s gone. 
and twenty minutes more of it, B.! (An /our’s silence. 


(Another 


Here's a bung in the water. 


I think so. 
Eight hours 


dawning hope.) 
B. A.,A., I say. There ‘s a ship on the horizon! 


A. Ah! No—yet yes; there is indeed, B. (They grasp hands.) 
It has two masts—no three. 

B. Four, I think. Fancy if we had a collision. 

A. (with a real burst of hope). Yes, fancy. P’raps we shall. (For 








There are sparks | 
P | stand s‘lent for five hours more. 


| ever.) 


B. begins to | 


gaze fervently into the gloom; he clasps his hands ; his eyes sparkle with | 
_and of course unsuccessful rival, that he would probably make the 


B. (brightening, yet with a prudent recollection of former hope blighted.) 
P’raps there is. P’raps (with a feeling that it is too sweetly exciting to 
be true), p raps we reon fire ? (No other sounds are heard. All is heart- 
rending silence.) 

A. (in a ghastly voice.) No, B., we are not even on fire. More than 


six hours yet, B. (Two hours’ silence this time.) 
B. (with a feeble attempt at renewed interest.) There’s another spark 


from the fun——. (Breaks down.) 

A. B., henceforth I care not. Life has no charms for me. (They 

Henceforth nothing has power te 

interest them.) 

B. (languidly, when they have been skirting the coast for upwards of an 
hour.) A., here’s the land. 

A. (without interest.) B., I am aware of it. 
and wander their diverging ways. Their interest and hope ar: 


(They step on to the quay 
Gone Sor 


Worth a Bushel of Words. 


Ir ia said that when Mr. Paulton gallantly undertook to carve 
Martin Chuzzlewit into Folly-shooting shape, he was told by an envious 


judicious weep. ‘* Let ‘em snivel who will,” said the admirable 


| funereal furnisher, ‘‘ they're sure to sneer who lose.’’? And thereupon, 
_ with a splendid and hearse-like chuckle and a contemptuous toss of the 


head, he made one effort and produced a Pecksnif’. And yet the critics 
don't admire him. 
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TAKING TWO TOGETHER. 


New Rector's Wife (who has been explaining the third Commandment) :—“I Hops, Witt1am SLOMAN, YOU NEVER SWEAR.” 


? 


A BIRTHDAY BALLAD. 


To-morrow, my love, is your birthday, 
And some of your slaves have agreed 
To make the occasion a mirth-day, 
And I've not the least doubt they’ll succeed. 
I can picture the ripples of laughter 
When the children will crown you their queen, 
And your blush when, a little while after, 
J, as lover, appear on the scene. 
Then with pleasure your heart will be beating 
To see us acknowledge your sway, 
And we'll give our wee darling the greeting— 
Many happy returns of the day ! 


May the friends who'll surround you to-morrow 
Remain ever faithful and dear— 

And not even the shadow of sorrow 
Dim those love-beaming eyes with a tear. 

I can answer for one who'll continue 
To love you with heart all aflame, 

‘Tis some one who's working to win you— 
I need not here mention his name. 

And when for your hand he’s entreating, 
I know you'll not answer him nay ; 

But. meanwhile, accept of his greeting— 
Many happy returns of the day ! 


With thinking what present to proffer, 
My mind's, as it were, on a rack— 
I have little but kisses to offer 
And those you'll be giving me back ! 
But still, Jistle cherry-lipped maiden, 
Some gift 1'll endeavour to bring— 
I may probably visit you laden 
With an article known as a ring 


' 7 eye <= 


William (mildly) :-—‘* Ou, no, MumM—LBEASTWAYS ON’Y¥Y ON WEEKDAYS.” 


Methought I should send you this lay— 
To be first with the old-fashioned greeting,— 


| Many happy returns of the day! 


| But to-night— in advance of our meeting— 


Quite Eighty-one Ton. 

Srtr Ggorcs Bowyer has been enlightening the world lately through 
the columns of the 7imes, killing Queen Anne and taking Holland for 
' the poor excluded Dutch. ‘‘ How do you pronounce his name?” asked 
| an intelligent forcigner, who happened to be at “‘the Square” the 
| other day, anxious to overcome the mystery of English open vowels. 

“Oh,” replied the Editor, ‘‘ J pronounce it rapidly—as though the w 
| and the y were absent—it’s easy, that’s y—and he is such a very great 
| gun [= 


| ‘¢___. et Beati Martini.” 

| Tue latest of the Albert Memorials, that of Mr. Theodore Martin, 
shows twothings. First, that Mr. Martin could write better with the 
| late Professor Aytoun than he can without him; and second, that it is 
| possible to outdo even the gilding of refined gold and the painting of 
the lily. They are outdone by the new German silver and the trebly- 
| gilt gingerbread which make up the elements of heaven-sent literature 


and inborn art, according to the principles of patronage. 


Defiance not Defence. 

A new work by Captain Shaw is advertised, entitled Fire Protection. 
| Captain Pshaw! It is not, says our own fire-eater—except among 
_penny-a-liners and ‘ Zoroasters’”—so much the protection of the 

‘“‘ devouring element”’ as its prevention, that is desirable. 


| 


| ‘‘ Never No More.” 

| Ar the Mansion House a dinner has been given “in honour of the 

_ profession of the stage.’’ A carping critic (one of the uninvited) says 
that the profession is in future much more likely to be honoured than 

| the practice. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
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CORNELIUS MAGGOT. 


Ir was war! The man in the moon, and the boy in the street, and 
the respectable tradesman who always gave Lord Beaconsfield a fair 
price for his old clothes, were all agreed on that point. Besides, the 
Government had begun warlike preparations. Had not the Horse- 
guards had their boots soled and heeled? Had not a real Field- 
Marshal ordered the hood of his Bath-chair to be kept up day and 
night? Had not photographs of the eighty-one ton gun been des- 
patched tothe private residence of Gortschakoff's washerwoman? Had 
not the navy been attended to? Had not Ward Hunt ordered a new 
feather for his cocked hat? Had not Tarleton and Leiningen been 
sent as parlour-boarders to the Royal Naval College against they were 
wanted? Jad not the strength of the rum served to the Besika Bay 
squadron been tested by the Government analyst? Didn't Lord 
Derby sleep with a pistol under his pillow, and hadn't the Omnibus 
Company contracted to carry volunteers to Hampstead Heath at the 
rate of adozenaday? Ifallthis didn’t mean war it meant nothing. 
Cornelius Maggot, junior, was young, certainly—he was three—but he 
wasn't too young to know that war was imminent, and that imminent 
war meant immense peril to the land of his birth, his beloved and 
much vaunted English fatherland. 

Cornelius Maggot, aged three, wasa quick child. Perception and 
action were next door neighbours in his composition. He no sooner 
perceived that war might be, than he determined it shouldn’t be. So 
he acted. He got out of his crib one cold November night, when his 
father had gone to his burial club, and his mother was redeeming her 
flannel petticoat (his parents were poor, if they’d been rich his reason- 
ing faculties would have been dormant at three), and crawled down 
into the street. ‘There he met a politician coming home drunk froma 
discussion forum. ‘“ Please, sir,’”’ said Cornelius, ‘‘ who will begin this 
war that is soimminent?” ‘The Emperor Alexander,” hiccoughed 
the politician. ‘‘ Where does he live?” ‘S’petersbur’—when he’s 
tome—su times Livi-da. S'petersburg ’ill find him if you drop a pos’- 
card.” “ And please, sir, if you ain’t too drunk,” concluded Cornelius, 
‘‘which is the nearest way to St. Petersburg?” ‘“ Cross Chan'll, 
through France, through Prus-shiar, and ask again when you come to 
Berlin.” ‘ ‘Thank you kindly, sir,” said Cornelius. ‘“ Good night.” 

* * = * * 

“‘ Dear me,” said Cornelius Maggot to himeelf, as a fortnight after- 
wards he toddled into St. Petersburg, “it’s a very long journey. I 
hope I’m in time.’’ He was just in time. Everything was ready. 
The Empress and the Czarewitch had bullied the poor old Emperor till 
he wished himself down a salt mine in Siberia, and he'd promised 
faithfully to declare war on the morrow if they’d only leave him alone. 
Cornelius, who had climbed a waterspout outside the Emperor's bed- 
room, heard the Czar promise the Empress, as she bent over him to 
tallow his nose, that no power on earth should make him break his 
word to her, and Cornelius heard the old lady doa Highland fling on 
the doormat, and sing “ Down with England”’ to the tune of ‘Old 
Mother Gum.’’ Cornelius remembered the Duchess’s baby arriving, 
and he knew what the Empress was thinking of. 

Now when the door was shut he opened the window and got in. 
Then he curled himself up sma)l in a corner under the Czar’s helmet, 
where no one could see him, and began to prevent war. 

‘¢ Alexander! Alexander!” cried a small voice from nowhere, in the 
middle of the night, “‘are you going to war with Turkey?” “Oh 
Lor’, oh Lor’,” said the Czar, starting up and rubbing his eyes. 
‘‘ Ghosts, as am a Romanoff!’’ ‘ Alexander! Alexander, remember 


your papa!” said the voice. Then the Czar burst intoa cold per-. 


spiration and promised he would. ‘ Alexander! Alexander! I am 
the warning spirit of the Romanoffs. Go not to war with Turkey if 
you would not share your father’s fate.’”’ ‘‘Oh dear! oh dear!” 
shrieked the night-capped Cesar, starting up full length and tugging 
wildly at the bell-rope. ‘‘ Here, Empress! Czarewitch! Help! Ghosts!” 

They tumbled in one after the other, and Gortschakoff, who'd been 
making treaties in an attic, came with them. They rammed burnt 
feathers up his nose and knocked him on the head with the candlestick, 
and at last he came to. And all he could say was “No war!” and 
‘“‘Ghosts!”” And there was no war, for the Czar countermanded it 
there and then, and the Empress went into hysterics, and the Czare- 
witch used the worst language in the Russian vocabulary. But the ghost 
carried the day. 

And so Cornelius saved Europe from the horrors of a general 
slaughter, and when he got back home he felt it hard that his father 
should spank him, and harder still that the very next day Government 
made an old gentleman of ninety-six a Field-Marshal, and hardest of 
all, that the same Government insisted upon his going to a Board 
School, where he caught the measles of another little boy, and died. 


The Last Quo-tation of the Status. 


Accorp1nG to the present look of the political horizon the status 
seems anything but anti-bellum. 
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NOVEMBER ! 
(4A Parody on a Popular Poem. By Permission of the Author.) 


Witu steady nerve, kind friends observe 
November now proclaims 
His ancient right to vent his spite, 
And carry on his games! 
With fogs and mists, he now persists, 
In “skinning” persons’ throats, 
So heed the Bard—pray be on guard, 
And don your ecarves and coats ! 
Please to remember the month of November 
Is sure to indulge in a plot— 
For many a reason, this horrible season 
Should never be forgot ! 
(Chorus.) Now then, boys, all together !— 
Fie, fie, fie! 
November, you're a “‘ guy”! 
We strongly hope you'll quickly “ slope’’— 
And joyfully we'll cry— 
Hooray! 


Extremely glum November’s come 
And taken up his post; 

He always stays for thirty days, 
Then “ hooks” it like a ghost. 

But whilst he’s here the weather's drear, 
And terror turns us pale, 

For who can be in healthful glee 
When coughs and colds prevail ? 

So, reader, remember that nasty November 
Is certain to give it us hot— 

And that is a reason this terrible season 
Should never be forgot! 


(Chorus.) Hi, hi, hi! 
November we’)l defy ; 
He is, we know, our fiercest foe ; 
But when he’s gone, we’ll cry— 
Hooray ! 





boTs AND LINES. 


Lonpon correspondent of country paper, speaking of war rumours, 
says, ‘the poor Duchess of Edinburgh, at Malta, must be feeling very 
uncomfortable.’ Poor, indeed, and uncomfortable if she requires 
this sort of sympathy. = Mr. Cuttle is robbed of a large cod-fish. 
Instead of sympathising with him, a “‘ worthy”’ wit, and magistrate to 
match, said the charge must be dismissed because he didn’t believe the 
prosecutor had lost a cod-fish and a Cuttle-fish as well. ‘* (Laughter.)” 
== There isto be a new improvement Bill for Leeds next Session. If it 
will tend to an improvement in Friendly Leeds we shall give it our 
warmest support. = Brutal murder on a Belgian railway. We have 
been waiting for some days to hear what the gentlemen who con- 
stantly point out the safety which comes from a Continental system 
of communication with guard whenever anything happens on an 
English line, have to say to this. But they don’t say. — Tory leader- 
writer states that he doesn’t believe any of me eee e who saw atroci- 
tarianism out in Bulgaria ever were there. e will go further with 
him than that, and say we don’t believe there is such a place as Bul- 
garia at all. Nor any war. Nor any Turkey. And even less 
sausages. = Mr. Val Prinsep commissioned to paint grand national 
picture, Declaration of Her Majesty as Empress in India. Surely 
there must be something wrong somewhere. Such a com- 
mission should have been entrusted to an Academician—or et 
least an Associate—for, of course, a// the very best painters are in the 
Academy. Of what use would it be, if they were nut? — One of the 
greatest and most ancient proverbs says that the greatest of all arte ie 
to conceal art. Perhaps that’s what the Academy does in the interests 
of Art for some of its members. It’s concealed very closely and 
cleverly, on the walls. — Return of the Arctic Expedition. And 
without discovering the Source of the Nile! 





Tragic Comedy. 

Tue Atheneum hazards the suggestion, in reference to a supposed 
decadence in dramatic art, that “the greatest incomes earned by 
players are made by two or three who are meritorious buffoons, but 
who are not actors.’’ Unfortunately, the leading whseany Joumse does 
not supplement this with the further information, which it alone 
should be able to give with authority, whether these greatest incomes 
are made in coer or in comedy, and whether it is against a buffoon, 
under these peculiar circumstances, that he happens to be meritorious 
—even as a buffoon. 


A Deap Hear.—Cremation heat. 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 


“Have yer FevTHEeR Gone HOME, Bitty?” “ Ees, Morusr.’ 


“Ba ‘gE pap, Bitty?” ‘“ Egs, Moruer, AWFUL.” 
“Dip "BB WHACK yBk, Bitty?” 
“Noa, Noa, Motnue#rk; HE HADN'T SENSE ENOUGH LEFT.” 


AN EXTRA CHARGE. 


‘Att that was left of them—left of six hundred,” held their 
anniversary dinner last week, this time under arrangements more in 
unison with their claims on heroic rank and historic prestige. We 
are glad, in the interests of these brave fellows, to record that they 
did not this year obtain a cheap dinner on conditions which can only 
be regarded as degrading—which would be impossible in any other 
country—the conditions of last year. Some surprise was manifested at 
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CHARITY’S CHARITY. 
(See the Timms, Oct. 24, 1876.) 


Acerp and weary 
And hungry and sad, 
Draggled and dreary 
And scantily clad. 
Hollow-eyed, panting, 
Catching for breath, 
Cast—by the canting, 
The ‘‘ Charity granting,” 
The specious deceivers, 
The cold unbelievers— 
Out for their death. 


Cast out to wander 

By Charity’s self, 
Hungry to ponder 

On pittance and pelf. 
Starving to gaze on 

The pomp of the rich, 
And then with amaze on 
The gorgeous displays on 
The street which is leading 
The footsore and bleeding 

To death in a ditch. 


Organization 

And Charity trade, 
Beware indignation 

At what you've essayed. 
Beware of the feeling 

Of honest and true— 
Who, roused by such dealing, 
Indignant, appealing, 
Cry, ‘* Out with this shame-spot, 
This pestilent blame-spot, 

And down with the crew!”’ 
























Fiat Experimentum, 


America. It is also on Americans, and lies heavyy— some 
might, with good show of reason, say roundly and 
heavily. The American press, and some portions of the 
English, are extremely angry. But why care? The 
production of a French Marquis can never be considered 


| A Frencu Marquis has written a French book on 
of more than Tentative character. 








Ir has been repeatedly remarked that among the coruscation of 
dramatic talent which assembled the other aay at Lord Mayor Cotton's 
hospitable table, none of the foreign authors whose works occasionally 
take new and original shape on the English stage appeared. The 


'remarkers are wrong. We believe several French writers were invited, 


and accepted the invitations, but preferred—and in fact thought it only 


‘their duty—to wait on and thoroughly serve those who have “ done 


the managers of the festival declining to entertain a proposal for the | 
junction at table of the Inniskillings and Scots Greys, who also did | 
such splendid execution on the fatal 25th. The refusal is by no means | 
extraordinary. As the Light Brigadiers have to pay mainly their 


own expenses, they wish to have as little as possible todo with a Heavy 
Charge. 
Heal-all, 

‘‘ Ar the present time,” says the City Press, “there are about 300 
curacies vacant in the metropolis.” If our experience goes for any- 
thing, there is at least an equal number of equally “ vacant ’”’ curates. 
Who, strange to say and however as well, are by no means without 
cures. Each one is himself a * cure.’ 


tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


select the pattern best suited to your hand. PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION. —F¥ Cocoa thiekous in the cup it proves the addition of starch. =. U | 8) RES +S) 
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so much to make French dramatic art popular in England.” 


Accorded. 


Wuewn a piano gets out of tune, it must be on compulsion. It 
couldn’t do it of its own acchord. 


Knowing their Place, 


fw Ready, Price One Shilling, 8828 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877. 
Epvitep By Henry SAmpson. 


CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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A POET’S PARTIALITY. 
By Ovr Lunatic LAUREATE. 


Let Browning sing of cats and churls, 
And Tennyson of Queens ; ‘ij? 
Let Swinburne shriek of brazen girls, 
And Morris paint us scenes ; 
Let Locker love his grandmama, 

And Sterry worship frills, 
My hobby is to shout hurrah 
For somebody who kills. 


Go, bring the poker and the tongs, 
And let me music make, 

To hush the cricket's dying songs | 
And keep the beetle’s wake. | 

For sweet Susannah is my cook, 
And loud my anthem rolls, 

To hymn the vermin brought to book 
Beneath Susannah’s soles, 


And in the kettle drum, 

There’s something sweet in apple pie, 
In butterscotch and rum. 

But oh, the sweetest sound of ‘all, 
The best of any bunch, 

Is that I hear when beetles fall 
Beneath’s Susannah’s “ scrunch.”’ 


| 
| 
There’s music in a maiden’s sigh 


What Shakespeare Spells. 


Mr, Coteman, the manager who has turned his atten- 
tion to Shakespeare, is—we had almost said naturally— 
in the Bankruptcy Court. It is a matter for regret that 
offering a composition of the great William’s should so 
often lead to a man offering a composition of his own, 


In and Out. 


Mrs. Pratamor can’t say as she’s seen drunken 
women with one redeeming tray, but she’s seen lot’s o’ 
drunken women with one redeeming flat-iron. 


Wuen a gentleman addresses a lady as “‘ ma belle,” 
ought he to ring her ? 


THE CLOVEN HOOF. 

Mr. Asunpy Srerry, whose geniality and kindliness of heart are 
shown as well in private life as in his writings, seems by his latest 
issue, the Boudoir Ballads, to have taken upon himself the position of 
Laureate of the Layette and Poet of the Petticoat. Certainly, 
there never was before a book which wore threadbare every article of 
& young lady’s attire that is supposed to come within a masculine 
mind's conception. The book is, as a rule, written with almost match- 
less elegance, the mechanism of which a true versifier is ever so proud 
being of the highest order, but like Apollo with his bow and Homer 
with his nodding apparatus, Mr. Sterry once or twice gets out of order. 
And it is with regard to one of these slips that we should like to say a 
word. Mr. Sterry’s Ballads have been well noticed, and deservedly, 
but it was left to a critic on the Observer to let in a little light on the 
reason why he in particular became enthusiastic to the extent of a full 
column of gush. There is, unhappily, one slip of the pen which makes 
Mr. Sterry, to whom polish is everything, mhyme a trilled r with a 
broadened vowel—a vulgarian atrocity which must have been per- 
petrated in a moment of mental aberration, and which the writer 
would be as anxious to conceal as an objectionable reviewer would be 
to drag it into daylight. This particular reviewer drags it forth; but 
drolly enough he lauds it as a beauty, and quotes as a specimen of the 
splendid workmanship of the book— 

I hear her laugh the while her 
Fingers, dimpled soft and fair, 
Thrill as she clips one lock of hair; 
While I, like Samson, sit still there, 

And smile on sweet Delilah. 

In another verse, also eulogised by thiscritic, we getasrhymes “ water’’ 
and ‘‘ mortar.” 


comes of exposing a style of criticism which is fast growing to 


As we have said before, we like Mr. Sterry and we like | 
his book, the latter not a whit less than the former. And we have no | 
feeling in the matter beyond one of seizing the first opportunity which | 
be | 



























































LETTING WELL ALONE. 


“Ou, Mary, THE WELL’S GOT BROKE, AND WE CAN'T GBT NO WATER; AND 
. ’ 
OH, BAIN’T IT PRIMB! FEYTHER SAYS AS P RAPS WB SHAN T AVE TO WASH FOR 
A FORTNIGHT.” 








as though the critic had naeng but the name of the writer, or actor, 
or painter to guide him in the formation of his opinions. Either the 
Observer critic didn’t know what he was doing, or he knew he was 
doing wrong. In either case he should net be allowed to sit in judg- 
ment. And in either case Mr. Sterry must feel as much annoyed to 
find his blunder praised, as other and greater men have done to see 
their most lend efforts sneered at, and their smallest work applauded 
to the echo, 





‘¢ Ridiculus Mus.” 

Tue Zimes explains, in explanation of one of its own blunders, that 
one part of a paragraph had no more to do with the other than Mount 
Tabor has geographically to do with Constantinople. And what con- 
nection has the great ‘“‘Thunderer,” as it makes this amende, with 
another mountain—the mountain which, after just such another 
struggle, brought forth just such another mouse? 


‘‘ Charity Begins at Home.” 


Tus toll-gates on the road between London and Brighton have been 
for ever abolished. This is because of the notorious impecuniosity of 
the people who mostly travel in that direction, driving four-horse 
coaches and such like chosen vehicles of the very poor. 


City Press-tige. 
From the City Press we learn that there is within sound of Bow 


| Bells a musical society known asthe ’Owl Club, Our facetious con- 


temporary drops the 4 because of its hinconvenience near Halderman- 


bury. 





A Diskivery. 
Mr. Sraste Har can’t make out why Captain Burnaby’s Ride 


iniquitous in literature, as well as in art, on the stage as well as in the | to Kiver should be made so much of. Mr.S. H. has been there himself 
library and the Academy. This is but one instance of many which look | whena southerly wind anda cloudy sky proclaimed a hunting morning. 


VOL. XXIV. 
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FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 8, 1876. 
IMPENDING STRIFE. 


Ho! Russians, sound the first note— 
Ho! Cossacks clear the way ;— 
Let massacre’s accure’d note 
Announce the coming fray : 
For come it must, and blood and dust, 
And struggle sharp, and sudden thrust, 
And cry and groan, and sigh and moan, 
Await the dreaded day. 


See! war and war's alarming 
Fill Europe with their din; 
Behold the nations arming 
To punish Moslem sin. 
And rapine’s gloom and victim's doom 
Proportions visible assume, 
And scythe in hand, across the land 
Stalks Death with ghastly grin. 


Oh, men of rank and station— 
Oh, Tories truly blue— 
Remember how this nation 
Has put it’s trust in you! 
And when the cry is loud and high, 
And heaped-up horrors reach the sky, 
Say, at what price you sacrifice 
The many to the few! 
——— 


A arcs number of clever people, including several newspa 


writers, have suddenly waked up to the fact that Slade, the spiritualist, 


isnot a bit better than any othcr swindler who has been convicted of ob- 
taining money by false pretence; and they ask, just as though they had 
been asking all their lives, what is the difference between Slade and the 
three-card workers or confidence connivers? What is the difference 
between broadcloth and squalidity, between cloth of gold and cloth of 
frieze, between the rascality of the rich and the petty pilfering of the 
poor? What is the difference between the murder of one or two men 
and the massacre of millions, between the “ financing’’ of fortunes 
and the stealing of silk handkerchiefs, between the embezzlement of a 
sovereign to buy a sick wife home comforts and the making of myriad 
beggars by a “lucky hit”? What is the difference between the vice 
of the bedizened and bebroughamed courtezan and her slip-shod 
ruddle-faced gin-reeking sister of low degree? Whatever the differ- 
ence may be between any couple of these, such another difference 
exists between ‘* Dr.’’ Slade and any common street or race-course 
sharp or swindler—the difference of degrees in life; and however 
much the ex-post-facto clever may smile now at the credulity of 
spiritualists, they are just as likely as not themselves to fall into 
some fooltrap of a different kind that may be spread next week if the 
lure be only genteel and ‘ respectable.’’ To us it seems little use in 
giving a swindler three months if the very publicity of the trial has 
brought him a crown of martyrdom, and raised up for him hundreds 
of fresh and frantic supporters. And as the conviction is more than 
likely to be quashed when it comes on for hearing by the Appellate 
Court—as nobody benefits anyhow but the lawyers—there can be no 
doubt it would have been far better for public morality if “ Dr.” Slade 
had been allowed to continue his narrow way in peace—and obscurity. 
eens 

Part of the defence in a singular case at Hammersmith Police 
Court, wherein a bashful inebriate’s bail had been estreated, was wel! 
in keeping with its surroundings. A policeman sent to warn the in- 
temperate that he must appear, had five shillings given him—as he 
said, ‘ thrust upon him ’’— and a complaint was then laid against the 
officer for taking it. We have never been in any way apologists or 
patrons of the police, and so we can here speak freely as fearlessly. 
Five shillings is a great temptation to a man whose weekly earnings 
amount to about a pound; it means to him many small luxuries; and 
to insist on his taking it, and then—finding the amount would not buy 
him body and soul—to complain about his doing so to the magistrate, 
strikes us as being the very essence of meanness. Even “ common 
informers’’ have hitherto kept above that level. We have no wish 
to say one word more about such a case than is absolutely ne- 
cessary ; but we should like to know what the people who do like this 
for five shillings would do for a more important sum— say five pounds. 


Bathos. 

Ar Bath two butchers escaped punishment for possessing putrid 
meat, because the inspector of nuisances was not duly appointed to 
notice such matters. The next one that is duly appointed will after 
this be called the inspector of new senses. And the sense of smell will 


be one of them. 
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THE ARCTIC EXPEDITION. 


It was on the night of the 4th of March and on the borders of the 
Palcescrystine Sea that, evading the .vigilant eye of Nares, I dived 
under an iceberg and started on my journey to the Pole alone. The 
cheers from Southsea beach had rung in my ears too long for me to 
be content with spending the winter on an iccberg, and then returning 
with a dried whale, a dozen oyster shells, and a pound of sea-weed, to 
say the Pole wasn’t to be got at. I meant to get there, and as no one 
else would come with me I started alone. 

I had no difficulty in finding my way across the ice, and after a few 
weeks of the usual privation, sufferings, &c., for full and harrowing 
details of which see usual narratives, I ascertained by scientific observa- 
tion that I was very near the Pole. To my intense surprise, as I 
advanced I found the weather become rapidly warmer ; the ice melted 
away, and green fields appeared. Signs of life and civilisation were 
evident. In the distance 1 perceived the smoke of a chimney. 
Farther off I heard the sound of a bell. I hastened forward, crossed 
a field, got over a stile, went up a mountain, down a valley, swxm 
across a river, took the third to the right and second to the left, and 
then I found myself in the midst of a charming village. Everything 
was there—the church, the public-house, the doctor’s shop, the under- 
taker's, the village school, and the skating rink. Astonished and 
dumbfoundered, I entered the public-house and called for four of Irish 
hot. A buxom landlady, with a large brooch and a big cardinal bow 
on, served me, handed me a crusher, asked me if I took lemon, and 
whether I thought it would be war. ‘Would you kindly tell me, 
mum,” I exclaimed, ‘‘ where I am? I am a stranger in these parts.’’ 
‘So it seems, sir,” answered the landlady ; ‘‘ this is the North Pole.’ 
‘It seems a very nice place. I always understood it was rather cold.” 
‘Oh, no, not at all; rather the reverse. But if you’re a stranger, you 
must go to the Lord Mayor at once and take the oath of secrecy.” 
‘‘Oh, I see. Where does the Lord Mayor live, mum?” I was 
s.ved further inquiries, for at that very moment his lordship dropped 
in promiscuous, and at a sign from the landlady drew me into the bar- 
parlour. I reeognised his face in a moment from a picture I'd seen in 
the News. ‘The Lord Mayor of the North Pole was Alexander Collie. 

We grew affable over ‘‘ fours ” repeated, and he told me all about 
it. The secret of the Pole had been in the possession of a band of 
adventurers for years. Several promoters of public compunies, certain 
chairmen and directors, and a few high-class murderers, burglars, 
and forgers were members of this society; and the Pole was the 
private property of the fraternity, cultivated, built upon, and 
inhabited by them at periods when absence from the ordinary centres 
of civilisation was advisable. ‘‘ But,’ I exclaimed, when his lordship 
paused in his narrative, ‘‘ how the deuce do you get here?’ ‘Simplest 
thing in the world. Follow me.’”’ He stepped out of the bar-parlour, 
and I followed him. We went down a lot of stairs and into a dark 
cellar; then he shut the door and locked it. I began to feel uncom- 
fortable. ‘Take an oath that you will never reveal what you see!”’ 
I was nervous, s0 I said, ** All right, guv’nor,” and took it. Then he 
struck a light, and opened a door. I looked up and saw a staircase. 
‘Follow me,” said his lordship, walking up the staircase; and I 
followed him. After we'd been going up stairs for about three- 
quarters of an hour, we met somebody coming down. He told his lord- 
ship that he'd done the jewel trick at the railway again, and was 
going to the Pole for a month, and passed on. I thought it queer, 
but said nothing. Presently his lordship stopped and knocked at a 
side wall. The wall slid back, and I found myself in a small hollow. 
Following his lordship’s directions, I climbed on to the projection and 
perceived two small pieces of glass. I looked through them and saw 
a crowded street, shops, policemen, and every sign of London life. 

‘* Where am I?’ I exclaimed. 

“ You are looking through the eyes of Albert Grant's statue of Shake- 
speare in Leicester-square.” 

“ Good gracious!” 

Then his lordship explained that the statue was hollow, and opened 
with a spring at the back; that gentlemen in the secret only had to 
wait till night, step into the statue, and walk downstairs to the Pole. 
The staircase had been built by private subscription, and Lord Mayor 
Collie mentioned incidentally that, owing to the kindness of the 
London and Westminster Bank, he had been enabled, in conjunction 
with Alderman Lizardi, to carry out many improvements at the retreat. 
“I’ve built a Sunday-school there,” said his lordship, ‘‘and Lizardi's 
run upachapel. But come; let's get back to the Pole. You haven't 
settled for those ‘fours’ yet.” 

If his lordship thought I was going back azain to the Pole to be 
escorted on to the ice and frozen to death he made a great mistake. 
I made a pretty sbrewd guess how it was that no one, not of the 
fraternity, had ever been back across tke region of snow to tell of this 
wonderful Pole; so I waited till his lordship was off his guard, and 
giving him a sudden shove had the pleasure of hearing him go bumping 
downwards to the Pole at the rate of twenty stairs a minute. 

And when the dusk was come I opened Shakespeare's back and 
made a night of it at the London Pavilion. 
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A DISGRACEFUL CALLING. 


ep wish the peruser to understand, 
°h\ As this is a story of spectre-land; 
It isn't intended for those who 
seek 
To jeer at the spectre tribe. 
Devoutly believe in a ghost I do, 
My wife's a steady believer too ; 
I sit at a séance an hour a- week 
With terror I can’t describe. 


If topics it touches upon (this tale), 
On which it were better to draw the 
veil, 
Oh, let it not foster the vain abuse 
Of sceptical folks who scoff ; 
You'll please to remember, the words 
you see 
Were told by an absolute ghost to 





me, 
Who'd only be glad of the least excuse 
To bodily bear me off! 


In Spirit Society, let me say, 
* Position’s "’ considered a sine guad— 
(For reasons connected with rules of rhyme 
I’ve had to omit the ‘‘ non ’’)— 
All Not-by-Society-understood, 
Or sinister, methods of livelihood 
Are quite as degrading and gross a crime 
As here, on the world we're on. 


Theocritus Dobbles had graced this earth, 
A person of solid commercial worth, 
The head of a lucrative trade affair 
Of highest repute in town: 
Respectable, steady, designed to thrive, 
Serenely retiring at fifty-five, 
He bought him a mansion in Eaton-square, 
And settled him grandly down. 


So when he departed this life among 
A sorrowing cluster of old and young, 
In Spectre-Society’s haughty ring 
His starus was widely known ; 
They knew him a spectre of worth and pith, 
And welcomed him into their midst forthwith, 
As being a spectre who ought to bring 
The spirited social tone. 


They equally welcomed his goodly wife 
When she had departed this mortal life, 
With each of the babies they did the same, 
When each of the babies died : 
When Tommy (the youngest) had joined as well, 
There wasn't in Spectreland known to dwell 
A fami'v circle of purer fame, 
QO. higher domestic pride. 


‘‘ This laudable Dobbles you ne’er detect 
At antios your commonplace ghosts affect,”’ 
The Spectres remarked in admiring tones ; 
“Oh, no; we have always found 
He ever with scrupulous care abstains 
From howling and groaning and trailing chains, 
And as to the rattle of ghastly bones 
We hear that he hates the sound! 


‘“We never have known him to lend himself 
To frightening timorous dames for pelf 
With scandalous paddings about the floors 
And sulphurous-scented airs ; 
He never has made up his mind as yet 
To keep a desirable house unlet 
By scratching and scraping behind the doors 
And creeping about the stairs.” 


His family vault was a sight to see, 
For there, for the purpose of drinking tea, 
The pick of the Spectreland swells betook 
‘Themselves of an afternoon : 
And Dobbles’s babies were held on high 
For juvenile spe:tres to practise by— 
So clean and translucent they used to look 
When standing before the moon. 
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You'll see, when this narrative’s end’s achieved, 
How easily spectres may be deceived, 
For since his accession to Spectreland 
D.’s8 luck was a doubtful game; 
The fame of his glory had waxéd dim, 
And everything nad gone wrong with him, 
Until he was tempted to turn his hand 
To avy odd job that came. 


When off of a morning he daily rushed 
With beaver exceedingly neatly brushed, 
The spectres would stand at their window-panes 
To gaze at his portly form; 
“* He hasn't a minute,” they said, “ to spare, 
His business is such a vast affair, 
Returning prodigious, unheard-of gains — 
Oh, he is extremely ‘warm'!” 


But one of these worshipful spectres who 
One morning had nothing at all to do, 
Went after, to gaze at his wharves —his stores — 
The army of clerks he kept. 
And though I am sorry to speak about 
The things that inquisitive ghost found out, 
And though it’s a duty my soul deplores, 
That duty I must accept. 


He managed that mercantile ghost to trace 
Away to a séance in Bedford-place, 
He saw him abetting a shameless hoax — 
(Unserupulous spectre-chap !) 
He saw him perform to a mortal host 
And personate ‘“ Allie”’ (a lady ghost), 
To swindle the gullible human-folks, 
And scribble on slates, and tap! 


Like gas did the story of shame expand 
‘Through all the recesses of Spectreland ; 
The knell of that Dobbles’s fame was rung, 
And gone was his pride of place. 
His family, penniless, starved and gaunt, 
Now let themselves out by the hour to haunt, 
And, objects of charity, herd among 
The scum of the Spectral race. 





NEARER BY DEGREES. 


Mr. Serseant Cox let off a pretty little joke the other day while 
sentencing a prisoner. Ashe wus compelled to convict one, he thought 
it probably only fair to discharge the other. An Italian sailor was 
found guilty of biting off part of aman’sthumb. It could not by any 
possibility be pleaded that he did it im self-defence, for it was shown 
that prisoner himself placed the injured man’s thumb in proper posi- 
tion before commencing mastication. Mr. Serjeant Cox sentenced this 
intelligent foreigner to six months, and said that if he had been an 
Englishman he should have had twelve. Can it be that the privilege 
of being born English entitles a Common Man to the compensation of 
being paid double fare for his misbehaviour? There may, after all 
be something in this; and if so, we shall in time be able to get at the 
principle which governs those fine old English specimens, the English 
Common Cabmen. We shouldn't like to say anything about English 
Common Serjeants. 





Mr. Hawkrns has become a judge. Remembering what he refused 
and what he has accepted, we may be pardoned for repeating the 
remark—‘“‘ and a good judge, too.”’ 


——— OOOO LLL 
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JUSTICE IN A CORNER. 
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i: | “ Butter adulterated ! Well, it’s no good coming to the poor retailer ‘‘Oh, don’t come upon me. I’m only the agent. Go to the 
about it. Try the agent.’’ wholesale man.’’ 
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So that Justice threw away his sword and scales, and gave the matter up. 


* Don'task me! Cows haven't anything to do with butter.” 


m,.* ** Adulterated! Master don’t know nothing about it. ’E’s only the wholesale man. ‘Batter? J haven’t anything to do withit. Ask the cow.” 
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Admiral Bull :—* NOW, MY LADS, YOU’VE LEFT THE POLAR BEARS BEHIND—LOOK OUT YOU DON’T HAVE TO MAKE 


FRESH ACQUAINTANCES, WITH RUSSIAN BEARS.” 
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“JUVENILE DEPRAVITY.” 


A True Srory. 
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Tue street wherein the Poet dwells mm, / YN hy " ik i | 
Is one that utterly excels BS 3.) SS AIR l}) . | 
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All other streets, for rows and noise, 

And groups of dirty little boys. 

Our street ’mongst other treasures owns 

A purchaser of rags and bones— 

A Temperance Hall—it’s called “the Club ’— 

A Cobbler’s, and (of course) a pub; 
Adjoining that there stands a shop 
Renowned for sweets and ginger-pop, 
At which is sold, beyond a doubt, 
The finest ‘‘ stickjaw ’’ round about. 


I grieve to say that evil snare 
Tobacco, too, is vended there ; 
With other little things designed 
To captivate the youthful mind. 


And certain boys of tender years 

(Excuse the Poet’s shedding tears) 

Would visit here and loudly brag, 

And purchase screws of common shag. 

These wicked boys (the legend runs) 

Were mostly quiet neighbours’ sons, | 
Such youthful cads were never seen, 
The eldest one was scarce thirteen. 


And here as I before have said, | 

Instead of being snug in bed 

At even-tide, these little folks 

Would toss for tarts—and penny smokes. 
And worse (pray reader bear the shock), 

They’d dice for *‘ chunks” of almond rock, 
And smoke until it made them queer, | 
And dissipate on ginger beer. 

Anon, their fathers sought the shop, 

To castigate each infant-fop. 

Each father’s face was twitched with pain. 

Each father bought a penny cane. 

Then stealthily advancing near, 

They caught them drinking ginger beer. 

They shed some tears (these worthy men !) 

They lifted up their canes, and then 
+ . * * 


Ve 
ah 


: 


* ” 
My story’s done. I say no more, GONE ! 


Suffice it that each boy was sore; 
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Rev. Mr. Spooney :—“ AH, WELL, SIR, YOU MUSTN'T MIND. 
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Professor Muddle :—‘‘I went TO A SBANCE LAST NIGHT, AND ONE OF THE 
« | SPIRITS TOOK MY GOLD WATCH CLEAN OUT OF MY POCKET. 


AND—AND— IT’S 


It’s GONE IN A 


Ir ’LL DOUBTLESS BE USED FOR A SPECIAL PURPOSE. You KNOW 


chase round London. 
have contributed recently to their extra enjoyment. 


So much so that to sit was pain :— 
They didn’t dissipate again. 


MORE FOREIGN LIES. 





GOOD CAUSE. 
THAT SPIRITS ALWAYS ARB ‘‘ON THE WATCH!”’ 





| A Fable. By Our Own ‘ Benedict.” 
| A GENTLEMAN, who intended subsequent suicide, manslaughtered the 


“Tusxe exists in London a society of so-called gentlemen who | wife of his bosom one day. Just as the deed was done and he was 


They themselves by ne larks 7 starving “as me a ie about to follow, he was seized with an idea. ‘ No,” said he, “if I 
hey have a pet game called ‘guying the pauper,’ which consists in | hang for it, I will have one quiet day first.” 


sending a feotsore and hungry applicant for relief on a wild-goose | 
Several deaths under ludicrous circumstances | years of married life, and he died in his bed of surprise and astonish- 


They cleverly | tent, His end was indeed peace. 


And he had it, and was 


neither hanged nor suicided. It was too much for him after twenty 


contrive to make the game profitable, and spend large sums of money | 
among themselves and their officers. Several noblemen and members | 
of parliament are members of this infamous society.’’—Golos. 

‘“We are authorized emphatically to contradict the absurd libel | 
directed at an English society by the Golos.”—Journal de St. | 
Petersbourg. | 

‘“‘ A member of the English Cabinet not long ago was compelled to | 
resign on account of his connection with the nefarious schemes of a | 
German Jew adventurer. He had sold his name to the promoter of | 
several bubble companies, yet his comrades wept at the idea of parting | 
with him, and his chief eulogised him as a bright and particular star | 
of probity and honour. Yet it was well known all the time that he | 


i 
} 
| 


was connected with other schemes of a remarkably lively character, | 


the details of which have yet to be made public in the law-courts.’’— 


‘7olos. 
‘We hasten to characterize as an infamous fabrication the libel 


directed against an ex-member of the English Cabinet by the Golos. | 
No one who knows the high character of English statesmen would | 


believe one particle of it to be correct.” —Journal de St. Petersbourg. 


One for Them. 
Ir is quite natural for newly-married couples to turn pale, for the 
ceremony itself makes them wan. 


Upset Price. 
In the preliminary announcement of a “roup” sale in Scotland 


there occurs the magic sertence, ‘‘ Upset, to induce public competition, 


£25,000.” No wonder the country’s so poor when they can afford to 
throw away money like that. But only fancy what a “ public com- 
petition’ there would be here with an upset of £25,000 just to induce 


it. Yes, and what an upset ! 


Religious Diff-ear-ences. 
A comnat of two recently took place between two compositors, a 
Scotchman and an Irishman, in which Sandy dentally helped himself 
to an inch of Paddy’s ear. The Milesian was a Catholic, but the 


| Scotchman, it is almost needless to say, was a Press-bite-ear-y-un! 


(Explained to Scotchmen gratis ) 


From ‘‘ Qur Own.” 
Tuere is such a uniformity in American towns, people, manners, 
customs, and “notions’’ generally, that “‘ Uncle Sam”’ might fairly 


be called ‘‘ Uncle Same.” 


An Innocent Spree.—A morning lark. 
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‘“’WOMAN’S WALK IN LIFE.” 


Fair Philadelphian (to English hosts) :—‘ Gugss you'LL HAVE TO FIX UP A DIFFERENT SADDLE FOR MB!” (Consternation.) 
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ut ‘IN THE NAME OF CHRISTIANITY.” . ae — 
- : “ inn telltale teat : . WELL-KNOWN American paper possesses a “ running’”’ notice ) 
i citien committed in Africa by Mr. Stanley, Its probatle that before long the | effect that “the name of the Deity is forbidden to be used in either the 
matter will be taken up in influential quarters.”’— Weekly Paper. advertising or other columns.” The reason they give for this is . 
: . . curiously nonsequitous to a dull-brained Britisher. It is, ‘‘ so that the 
: How long shall this hot-gospeller keep on his deadly way, journal may freely circulate within the family circle.’””’ But unnatural 


Pe 


And make the Word of Love and Life an instrument to slay ? ° Mare . 
What though in time he trace the source of Afric’ famous lood, | Foto. secing that it hoops out of print such an offensive and foolish 
If in his wake the waters foam all tinged with human blood! | thing as that we have culled from the Manchester Examiner. “ A man 


Oh, shades of martyrs dead and gone, who fought the noble fight, | wanted to manage a grocer’s shop, that fears God.” This, we 


‘ 
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And toiled through jungle and morass to bear the heathen light,— | admit, is a difficult subject to handle, and we should be the last to sub- 
Shall this man take the banner up which you so bravely bore, scribe to anything like irreverence. But if it is good enough to be 
To plant it on the carnage field and drench its folds with gore? | advertised, it is good enough to be subsequently noticed. Weshall not 
: sds | attempt to joke on such a subject, but shall merely say that, if the 
Who dares to aid he does the work our Livingstone has left ?— | necessities of our neighbourhood compelled us to deal at that grocer’s 
Hark to the wail of dusky wives of home and kin bereft ! Godieenten ab 8 pT ” . pees 
: - g shop, we should count our change twice over and weigh 
Do ruined huts and burning towns and sound of fearful blows | the anaie Gen we ook ‘em heme 
Proclaim the task of Peace on which a Christian warrior goes ? s S : 


Come, bid him one Oe mani Dome aes Sasmnene deeds disgrace, | Unpatriotic. 

And cease to use the Holy to mask his butcher's face ; ‘ ; ae 

No more shall alien hands our faith through sickly shambles drag, | 1, 6y10q'«"Lemple Bar as it should be.” Well, we don't love the new 
or o'er the mangled heathen Saunt Old England's stainless fag! Cripplegate entrance to the City much, but it has never yet been an 

—_—_—SS—ee— | Arch of Triumph for the Cae eeraees— Seerne of comets, =e 

: — | small German who every now and again, in humble imitation of the 

A Difference of Opinion. . | first ditto ditto who cael here, comes over for “‘ our goods—and 
Dr. Cocurans and several Scotch clergymen have expressed their | chattels.” Possibly, this enthusiastic representative of a nation of 

opinion that to harvest on Sunday is “‘daring impiety.” Her Majesty, | shopkeepers meant that Temple Bar is an Arc de Triomphe to the 

speaking at almost the same time and in a near locality, stated that | « intelligent foreigner.” 

this same harvesting on Sunday was a “strict necessity.’’ Being | 

loyal subjects, we are inclined to plump for her Majesty, especially Open. 

as she did not flavour her remarks with any impious references to! Tus crew of the Discovery became considerably Alert when the crew 

Divine interference with wind and weather. But if, when doctors | of the Alert made the Discovery that the best, and in many cases the 

disagree it's awkward to decide, what are we to do when the Queen | only, cure for snow blindness was vinum ope-eye. (Yea, but what will 

flatly contradicts the doctor ? | cure the blindess of those who can't see the joke? Never mind, we 

en eae | shall doubtless be “recommended by the faculty, and obtain the 


Wuen is a fog most endurable >— When it’s mis't. | Discoverer’s good opii-nion.’’) 
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WORLDLY WISDOM. 


I wovxpn’r for all that our world may contain 
Intrude upon men who have metrical merit, 
But now that I’ve hit on a little refrain 
I'll stick to my editor close as a ferret, 
And ask him to print in the way he thinks best 
This notion whose novelty, reader, must hold you: 
Believe, if you'd go without care in your breast, 
One tale’s very well till the other one’s told you. 


There’s Juggins—who thinks as an artist he shines 

(But never gets hung by the fabulous Forty) — 
Of swelldom and patronage whimpers and whines, 

Then calls em all ’umbugs and says that they're ’orty. 
Says he, ‘‘ Dear old pal, if 1 once got a start 

I'll show ’em the way— you wet-blanketing scold, you!” 
I’ve a fancy for Juggins; but, bless his old heart! 

His tale’s very well till the other one’s told you. 


Old Muggins is next with his critical airs, 
His talk about study, and colour, and true light. 
He saya, “* You must Bow that J judge these affairs 
By latest effect in the newest of new light.” 
He speaks of his mind as “a model for men: ” 
Opinions on anything Muggins will mould you. 
I think he’s the greatest of critics ; but then— 
His tale’s very well till the other one’s told you. 


Comes Buggins the next, with his grievance and groan ; 
There’s ever a something he’s got to complain of, 
He’s always in trouble and making a moan— 
There isn’t a pleasure he won't make a pain of. 
One listens to him till this wickedest world 
Seems wickeder still as his troubles enfold you. 
But in spite of his curses so constantly hurled, 
His tale’s very well till the other one’s told you. 


And this is the lesson I’m learning in life: 

Take time to consider ere judgmert be spoken. 
Before interfering ’twixt people at strife 

Just think of your own peace at present unbroken. 
Much more wall I say, but the rhyme’s running out; 

The stock wasn’t large, and I’m now at my goal due. 
And besides, even I may be open to doubt :— 

“‘ His tale’s very well till the other one’s told you.”’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. © 


Peruars a more extraordinary production than Bounce, considered 
seriously as a dramatic performance, and not as an “entertainment,” 
was never seen at a West-end theatre. It contains not only the 
elements of burlesque and more than the elements of buffoonery, but it 


FUN. 
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becomes, by analogy, a great and decided success. It would be hardly 
fair, however, to pass over the excellent acting of Mr. Soutar as a 
chronically drunken waiter, mute, or butler—whichever it may be— 
nor would it be correct to lose sight of the generous manner in which 
Mr. Collette’s disguises are believed in by the rest of the people on 
the stage. There is evidently no copyright in ancient jokes or 
modern wheezes, if we are to accept Bounce as authority. 

The reproduction of a successful drama is always interesting, and 
becomes more than usually so when new ventures are made in the ad- 
mittedly best-played parts. But, though interesting, these revivals 
can hardly ever be entirely satisfactory, asthe praisers of a past time, 
no matter how recent that time may be, have a destiny to fulfil, On 
the other hand, there be always those who will not scruple to speak 
well of what is going on, at the expense of what has ceased to go, 
with the calmest possible want of cousideration as to the question of 
relative merit. Happily there is little difficulty as to Clancarty, 
which Mr. Neville has put up for a short run at the Olympic pending 
preparations for a reproduction which is shortly to take place—that of 
No Thoroughfare. This, though an Adelphi piece, is intimately asso- 
ciated with the fortunes of Mr. Neville; but there will be much scope 
for comparative analysis in the other parts. Taken all round, the 
revival now running reaches a higher level than when pre- 
viously produced. It lacks, we will admit, Mr. Anson’s wonderful 
realisation ; but this is compensated for by Miss Pateman’s superiority 
to the original Lady Clancarty, while, so far as our poor judgment 
goes, the other substitutions are nearly all for the better. — ; 

Readings, as they are generically termed, are not much in our line, 
but we intend to go again whenever Mr. George E. Fairchild has 
either an evening or a series in London. He is an exception to the 
rule, being never dreary, sometimes humorous, and always able. 
His knowledge of “ business,” though extensive, is not allowed to ob- 
trude itself, his voice is distinct without being harsh, and if his elocu- 
tion is not what it may become in the fulness of time, it is at least as 
good as any that is to be got now. Meek-eyed, patient merit, when 
unattended by that genius-compeller, interest, has to stand aside 
so often while mediocrity prances proudly by on the good steed 
Friendly Feeling, or the still better Patronage, that we are glad to be 
able to say a word for Mr. Fairchild, who, by merit alone, is surely 
making his mark in the way he has chosen, and in which he has no 
assistance but his own ability. 

At the Surrey, Queen's Evidence, which has been running some time, 
seems to gather strength as it goes. Although it has been in the bills 
for a dozen weeks it shows no sign of flagging, and is even more 
popular than when first produced. But there is nothing like the ex- 
perience which is practical, and so those who like the transpontine 
drama for its own sake, or preferring the cisthamesian on general 
grounds, require a change now, had better go and put themselves en 
(Queen's) Evidence at the Surrey. 

Among those things that are yet to be, stands the annual concert of 
Miss Emily Mott. It will take place at St. James’s Hall on the 24th 
inst., and her programme should prove an irresistible attraction. 





is also a farce, a comedy, and a melodrama. The exigency of the 
situation requires all this, and so, instead of blaming Mr. Maltby, the 
compiler, for what at first might appear like inconsistency, we must in 
reality praise him for so completely mastering the difficulties which 
stood in his way. It can be no easy matter to produce what shall 
purport to be a play, and at the same time give opportunities for a 
central figure to go through a series of character changes, a figure, in 
fact, round which not only all the other personages, but the play itself 
and almost the stage as well, should revolve. Bounce isan op rtunity 
for Mr. Collette to exhibit his powers in the style of Woodin or 
Maccabe, without the ventriloquism, and, it must be admitted, without 
a good deal of the ability. Mr. Collette is certainly clever, and in his 
patter runs the young men who do the purse and paper trick on the 
race-courses pretty close, but there is little else to say for either his 
















A CASE IN ‘‘ POINT.” 


His metropolitan worship of that ilk—Mr. Hannay, of Worship- 
street—must have been in great form the other day. A complainant 
in an assault case having stated that defendant blackguarded him in a 
public- house, went om to say that “he went outside, and the prisoner 
surrounded him.” This was notto be missed; so says Mr. Hannay, 
“7 have heard of one Irishman surrounding three other men.”’ But 
even Mr. Hannay was not to have it all to himself, for the reporter 
was determined Je wouldn't be left out in the cold, and if truth must 
be said, his remark, which follows immediately on Mr. Hannay’s joke, 
deserves whatever prize is paid for “laughter” in a police-court. It 
runs: ‘The prosecutor failed to understand the point, and the 


originality or his ingenuity. In characters like those attempted by 
Mr. Collette, one is hardly likely to meet with the searching criticism 


at the theatre that would be bestowed at the much-maligned music- 
hall, and we venture to say that Mr. Collette’s costermonger or nostrum- 
vendor would not go down with enthusiasm where costermongers and 
nostrum-vendors best are known—not, at all events, on account of 
either portrayal being too true to the life. 

To attempt a description of the setting of these gems of histrionic 
art would indeed be futile. ‘There are five guardians to an heiress, 
four of whom are silly, and one, who possesses a son of the stage-swell 
description, crafty.{,There are a forged acceptance, a false will, a 
narcotic powder, an antidote, a couple of dramatic situations, and a 
grand finale, which, of course, shows the triumph of virtue and the 
downfall of vice. But as these are but means to an end, and as the 
silly or the sensational tap is turned on merely to suit the requirements 
of the Great Central Figure, it would hardly be fair to criticise those 
engaged in a task which is thankful only in the one fact that it 
pleases the audience. From that point of view Bounce is a success, 
and as that point of view is the great and decided point of view, Beunce 





prisoner was bound over to keep the peace.” Are we to understand 
from this. that if the prosecutor had seen “ the point,” and had laughed 
consumedly, the prisoner would have been proportionately punished ? 
Replies accepted from police-magistrates only. 


Against the Canons. 

A LanpLorp at Luton has been fined five pounds for allowing his 
private friends to play billiards on Sunday. Somebody passing heard 
the Canons, and gave information. We've heard Canons on Sunday 
at Westminster, and St. Paul's too, very often, but nobody was fined 
five pounds. 








All my Eye. 
A youne lady has just stabbed another young lady in the eye. She 
explains that this piece of insertion was done in a lark. A case of 
eye jinks, evidently. 


ALEXANDER’s Fgast.—(Some day) Turkey. 


Se ee re Een sn 


ee 


~ ge ee —— 


——_ ee 


sale + mae 


_ _- 


ee ee 













es 


- 





. 


A OS ee hee ee 





196 EF’ UN. [Nov. 8, 1876. 


rad , ae * 
my ; 
Mj Sean se 
-- . 


i\ ee whet tj) 
Hi) bs YIN a: 


A 
aN 


€ ~ te 
4 sa 
> 


- 


ST 

Line (eae — = 

hn SSS TSB 
et 
Ny 


a 
= — 
—— 


=rekpy | 
ante 


= —< Sa 
Ss See ee ey 
SS SSS 
SS SARA 

é == NS SSSS 
4 , =-_ NN AS 


i a 


I 
> 
SS 


. P . . 
' Fey : 4 e _ 7 a 7 ; +. — ‘ 
y we <r. Oe a .? ne ~ Fgh 5 : atts id a Ps 
s y a he . ; . P : 
; ‘ . a oe . 
> Awe — F 7 * : > a & re *> ° 7% 4 = ° 
_ St tee ow <n ie . = 7: ’ a Zs 
o . - ‘ 4 we. ee ~~. * ences or ta - 
a > . Fi oe oe em A ‘-- 7 
4 - Sts 
'’ =~ . - - “ e ° 
i}> > > es a 
j a = = 
= —-_ a " ail ~ — - 
i r . = = Lo Z = 
‘ . > S ese 5 : - 
. ‘ j z > . . 
\ SS ¥ w > 
Ny = 
‘ . - + hs ' = 
( i s ae —. — : - . 
‘ = = = e 3 = = . a ~ a ~ > “ 
‘ a . = . 
‘ ‘ - - r 
ev:. . . : a — ~~ 
= - . 7 — —. . - » 7 
=. e . ot 
’ . - 
ud = * . 
e _ 
“\ Z is f Sf 
’ a = o us pe 
— - 7 a = —— . 
a ; - a = - . 
. . - —_ - al - 





83 
~o-~ 
?. 


Mistress :—“ I wish You WOULD MANAGE TO GET UP TO PRAYERS MORE PUNCTUALLY OF AN EVENING, COOK.” 
Cook (who “ knows her place") :—“ Wait, ’M, IT AIN'T MY FAULT,’M. ITs, OF COURSE, FOR THE PARLOUR-MAID TO MOVE FIRST.” 
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always did believe in what was foreign—and this is foreign enough to 
DOTS AND LINES. all English notions. Lord Mayor Cotton’ s book of saan saueua at 
Prorgssionat thief charged with stealing a watch and chain eight | full length on the very day of publication in the Times. Who says 
years ago. Exception which clearly proves the rule about be sure | now there’s no such thing as gratitude in the “ literature of journalism,’’ 
your sin will find you out. = Curious epidemic: West-ender said to/| or rather, as we should consider the writing of reviews, the journalism 
have caught oneraene of ae ee on it a o Seneem ond of literature ? 
man—who didn’t like being guar as well as y paid. — RD 
A Mr. William Miller gets eight months “ with,” for stealing, among TERRIBLE, IF TRUE. 
other things, a “dummy wedding-cake.’”” How many men now | $d.] Scans: Daily Paper Office near Doetors’ Commons. ‘(8d, 
alive would cheerfully ‘‘do that little bit on their heads,” never to} Eprror-1n-Curer (instructing new SvuBORDINATE in his duties). If 
have been concerned in the appropriation of a real wedding-cake! you see anything worth quoting—anything extra good, or that endorses 
Alass! alass! — Sir T. S. Western offers to purchase Temple Bar of the | our opinions—in papers of standing—the other dailies or the high- 
Corporation, so that he may use it as an entrance lodge to his estate. cael weeklies—you may cut it out and submit it for quotation. 
| Fate ordains these things: it is only right that in its new life the old Sus. And suppose there is anything extra good in the other papers 
Bar should continue to be a Western entrance. = senna who | _the penny weeklies ? 
“ geographs at home writes to the leading journal to say that the fili-/ prror-mn-Curer. Sir, there cannot be anything extra good in a 
| bustering murders in Africa lately were deserved, because of cruelties | nenny weekly. Itisn’t possible. [Ezit new Sun. evidently impressed. 
perpetrated years ago by natives of another part. oo Beene a ee ——— pe 
might, though, object to being shot down for a crime commi bya Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
member of another Royal Society—or even of his own, which may HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877 
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bring it much nearer to what he calls his comprehension. = Apropos 
4g of Africa, someone asks what is the difference between the expedition Epirep sy Henry Sampson. 
i of Cameron and that of Stanley? One was a large walk, but the other ‘ ; ; : . 
. is larger and Walker. — Debating Society calls itself the City On Tuurspay the 16th inst., will be Published, Price Twopence, 
House of Commons. Ahem! Very Commons. = Deputation from FUN ALMANAC. 
City expresses confidence in Lord Derby’s foreign policy. Cits Full of Engravings by the Brothera Dailsiel. 








“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparatian.”— 4. H. HassaN¥, M.D. 
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ADVICE GRATIS. 


I’m proud to say I’ve many friends— 
Such earnest friends I never knew— 

There isn’t one but condescends | 
To tell me what I ought to do. | 

They fear lest I should go astray, 
And fondly think their “ tips” suffice, 

And freely offer, day ty day, 
What they consider good advice! | 


I never yet could turn my hand 
To anything resembling work, 
No; labour’s more than 1 can stand— | 
All kinds of industry I shirk. | 
Yet Uncle John, who's well-to- do, 
Whose mode of living’s 80 precise, | 
Exclaims “ I'd work if I were you'”’ 
And thinks he’s giving good advice! 


‘‘ Away,”’ says one, “ and fight for fame ; 
(so, win renown, like other men, 
They rose—and you might do the same— 
Just try your fortune at the pen. 
And what though Pegasus has wings ? 
Some poets caught him once or twice ; 
Employ your brains— write books and things. 
And that they fancy’s good advice! 
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I've slways wished to live alone 
A bachelor, unshackled—free— 
And whilst I've brains to call my own 
No hymeneal bonds for me! 
Yet newly-married Brown declares 
That matrimony’ s “‘ very nice.’ 
‘‘ Get wed,” says he, “ twill soothe your cares.’ 
And that he reckons good advice! 


Army Reorganisation. 


In one of the ‘“‘ dailies’’ an advertisement runs thus: 

—* House and shop wanted, suited for a General: no 
premium.” Those who, directly they saw this, fell back 
on the well-worn nation of shopkeepers story, were for 
once wrong. We have ascertained from official sources 
that this has nothing to do with any intention of the 
army at large; it is merely an individual effort of the 
far- famed and much-respected General Dealer. 


qe 


CoMPANIONS IN ARMS. Taine. 


| Impecunious Youth :—“ Lenp Us FIVE POUNDS, GUY ‘Nor, po! 

| g00D OF YOU HOARDING YOUR MONEY UP,—YOU CAN'T TAKB IT WITH your” 

| Guv’nor :—“ YoeuNG MAN, IT’S A8 WELL FOR YOU THAT YOU CAN T—IT 
WOULD MOST SURELY MELT IN YOUR POCKBT.’ 
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WARM WORDS. 
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AN HISTORIC FRAGMENT. 


**In the first International Regatta held upon the River Thams«s—that of 1876— 
the North men—Boyd, Lumsden, Hepplewhite, and Bagnall, beat the South— 
Higgins, Sadler, Thomas, and Green—for the four-oared championship, after one 
undecided heat and a most desperate struggle in the adjourned race.’ 


At back of Boyd is Lumsden, with Bagnall rowing bow, 
Staunch Hepplewhite is No. 2—methinks I see ’em now— 
I see ’em stationed ready, with eyes fixed on the foe, 

Or else upon the umpire as he gives the signal—“* Go!”’ 


The Southerners, by Higgins stroked, are fellows of physique, 
Their chests and arms are mighty, and extensive is their cheek ; 
To Green and Thomas, Hammersmith puts proudly in her claim, 
While Sadler hails from Putney—Putney, place of rowing fame. 


See, Higgins, shady Shadwell’s son is ready at the word, 

The word which sets them going—they’ve departed “ like a bird ””"— 
Or rather like a couple; madly racing for the lead, 

With straining nerve and measured sweep they perilously speed. 


Away past Putney Terrace, and past Cricket-field and Creek, 
By Rose’s Bank and Craven Point, by reaches bare and bleak— 
By Crabtree and by Soapworks—Boyd i is racing to the front — 
But Higgins still keeps pegging on, and still is ‘‘ in the hunt.”’ 


The wind is keen, the Bridge is near, the crowded river’s rough, 

‘“‘ Another spurt,’ says Higgins; “and I think they've had enough!”’ 

But Tyne, though fagged and jaded sore, keep foremost of the boats, 

aoe on ahead, though ‘‘ Go it, Thames!” is shrieked from thousand 
oats. 


How Tyne kept foremost to the end, though terribly hard prest, 
Was told in Times and Telegraph and Sportsman and the rest ; 
And in Newcastle’s Chronicle was justice duly done 
To those Newcastle rowing men who went away, and won. 

* * e * & 
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| unmarried, 


| about it. 


—_——  - 


Then let us thank subscribers all, and may they never cease 
To urge this mimic warfare in these piping times of peace ; 
And let us thank the winners, and the losers, and be glad 
To think, with proper patronage, such rowing’s to be had. 


Eprroa1at Norg.—The foregoing fragment is extracted, with the 
author’s permission, from a work entitled ‘‘ Sports and Pastimes of the 
Ancient English,” newly issued by the chief publishers in the Capital. 
Honolulu: Brown, Jones, Tommydodd and Uncle. 99 vols. a.p. 9999, 
and fifteenth year of the reign of the Emperor Simpkins. 


The Ninth Part of Our Man. 


Our man got muddled at the banquet on the ninth. Whether it 
was the White elephants or the green turtle we can’t say, but this is 
the joke he sends on a peeled-off Heidseck’s monopole :—‘“‘ Porte, sir ?’’ 
said the waiter. ‘‘ No,”’ said [, *‘ Sheriff for me, please.’’ And then I 
made a joke about question of the East both of them ; and then I made 
another about the Black Sea and a White mer ; and then I tried to make 
the Lord Mayor understand that Whitechapel was a Quarter main 


_ East; and then they kicked me out. 


Happy Forgetfulness. 


At Woolwich, one Thomas Dalby was sentenced to a month’s hard 
labour for stating on his enlistment into the 5th Fusiliers that he was 
‘‘ whereas he had a wife and nine children.” This is 


cruel. How can a man be expected to remember every little incident 


| that has taken place during his life? Doubtless the man forgot all 


But what an awakening! 


Decree Nigh-sigh. 
A pesecrep lover writes to tell us that a certain young lady has 
indignantly rejected him, and desires to know if she can be committed 


for contempt of ‘‘ court. " 
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FUN OFFICB, Wednesday, Nov. 15, 1876. 
WHAT NEXT? 


Warts dull November wraps the land in fog, 

And paves the way for winter all too near us; 
While citizens, with showmanship agog, 
Make splendid speeches and attack the prog, 

We'd like to ask what else there is to cheer us. 
The war has ceased, the fighting’s at an end; 

For full a month both parties will be ‘‘ chumming!”’ 
May Europe yet a quiet Christmas spend ! 
But oh, with Russian playing Peace's friend, 

One asks with troubled mien, What next is co ming ? 


Will scene of slaughter usher in the year ? 

Will be ratified ere this one closes ? 
Will politiciass make their purpose clear ? 
Will Tory truculence give way to fear, 

Or still find Downing-street a bed of roscs? 
What is to be will be, as sure as fate ; 

But what it is o’ertaxes all our summing. 
It may be peace or war, or love or hate : 
Meanwhile, content or not, we're bound to wait 


Till Time himself shall tell, J) jat next is comirg ? 


Tr is to be hoped that the remark made by the Lord Chief Baron in 
the case of ‘Girdlestone v. the Brighton Aquarium Company,’ an 
action brought inst defendants for keeping open on Sunday, will 
have a wider bearing than on the case itself, though in the interests of 
tolerance and the true principle of Christianity, we may be thankful 
that ended as it did. The endeavour was not only to penalise for 
what was known as to keeping open on Sunday, and entertaining pro- 
fane residents and equally profane travellers with still more profane 
music, but an additional attempt was made to institute a system of 
espionage, and convict the company by means of information obtained 
from its own private books and papers. When application was mace 
to the Lord Chief Baron in the interests of what, in legal technicality, 
is called “ further discovery,” that learned gentleman declined to make 
an order which had been already refused by so clear-headed a lawyer as 
Mr. Justice Mellor. And in addition, the Lord Chief Baron, who is 
supposed t» be a ** good judge ” of what is right, and of popular 
feeling as well, said, ** This is an action which certainly will not be 
looked on with favour. It is highly penal and brought by a common 
informer to recover penalties." Common informers and their share of 
penalties, especially when backed up by intolerance and bigotry, have 
a tremendously blighting tendency in England. ‘There are doubtless 
many thoroughly conscientious people who regard the strict ob- 
servance of the Lord's Day as the most important portion of a 
Christian s duty ; but these ‘“* informations’ are, for the most part, in the 
hands of the unscrupulous, who have no care for anything beyond 
the chance of making money, no sympathy with the actual merits of 
any case in which they may be concerned. The Aquarium business is 
but an item in a long list of intolerant prosecutions, and it is to be 
hoped that in all future cases—and of course, while the law remains 
as it is, there will be future cases— the words of the Lord Chief Baron 
will not be forgotten. The great mass of the public have long since 
made their declaration, and no amount of narrow-mindedness or in- 
formers’ greed of gain should stand in the way of what all thinking 
men know to be right and just. Perhaps, however, these persecutions 
serve a good turn. It only wants one or two more of them pushed to 
the limit to make them absolutely impossible for all time to come. 


—_— — 


Ques — —_———— 


‘“BREAD AND CHEESE AND KISSES,” 


Ler other bards the praises sing 
Of fricassée and pare, 
And p/ats of foreign fashioning 
To tk mpt es‘omacs oa es, 
A love-sick bachelor am I, 
Adoring all the misses— 
The simple fare for which J sigh 
Is * bread and cheese and kisses.” 


But ah! although my board is blest 
With store of patn et fromace, 

The kisses which should give it zest 
Me manquent—c'es’ bien dommage! 

O cruel Fortune! grant me, please, 
A wish as fair as this is: 

I've had my share of bread and cheese, 
Now let me have the kisses. 


When a man has “seen his best days” there is one consolation. 


He has generally seen his worst also. 


——e—_— eo 
—_——- 
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JEREMY JONES’S GENIUS. 


A Simpue Story or Aur ann Natures. 


EREMY JONES was the 
youngest of a family of nine ; 
Jeremy was also a genius. The 
former was discovered directly 
he was born, but it was not 
notil some time after that the 
latter asserted itself. He must 
have been at least two years 
old before the budding develop- 
ment of a future fame was dis- 
covered by a tender, if some- 
what rough and tarry, father ; 
but it was there, and being 
there must have been existent 
as long as Jeremy himself. For 
I, in common with less abstruse 
philosophers, hold that men are 
born to be what they are, and 
if men haven't the elements of 
greatness within them it is be- 
cause they have been born 
= without them. And so that's 

Me Oe settled. 

Jeremy’s father and mother lived right on the edge of this our 
island home. In a cottage near the Margate shore, lapped by the 
waves, hustled by the winds, serenaded by the forsaken merman and 
the besotted winkle, Jeremy first learnt to lisp the humble, happy 
word home. From his earliest moments the elements may be said to 
have been his playmates: he was cradled in the arms of the seagods, 
hushed to sleep by the roar of rude Koreas or the murmur of gentle 
Zephyr, woke in the morning by the song of the lark or the excur- 
sionist. Who then can wonder that Jeremy, child of nature as he was, 
should have at once evinced a decided longing towards art ? 

Though of humble parentage he was of quick perception. Mis 
father, whose portrait adorns this simple narrative, was, as he said 
himself, a boatman bred and born. His soul was centred in his boat, 
and what share of bis heart could be spared from his wife and babes 
as well found refuge there. He, too, must have had artistic tastes 
slumbering unsuspected in his bosom, for his constant amusement in 
time of leisure was to paint and pitch his boat. There he would sit 
pensively for hours laying on streak after streak of paint and layer 
after layer of pitch with a delight which only true genius can com- 
prehend and artistic sympathy appreciate ‘The old man must have 
had the faculty, or how could he have found enjoyment thus, especially 
as he used only one coloured paint, which was black, and one s-rt of 
pitch, which was blacker ? 

Jeremy, child of nature, friend and companion of the excursive 
shrimp and the demented merman, soon showed an intense interest in 
his father's favourite pursuit, and it was not long ere he, with his own 
little brush, was laying on delicate touches in humble imitation. But 
black upon black did not long suffice his soaring soul. Soon the 
whitewashed walls of his sire’s cottage gave token that therein lived 
one who was destined to be no common mortal. And it must be 
admitted here that black upon white is much more effective than the 
father’s notion of black upon black. No matter how cleverly laid on, 
one colour wil] not show to much effect on itself; and this] take to be 
a discovery which all true artists should make a note of with « view to 
future profit. I give it forth freely, and require no other acknowledg- 
ment than that of simple thanks. 

(In the walls of the cottage, then, Jeremy’s genius first displayed 
itself. Ships with and without steam power, men with and without 
pipes, pots of beer, houses, plum puddings, bathing machines, lobsters, 
policemen, railway trains, and such like familiar objects, soon graced 
both the inside and the outside of the paternal halls. And it got to 
be whispered abont that young Jeremy Jones was a genius, and fond 
mothers shook their heads and said he wouldn't live long, and happy 
fathers, debating the matter over their third pint, said it was a pity, 
for genius never prospered. And though {f intend to show their 
remarks were wrong, I think they were right in the main, as genius is, 
after al], nothing but a heart-eating possession which, whatever it may 
do for the world and the critics, leaves its possessor little enough 
bevond unhappiness. 

Jeremy continued to grow and to get more artistic every day, and as 
yet gave no signs of dying: ao far, looked like prospering. Ex- 
cursionists used to come and look at the cottage and leave little testi- 
monials for Jeremy, which he never got, for both father and mother 
were aware that if you want to develop genius you must keep it 
poor and let it go now and again hungry. It is surprising how they 
discovered this, for they had never studied the history of our greatest 
men—it is surprising, as it shows that truth will out into the light, 
no matter how much it may be kept dark. Anyhow, they agreed in 


aN FL 


a ee ee rn eee ee ee eee oe —- 










SO eee ee ee eee te ee eee 
ere ae ee ee i 
+a 


a ‘ = 


oe He 








SS a 


oe eee 


Nov. 15, 1876.] 








































this matter, and Jeremy’s testimonials wrre a source of increased 
revenue fora long while to the tobacco vendor and the spinner of gin. 
But all things come to an end sooner or later, and at last Jeremy, now 
grown up and able to lay it en quite thick in three or four colours, 
determined to direct his genius towards London. 

s How he got there, whether he tramped up, travelled by the 
‘cheapest and best,” or by the husbands’ boat, is no concern of ours. 
Suffice it to say that he at last settled down with just enough money to 
buy colour and canvas, brushes and blacklead, and at once he got to 
work in search of fame and fortune. He painted all day and he 
painted all night. He drew trees, and grass, and men, and houses, 
and scenes from real life, and sketches of the oldem time ; but somehow 
or other he did not succeed. Either he had left hisgenius behind him, 
or the critical faculty was more fully developed im London than it was 
in Margate. And so at last he found himself with @ ‘whole studio full 
of pictures, and he would have starved among them bad it not been 
for the kindness of a gentleman who, seeimg that Jeremy was 
' imming over with artistic perception, gave hima job at bill-sticking. 
« sremy went on sticking bills in an admirable wayall day ‘and painting 
i1 a most unadmired fashion all night, and managed to keep himself 
tlive. But the fame and fortune for which he pined seemed as far 
away as ever. 

The critics, however much they differed with each other in matters 
of detail, agreed in the one particular that Jeremy couldn't paint. 
And one day after hearing for the thousandth time that his work was 
very bad, Jeremy went home sorely distressed, and in a moment of 
rage and despair set fire to the whole pile of pictures. Then the 
neighbours ran in, and’after some trouble the fire was put out, but not 
until all the paintings were burnt but a Holy Family, a study of Men 
with Pipes after the Dutch school, and a Landscape with effects of 
Light and Shade. And then Jeremy sat down and began to cry, and 
to avoid being prosecuted for setting fire to the house, he took up his 
three pictures, and as he himself said, quietly ‘* bunked.” 

The colours were all smoked and dry and very much subdued by 
their late fiery ordeal, and as Jeremy stood at the corner of a street, 
and with tears in his eyes thought of their spoilt beauty and freshness, 
and of his own future prospects, an elderly gentleman passing by turned 
to look. First he merely stared, then he became violently excited at 
one picture, then he looked at another and went almost wild; finally 
he stared at the third and had a fit. When he recovered, the first 
thing he did was to ask Jeremy where he got three such magwificent 
specimens of different degrees in art. He wouldn’t listen to anything 
Jeremy said, but went on to explain that he was admitted the greatest 
art critic in the world, and he knew that Jeremy had there got a 
Rubens, an Ostede, anda Turner. He pointed out the effect of time's 
varying period on each, threatened to give Jeremy in charge for un- 
lawful possession, and for trying to palm them off with his own signa- 
ture attached—a villainous desecration that, he said—and finally 
softening when he found Jeremy was prepared to sell, gave him a 
cheque which he had in his pocket ready drawn for £100,000, and 
made him sign a solemn declaration not to tell anybody he had parted 
with the pictures for less than half their value. 

Thus it is that true genius will never be kept down, though it may 
be passed over with contumely for a lengthened period. 


Home Brewed. 

A CONTEMPORARY on the look out for information that does not hail 
Eastward and smell of war, has discovered that somewhere or other 
there is an island in which, when a man’s wife dies, her friends come 
and take all his earthly possessions, except one brood mare. Our 
contemporary confesses its inability to divulge the reason of this 
strange custom. A Scotch joke manufacturer who cccasionally does 
odd jobs for us, says that it is in order that he may brood mair over 
his bereavement. He may be right. 


The Power of Etymology. 


Mr. Frowns, in his lecture on the landed gentry, said that some- 
body had told somebody and somebody had told him that dukes never 
have any money. He didn't explain that this was because of their 
invariable habit of making dux and drakes of it as soon as ever it 


comes in, 
B-mused. 


Ixconerency of speech and vague ideas vaguely expressed, are 
sometimes pityingly disposed of with the remark, *‘ Uh, he’s got a bee 
in his bonnet!” The cause, however, is sometimes a soda and B. 
underneath it. 


Bartered Away. 


A nAroneT is bankrupt, and most of his liabilities are for money 
borrowed from the Jews at 60 percent. It bankruptcy is the Barren 
net result of the transactionr, the principals will be irate, but the 


interest won't. 
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ANOTHER POETICAL MAYOR. 


To tHe Epiror cor Fun. 


Str,—I had intended to recite the following at the banquet on 
Thursday last, but it went completely out of my head, and the 
Remembrancer, who had @ oapy of it, left it at home in his other 
coat pocket. Under these otrowmstances, may I request the aid of 
your enormous circulation to give the trifle publicity y— Your obedient 
eervant, Twomas Wuirts, Lord Mayor. 


INVOCATION. 


My lords! my ladies ! and my late Lord Mayor,— 
Enthroned to-night upon the civic chair, 

I trust this banquet.great delight affords you, 
And in the Loving Cap I looks towards you. 
Q, thou great Cotton, whose proud seat I take, 
Whose harp erstwhile did all creation wake, 
Who, casting eyes afar from City din, 

Beheld first Chaos then the world begin, 
Whose iertile fancy from the forum tlew 

To Canaan, Israel, and the deluged crew. 

O, late Lord Mayor, whose grand poetic touch 
Reminded us of Milton—very much, 

A portion of your fire to me impart 

And give my muse to-night a favoured start! 


REALITY. 
A Poem sy tHE Ricut Hon. Tuomas Wuirr, Lorp Mayor. 
(Dedicated to the Poet of Imagination.) 


I will not wander far away 

Beyond the night, beyond the day. 

Imagination, let me say, 

{ really am not hot on, 

A poet im the civic chair 

Should rather deal with bills of fare 

And Courts of Justice short of air 
Than themes teloved of Cotton. 


If Fancy deign my hopes to bless 
And be the goddess I possess, 
Vl clothe her in a civic dress 

And nourish her with turtle. 
Her neck shall wear a chain of gold, 
The Mayoral robes her limbs enfold,— 
The hussy looked a deal too bold 

In Cotton’s classic kirtle. 


The Mansion-house shall be her nest, 

An alderman her favoured guest, 

She'll like Sir Rubert Carden best. 
Some words she may pronounce ill. 

In English “ crisp,” of Besley kind, 

She'll speak the magisterial mind, 

And themes for song will have to find 
In Courts of Common Council. 


Of “ Corn and Coal’’ she'll chaunt the lay, 
Of “ City lands’’ conduct the fray, 
And hold Lord Elcho’s horde at bay, 
And entertain the Judges. 
Her merry voice shall welcome here 
The man of science and the peer, 
The artist whe can draw a tear, 
And him who paints and smudges. 


In close-packed court upon the Bench 
At my right hand I'll have the wench, 
To guide the sentence framed to quench 
The light of evil doers, 
Her reign sha)l cast a halo round 
The City plots of vacant ground. 
Above, below she shall be found, 
And even in the “‘ Sewers.” 
My lord, my ladies, and my late Lord Mayor, 
You see a poet fills the civic chair, 
If of his tap you'd further bumpers quaff, 
His book’s five shillings, gilt,and bound in calf. 

[The of the above were duly submitted to his lordship, and 
returned to us with theremark that he had never seen the lines beforeand 
knew nothing about them. But we shall not allow his lordship’s modesty 
to deprive him of the admiration of his fellow citizens.— Eb. ] 


A Slender Joke. 
Wuen a fellow’s father and mother are very thin, he is doubly 


justified in calling them his spare-ents. 
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JUSTICE AGAIN. 
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Since Justice had suffered such difficulties over the adulteration affair, When he perceived an unruly crowd going somewhere, 
he'd been casting about for a fresh subject. 
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Here was the subject! ‘‘ Disorderly Houses!” This is Justice’s notion of a Disorderly}House. So he set to work. 







i ia Mec YS N° eines ae le 
ORIGINAL ww CRIMINAL 
OLD BAILEY !2 fy Atl) li MINOUESTS. | 
nee ._* ' i \ 
eee pe 


} TRIALS : 
j 










WITNESS -FoRTURE 


——— 


SCANDALOUV: 





UNNECESSARY \\ 
| WoEecENT vi 
CROSS EXAMINATION 
| Co 


In the meanwhile, why doesn’t somebody take in hand Justice’s own And Justice might go for a cl ange of air during the time. 
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—‘“TEMPLE OF PEACE, ’M. 


Y-STREET, ’M.” 


TR 


"ERE'S YER WAY, DOWN SALISBI 


YES, ’M. 


Derby (to Mrs. Britanni-) 
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A SAD STATE OF AFFAIRS. 


By Ovr Capcinec ContTRIBUTOR. 


I’m groaning with despair, 
I’m plucking out my hair, 

My brow is sad, my temper's bad, 
And frequently I—swear 
My cellar's void of coals, 
My boots are minus soles, 

I'll e’en assert I’ve not a shirt ! 
My coat’s a mass of holes! 


Observe my sunken cheeks— 
I haven’t dined for weeks! 

I’ve not a “cent” to pay my rent! 
I’m classed among the “ sneaks.” 


I’m talented, and yet 
I’m woefully in debt ; 
Most people praise my stirring lays, 
But never “ stand a wet.” 
I’m under Fortune's frown ; 
Tll-luck has knocked me down ; 
I long for one (who studies Fun) 
To lend me half-a-crown. 
’Tis very wrong, it’s true, 
To thus appeal to you ; 
But when a bard is so ill-starred, 
What else is he to do? 


Political Small Game. 

Peruars this may not be so singular to “ shootists ” 
as it appears to us. It is part of an advertisement in a 
Yorkshire paper :—“ The dead rabbits would either be 
left for the owner by the shooters, or would shoot a 


——— 


y 
. 
gentleman’s manor for him.” Such deadly operation | [ff 
as this could only be done in the interests of a real s. 
landed gentleman and, of course, burrow-monger. x \ SN * a 
inempietiatitaabmnimeiamabei—niaiaiaes Y . BEL ee SRN = - == 
. : SS SSSBENSS R.WNBSEE= 
A Trial Trip. | & SS = | 
: 


A Sanpwicu paper, speaking cf the launch of a new | LIKE AND LIKELY. 
vessel, concludes with the information, ‘ committed 


e ‘ . r : a ‘ ’ 9 ° ? . 9 y , 
for trial at the Dover () uarter Sessions.’’ Doubtless, Mi .tres: — ‘You RE GOING TO YOUR BROTHERS WEDDING TO-DAY, AREN T 





| ° 
this is the new form of trial for ships which has grown out you, MaraHa P?” 
of some recent disastrous and Thundering explosions, Marth» :—“ Yrs, ’m, anp I was AGOIN’ TO AST Yov, 'M, IF YR SFE 
and at which there is every guarantee against either WE'RE MUCH 0° THE SAME ’EIGHTH, AN’ FIGGBR, AND COMPLETCHON, AND STYLE, 
hurry or accident. | AS THEY SAY IF YER COULD LEND ME A GOWND TO Go IN!”’ 





~ 


My friend Delila had a dawg. It had killed two old women, a | Do the French keep the anniversary of Count Henri de Mun’'§ 
policeman, an alderman, and a pot-boy when he bought it, not to | Parliamentary defeat on a Munday ? 
mention two rats, a dray-horse, and the vicar of the parish. He was Is Monday’s dinner stewed next day because its Stewsday ? 
proud of its past achievements, and yet he wasn't a bloodthirsty man.| Are knock-kneed people worse on Wedkneesday ? 
When he got it home he seemed rather disappointed with it. It didn’t Does a horse go to the pond because it’s Thursday 
kill anybody. It didn’t even mangle the servant or snap at his wife's Do young sheep tremble on a lamb's Fryday ? 
nose. ‘ This dawg’s too good-tempered,’” he said; “I shallsend him, What about nymphs on a Satyrday ? 
away and get ’em to make him savage.’ Delila was quite down-| Do costers shut up shop at eleven on Sunday because of the | 
hearted about it. To have bought a dawg on the faith of his being a Law's Sundayfined terrors? 
devourer of men and animals, and to have had him four-and-twenty | $$ 
hours without finding a half-gnawed ony anywhere about the house | High Falutin’, 
must have been annoying. Ue sent for the man who sold the animal ee 1: . ae 2, 

; es : ig | ERE’S fashionable intelligence :—‘‘ The Earl of Donoughmore has 

and sent it back. He's too good-tempered. Bring him againin a | arrived in town from Knocklofty.” We iscualahees® ee” game 


‘The man took the hint and the dawg, and brought him back in | B¢ishbours about geography, but we fancy it is the reporter's 
8, 8 humorous way of hinting that the Earl has returned from a blow in 


the Highlands, or perhaps a ’Ireland still. Last most probable. _ 
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| 

DELILA’S DAWG. | DAILY QUESTIONS. | | 
| 
| 
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fourteen days. Delila saw him from the window and opened the door. | 
* * * a * | 





Shortly afterwards the dawg dealer called on the undertaker at the | —_—___—— 
corner, and gave him the tip about a good job. ‘ There’s Mr. Delila,’’ ., Inj ewdicious. 
he said, “and his wife and the servant; the bones is a little mixed, | “ Our dear old Church of England, dedicated to Lord Beaconsfield.” 
but I'll help you to sort ’em for a pint. He was a good customer, was | They actually have the audacity to advertise the fact. Perhaps, | 
Mr. Delila, and I wanted the dawg to give him satisfaction. I fancy | having exhausted the catalogue of Saints, sinners are tv come in for 


it did.”’ | dedications now. Nothing like beginning with a good big one. 
Tip her Airey. | Brevity’s the Soul of It 
Sir Roper Arrey is retiring from his post of Adjutant-general to A peccar with a bee in 7. bonnet was lately described by a pro- 
the forces. When that military balloon is ready, the new peer is the | yincial penny-a-liner as “a lunatic mendicant.” He might have 
man to command her. He's an Airey an’ ought. been hit off with one short word, to wit (or to want of it). Vague- 
ae ath tar LSE | rant. 


A HILLY expression concerning the dwellings of the poor, ‘‘ Oh, they | —_——_—_ 
Ardennes!”’ Covert Exsjoyment.—Fox hunting. 
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UNANSWERABLE. 


Little Boy :—“ You KNOW WHAT MAMMA SAID, MINNIB, IF YOU WOULDN’T NURSE BABY.” 
Minnie :—I pon’? cars, I sHAN’T DO IT ANY LONGER. IT ISN’T AS THOUGH IT WAS MY OWN BABY. IF iT wAs, or couRsE I’p NURSE IT.” 








DOTS AND LINES. CRACKER MOTTOES. 


_ Goy Fawkes day. The Dean of Westminster is in favour of keep-/ Taangsmwen are frequently anxious for Latin and other mottoes for 
ing up the occasion. Hardly in accordance with his general guy-| their wares. During the armistice we have put our special war man 
dance. — Lord Mayor's day. The nearness of the days, with the close | on to some, to keep him from mischief. Persons wishing to use the 


resemblance of the two performances is, to our thinking, the reason of following can learn the terms on outward application only :— 
the minor festival's decadence in the metropolis. Two suns cannot, | 


pliments between editor of P. M. G. and Mr. Gladstone. It is not 


true that, in eonsequence |’all Mall is to be renamed Little Billings- 1 . 
a c : . ° "S*, | lady who had been thrashing her worse half, and who was sentenced 
- we any mom 9 Sanaa ware sens fr by del. trem. | to twenty-one days, that ‘if she had been a man he should most ¢er- 
oe. ee eee eee ae ee oe eee tainly have sent her to prison for three months.” It didn’t seem to 
strange that a man of Cork should be light-headed. — Moscsw Gazette | adion Wie. D'Eyncourt that if she had been a man she could hardly 
advises that Russia shall, in the event of war, issue letters of marque i fien bed & charge of striking her husband preferred against her. 


against England. Marque and remarque: this is a subject only fit | y- 7 a. 
for private hearing—so we'll have none of it. — Magistrates in Dublin | Yet, oddly enough, “(laughter)” appears nowhere in the report. 


cancel eighty spirit licences. Och, and why say cancel, when it’s cannot | 
sell any more at all, at all? — Zimes adds another duke to the peerage. Individuality. 

And of all things, a Duke of Russia. And all the world wondered till, 4 sporrinc contemporary contains a queer challenge. Not only 
they found it was only Dupe, after all. They must mind their p’s and | dyes a “ tradesman of Canning Town” wish to “back a lad” to carry 
q8 more in Qrinting-house-spuare. — (irand battue of dogs in | two hundredweight for a mile against another “lad,” but he expressly 
Glasgow. Nearly 500 captured by the police and‘ put to the sword.” | stipulates for ‘‘ each man to start together.” It would be rather “a 
Sausages and haggis have considerably fallen in price. — Owing to yum start.” if each were to start separated. 

the failure of the Expedition to reach the North Pole, it is proposed to ; 
erect one of our own by public subscription. Particulars of the 
publisher. 


etcetera. <=. Governor of Devizes Gaol states that in forty-eight years | cae an Wines .. a pore genne nee. 
only twelve deaths have occurred in that prison. What he Devizes | C a we ee a he In oe ae. 
from this is not too clear. — Miss Hadden, of Montrose, has bequeathed | ere 3 “a “f e+ inter nos. 
£1,000 “ to be invested for the annual benefit of eight ladies who have | sak eC une “9 .* * oe, a SRS. 
been in better circumstances.” For only eight!—may Montrose ore. ct aa a " ad ° sch. 
flourish! == Police of Newport, Isle of Wight, petition for bicycles. ead Pencils .. +. ++ Faber sue fortune. 
Town council not in favour of bicycles, but agree to banjoes and pe - 
barrel-organs to wile away the tedium of duty. — Interchange of com- | No Joke. 

| 


Mr. D'Eyncovurt, the worthy magistrate at Marylebone, told a 


Inddeed ! 

enna Txe Marquis of Salisbury is to be one of our ‘‘ plenipotentiaries’’ at 
Wuar's the difference between London Milk and Belgrade P—One’s | the coming Conference on the Eastern Question. We presume because 
a milk an’ water and the other's a Milan quarter. _ he is Indiarectly the Minister most interested. 
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THE ENGAGING SATIRIST. 

. "M not a desirable lot 
myself : 

My human affections are 
on the shelf; 

Assisted by practice, I’m 
glad to find 

I’ve managed tothorough- 
ly hate my kind. 


As Blank, my acquaint- 
ance, himself has 
said, 

His love of humanity's 
crushed and dead ; 

The baby will shudder 
when he goes by ; 

He's more misanthropic 
than even I. 


But Dash in misanthropy leaves behind 
The efforts:of Blank and myself combined : 
I never knew anyone half so grim— 

That Dash isa wonder—we're proud of Hiv. 


When one of our fellow-detesting three 
Goes out to a dinner, or dance, or tea, 
He's such a humanity-loathing air 

He settles a gloom on the whole affair. 


But when by an evil and awkward chance 
We're all at that dinner, or tea or dance, 
The visitors leave by an early train 

And swear they will never attend again. 


So, when by this spirit we're all inspired, 
You see that a person would be required 
Of very supremely engaging parts 

To captivate one of our hardened hearts. 


The one so aspiring must work his way 

By showing some very enchanting trait ; 

Some ravishing quality forcing us 

To love him. And Wagglethorpe werked it thus. 


The virtue that made him attain this goal 
Was none of those trumpery tricks of soul 
Which frequently faseinate human-kind— 
It was his satirical turn of mind. 


No goody effeminate virtue such 

Heroical bosoms as ours could touch ; 

The withering answer, the scathing pen— 
Oh, these are the virtues delighting men ! 


To each of us three he contrived to tell 
Oar little particular faults so well ; 

With such an immovable, heartless phlegm 
He'd gaily exaggerate each of them! 


His satire would fill with intense delight 
‘The soul of its victim : it used to dite! 
His little philippics would greatly cheer 
The heart of its object: it used to sear. 


My figure is laughably round and queer ; 

My mouth is a chasm from ear to ear. 

My legs are a sight it’s a sin to miss— 

How sweetly he used to be ‘‘ down”’ on this! 


With sparkles of joy it would fill my eye 
Whenever he cailed me a “ ghastly Guy !” 
I used to peruse to the utmost dregs 

His humorous poems about my legs. 


The kindliest critic could scarce detect 

In Blank an iota of intellect. 

His ignorance “ staggered” you, so to speak ; 
Ife didn’t know positive slang from Greek ! 


And, speaking of qualities, it were rash 

‘To try to attri,ute to Mr. Dash 

Oue sin.le perfection—in all respects 

He wa such a tissue of gross defects. 

Their love for the Satirist few can tell, 

He hit their defiviencies off so well; 

In writing his libellous hits of verse 
He-made their bad qualities so much worse ! 





He won by his generous, homely sneers 

Our sympathies (frozen for years and years) ; 
Benignly restoring to human ties 

Our hearts tuat had shrivelled to walnut size. 


He touched by the grace of his friendly song 


The bosoms that hadn’t been touched so long-—— " 
The saturnine breasts that had soundly slept a | 
In murky misanthropy’s caves. We wept. i 


With lip of the scoffer and nostril curled, 
He clamoured our failings to all the world. 
Concocting an epic, that teemed with wit 
Regarding our habits, he published it. 


He made us the objects of wide renown, 
Our million acquaintances sneerei us down; 
We couldn't, wherever we went, avoid 

The general sneer. We were overjoyed. 


We loved him so madly we could not bear 
To leave him a minute; we wore bis hair. 
In council the three of us would collect 


To hit on a tribute of our respect. i 


Engaging a house in a lonely place, 
Remotely removed from the human race, 
And distant afar from the nearest town, 
We very respectfully asked him down. 








And, beaming with amity toward us three, ‘} 
He freely accepted with eager glee : é 
I think, for a person so wide awake, ‘ 
That this was a perilous step}to take. 
I say to myself (when an hour to spare 
Permits me to muse on that grave affair), 
The foolishness shown in the step was plain : 
As Wagglethorpe never was seen again. 

A Propersition. 

One Edwards, a prisoner sentenced at the Middlesex Sessions to five 
years’ penal servitude for an attempt to pick pockets, explained to the 
presiding judge that the extreme penalty was two years. Always 
ready to do what is right and make himself agreeable all round, 
Serjeant Cox, on consideration, remitted the extra amount, and for once 
a prisoner went on his way into captivity rejoicing. Who will dare | 
to say after this that practical experience, even in the way of punish- 
ment, is not far and away the best’ Mr. Edwards, when he comes out, 
would be a great acquisition as adviser to the Clerkenwell judges, or as _ | 
a member of the Middlesex bench itself. It only wants some one to | 
propose him. We will do so. 

A Facer. 

A WOULD-BB witty writer, speaking of some Common Men, says | 
that though Jones is only a workman, he “ has a face of whicha | 
Roman emperor might be proud.” Are there, then, amy Roman 
emperors knocking about now? If so, we wish some Koman would 
tell us, for no one but a Roman nose. 

Faint Praise. 

At a teetotal meeting held at Wrexham, a composition entitled 
‘*God bless Sir Wilfrid Lawson,” was sung. Our own temperance 
advocate says that, appropriately enough, it was 4 new version of | 
“God bless the Prince of Wales”’ and water. 

eagerness ms 
On its Own Axis. 

Tue Globe publishes a long article on ‘‘ the decadence of the Times.”’ 
Considering the G/ote’s own rotary movement, it seems rather strange 
to find it rating anything for merely “‘ turning rouud.”’ 

A Queer Party. 
Tue Conservative cry recently was, ‘No Party Speeches.’ The 


Party are conscientiously following their own advi«, for all their 
speeches on the Eastern Question have been ez parte statemexts. 


r 


Caught with Chaff. 
‘‘ Au,” said Lord Adolphus to the waiter when he brought him the 
tough partridge again, ‘‘Same old game!” 


A Dry fact. 
Acricutturist and thirsty married men might be catalogued ¢ 
tegether ina show. ‘The term husbandry includes them both. ; 
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e | CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 
hg Betty :—“ Bao PARDON, MY LORD—BUT US WAS A MIND TO AX YER LORDSHIP FOR SUMMAT TOWARDS NEW-SAITIN’ OUR LITTLE CHAPEL YER.” 
Master of Foxhounds :—“ No, Brtty! N-o-o-0, Bgstry; 'TISN’'T MUCH IN MY LINE. N-0-0-0-0, Berry!” 
Betty (returning to the charge):—‘*‘ Bea PARDON, MY LORD, BUT THERE WAS A LITTER 0’ FOXES UNDERNBATH THIS ’ERE VERY FLOOR LAST 
SAISON, AND US DBDN’ DESTURB ’EM.” 
M. F. H.:—* Weur, weit! Berry, I'LL sgnD You A GUINBA—BUT mind and not disturb the foxes !”’ 
my HOME COMFORTS. Good Service. 
> THERE is a good situation going just now at a South Coast Union. ‘“‘Wuy,” said our boy in the gallery at the Queen’s the other night, 
i A porter is wanted who must be not only strong and able-bodied, but | “ is Henry V. like an American mansion short of servants?” and 
: 7. without wife or ether encumbrance. He must be able to cut the| seeing that his friend's mouth was full of saveloy, he answered for 
: paupers’ hair and shave them, or do the tailoring and shoe-making | him. ‘‘ Because there ain't enough Phelps in it.’’ And when his 
Ge ‘necessary in the house.’ He is also bound t» perform various other | friead’s saveloy went the wrong way, he didn’t apologise. 
c duties, and ‘‘to obey all the lawful orders of the guardians.’ 
i, # Provided testimonials, character, ability, and all else are suitable 
fe 4 and the ‘* proud young porter "’ be elected, he is to receive £20 per Too Much for Him, 
as re annum, and live in ‘the house.’ We did at first think of applying Mr. Forsytu, M.P., has resigned the charge of the Woman's 
for the situation ourselves, but, on mature consideration, are of | Suffrage Bill to Mr. Jacob Bright. Which Forsyth Jacob to lead the 
% opinion that it would be better and far easier to become a pauper at | Ladies’ Battle once again. 
4, ' once, and have the benefit of all these abilities—when discovered. —=<—<— = SS : == | 
i . aes — ia Ready, Price One Shilling, | 
mY A Riddle me Ree'd. HOOD’'S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877. 
7. A coop specimen of the soft answer that turneth away wrath was Epitrep By Henry SAMPSON. 
ie é wiven the other morning at a suburban railway station. <A fussy old feats 
rar gentleman, after galloping up and down the platform and finding no ee ae ae . s : , 
ty room, shrieked to an official, “Guard! guard! Why ain't I put Ae To-morrow (Tuurspay) will be Published, Price Twopene?, 
+ second-class?” * Why?” replied the guard pensively, ‘S'pose it's FUN ALMANAC. 
3 ‘cos you're not labelled.” Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. | 
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The smoothest writer ever mace. 
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7 ARE THE VERY BEST. = LAUNDRESS CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it GPoves the addition of starch. 
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It’s what I caila Wooden 


They knew how to make wooden legs in those days, sir! 


sure you my father used to correct me like this. 


Tas 


Leg, sir. 


S ANCESTORS. 
Now, sir, that’s my great-grandfather’s wooden leg. 


FUN. 
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My great aunt was universally admitted to be the Ugliest Woman in Bath. 
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Here’s one! 


Mine used! 


It isn’t every man whose ancestors used to cut off Jews’ Ears! 


There! our grandfather never wore a Stock as big asthit! Yar! 
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Beshrew me! 
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208 FUN. 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 22, 1876. 
QUESTION ! 


As the time is swiftly speeding, 
Time for Peace's interceding, 
And for Mercy’s special pleading 
‘Gainst the woes of war,— 
We would ask, Is ours the Crescent ? 
Or is ours the Christian peasant ? 
In our action at the present 
Which is England for ? 


As a war exterminating 

In its action, is but waiting 

Till the conferential prating 
Makes a patch-work new: 

As, in spite of intercessions, 

War must follow on aggressions— 

What becomes of our professions ? 
What will England do ? 


Wuite congratulating the captain of the Franconia on his narrow 
escape, and regretting that another of the claims of Britannia has 
gone by the board—as if the Vanguard and the Zhunderer and the 
Mistletoe and the Shah experiences in that line were not enough—we 
may, just to give us surcrease of sorrow, call attention to a line of the 
Lord Chief Justice's. He says, in effect, that writers on international 
law base their statements on certain treaties which are non-existent, 
or which, on being referred to, have quite a different construction from 
that put upon them by the writers. Well, my Lord Chief Justice of 
England, this can hardly be novel to you, for even to us it is evident that 
a large proportion of “ authorities,’ from the Bar at Westminster to 
that at the Discussion For rum, create their facts as they go on, for 
the purpose of substantiating their arguments. ‘This is admirable on 
both sides, as far as it goes. The only fear in the matter is that one of 
these days the Sovereign People as well as Discussion Hall pro- 
prietorial victuallers, may take it into their heads, and in turn create 
their own “authorities.” There might then bea little less law and a 
good deal less discussion: but no one will dare say that either the 
public or the publicans would be any the worse off. As the great and 
good Captain Bunsby would say, *‘ The moral of this here lies in the 
application.”’ 

——— 

Tue Charity Organisation Socicty has published a long and ex- 
haustive reply to the charges brought by ‘‘ Veta” in a letter to the 
Times. And it must be admitted that the society comes much better 
out of the business than many expected it-would, ourselves included. 
It is only fair to admit this. But to our thinking, the claims of 
poverty should be met by a Charitable Society with Charity, and not 
with an investigation of character and pedigree from which the best 
among us might shrink. Nobody expects a poor starving wretch who 
has ‘‘seen better days’’ to be immaculate. The matter lies in a nut- 
shell. Investigation is not beneficence, nur is beneficence investiga- 
tion. Nor canthe two things be mixed under one head. And so, 
though the Charity Organisation Society may be doing the greatest 
of all possible good, it is bound to be regarded with disfavour, and to 
be always suspected, however unjustly, of sailing under false colours, 
while it continues to base so large a share of its importance on the 
noble and ever-unsuspecting work of simple Charity. 


AN ATONEMENT. 
**A well-known Publisher of Novels has invented a Bedstead.” — Vide Py ss. 
Ir is meet that the man who these books can produce, 
“* Modern novels ” whose plots slowly creep on, 
Should forsee the effect that his wares may produce, 
And present the werld something to sleep on. 








A Right Merrie Geste. 

Tue Premier has been staying at Ingestre Hall, Staffordshire. Mrs. 
Juggins wants to know if he was made for the place or the place for 
him. We think the Hall! was originally intended for the residence of 
Joseph Miller, Esq. What the Premier was originally intended for, 
who will dare say! (At the moment of goimgto press we are informed 
that the g is hard Ingestre. Well, well, so’s the) in jest.) 


Eau Loire! 

Great scarcity of water prevails at St. Etienne (Loire’, and the 
Mayor has, therefore, suspended tte supply to private hous¢s, in order 
that the public fountains may work, or 1ather play. The result will 
hardly be Gauling to the Frenchman’s mind or skin. 


Wuewn a donkey's in the Pound he’s more than ever a Quod-ruped. 
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INCONTROVERTIBLE FACTS. 
(By a Mupivm.) 


HERE is nothing more certain to destroy 
the effect of a serious story than absurd 
comic pictures, such as_ disfigure this 
page. The author of this has begged in 
vain that these frightful caricatures might 
not be dotted among the text. Iam sorry too 
that this tale should have ‘been printed ina 
comic paper, as nine readers out of ten will 
be apt to begin the perusal of it with the idea 
that they will find in it some of that flippancy 
which distinguishes comic papers. There is no 
intended aoe in this, for lam thoroughly 
convinced of the utter truth of everything 
related in it. If the following account of 
things actually experienced shall have the 
effect of opening the eyes of only one reader 
to the atrocity of the persecution lately 
directed against spiritualistic mediums ; and of 
convincing onemind that spiritual phenomona 
are not.altogether a delusion ; it will not have 
been written in vain. 

There can ‘be, in the:mind of any thinking 
person, mo doubt whatever that the experi- 
ences undergone by my friend B—— were 
intended as a punishment for his unjustifiable 
derision of the Spirit-world. A hard-headed, 
mercenary man-of-the-world, he had once 
made no scruple at expressing his loud con- 
tempt whenever the subject of Spiritualistic 
phenomena happened to be mooted; and his 
opinions on the subject were fully endorsed by 
the majority of his acquaintances. For he 
had the misfortune—the unbelieving will 
deride the word—to move amid a circle of 
men of his own stamp; stockbrokers, mer- 
chants, manufacturers ; all hard-headed men- 
of-the-world, like himself, to whom the word 
‘‘ ghost” was a term to scoff at. When I 
first came across him ‘he was carrying on a 
successful business in the importation of burnt 
cork, and I was.a mouse-trap and nail-brush 
broker on a large-scale. I remember, even at 
that time, that we two had many a conversa- 
tion on “ spiritual’ subjects, but the dialogues 
invariably ended the same way; namely, in 
the dismissal of the subject as a delusion fit 
only for nursemaids and shop-boys. It was 
some years before it began to. dawn upon me 
that there might possibly be two sides to the 
question, but by degrees I did begin to ponder 
upon the subject more deeply, and was at last 
induced to attend a séance in order to ascer- 
tain the truth. That séance greatly shook 
my disbelief; and I went to other séances 
with the result of absolute and unreserved 
conversion to the doctrines of Spiritualism. 
With this faith firmly fixed in my mind I 
went to the City and looked over my accounts, 
but these accounts were not cheering to con- 
template. 

















It was possibly owing to my mind being 
so absorbed by the subject of Spiritualism 
that the balance appeared to me to be en- 
tirely on the wrong side of my ledger. 

I say it must have been in consequence of 
my vision being so dimmed by Spiritualism 
that my credit in the City seemed to be col- 
lapsing; but, anyhow, in a few weeks more I 
yielded up my whole City concern into the 
hands of my creditors and took to Spiritualism 
as a profession--entirely from conviction— 
entirely from devotion to the holy cause of 
TrutH. Freed from the trammels of har- 
rassing business complications I ‘was now 
enabled to devote my mind to the Spirits, and 
I lost no time in taking a couple of rooms 
near Rvssell-square and setting up in business 
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—(ahem! the expression escaped me unpremeditatedly !)— 
asa medium. I soon began to make a very good thing of 
it—I mean to say that I succeeded in making many converts 
to the faith, and a glance at my ledger now—but I will not 
drag in worldly matters. 

How ardently and unremittingly I tried to convert my 
friend B——! My persuasion was all in vain, and he con- 
tinued in his burnt-cork business in spite of all my glowing 
pictures of enormously increased prof—but never mind that. 
I had (subserviently, of course, to my passion for the Txurs) 
a keen perception in business matters, and I told B 
repeatedly that his affairs were getting shaky, but he could 
never see it himself. I pointed out in particular that the 
necessity of settling butchers’ and tailors’ bills was a \ 
possible item in every man’s future. 

All came about as I had predicted. His affairs did go 
wrong; and, with all his bills unpaid for years back, he fled 
his old haunts and retired into private life. He had most 
uncomfortable time of it, for he changed his place of 
residence at least every quarter to avoid those who were 
looking after him. At this time he often used to attempt 
to drown his sorrows in drink, obtained on credit frem the 
nearest public-house, but after a while the supply oftliquors 
was suddenly stopped, owing to his score having grown.too 
long. His troubles from earthly things were hard enough to bear, 
but the worst had yet to come. He had offended the Spirit- World, 
and the Spirit-World had yet to take its revenge! And now com- 








menced a series of phenomena marked enough (I hope) to convince: 


the most sceptical. I took notes of'the. occurrences: at: the time, and: 
can give them to the world precisely as:they occurred. 


B—— had moved his furniture to a. villa more secluded. and less. 


likely to be discovered by his pursuers tham: any of his-previous places. 
of residence. It was about three weeks:after this: that the: first 
spiritual manifestation occurred, and I happened fortunately to be a@ 
witness of the occurrence. B—— and I were sitting over the fire. I 
am positive that the mind of neither of us was at that: time bent upon 
the subject of ghosts, and that we were in no way the victims of mental 
delusion. There could not possibly be trickery on the part.of either. 
of us, for (as I hare said) B—— was an unbeliever; and, as for me, I 
was sitting in a position quite isolated from the spot where the 
demonstration was to occur. My right hand was in my pocket, my 
left thumb inserted beneath the arm-hole of my waistcoat, my eyes 
were fixed on the fire. As we sat we distinctly heard a rapping sound, 
apparently in the front of the house ; we listened, the sound continued 
and became more pronounced. 

Following the direction of the sound, we traced it to the front door— 
the rapping was proceeding from the front door, apparently about half 
way up or a littl higher. The sound grew more hurried, as if 
prompted by anger or excitement. 

We at once decided not to open the door. Now notice! Inan 
interval of the rapping we distinctly hear a voice. 


It muttered something whick my friend and I are prepared to swear: 


sounded very like “ Zztt/z Bill.’ It was evident, then, that the 
demonstrations proceeded from a spirit of that name. 


Suddenly the rapping ceased, and there came a low angry muttering ! 


which seemed to die away in the distance. 

B and I then barred and locked the door, and: piled some 
furniture against it, in order that none might be able to hit on 
the inside to tamper with it, as we wished to give the spirits fair play. 
Next day the noise was repeated with greater vehemence, and we distinctly 
heard several voices. On this and subsequent occasions, too, the sharp 
rapping sound high up in the door was accompanied by a@ heavier 
banging at intervals, a few inches above the level of our feet. I am pre- 
pared to swear that these phenomena occurred at irregular intervals 
for a week. 

On the third day we distinctly saw, lying half under the door, a 
slate with characters upon it! On the left hand side were a column of 
dates and some names of spirituous liguors ; on the right hand side was 
a column of figures! This slate isin my possession now, and can be 
inspected (admission two-and-sixpence ; dark séance one shilling extra). 

On the eighth day after the occurrence of the first demonstration, 
the furniture began to move visibly, and this was dene without any 
assistance or even volition on the part of my friend B——. It was even 
done in direct opposition to his will! In a few hours after this, all my 
friend’s furniture had entirely disappeared. 

I think I have said enough to crush disbelief. 





Legal. 

Ir Dr. Darwin will take the trouble to search the parish registers 
of Faversham in Kent, he will find recorded in June last the marriage 
of J. Judge with A. Jury. We should like to know whether this 
comes under the head of natural selection, and also whether, on the 
principle of the grey mare, Jury should not now be considered the 
better Judge. Six-and-eightpence offered. 
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COLD COMFORT. 


Great history teaches, and we must believe it, 
Successful's the man who can “ down with the dast.” 
If ** money makes sorrow,” sure coin can relieve it ; 
If “ money brings trouble,” J'd try it on trust, 
And do all I know to dispel the illusion 
Which somehow is found in our bosoms to dwell — 
(That proverb should meet with no end of confusion) : 
That he who has money has sorrow as well. 


If I had but money I'd cross the broad ocean, 
From Pole to Equator I'd carelessly roam ; 
Defying dull care by the newest of notion, 
For years [ would wander, ne’er pining for home. 
Of Fskimo’s hut and New Zealander’s wonder 
Alike should my book upon travelling tell. 
Yes, thus would I prove the assertion a blunder 
That he who has money has trouble as well. 


My junketting over, a natural yearnin 
(The yearning ability constantly iibes, 
I mean recognition among the discerning) 
Might set me at poetry, novels, and things. 
I should write like a man of position and breeding, 
My advent to Swinburne might sound as a knell ; 
To the winds this inanity soon I'd be speeding, 
That he who has money has sorrow as well. 


When travelling, poetry, novel-creation, 

And such like amusements had palled for a while, 
Redeeming the duty one owes to his natio2, 

A partner I'd seek amid fashion ard style. 
We'd love one another with blindest devotion, 

She'd call me her hubby, I'd answer Ma bel/e,— 
Together we'd laugh at the rusty old notion 

hat he who has money has sorrow as well. 


* * * * * 


Suppose, though, that voyaging’s not all delicious; 
Suppose that my novels declined to go down ; 
Suppose that my charmer was cold and capricious ; 
uppose she did nothing but wrangle and frown ! 
It may be that men who have blood of the bluest 
Find and riches a regular sell, 
So it’s best.to believe that of proverbs the truest 
Is, he that. has money has sorrow as well. 


JEUX D’ESPRIT. 
Or Tae Very Latest Hvumovrists. 


Curran met Sydney Smith the day after Lord Mayor White's pro- 
cession. ‘*‘ What did you think of the show, Smith?” asked the 
former: ‘ Thought it was extremes meeting,” answered the captious 
Dean. “ and hired flys.”’ 

Paulton, the famous: dramatic author, was invited by Garrick to 
write a-ballet with plenty of smart dialogue in it, for the present lessee 
of Drury Lane. “Oh,. I see,” said the author-actor-wag; “ you 
want a ton o’ chatter for:Chatterton.” 

Sir John Bennett was one day taking riding le:sons of Ducrow, who 
congratulated the curley-headed knight on his youthful appearance. 
‘You appear to defy time,” he exclaimed, as Sir John took the last 
paper hoop with agility. ‘‘No, Ducrow,” was the ready answer. “I 
sell it, that’s all.”’ 

Douglas Jerrold, hearing it asserted that there was a lot of fire in 
Swinburne’s verse, said he didn’t think there could be much, or his 
muse would be more suggestive of Burns and Browning. 


Aciduity. 

Aw unrehearsed performance of the Sanitorium scena from Miss 
Gwilt has been given with some success in Shrewsbury Gaol. Carbonic 
acid gas was introduced into the eells with the splendid result of one 
dead character and nine insensible. How to maintain our prisoners at 
the smallest cost to the community has long been a problem. Here 
we have its solution. Gas main tain ’em, and say they died from 
over eating. 


Oo! H. M. 8.! 

A CONTEMPORARY revives the rumour that the African Filibuster’s 
real name is Jenkyns, and that he isa Welshman. Perhaps it will leek 
out in time that the connection of ideas between his natioual emblem 
and his assumed name suggested the latter. It isn’t such a wide jump 
from on-I-on to on-Stanley-on. 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 
TRADESMAN * 6um- 
moned for objecting 
to have hilloeks of 
other folks’ mud left 
outside his door by 
sweepers. Evidence 
given to prove that 
‘tis the last straw 
that breaks’ the 
scavenger's Fpade. 
= Man fined for 
selling water adul- 
terated with 60 per 
cent. of milk. Thinks 
now that the only 
way to getan honest 
living uninterfered 
with by the police is 
to go out thieving 
at once. — Police- 
magistrate at Lam- 
beth named Chance. 
That's the name of 
several of the other 
magistrates’ views 
and decisions. — 
Mysterious un- 
known pays all the 
fines of persons con- 
victed of Guy 
Fawkes’ rioting at 
Croydon. Magis- 
trates see in this a 
personal reflection 
on themselves. That 
must be their wor- 
ships’ vanity! =— 
Justice of the Peace 
named  Gillbanks 
gives such evidence 
” the case of Vane 
. Vane that it has 
i. be rejected, not 
only by his side, 
het by Vice-Chan- 
eellor. If he hadn't 
been a Justice of 
the Peace he might 
have been considered 
— something else. = 
Lady _ physician’s 
certificate of death 
(so says the New 
York Nation) runs 
thus :—‘“ This certi- 
fies that a beby boy 
died on the born 
day of Febberiy, 
1876. Cause of 
death, born.” The 
‘‘cause of death, 
born,” is, although 
the Nation doesn’t 
seem to see it, about 
the finest piece of 
philosophy we have 
bad in modern days. 
And perhaps more 


THE OYSTER FAMINE.—UNSHELLFISH CONDUCT. 


Anxious OssTEer-BaTER (to fish sal:sman). Oh, I say, what's the 
price of oysters, please ° 
Best three-an-six ; seconds ‘alf-a-crown. 
But I thought they were to be cheap now! 
people advertise them to be sold retail at a shilling 
(Eagerly) Don’t you keep them ? 

F. S. Oh, dear no, sir, I should think not. 
mind telling you in confidence, if we was to sell oysters to our cus- 
tomers at a shillin’ a dozen, they’d go and bust theirselves. We're | tude. 


Fish SALESMAN. 
A. O. 
“ Anglo-Portugo ” 
a dozen. 


‘fraid to do it, sir! 
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IN-DEW-BITABLY SO. 


Sentimental Youth :—“ Au, ANNA Maria, YOU LOOK TO ME LIKE A DAISY KISSED WITH 


pEw !” 
Guilty Party :—‘“‘ Ou, JoHN! INDEED—INDEBD IT WASN'T A JEW. Ir was THAT Tom 
Stusps, AND I TOLD THE IDIOT AT THE TIME, EVERY ONB WOULD FIND IT out!” 


A.O. (convinced). 


butter. 
I see the 


during his year of offi:e stolen. 
this baby robbery ? 
infant would do an 
Having stclen 
| the baby. 


Fact is, sir, I don’t 


D ar me, now, you don’t say so? . 
though, you're right. It would be a terrible temptation. . 
a quarter of a dozen natives, please, and lots of vin« gar and bread and 


A Mayor’s Nest. 


Tue ex-Mayor of Dudley has had the silver cradle presented to him 
Was there no kid napping to prevent 
Lhe fiends who seize the bed of an ex-Mayoral 
ing. Such depravity is Elchonean in its magni- 
the cradle, they might in decency have cribbed 
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80. = Telegram from 
Ti etford says: 

‘““The Prince of 
Wales shot through 
the home _ covoerts 
this morning.”’ Has 
the “Star of Eng- 
land’’ goneinto busi- 
ness as a meteor, or 
does he travel now 
by pneumatic des- 
patch ? — Mr. Glad- 
stone “ keeps his 
mind open’”’ on the 
subject of com- 
pulsory vaccination. 
It is a great pity 
that on such a sub- 
ject -— and under 
existent circum- 


| stances—he didn't 


keep his mouth 
closed. — Sir Robert 


| Carden boasts that 


he once sent a thief 
to prison for putting 
a handkerchief back 
into the pocket from 
which it had been 
taken. The penitent 
thief has evidently 
no sympathy with 
the successor of Sir 


| Peter Laurie. — 


Tory papers deny 
that the Emperor 
Alexander’s menace 
was caused by the 
Beaconsfield ban- 
quet - speech. Of 
course it wasn’t. It’s 
effect would have 
been to terrify, not 
provoke, the Czar— 
to frighten him into 
fits. —- Editor of 
P. M. G. writes to 
the Times to explain. 
Question for both 
sides: how wrong 
must he have been 
originally to do this 
in proof of his being 
right? — We have 
been requested to 
contradict a rumour 
that the next critical 
libel case will be 
brought by an 
“artiste”? who has 
received too much 
praise. 


A Discovery. 

Sr. Pavur’s Cathe- 
dral, we have just 
been informed, was 
built in the Wren- 
naissance period. 








. Dare say, 
. I'll take 
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AN IMPERIAL PLAYTHING. 


Alexander :—“DON'T WANT TO DO ANY HARM, BUT I'M AFRAID I SHALL HAVE TO 


BEFORE I'VE DONE WITH YOU.” 





KNOCK YOU OVER 
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TWO PICTURES. 


** Loox on this picture and on this,” 

The point be sure you do not miss, 
For 'tis a weighty matter now ; 

A story strange has got about, 

And we must have the whole thing out,— 
There'll be a mighty clatter now. 


A Yankee from the other side 
Of the Atlantic, puffed with pride, 
He went a filibustering ! 
He did protest, despite of jibes, 
His mission ’mong the savage tribes 
Was “ Christian love.’”’—Sham! bluster- 
ing. 
There also went a stripling youth, 
Bred to the sea, and strong in truth, 
Brave, manly honour guarding him ; 
He travelled o’er wild desert lands, 
From coast to coast through barbarous 
bands, 
No hostile hand retarding him. 


The first went armed with shot and steel, 
The second ‘kindly words and zeal, 


An honest heart and ‘trusty one. 1K if 7 , “Weee i We 
He made warm friends on every side, SOBRE AR ae | Re TT an hy ay Weel fasji to 
The other shot men far and wide, JDC MRL a YAY HR = AY tf Hy Mh 


His guns!—he had-no rusty one. | AS ra | \ a : A | 
Now we would ask the public voice i AM NY VN\\\4 , ua rat | 
To mark the hero of its choice, — ai | mee ||| | | y y {ay | 

Ere time shall throw its glamour on 7 iy | hy eae A! 
The work that these two men have done ; ———— ss Ba | 
i, Hon which “Shame,” which | : a ae ) il atl bol EAL 

onour”’ *won, | sn 

A Stanley—or a Oameron ? } ” THE SAME, BUT DIFFERENT.”’ 





A 
J , 
- oe A 


<= Mis‘ress :—‘‘ Wei, Brivest, 1s THERE A FIRE IN MY ROOM?”’ 
Morro rok IRELAND.— Semper parat.es. Bridget (a new importation) :—“Sunz, Mia, vis, THERE'S A FIRE—BUT IT’S OUT.” 








picture where all are good, but call attention to a few of the best, viz., 
THE WINTER GALLERIES, | (11) “Elizabeth,” L. Alma Tadema; (12) “A Bye Way in Berk. 
Any of our readers who are staunchly Conservative, and like to see | ghire,’”? E. G. Waterlow ; (26) “ Todmorden, Lancashire,’ A. W. 
the best men get the worst places, in deference to those in power, and | Bayes; (59) “‘The Hour before Dark,” P. R. Morris; (60) ‘‘ Sheep 
rejoice in merit being sacrificed to cliquism, should visit the Dudley. | Shearing,” R. W. Macbeth ; (69) “ Portrait of My Boy,” H. Herkomer ; 
More scandalous hanging it has never been our lot to witness. The | 87) “‘ Crabbed Age and Youth,” E. F. Brewtnall. And with a wish 
exhibition is at best a collection of Pot Boilers. It is sad to see such | that our readers will go and judge for themselves we conclude, 
debasement of talent, yet we should wish to speak well ofa few. Mr. | Fo ing that next year Mr. Ford Madox Brown will send better work to 
H. Moore’s “ Misty Morning ” (18) is fine, but then he has done such | Mr. Deschamp’s gallery, as he has two of the least satisfactory pictures 
a lot of them, why doesn’t he strike oil somewhere else ? (28), acharming | there, and also that if at next years Royal Academy Mr. Goodall, 
bit of seascape, E. Hayes, is floored. Tom Loyd’s ‘‘ Awayin Devon”’ (40) | R.A., will confine himself to such small-sized pictures as he exhibits 
though a little pink, is worthy of notice, and so is H. Mark’s “ T'wins”’ | here, it would really be better for his reputation. 
(58) ** bad notice; why this quaint dry humour when he can do really | The Winter Exhibition of pictures by those who for better or for 
good work ?—vide (78) ‘‘A Suffolk Marsh;” his forte is evidently | worse are entitled to style themselves British Artists, and who there- 
landscape. Leon L’hermitte, much praised for his charcoal sketches, | fore must more or less represent British Art, isin no way inferior to 
is hardly as good in paint, being too slight to have interest, but still, | the exhibitions of former seasons. Inthe eyes of many it is even 
(96) “The Market at Ploudalmezéause” may please some, but we | superior. That the ability of British artiste, like that of artists in less 
can’t help thinking the title is the best part of it. Mr. Fahey in (153) | fortunate climes where the foreign invader is now and again believed 
“‘ Nuts in the Fire” has gone for figure work, and is hardly as good | jn, less because of his art than of his extraction, is of necessity more 
as usual, he should study drawing, though miles beyond the mass / or less mixed, no one will attempt to gainsay. There is, however, an 
here. V. Bromley, who, we are glad to see, has been looking at | undoubted average of excellence at Suffolk-street, and there are now 
Tadema, is doing some honest work, his “Sweet Home” (180) is a | and again to be seen those curious touches which, when they who made 
great improvement. H. Fantin, good at portraits and flowers, is | them have become great, are pointed out as undoubted signs of coming 
simply execrable in the “ Baigneuse” (183). P. R. Morris con- | greatness. What these touches are often considered at the time of making 
tributes several works, but they all look as if they had been covered | is best known to the makers themselves and to those who subsequently 
with thin pink whitewash ; we must also take exception to Armitage’s feel sure they always admired them. In our short space we have, 
“Kentish Bacchante” (289), which is ill drawn, with a spurious | unfortunately, no room for description or analysis, so must content 
attempt at Academic knowledge, but that is usual among the old | ourselves with recommending a visit to all readers. 


DS 


R.A.’s. SSS 
It is refreshing to turn after this to Mr. Deschamp’s gallery, and | 

look at the earnest, painstaking work that has been collected together | RHYMES FOR TIMES. 

''y private enterprise. A finer collection has never been seen in Mem. for a poet who wants a verse: 


When a man’s christened he wants a nurse; 
When he is married he wants a purse ; 
When he is buried he wants a hearse. 


London. We must call special attention to Gregory’s ‘‘ Dawn’”’ (31), 
which has been pronounced by “ the”’ critic to be ‘a work of rare but 
overstrung power, and a culmination of ‘newspaper art,’ ’’—a pleasant 
way of writing, so deep, so sound, and so true. ‘ Dawn” is probably 
one of the cleverest bits of work produced by an Englishman in 

modern times, but why, Mr. Gregory, did you give the gentleman The Butt of the Pr ss. 

such awful boots! G. F. Watts, R.A., one of the good R.A.’s, con- Mx. Burr has withdrawn his action for libel against the Daily 
tributes “The Three Graces’ (55), which is charming in feeling | Ezpress, on the plea that so highly does he esteem the Liberty of the 
and design, though the flesh is somewhat dead and livid in colour. | Press that on second thoughts he declines to interfere with it. This is 
We have not space to enter into a detailed account of each fine | Butt for the Press; nay, it is mors, it is Butter. 


— 


+ —— 
. te 
Dodtiacceuaateainacan 


melted ie ot ne 
te . 


— emer 


SERPS 8 


a ci 


COLETTI 





aye © 6 .  \ 
Bye, HD © ee 





of is 


¥ > 
>. 
at 

Vi 
é 

5 “sy 


43 7 
© seqpe ® « 











eee eee aD 





een ill lie in NN ta i NS i A ER RN LA TLL TILE 


Nias 


} iil / / 
a iy , Yi 

i. A Oy) 
| WS J 


Na! 


dd a 


— 


‘“ HOW 


lst Idiot :—*' TABLB’S GOING BOUND, AIN'T IT, OLE FBLLOW?” 
3d ditto (excitedly) :—*''’M 8URE THER®’S LOTS 0’ SPIRITS PRESENT.” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | 

Tue revival of No Thorouchfare at the Olympic is still another | 
reminder—as if we had not already too many of them—that life is | 
short and time is fleeting. Yet, though we are at every turn brought | 
face to face with this somewhat dismal piece of information, it never | 
seems to come once too often or to leave its effect once too heavily. | 
Theatre-goers on the first night of this reproduction may have shaken 
their heads solemnly and said, ‘‘ Just upon nine years ago! Ah, dear | 
me! How time does fly, to be sure!’’ But the application, in every | 
case that came under our notice, seemed intended not for the benefit of | 
the speaker, who was in his own mind hardly a day older or a foot | 
further on his journey towards the Grim Custodian, but for those | 
poor frail human beings the listeners. The principle which governs | 
those who are fond of funerals is to be found fully represented at | 
theatrical revivals —that 'tis we who are immortal, ’tis only our friends 
who suffer under “ time's effacing fingers.” But we will leave our | 
readers to work out for themselves the doings and departures of the | 
last nine years, as well as the probabilities of what may be in another | 
nine, and say a word or two as tothe revivification. 

It is because there is so little to say that we have indulged ina 
word of philosophy, as well as because we like to show we keep an 
accurate reasoner ready to be turned on at any moment should occasion 
serve. The plot of Yo Thoroughfare needs no retelling, the only 
novelty is the novelty in the cast. Besides this, comes certainly the | 
painful reflection that the chief hand:in the play's construction, so 
strong and vigorous in the cause of good, a hand which did more to 
benefit the cause of poor humanity than the hands of political 
economists and professed philanthropists innumerable have ever | 
done, has been for seven years again but dust. Mr. Wilkie Collins, | 
the survivor of the partnership, superintended the present production, 
and with the exception of the principal character of Obenreizer, so 
intimately identified with Mr. Fechter, the cast may, in its entirety, 
be considered the equal,if not the superior, of that at the Adelphi. 
It may be heresy, but we prefer the Joey Ladle of the Olympic, which, 
with the least bit more stolidity, would be perfection itself. To 
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IT’S DONE.” 


2nd ditto:—‘* Nor A DOUBT OF [T; ROOM’SH GOIN’ ROUN’, TOO.” 
[ Mr, Fun thinks there must have been ; lots—with sugar and lemon. 


attempt to criticise Mr. Neville ina part originally his own, which 
brought him so many new friends and such increased reputation, 
would be supererogatory indeed, and we have only to say of Mr. 
Flockton, Mr. Fisher, Miss Crawford, and Miss Brennan, that they 
need fear no comparison with what has gone before them. Whether 
the public will care for a revival of a play without the actor who gave 
it most of its original popularity remains to be seen. For our own 
part, we can only say, while wishing the Olympic venture every 
possible success, that the greatest tribute that can be paid to the much 
disputed greatness of Mr. Fechter is paid in the Obenreizer of the also 
recently revivified Mr. Arthur Stirling. 


That what is technically known as an “elegy piece’’ should possess 
plenteous show or admirable variety as to its chief essential, will, we 
think, be readily admitted. That it has not only one of these but 
both in its latest phase, will be admitted quite as readily by all who 
have as yet visited the newly christened Folly Theatre. Bright 
music goes hand in hand with gorgeous costume, and if the latter be 
somewhat scant, it must be recollected that splendid material is by no 
means cheap, and that a heavy and expensive outlay must have its 
effect in some one way or the other. But why what was wrong at 
the St. James's should be right at the Folly, why what was heinous in 
the Ripirelle, and brought the blush of shame to the cheeks of the 


_Licenser of Plays and the Censors generally, can be admirable in 


Robinson Crusoe, is not for us but for the official mind to explain. We 
are content to note that the effect is not only gorgeous, but graceful ; 
and the many varieties of the human form divine which greet the 
philosophic gaze, should not fail to tempt all those who like to com- 
bine at once instruction and amusement. There are, besides, other 
claims on the attention of the public. There is Mr. Lionel Brough, 
who is always good, and who considers that having a thing to do is 
sufficient necessity for having it done well; there is Mr. (eorge 
Barrett, who we venture to predict has not yet taken his true position 


on the stage, the position to which his somewhat unique ability « ntitles 


him; there is Mr. Willie Edouin, easily chief among theatrical 
grotesques ; and last, there is, making a “‘good show’”’ even in such 


LO sepsis 
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EFUN. 


Then there are ladies who act, as well as 
ladies who simply “ appear.’’ At the head of these is, of course, the 
graceful manageress, Miss Lydia Thompson. But there is nothing 
very novel in what they all do— we have seen the same company doing 
the same sort of thing before, making the same sort of speeches, sing - 
ing the same sort of songs, and, indeed, under different titles playing 
almost identically the same characters. Ifthe gentleman who seems 
to have a monopoly in the construction of this vehicle for absurdity 
gets fresh pay for every fresh branch he lops off the parent tree— the 
tree of anything but knowledge—he should be a happy man. He 
should be happy if only in the discovery that at last there is reward 
for that faculty known in other and commoner folk as—well, as the 
absence of anything like ability. In its next phase we should suggest 
that the Folly burlesque, late Blue Beard, now Robinson Crusoe, be 
called The Triumph of Thomas Carlyle. Meanwhile, admirable taste 
as shown in the boots, hats, and gloves which make up the major part 
of the walking ladies’ costumes, combined with excellence of acting 
and brilliancy of music, will be sure to attract a large portion of that 
ia contingent whose sele object seems to be ‘ to shoot Folly as 
it flies.” 

The best that can be said of Hot Water, the “new” piece at the 
Criterion, is that it is very nearly a literal translation of La Boule, 
said to have supplied the original notion of Trial by Jury. It-would 
be so good. a thing for the English stage if the absurdly incoherent 
rubbish generally known as adaptation, often enough nothing but 
clumsy piracy, could be for ever abandoned, that a listener feels com- 
pelled to pardon many shortcomings in the present venture. Besides, 
with the Adapter must go that anomaly the Censor, if the new state 
of things is to continue. To apply criticism to such a piece as Hot 
Water would be like tickling a rhinoceros with a feather, or feeding a 
Jerusalem pony upon strawberries and cream. If, as it stands, it 
marks a fresh era in the history of originality, provides a certain 
amount of amusement, and is productive of excellent acting, all who 
go to see it, and many who stay away, should be well satisfied. Any- 
thing there is to say beyond this should be said in favour of ladies 
who manage to fill so satisfactorily such evidently distasteful p arts. 
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THE DEMON POLICEMAN. 
A DRAMA. 


ACT I.—Scenz 1: A Public Thoroughfare. Miss Jenny Jonns, aged 
five, on her way to school. Demon Pomtomman jas his eye on her. 


Jenny (singing). “ Goosey, goosey; gander, where shall I wander, 
<0."” 


Demon P. Here, move on. You're creating a disturbance in the 

street. (Knocks her down with his truncheon.) 
Enter Crowp and GuaNTLEMAN. 

Growp. Shame! (Demon P. ‘nocks Crown down with his truncheon.) 

GentLeMAN. I shall take your number. , 

Dsmon P. Oh, you will, will yer? (Kuoekes Gant. down with his 
trunchcon.) 
Scene 2: 4 Police-court. Junxx Jonus, Caown, and GENTLEMAN 

with their heads bandaged. Demon P. in dock, Cuorvs or SureRin- 

TENDENTS, Inspectors, and FeLLow CoNsTaBLEs. 

Cuorvs. All a conspiracy, your Wuship. Not this man at all. 
Witnesses are notorious bad characters. Professional perjurers, your 
Wuship, and drunk at the time. ; 

Magistratz. You are discharged without a stain upon your 
character! There was evidently no assault. 


ACT II.—Scerne: A Street Corner. Miss Jenny Jonzs, aged twenty, 
waiting for her affianced husband. Dxmon P. has his eye on her. 
JENNY JONES coughs. 
Damon P. Here, no disturbance here. (Seises her by the neck, 

breaks her back, and throws her under an omnibus.) 

Crowp. How dreadful! 
Demon P. Obstruct me in the exercise of my duty, would you? 

‘(Seises Crown by neck, breaks its back, and throws it under a tramway 

ear, 


society, Mr. Forrester. 


an. You ought to have your number taken. 
Dzmonw P. Oh, you'd assault me, would yer. Take that. (Seizes 
Gant. by neck, breaks his back, and throws him under steam-roller.) 
2: A Police-court. Jenny Jonms, Crown, and Guwr. brought 
rinvon stretchers. Demon P. in dock. Conus as in Act I. Scene 2. 
Cuorvs. A reg’lar got up thing, your Wuship. Man wasn’t on 
}daty that night at all. Very bad characters these witnesses; always 
Woon, and creating disturbances. Passes their lives at it, your 
Magistrate. You are discharged without the shadow of a stain on 
your character. The witnesses evidently assaulted you. 


‘“A ROMANCE.” 


Just listen—T’ll tell you a tale— 

A tale of my wooing— of billing and cooing. 
So, reader, prepare to turn pale, 
When I my misfortunes bewail. 


—- give your attention a moment or two, 

And I'll tell you how love first assailed me, and grew, 
Till it caused me to part with my sense, — 
My passion was something “immense! ” 


I met her—(and when I say her 
I mean the young creature so faultless in feature 
Who led me at once to infer 
That a marriage would shortly occur). 
I met her—ne matter, though, never mind where, 
Suffice it to say, she was wondrously fair! 
And Eros’s feathery dart 
Was suddenly plunged in my heart! 


And quickly I told her my love, _ 
With fervent emotion, I proffered devotion— 
And called her my own little dove— 
(By the way, she’d a mite of a glove. 
We were shortly engaged to be married, and lo, 
A neat little ring I presented to Flo— 
(By-the-bye, I'd forgotten to say 
That Flo was the name of my fay!) 


Ah, many’s the time I have knelt, 

And fervently wooed her. Whenever I viewed her 
Intense was the passion I felt. 
The house where my lady-love dwelt 

To me was a casket, containing a pear! ; 

But ah, she deceived me—the treacherous girl! 
So I tearfully bade her adieu— 
And quite a misogynist grew! 

. * . 

But now I’ve another instead, 

A maiden that’s tender—and needs a defender— 
Her sweet little ‘‘ yes”’ has been said— 
And anon, we intend to be wed. 

So, off with the old love and on with the new, 

Is the motto for me, and between me and you— 
I don’t think it’s likely to fail. 
And that is the end of my tale! 


Bon pgp Srizits.—Those used “on the quiet”’ in Birmingham. 





ACT III.—Scenz 1: Interior of a Church. Enter Jenny Jones and 
her young man to be married, BRIDESMAIDS, CLERGYMAN, §¢. Demon 
P. has his eye on them. 

Barippg (at the proper moment). I will 
Demon P. Oh, you will, will yer? 
her down and strangles her.) 


‘We'll see about that. (Kuocks 


Bxsipreecroom, What's that for? 
Demon P. I'll show yer. (Knocks him down and strangles him.) 
Baripesmaips. Oh, how cruel! 








Demon P. Oh, you'd intimidate me in the execution of my duty, 
would yer? (Knocks BraipesmMaips down and strangles them.) 

CiercyMan. Well, I never in the whole course of my life —. 

Demon P. Oh, you're one on ’em, are yer? (Knocks him down and 
strangles him.) 

Scenzg 2: A Police-court. Jenny, Youne Man, Bripgsmas, 4d 
CLERGYMAN carried in defunct and placed on Solicitors table, Pamon 
P. in box. Cuorvus as in Act II. Scene 2. 

Cuorvus. Unfounded charge, your Wuship. Quietest man in the 
force. No previous charge against him. Witnesses in the corfins 
reg’lar bad lot. Habitual criminals. Reg'lar got up case, your 


Wuship. 
You are discharged without a scintilla of a shadow of 


MaGIsTRATeE. 
a stain on your character. The witnesses are unworthy of credit. If 
they come here again I’ll give them six years for perjury. 


CurTAIN. 


Moral Refiections, 


Looxers-on see most of the game, but to play is sometimes a good 


sight better. 
A good king is like a good artist, he treats his subjects well. 


‘¢ Fife for ——” 


Tue Scotch say, “ He that will to Cupar, maun to Cupar,” w 
being interpreted, means, we suppose, he who must will Bav@ 
Fife. 


A Hampzer ror Justics.—A carefully packed jury. 
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STANZAS. 


To a THotuGuHrTirss ONE. 






My hair is gray, but not with years — 
Despair has bleached the tresees, 
Since you (the source of all my tears) 

Reject: d my addresses. 
The flame that made my bosom smart 
Was bright and clear and steady, 
I only strove to touch your heart,— 
Your brain was touched already. 
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I told you how my passion burned,-- 
I breathed my true devotion,— 

TI murmured, “ Is my love returned?” 
You hardly had a notion. 

Yet still I pined the truth t» find, 
My chance looked not a bad one: 
You talked of making up your mind, 

Until I thought you had one. 
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Alas! you smiled on other chaps, 
And came at length to doubt me: 
| Not having thoughts enough, perhaps, 
| To spare a thought about me. 
| Farewell! I break the fatal charm, 
And quit you as you bid me; 
I think you never meant me harm, 
But oh, the harm you did me. 
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Tue leading journal, speaking of the promotion of 
Mr. Pope Hennessy, and of the trouble which constantl 
grows up in Barbadoes, says that Lord Carnarvon wi 

| hardly find it impracticable soorer or later “to devise 
some plan for the effectual government of an island 
which is about the size of the Isle of Wight.” There 
is both subtlety and ingenuity in this comparison, when 
it is remembered that the trouble has chiefly arisen in 
Barbadoes by the native Wight being found so intoler- 
ably and offensively Black. } 







| 
| Novelty in Whitewasbing. 
| 
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‘“BEYOND COMBPARE.” 


Vieur’s Daughter :-—“ Witt1am NoAKES, DOBS YOUR MOTHER ¢ver COMB An Ice Idea. 


" YOUR HAIR?” . . 
et | William :—“ No, Mus, NvR Of DOAN’ WANT ’BR TOO, NOITHBR!” Tux Mayor of Portsmouth is to give a banquet to 
{ the officers of the Arctic Expedition. To give it a re- 















i Sinemet dilieten ibpeenesemmes -_-— ee 
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V. D.:—“Whuy, you HORRID Bor?” ; ye oes : 
W.:—“Wuor? ’Cos raTHBR "ER STOP OUT TOO LATE AT THB ‘THREB presentative character it will consist entirely of Arcticles 
of Food and Drink. 


Tens’ T OTHER NOIGHT, AN’ B'S ABBD NEAOW WITH THE COMBIN’ ’Isn Got!” 
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A LIKING. Notts Such an Error After All. 


Taere seems to have been great laughter at N ottingham during 
the recent election of sheriffs, owing to one of the nominators, in his 
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Wr met at a ball, and a something 
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° On sion te re side, he 2 dant thing oem mistaking Mr. Leonard Lindley for Mr. Lindley Murray. 
im , While others were ‘waltzing away. ., he latter gentleman is 60 often left out in the cold at these cele- 
. y ; Was it love that so lightly enchained me brations, that it is pleasant to find him getting an unexpected turn in 
bert And kept me aloof from the rest ? his favour, if only once in a way. So we'll laugh, too, if only for 
1 Or what was the spell that retained me, sympathy. 
And made me 00 lesy & guest? frying Back. 
1 She was old and she hadn't the ghost of A Ma. Ownn-ap-GairritH has recently died from “‘ fatty degenera- 
. A charm that should fascinate me, tion of the heart.” Should it not be called ‘‘ Taffy ” degeuecation f 
; Her complexion was orn to boast of, a 
Her manner remarkably free ; Now Ready, Price One Shilling 
’ Yet I stuck by her while I was able ’ , 
ee And found her society nice, ; HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877. 
hg For she'd charge of the 'freshment room table, Eorrep by Haney Samrson. a 
‘ And gave out the strawberry ice. Mow Ready, Prise Twopenes, 


FUN ALMANAC. 


{  Waean is a vocalist with a cold like a swindler ?—When he's a ae 
‘ Full of Engravings bythe Brothers Dalziel. * 


{ hoarse chaunter. 
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“ Wa can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.” —Standard. » 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Has«¥, M.D. 
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Nov. 29, 1876.] 


TROUBLE. 


As trouble must come to us all, 
We all ought to know how to treat it! 
And never be under its thrall, 
Nor ever go half-way to meet it! 
*Tis often by courage put down— 
Timidity never will right it— 
Accept it with smile or with frown; 
But stand up and manfully fight it! 


Misfortune accept with a laugh— 

And hide in good-humour your losses ; 
Consider how healthy is “ chaff,’’ 

For you just as well as for ‘‘’osses! ”’ 
And so when the worst has occurr'd, 

Let care be forgotten in laughter, 
For grief would be simply absurd 

When better things must follow after! 


This life would be wretched and sad, 
And worthy of nothing but leaving, 
Unless we could often be glad, 
And need very seldom be grieving. 
And such is the might of the mind | 
To overcome trouble and right it, 
That even the worst, you will find, 
Will vanish as soon as you fight it! 


Blow for Blow. 


“Catt that a grand piano!’’ said Mr. 
Newview Rich, the celebrated ‘‘ bookmaker,” 
after listening with disgust to the shopman’s | 
eulogies on tone and touch and obliquity and 
etcetera ; ~ don’t tell me! What I want isa 
real grand’un—a grand ’un to look at—there, 
like one o’ them big ’uns with the pipes down OF COURSE. 


the _— saggy = my Nn ae ge -_— Flinty-hearted Employer:—“ Weit, Joun, a8 I wisH TO DBAL FAIRLY, ANY OF THE MEN 
eae — Ow ¢ | WHO LIKE TO ATTEND THE ARBITRATION MEETING THIS AFTERNOON WILL BE PAID AS IF AT 
blows the organ. ee 

; ; Ground-down Son of Toil :—‘‘ Jus’ 80, 8IR, WE DON’T MIND GOIN’; AND HAS 80ME OP HUS 
A Boatman’s Sona pv’Apigv.— “Then | wor pon’r ’oLD WITH HARBUTRATION BE A-GOIN’ TO OLD A STRIKE MBETIN’ THIS EVENIN’, 0° 


j 
i 
} 











yawl remember me!” COURSE YOU'LL DO THE THING WOT’S RIGHT, AND PAY US OVERTIME.” 
In Thrice, an amusing novel by W. A. Chandler (Allen), we among 
PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. other things come across this :—‘ The scene would have been a fine 


Tose enterprising publishers who, amid the heavier work of novels, | study for one of those old masters who between them seem to have 
jeux d’esprit, and vers de société, are not unmindful of the claims such | left hardly anything unpainted.” Judged by the modernest of 
minor things as history, politics, and travels possess, merit the greatest | modern novels, the old masters of painting don’t seem to be more 
praise and, what is much more to the purpose, support. Those others, | singular in this respect than the old masters of literature, compara- 
too, who never allow any amount of business to make them unmindful | tively young as the latter may be. 
of the fact that every season has its literature, which must on no Shadows on the Snow is the title of Mr. Farjeon’s Christmas story, 
account be mixed, also deserve the reward which we are taught ever | which constitutes the extra number of TZinsley’s Magazine. We could 
comes of supporting a good cause. The firm of Warne and Co. seems | give it no greater praise, if we wrote a column, than to say it is in the 
to combine, to our mind, both the elements we have mentioned, and | author’s best and most pathetic strain. eh 
those parents and guardians who are anxious to provide either sound| By means of a packet of publications received from the Sunday 
historical or seasonable reading for themselves or their juniors cannot | School Union, we may fairly judge of the general issues of this associa- 
do better than try Bedford-street. From the histories of Curly | tion. If not smart and clever from the worldly point of view, the 
Locks and Goody ‘l'wo Shoes to those more expensive, but less popular, | volumes are certainly well-written from their own. Well-printed, 
subjects, the histories of England and Europe, they can be supplied | well-bound, and well-suited for presents. 
either in gross or detail, while for very good boys and girls we might, | The Life of Mendelssohn (Reeves) is a singularly complete work com- 
as a special treat, recommend The Natural History Album, Aunt | piled from various sources. It is, like the lives of all truly great men, 
Friendly’s Sunday Keepsake, or The Swan and her Crew. These should | a record of trials and difficulties overcome by that combination of 
be source of much enjoyment to the rising generation. | courage, perseverance, and eapacity for hard work generally known as 

The story of Charley Toss, his strange abduction and the means, | genius—when these faculties are concentrated. ‘The book is well 
unfortunately without effect, used for his recovery, as told by his | worth reading. 
father, Mr. Christian K. Ross, of Philadelphia, will be widely read by | Life in London Alleys (Longley) deals less with those whose lives are 
all, and especially by all those who consider a sensational narrative is | constantly passed in these dreadful and one day to be impossible places, 
all the better for being truthful into the bargain. The English | than with those others whose visits are of a self-imposed and missionary 
version is published by Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton, and certainly | description. 
outstrips a good deal of American sensational fiction. Now, when so much controversy is going on about pure literature for 

The Law of Parliamentary and Municipal Registration (Knight), | boys, and when certain people would have it appear such a thing is 
as explained by Alexander Nicoll and Arthur Flaxman, is another of | impossible unless it emanates from them, a reissue of Aimard’s Indian 
those books without which every gentleman’s library, no matter how | Tales, by Mr. George Vickers, is timely. Each story is complete in 
otherwise well-stocked, must mourn in melancholy uncompleteness. | itself, is cheap, and has the benefit of a revision by Mr. Percy B. St. 
An extraordinary amount of matter has been got into a given space | John, himself no mean authority on what is best for boyish reading. 
without in any way affecting the lucidity which is evident throughout | Cardsand Card Tricks and Slewht of Hand are, like other books of a 
the volume to even our dull legal comprehension. cognate kind issued from the Bazaar office, certain to be found 

The author of Norvin of the Tower is decidedly a genius. His thoroughly trustworthy and authoritative. 
novel, though outwardly of the kind usually associated with the same | The Calendaria Botanica Ridiculoso of Messrs. Mansell is issued for 
publishers (Charing-cross Company), has inward marks which show | 1877, and is both clever and funny. 
him to be immensely above the run of ordinary authors. One thing is The Monody of Temple Bar isa crowning infliction. The Bar should 
certain, Mr. N. W. Davies need be in no fear of comparison with them. | go now—and quickly. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 29, 1876. 
WHO CAN SAY? 


Listen to the tongue of rumour as it changes every day ! 
Listen to its tale of thousands as they warward take their way! 


Will they leave their bones to whiten on the ground their master 


claims ? 
Will they carry all before them at this deadliest of games ? 
Who can say, 
Till the dreaded day 
Has come to teach diplomatists what should have been their way ? 


Will the quarrel like a bubble burst and all be calm again ? 
Will the claim of Peace be strong enough to ward off sanguine stain ? 
Will the hope of human vulture and of’ wolf be sternly crushed, 
And the demon voice of Murder and her minions yet be hushed? 
Who can say, 
Till the dreaded day 
Has come to teach diplomatists what should have been their way ? 


Will the war cry growing louder deafen Europe with its shout ? 
Will again the youth of England fall round Todtleben’s redoubt ? 
Will again the youth of England, fighting bravely for home sake, 
Fall a sacrifice to Ministers who revel in mistake ? 

Who can say, 

Till the dreaded day 
Shall come to teach diplomatists what should have been their way ? 


—- @9@--— 


Tu stories of war and its horrors which possess a monopoly just 
now have been varied by an account of devastations nearer home ; 
so near that those who would be brave and defiant as lions while 
other people in other countries were being slaughtered, may be whole- 
A bull, or an ox, or a cow, or, as our friend Mrs. 
Pralamop would say, a cattle of some kind, got on the rampage the 
other day in the Blackfriars-road, and did much execution among 
Men, deep in thought as to what may 
be the direful consequence of impending war, suddenly found them- 
selves worse off than they might be with all Europe in arms; others, 
just thinking of the deeds of heroism the imminent future holds out 
to the daringly valorous, took to their heels and fled for dear life and 
The animal having destroyed a whole shop-load of 
Berlin-wool—adsit omen '—and damaged much plate glass, turned his 
at'ention to a tram-car, and, having failed in his endeavour to effect 
either a wreck or a passage, was eventually captured and converted into 
steak ‘The wonder to us is that this sort of thing should be so unusual 


somely interested. 


shop-windows and passers-by. 
unbroken bones. 


as it is, for surely the tortures hundreds of thousands of poor wretched 
animals must suffer in their journey through London streets, are 
known only to themselves, and the few who care to notice the doings 
of drovers. The navigation of our streets is full of perils of which the 
pedestrian is unaware, he may go within an inch of eternity often, 
and never know it; and we tremble to think what might have been 
the consequence in this single instance, provided the bull had only 
managed to upset the tram-car, and then made off and secured himself 
in the nearest adjacent china shop. 


ALL OF A PIECE. 


Tue peacefullest Caesar that ever was crowned 

Ts the Cesar of Russia, for conquests renowned. 

His care of the Christians, poor suffering souls! 

No space can encompass, it reaches the J’v/es. 

To wrongs and to lands alike sympathy’s shown, 

Like a true-hearted Seizer, he makes them his own. 

"Tis for Peace he declares he incessantly labours, 

But the Peace that he wants is a prec’ of his neighbours’. 


Food and Fashion. 


A Mr. Etpringe Spratt writes to the papers to suggest that Irish 
stew might occasionally be supplied to the girls in milliners’ shops 
instead of beef and mutton. What the gentleman probably wants to 
do is to draw forth letters from ‘ shop young ladies”’ on the domestic 
econemy of some West End houses. He is the famous Spratt to catch 
a wail literally embodied. 


Sounding Brass. 


A rarrk young contemporary, flushed probably with the wild excite- 
ment of some “first night’’ experience, exclaims, ‘‘ When will some 
man of genius turn his attention to the stage, and break this dramatic 
ring?’’ We have, in fulfilment of a solemn duty, seen most of the 
recent novelties in dramatic compilation, and we haven't noticed the 
dramatic ring. We should like to. 


FUL 





‘Nov. 29, 1876. 


THE CONFERENCE. 
A Farce. 


Scene: An Interior in Constantincple. PLENIPOTENTIARIES seated on 
divans, smoking, sipping sherbet, and tryiny to luk as if they liked it. 
Turkisu PLEN. (fo Excuisu ditto.) Like that baccy, Solly ? 
Enouisu Pisn. Not bad. Where d’ye buy it ? 

Terkisu PLen. Musurus gets it for me somewhere in Holborn. 
It’s birdseye. ? 

German Prien. I wish you'd tell your Kellner to chuck this 
sherbet away and bring me a Wiener Bier. 

Russtan Pien. I say, look here, this isn’t business, you know. 
Let’s discuss Autonomy. (He whispers to GaRMAN Pigwn.) Just want 
to spin the thing out till we're ready to fight, you know. (Zkey dis- 
cuss Autonomy. Afier a duy or two the diseussion flags.) 

EnGuisuH Pign. Thisdiscussion flags. ( Whispers to TURKISH PLEN.) 
We must keep the thing going while we pull our army together, you 
know. (A/loud.) Gentlemen, let’s meet again to-morrow to discuss 
Administrative Autonomy. (They meet again on the merrow and discuss 
Administrative Autonomy.) 

Frencu Prirn. I say, that Turkish chap’s fast asleep; let’s cork 
his nose! (PLENIPOTENTIARIES cork nose of sleeping 'TuxKIsH PLEN. 
He wakes.) 

Turkisu Przen. Bismillah, Allah ill Allah, Mahomet! What the 
dickens are you up to? 

Feencu Pusan. C’ etait pour passer le temps, mon cher ; voila tout. 

EneuisH Puen. What shall we talk about now? 

Turkish Pisn. Well, let's discuss Administrative Integrity and 
Indirect Autonomy on the English bases in its bearing upon the 
Berlin Memorandun, as correlatively distinguished from the Andrassy 
Note, with guarantees from the Great Powers in contradistinction to the 
Treaty of Paris. (Zo Enouish Puisn.) Pouff! I fancy that’ll keep 
us going while we move our men nearer the front. (They discuss 
Administrative, §c.) 


Enter ODALESQuES with telegrams for PLENIPOTENTIARIES. 
them. 


EnettsH Pien (reads aside). Beaconsfield to Salisbury.—We’re 
quite ready. You can turn the game up when you like. 

TuRKISH PLiBEN (reads aside). Cut the Conference short. Our men 
are eager to take the field. ; 

Russtsn PLiBTn (reads aside). 
Pack up and hook it. 

Eno tsH PEN (aloud). Gentlemen, I cannot agree to the terms 
proposed. I shall decline any further discussion, and my Government 
will act as it sees fit. 

Turkish Prien. I won't stand any more of Russia’s humbug. If 
she wants to fight, let her come on. 

Russtan Pren. You shall hear from my Imperial master in a jiffy. 


Exit PLENIPOTENTIARIES, glad the farce is over. Triumphant return of 
the Manavis or SaisBpury to Charing-cross Railway-station. 


Enruusiastic M.P. (om platform). Welcome, my lord, from your 
most important mission. 

Marquis or SaLispury (suppressing his feelings). 
failed. 

NewspaPEerR Boy. Hooray, Bill, it's war arter all! 
von't the speshuls sell just ! 


They open 


Our men and ships are straight now. 


I regret that it’s 
O crikey! 


Why, indeed ! 


A METROPOLITAN magistrate the other day sentenced a husband to 
twenty-one days for striking his wife, and remarked that doubtless the 
woman was most to blame. This is a curious instance of wisdom 
asserting its existence at the expense of logic. But why shoulda 
magistrate try and be wise—it is quite enough to be worthy! 


‘‘Drat ’em!” 


‘Tue diseased was then ordered to be interred in the usual way.”’ 
So says a contemporary, and we have no wish to interfere, except for 
the purpose of pointing out still another way to our guardians of 
saving much money and trouble now wasted over the needy poor—of 
saving also much too much sorrow and suffering. 


Queer Fish. 

Mrs. Jucerns has been to see the “ new additions” at the West- 
minster Aquarium. She forgets their names exactly, but thinks they 
are called something like slum leggings and smut o’ St. Giles’s. Can 
she mean alley gaiters and crock o' Dials? 


A Xeres of Facts. 


Facts about Sherry is a new book announced. The facts about the 
dry sherry will be dry facts of course. 
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ESSAY ON THE MOTH. 


By a SENTIMENTAL NaTUPRALIST. 


Ou, the iddy moth is a child of the air 
‘Phat ee in the breezes of summer; 
’Tis just at the season when blossoms are fair 
That we hail with delight the new-comer. 
Nor daylight alone to the rover is dear ; 
For by night — which is rather imprudent— 
It glads hin to hover unpleasantly near 
To the taper that burns for the student. 


Oh, it is:mot alone to the sunshine above 
That the wanderer flies for enjoyment ; 
No—e'en for the cottage he nurtures a love, 

‘And the palace may find him employment. 
Unheeded and quict he likes to repose 

Amid heaps of respectable raiment ; 
In solitude eating his way as he goes, 

With impunity as to the payment. 


But alas? there are beings remorseless enough 
To convey to the place of their dwelling, 
Tobacco and lavender, camphor and snuff, 
Which he soon grows aweary of smelling. 
Ah, who could behave in this barbarous way 
lf he felt—as I feel to my sorrow— 
How oft the poor victim who revels to-day 
Is unsure of a meal for to-morrow ! 


I have suffered, how long, from the gay giddy moth, 
And have pined from his ruthless excesses. 
A swallow-tailed garment of daintiest cloth 
Is the smallest of all my distresses. 
Sad loss!—I would gladly have tried to devote 
A)l the means in my pow’r to avoid it.— 
I weep for my only respectable coat, 
But I trust the poor creature enjoyed it ! 


“A CRUMPLED ROSELEAF.” 


From Our Own Asmopevs. 


i dern Babylon were 
: striking one in the 
morning. 

That is, the clocks of 
the modern Babylon that 
happened to be right, for 
some of them had already 
struck it,and others were 
just about to begin. 

And the time, accord- 
ing to the most recent 
Act of Parliament, for 
shutting up all public- 
houses, was past by a 
complete half-hour. 

It was one o'clock, and 
Daniel Dawkins was on 
his way home from the 
‘“‘club,’”’ where he had 
spent an extremely plea- 
sant evening. Daniel 
had that night been 
installed Perpetual Grand 
Presidential Prince of 
the Postdiluvial Plan- 
tagenets, and they had 
been wetting the appointment until surprised by shutting-up time and 
the landlord. , 

And then they had one final drain at the bar in confidence and with 
the guardian of the night, who never wanted to do more nor his dooty, 
gemmen ; and it was just one o'clock when, after still another final for 
the last, a whip round for a little drop in the policeman’s bottle, and a 
general cheer for the new Perpetual, each member departed on his way. 

Daniel was much pleased. He had long looked to the appointment 
of Perpetual Presidential Prince ; it was to him as much as a baronetcy 
would be to me or a five-pound note to any of my readers. Besides, 
it had, after all, come on him rather suddenly, and so he felt all the 
more proud. The very people from whom he expected most opposition 
were the very first when the election came on to say they would be 
sorry to stand in the way of one so thoroughly fit for the chair as Mr. 
Dawkins. And his friends having, strange to say, stood firm as well, 
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Daniel found himself in the enviable posifion of a ‘“ unanimous 
nominee that didmt need to go to the ballot. The first time, brother 
members, in the archives of our ancient and illustrious society.” So 
spoke the werthy secretary with tears of emotion; and no wonder 
Daniel on his way home kuew that the eyes of Evrope (and all Europe's 
policemen) ‘were — him. He felt indeed great. 

Daniel was worthy of the honours he had that night received. He 
was a kind father, an admirable brother, a devoted son, and a tender 
husband. He was a firm friend, and had been accounted the mcst de- 
termined of an energetic band of paroghial guardians pledged to put 
down out-door relief or die. In his days he had seen service, 
and late at nights would even himself believe it was not the Land 
Transport Corps, but the Light Brigade and the Battle of Balaclava, 
in which he had distinguished himself and earnt his medal. He was 
in fairly good circumstances, and had often been heard to say he 
could buy up half the swells whom he served with coals, coke, wood, 
greengrocery, fruit, and spring vans by the hour, day, or job. He 


was os of undoubted cougage, as he had often shown when 
e customers would are; end icularly when in his 


jguaerdian days any of the “@ble-bodied’’ paupers had turned 
refracto 


ry. 

Daniel was, in fact, just the very man to hold a dignified office with 

dignity. No wonder he looked at least an imch taller as he walked 

home, for the dearest wish of his later life had just been gratified, and 

as he turned round the corner of his street ome might have thought he 

was one of Mr. J. A. Froude,’the historian’s dukes, except for the 
money that he rattled in his pooket. e 

* * * e 


But why does he suddenly start, and stand aghast? Why does 
he feel in all his garments three or four times over? Why 
do great drops of perspiration stand upon his brow? Why does he 
groan aloud, and at last sit down in despair on his own doorstep, 
there to await the advent of morn and the time for taking down the 
shutters ? 

I have said Mr. Daniel Dawkins was a tender husband. He was. 
And he had left his latch-key in his other clothes, and knew a jolly 
sight better than to go knocking up his spouse at that “ unearthly 
hour” of the night—or rather morning. 1 should think he did! He 
also knew there would be ‘‘a scene”’ in the morning on account of 
his stopping outall night. But then, that was a pleasure deferred. 

And so I'll leave him to the rain which has just come on, and the 
reflection that the greatest and best of men are always provided with 
a little something to prevent life from becoming monotonous on 
account of too much success and smoothness. 








A LUNATIC’S BAWL. 


Near a STILE. 


‘‘“Yearin! Year out!” 
With a moribund shout, 
Sang a lunatic keeping a wicket, 
‘*Yearin! Year out!” 

O, who can doubt 
This life is a game o' cricket? 


“Yerin! Yer out!” 
How the fielders shout 
When you're having a game o’ cricket. 
‘“‘Yerin! Yer out!” 
So it turns about. 
Here, take your turn at the wicket. 


‘*‘Hinc illee—.”’ 

A ‘“ rrest-cLass and well-built gentleman's residence’’ is advertised. 
The advertiser evidently has great faith in this gentleman, or he 
wouldn’t think that a description of the one would serve as an induce- 
ment to the taking of the other. Perhaps the first-class and well- 
built gentleman wrote it himself! 


Piano ! 

A W8LL-KNOoWN piano performer has been scandalising the provinses 
by getting himself charged with inebriety. Two excuses, of which he 
did not avail himself, were that the severity of the weather compelled 
him to (piano) forte-fy himself against cold, and that his instrument 
being a trichord, induced him to tri-chordials. 


Appropriate Locality. 
Tue conference at Constantinople will have to consider the splitting 
up of the Sultan’s territory. It should have been held at Sun- 
derland. 


Tue “ Union” Morro.—E pooribus unum. 
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ANOTHER RAILWAY ATROCITY.—THE COUPLE-CATCHER. 
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Collapse of the plans. The subsequent journey. 
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FEELING THE PULSE OF EUROPE. : 





Doctor :—“ NOW, YOU MUST JUST SWALLOW THIS CONFERENCE MIXTURE, AND IF THAT DOESN’T DO YOU : 
ANY GOOD, WE MUST TRY THE POWDER AND THE STEEL MIXTURE—AS S3EFORE.” 
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‘TASTES DIFFER.’’ | Yi — — 
Don’r tell me of your foreign climes, | Mf jy I ¢ 
Eternal peaks and stuff ; _-— -£ a es | 
Don’t sing the praise in silly rhymes | vat 

Of glacier-gleaning muff. Ae 
My song may be a minor strain, 
And few will set agog ; 
To me it bas a true refrain— 
The praise of London fog. 


Let climbers climb Helvellyn’s heights, 
And reach the heavens blue ; 

Let tourists seek out special sights— | 
(I've other things to do). 

Excursionists through Europe’s length 
May ramble, jaunt, or jog, 

I spend my admiration’s strength 
In praise of London fog. 


What though Italia’s golden glows 
All other glows outshine ! | 
And what though Paris only knows 
The way to live and—dine! | 
No more I'll cross the raging main | 
To feast, and feed on frog, | 
I'll stay at home, and sing again 
In praise of London fog. 


"Tis not that I am callous grown— | \\ 
(I never can forget \ 
The happinesses I have known 
Abroad, or men I’ve met). 
’Tis not because my brain’s become 
A dull and heavy clog, | 
That I spasmodically hum 
In praise of London fog. 
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It is because—excuse me pray, 
The words my bosom rend— 


} 
iL 
NY 
\ 


The pawnbroker across the way a Z j 
No longer aid will lend. = = = Tae \} 

Fresh writs are out, and up the spout ‘ pac dig RSS \\ 
Is every blessed tog; mes a 

ee ee | THE LONG AND JHE SHORT OF IT. 


Is found in London fog! 
Cockney :—“’Ern, I say, THIS ’@RE’'S ALL FROTH!”’ 
Barman :—“ WELL, MOST PEOPLE LIKES IT WITH A GOOD ’zD!” 


Is the “raal ould Irish potheen”’ taxed yet?— No! 
Cockney :—‘*So vo I, nut I pon’r Like sicH A long neck To rT!” 


it’s illicit still. 











DOTS AND LINES. | A SCENE FROM THE FUTURE. 


Times correspondent speaks of 35,000 guards reviewed in St. | 
Petersburg just as though it were nothing. Well, what of that? | 
Look at our own splendid reviews in Hyde Park—under the Re- 
formers’ Tree. -= Dismissal of the Egyptian Minister of Finance. | Sceng: Home of the Workine Man. He enters the room at 1.5, and 
“ Othello’s occupation’s gone.” — Farmer at Blackskull, near Lurgan, | is weleomed by his Missus. 
takes poison in mistake for whisky. Some people will think the; W.M. Well, Sal, what have yer got poor ler diner ? 
place should now be called Numskull, but then they don’t know how Sat. There’s Potage au Shin de Beef, Wolly Wong au Whelks, Ponme 
near the one tipple is allied to the other. The great wonder is how | de Terré, Cold Skirt de Beef, Roti, et Poudin Duff de Plum, 


‘* French and Cookery are to be taught in all Board Schools.’’—Vide Press. 





the poison managed to take effect after so much stronger stuff. — W.M. Prime, ma dellé, and dessert, eh ? 
Admirer bequeaths Gambetta four million francs. Another good Sat. There’s a ha’porth of pommes and a demi cokernut. 
man lost to the cause of “liberty” now. — New Society formed for | Enter Expest Hore from school. 


the ‘‘ use of united prayer for the protection of animals from cruelty.’ 
Laborare est orare: our notion of the best prayer isan active officer with Sd Ki j 

a batch of police-court summonses. — Grand assault of arms at St. | we “Don't he = po oy > 

James ial’ ‘Strang tat inal the wrangemnts Waddell ehoud | yg Phas ot 1 dy an only pay attention to th 
all offences of the Press. This will prevent a public Press suffering | paaeet oe it tae oem ‘* a orfice boy’s place at 
from too much private pressure. = Marquis of Hartington actually ap gg ig he ry Byer pe 
vo a rg to Mr. George Potter on the subject of the London jek fase Die, e—, » Mais p nent 
School Board. Liberté, egalité, fraternité, and the softening influence | : ; 22 7 : 
of Devonshire cream! — Why are the married couples of Gibraltar | ome vinta nous, for if I’m back late at the yard I shall 
able to do without cradles for their youngsters? Because of the | Sax (lifting covers). M sieu, mong Marry, et m'sieu mong feece, ah table, 


natural rock. a 
ee | cwil play, toot a pray. 


The Result, | oS ae 


Tue Conferance at Constantinople is to consider the Question of the Serve ’em Maule Alike. 
hour on the English basis. Taking the Shakespearean interpretation of Mr. J. B. Maule, Q.C., has been added to a commission appointed to 


the last wcri we shall get at the probable result of the palaver. x 


E. H. (running to his moth:r). Ah, la jolie petite maman, permets donc 





inquire into certain municipal oérporations not subject to the 
‘*¢ Basis—the Slav that pays.”’ | Municipal Corporations Act. Quite right. They want Mauling. 


Tue Queen has ordered that the men of the Alert, Discovery, and | Jones says Slade’s medium hasn't played him false after all. Its 
Pandora are each to have a medal. Of frosted silver, of course. | turned out an admirable advertising medium. 
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8UM'AT LIKE YOUR FIGGER—AIN'T IT?”’ 


SHAKESPEARE’S MEDIUM. 


I’m a medium, and I live at—— 

* No—on second thoughts—no. The Armistice and the Conference have 
made news very scarce, I know, but you aren’t going to have five columns 
out of me, you editors, and you aren't going to give me three months, you 
Flowers or Flowerses, whichever may be the magisterial plural. It’s 
hard lines that a fellow can’t bring ghosts out of the nasty cold 
churchyard, and talk to them for half-an-hour in a warm cosy room, 
without being made a rogue and a vagabond. But I am a real 
medium and the spirits will come, and what I grumble at now is that 
I musn’t tell anybody about it for fear of being prosecuted. But I 
will tell you about the spirit that came to me the other night, and 
defy all the solicitors that ever inhabited London to make a case 
against me. 

I was sitting in a private box at a Theatre Royal witnessing the 
performance of Shakespeare, when the author touched me on the 
elbow and asked me what I thought of it. 

“* Not much,” I answered; ‘and you?” 

“So little that I mean to stop it.” 

“‘ What you, a spirit, stop the siege of Harfleur, stop the victorious 
legions of Agincourt, stop Sine Henry's pasteboard charger, stop the 
Sunday School ‘treat’ waving flags in Westminster Abbey, stop the 
Dauphin of France's bad French, stop the noble army of upholsterers 
and men milliners who gild the pill of your blank verse—go on with 
you, you can’t do it! William, you're joking!” 

‘** Come here on Saturday next,” said the bard, “‘ and you'll see. Good 
bye. I promised Anne I'd be home by twelve.’” Then he vanished. 

I went on the Saturday, and William had been as good as his word. 
A mournful notice about ‘“‘ Money returned’’ was pasted on the doors, 
and the house was shut. 

I turned to wipe away a tear, and lo, William was by my side. 
*‘ Will you take a message from me to the public,” he exclaimed. 

I bowed assent. 


" NW) a “abi ai 7 =a 
THE RETORT NOT COURTEOUS. 


Inquirer :—‘*T say, MY MAN, CAN YOU TELL ME THE WAY TO THE BANK?” 
Man (resentful at being addressed so familiarly):—“ Bank, BH? WELL, THERE’S A GOOD MANY BANKS ABOUT. 
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SHOULD THINK MILLBANK’S 








‘Then tell them that Shakespeare will shut every theatre where he 
is made a dummy to be drest, but not one where he is acted for him- 
self alone. Farewell.” 

Shakespeare has a reputation for shutting theatres. I am glad to 
be able to lay his explanation of the fact before the public. 

Now prosecute me if you dare, and I'll set Serjeant Cox at you. 


A Courierosity. 


Tue Manchester Courier, a paper that aspires to ‘‘a position,” answers 
one of its correspondents thus: ‘‘ The climate of the South Pole is hot. 
It is in the South Frigid Zone.” Of course; but the writer might just 
as well have added the information that the South Pole is red hot, and 
is guarded by a fiery barber who shaves the bears every morning 
with a streak of lathered lightning, just to keep them cool and com- 
fortable. Item, that the great seals suffer from scalding sealing-wax, 
and impressions have to be taken every five minutes to prevent their 
melting all to nothing. Item, that it isso dreadfully hot ont there 
that water freezes at our ordinary boiling point, and all the pigs have 


roast crackling, and stuff themselves with sage and onions. What's 
the good of telling only half a story! 
Never Satisfied. 
Says our own anatomist:—A young man falls in love. He gives 


his “object” his heart. It is hers, she accepts his hand, takes his 
arm, and, when he dies, actually expects a leg-acy. Body o’ me! ’tis 
too much ! 





The Cream of the Joke. 


An almanack is advertised, which also contains a “ dairy.” 
Evidently something to do with the cream-laid paper used in 
printing. 
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THE POLICEMAN’S VISION. 


"LL show you thetbeat of 
Policeman K, 
It's sure to appeal to 


you ; 
I'll show you the beat of 
Policeman K, 
Because the delinquencies 
round that way 
—— notabiy slight and 
ow, 
No sinful disorder, nor wild 


POS | — : Nor any g e 
es CS relation 


To wickedness, came to 
view. 


See! This was that happy 
policeman’s beat— 
(Our village policeman he)— 
This here was that happy policeman’s beat, 
Away from the Station-house; up the street, 
And round by the “ Fox and Flea;”’ 
Then down by the “ Bottle of Hay” and the “ Flagon,” 
The “ Weazle,” the “ Whistle,” the “George and the Dragon,’ 
The “ Pig,” and the “ Jubilee.” 
By Toby the Tinker's he daily went, 
He’d gossip with Cobbler Jack ; 
By Toby the Tinker’s he daily went, 
By Billy the Barber's establishment, 
And then he would saunter back. 
By Bobby the Butcher's respectable shop, 
And so, by the “Jolly Blackbeetle and Top,” 
To home again. That's the track. 


Our village was virtue itself, you know; 
Our morals were pure and fine ; 
Our village was virtue itself, you know; 
In every item a saint could show 
We certainly used to shine. 
Our villagers, taken together, amounted 
To seventeen people, when carefully counted ; 
Our ‘* Houses of Call” were nine. 


Our “ Peeler” paraded at stated times, 
Unchangingly, twice a day; 
Our “ Peeler” paraded at stated times, 
And never a shadow of faults or crimes 
Encountered him on the way. 
He found all the villagers always progressing 
In virtuous duties, and gave them his blessing, 
And felt that his heart was gay. 


For he was the spirit that kept them right, 
The type of paternal law ; 
Yes, he was the spirit that kept them right— 
This circumstance, giving his soul delight, 
The constable clearly saw ! 
And nothing of evil could happen, providing 
The village were under his fatherly guiding— 
No possible sinful flaw ! 


The kingdom of Duty was unusurped 
By Idleness, vile and grim ; 
The kingdom of Duty was ususurped ; 
The Cobbler, at work in his doorway, chirped 
His favourite Watts’s hymn. 
The innocent Tinker, contentedly filing, 
Would chat with the Barber, who, gracefully smiling, 
Was virtuous, sweet, and trim. 


Perhaps the most virtuous souls of all— 
(And all were as pure as gold) — 
But, p’r’aps the most virtuous souls of all 
Belonged to the hosts of the ‘‘ Houses of Call,’’ 
Where nothing that’s strong was sold. 
For none of these men would have been the provider, 
For kingdoms, ef anything stronger than cider— 
No! Never! for wealth untold! 


And all, as he passed on his morning beat, 
Were working, as I have said ; 

But all, as he passed on his nightly beat 

(At ten to the minute) right through the street, 
Had properly gone to bed. 











The inns were deserted—for none would 
Of breaking the law and immorally 


ing, 
When ten of the clock had sped! 
Now Toby the Tinker had heard a 


tale— 
(And shuddered to hear, right 


Yes, Toby the Tinker had heard a tale 
Of people who poach when the moon 


is pale 
(A horrible thing to do!) 
And Bobby once fainted on hearing it 
stated 


That people get very in-e-berry-ated ; 
And Bill was astounded, too. 


—so a literary paper states—‘‘a magn 
family history under the title of Some Account of the Taylor Family.” 
It seems strange that in so comprehensive a@ work no mention should 
be made of those three wise and illustrious representatives of the 
Taylor family, who, hailing originally from ‘Tooley-street, ultimately 
Especially as Mr. P. A. Taylor has himselt 
more than once emulated their performance. And yet we don’t 
think Mr. P. A. Taylor is either an ungrateful or a forgetful main 


generally. 


arrived at immortality. 


be thinking 


through)— 


And Johnny the Cobbler had turned quite red 
On hearing that le bet ; 
That innocent cobb. turned quite red, 
And torn out the hair from his guileless head, 
And said, “ What a sinful set!” 
* * * * . 
One day, through the village that “* Peeler” directed 
His steps at a time when he wasn’t expected,— 
And these were the sights he met. 


Although it was twenty to twelve at night, 
The taverns were all ablaze ; 
Although it was twenty to twelve at night, 
Both Bobby and Billy were wildly ‘‘ tight,” 
And rolled in the strangest ways! 
And Johnny— how dreadful a change in his manners !— 
Was openly backing a marker “‘ for tanners”’— 
A slangy and vulgar phrase! 


And, headed by Toby the Tinker Lad— 
(A person of reckless nerve !)— 
Directed by Toby the Tinker Lad, 
The others were poaching away like mad 
Hard by in the squire’s preserve! 
The constable felt that his heart was a-breaking ; 
The shock for a moment succeeded in making 
His fatherly reason swerve ! 


However, he made up his mind to deem 
(When morning dispelled despair) — 
He inwardly made up his mind to deem 
The circumstance only a nasty dream, 
A phantasy born of air. 
And afterwards, haunting the scene when expected, 
He had to confess that he never detected 
The slightest disorder there! 





Such is Fame! ! 
Mr. P. A. Tartor, M.P., “the garotters’ friend,” has had printed | 


‘‘On the Quiet.” 


Horse pv’Civvre.— Table d' oats. 





ificent volume relating to his 


Major Bonp, of Birmingham, with every deference to the magis- 
trates, has determined to improve ‘‘tight’’ boots cif the face of the 
earth. And he’s hunting high and low to find the man who supplied 
the drink to a recent “ tight’’ rope. 
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A COMMON COMPLAINT. 


Extremely genteel wife :—“ Ou, CHARLIE! WOUID YOU BELIEVE IT, ETHRL AND BERTIE ARE PLAYING WITH THAT FARMER WURZ8L’S 


a. CHILDREN, WHO ARB 80 COARSB AND 80 COMMON!” 
bs Charlie (who will have his little joke):—** WLLL, DARLING, IT DOESN’ MATTER MUCH, SO LONG AS IT Is’NT INFECTIOUS. BESIDES, THEY’ VE 


BOTH BEEN VACCINATED, YoU KNoW!”’ 
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' ’ A SONG OF THE SCHOOL BOARD. | We evern wosh our faices, and we putts on payper-kollers ; 
© Br One OF THE “ Bo ARDERS. ” | And crackers, skuibs, and ealneneseias we — = Ye disgust, 
Me Yes, wo are ‘apps kiddos, of the blowed Tnglish nashun, ae ee eee eh heed ee 
oe  Wiek - of a Skoolbord man, a proper sort o’ chap! 8 ys 
Es of Wot takes urs to A-kadymys and lurns urs Eddikashun ; | We're gitting up suskripshons for to give the Skoolbourd a 
mit * And sence we've bin, fo or norty games we dusn’t care a rap. | A propper putty meddle, jest to sho’ him our respecs. 
eet. : But in our daies of iggerance we larked abought the gutter, | We've gota fa rden each, we have, and “2-dee”’ from our lodger— 
y> & used to shout ‘‘ Chicoorup,” and go in for wikked sports ; Her kiddies goes to skool wif urs, wif slaits ’ung round their necks. 
bon } And orfen runned in-dores, we did, and nicked the bred. &-butter, Oh, yus, we've all discuvvered that it’s Eddikashion trooly 
' & brake the hinfants’ beer-Juggs when they toddled up our corts! Wich makes all peeple * appy, & it's makeing v urs the samo 1 
. 
; Befour the Skoolbored landed urs we wos but little glutterns 
: But now we nevver torses for baked taters in the oo. . , | Yah, Reser » You beleeved urs 4 you must a bin a fooley nt 
; We scorns the boys wot arskes urs to go & play at butterns, | Oh, yus, a jolly lot! We oney sed it for a game! 








ms e’d rather be in skool, we wan, a doin’ of our Sums. | 

mister maviour's spellink- books we studdys Jssip’s Faidles, Now Ready, Price One Shilling 

And scribbles lots of pot’ooks in our coppibooks—and slaits ; sty Ys " 

You shood year urs of a mornink, when we're singin’ of our “ tables,” HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877. 
And tellin’ tails to teecher of our toffy-gorging mates! Epirep By Henry Sampson. 
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q Yus, now we're orful wirtu-us—as much as winck we woodern’t; : 
- And never plays the Wag, we don’t, to give our Teecher pain ; Now Ready, Price Twopence, 
; We never munches brandy-bawls in skool, becos we shoodern’t ; FUN ALMANAC. 
We never miss- Baer: ourselfs, and never cops the kane. Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


CrowreoPENS 








a Se 


CADBURY'S |e 
| Rtssstee=s] COCOA ESSENCE] Memes 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
GAUPION.—Iy Coves thichous in the oup it proves the addition of starth. LAUNDRESS _: 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London November 29, 1876. 





, £5 Sa 


2 
vib ean 


0 tebe 






ae 
a 














Dac. 6, 1876.]} 


A REAL REASON. 


Sux was my little lady-love 
In days of joy and youth, 
When through the alleys shady, Love 
Went ri in hand with Truth. 
Her eyes were of that dearest hue 
Which poets praise in song, 
The blackest but the clearest you 
Can find the day along. 


Her step was like a. ga lle’s 
When o’er the Silla the d, 
And light-of-other-day gazelles 
Hid each diminished head. 
Oh, how I loved her agile form 
And wept to think the day 
Might come when Death her fragile form 
Would snatch from me away! 
R 


Her step is light as ever ’twas, 
Her eye as bright as aye, 

Her smile as sweet as never ’twas 
Before our wedding day. 

But still she ne’er again can be 
The idol-of my life, 

The reason’s plain as plain can be: 
The darling’s now—my wife ! 

The True Meaning. 

A sPoRTING contemporary refers to an 
athletic club committee of ways and means as 
“extremely unanimous.” We are getting 
on. Up to this it was an American paper 
that had the credit of denying the totality 
of unanimity. (That expression is good.— Eb.) 
“It is wrong,” said the authority referred to, 
“if we know anything of the subject, to say 
that the meeting was entirely unanimous. 
The fact is, it was only partially so.” The fact 
also is, to our thinking, that athletic as well as “Ou, Dogs ’E! 
American writers consider that unanimity 


means every one for himself. 


UNREPORTED POLICE NEWS. 


‘“ EVERY 


sacred laws of this enlightened country, in pilfering this fish out of the 











MAN HAS HIS PRICE.” 


‘Ou, FATHER, THE NEW PARSON'S BIN DOWN AND LEFT A BASIN OF SOUP FUR MOTHER, 
AND SBZ WILL YOU COME TO CHURCH ON SunpDay ?”’ 
WELL You JU8T RUN ROUND AND TELL 'IM AS THE SOUP DOES WELL 
ENOUGH FOR WOMEN FOLK, BUT J NEVER GOES TO CHURCH UNDER A OUNCB OF SHAG AND A 
DROP OF GIN—OR THE PRICE ON ’EM.” 











| pocket, as he might call it, of the noble River Thames, and to what 
| extent his evil passions might not have carried him it is impossible to 
say, had not the very superior officer T. I. P. 5 arrested him at the 





67, « mild-looking man of rather more than usual gentlemanly 
appearance, whose hair was perfectly white, was charged at this court 
with a daring act of highway robbery committed in open day under 
the following extraordinary circumstances. The person was seen about’ 
midday in an open boat, or punt, upon the Queen’s (watery) highway, 
known as the River Thames: he held a long rod in his hand, to which 
was fastened a thin line, and after elabora‘ely careful preparations 
he was seen to throw one end of the line into the water; in a short 
time he drew it towards him, having apparently garotted a very 
fine large fish, a species known as “ Esox tucius,” or “pike ;’’ this 
fish was suspended at the end of the line in a dying state, and, 
although several people stood watching his proceedings, the prisoner 
deliberately disentangled it, put it in a basket which he slung 
over his shoulder, and went quietly away. On reaching his own 
door, and being about to enter, Policeman T. I. P. 5, a most 
active and intelligent officer, who had watched the whole pro- 
ceeding, stepped forward and told the old man he must consider him- 
self in custody. He pretended to be very much surprised, and said 
something about the officer wishing to have a joke, but the vigilant 
T. I. P. 5 was not to be dissuaded from his duty by this sort of flattery 
—(murmurs of applause)—and after some difficulty the prisoner was 
lodged in the station-house. 

The magistrate said this was a very daring and a very shocking 
piece of business. He would not call upon the prisoner to make any 
defence, for no words he might utter could by any possibility induce 
him to change his mind, which was quite made up upon the subject; 
for the same reason it would be altogether useless to call witnesses, as 
the most aggrieved party was the fish, it would be rather difficult to 
put a fish in the witness box, and still more difficult to elicit evidence 
if it was there; the whole case, indeed, was encased in a web of 
difficulties; our piscatorial laws were in a very unsettled and very un- 


moment he did. However, in discharging the prisoner, which he felt 
himself most reluctantly compelled to do, he might say that he left 
the court without the slightest stain upon his character, and begged 
that he would not be guilty of such acts of indiscretion any more. 
And as to the fish— why, that must be impounded; it should be sent 
to his own private chambers, where he would have the opportunity of 
studying the matter more at leisure, and where he would be able to 
discuss the merits of the case with two or three able and learned 
friends whom he expected to dine with him that evening. 

The prisoner then politely bowed to the W. M., and, with a smile of 
patient resignation, left the court amidst the congratulations of his 
friends. 


A SYBARITE. 


‘* Peace hath her victories no less renowned than war.’’ 
‘“ King, the ex-champion pugilist, who defeated Heenan, has been taking prizes 
for cut flowers at a Brixton horticultural show.”—Daily Paper. 

Is it well that a hero who fought the good fight 
And delighted in “ punching of noses,” 

Should descend to a gratification as slight 

As a show that conveys to a cockney delight : 
Crysanthemums, lilies, and roses ? 

Is it well? Yes, indeed. Though retired from the ring, 
Still he staunch to his friends and his foes is: 

As Sybarite Champion—some may say King— 

The prizes of peace to him merriment bring,— 
At the worst he but ‘‘ crumples his roses.” 





IN THE STREET. 


Jones. Can you tell me where Salisbury-square—— ? 


Brown. Yes, sir. Salisbury’s-square will be in Constantinople, if 


satisfactory state, and puzzled many of the most laboriously patient | he can square. 


thinkers of this and almost every other age. There was no doubt | 


the prisoner had been guilty of a most flagrant outrage against the | 


- A i Y SK * : : | Ma ; 
: — same x Sa Mg mae ee 
(By Our Spzciat CorrgsPponpeEnr.) | 
RICHBOROUGH.—Darine Hicuway Ronpery.—Jubez Fitzwalton, | 


VOL. XXIV. 


Nonsense. It’s in Fleet-street, somewhere. 
It’s near where the Fleet is, not where it was. 


J ONES. 


Brown. No, sir. 


ee 





- weegpet ae 
as 
— ’ 


et 


a | os 2s 
ee SER HS ee o--~ 


ee 



















Fe op ote ge”, 


i Minato 
ar 


order > pee -_ 
- . 3 
ors. ao ae Fa fae) 
y. aed 


oa 


a 
ae 9s. ating 4 


eee : Sa 
ae ; 
oo: arr 


jig 





na ———" 
. Pe oe 
o~ “a 






t- Sige. 


a 
ae 
SOS OS OO RE hy 


ad 


ag o 
oe eal Se ee 









dh. Shon 












ties: 


— 



















_ “ > 4 
a . oe a 

. + ae a a < : 
- a, - 
caabilliecasiiied Sapa: 


r 


P aie s: - ergs _ 

rs Rao ak 

a > a . 
Sa 


Poa 
+ 


len, ll 








Jt 
4 w a Pd 
TG = ‘roe 

be he 
ee ee a 





% 
Signe e- 

























Som gte 
Cutan 


* 
* 





od a 
OP  RerlpQeny 6p oe ede 














been in England’s quarrels, how r 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dee. 6, 1876. 
Ir seems strange that just now, when all Europe is—to use a popular 


and extra expressive phrase—convulsed with the throes of impending 


war, that the Americans ehould be unable to appreciate the difficulties 
which not only surround the unnat’ral old parent, but the rest of the 
ancient world. This is the more remarkable, seeing how jealously 
every action of England is watched and criticised by our transatlantic 
cousins as a rule, and how extremely interested they have before this 
y with sympathy for England’s 
foes. The gratitude of the late Emperor Nicholas, who on his deathbed 


advised that all military cadets should betaught the American language, 


is proof of how they interested themselves in our welfare during 


our last great war with a foreign Power. The Americans at the pre- 


sent moment have no thought to waste on any but themselves, they 
are in the agonies of a Presidential election and subsequent scrutiny, 
and it is said with some truth that none but those who are on the spot 
can understand the amount of excitement which is prevalent. As the 
whole constitution of the States becomes altered when the ins come 
out and the outs go in, if they happen to be of opposite parties, some 
conjecture as to the panic now raging over the water may be made, 
even if but faintly. Not only the Ministry goes out, but what would 
here be permanent officials of the most permanent kind, from under 
secretaries and heads of departments down to bill posters and police- 
men, have to retire. It was said the other day that English people 
care little and know lees as a rule about who is to be Presidsnt of the 
United States; but no one can say that, also as a rule, the Yankees do 
not care who is to be Prime Minister of England, or are indifferent as 
to general Continental politics. So when we find them utterly 
unable to understand our present position, their own must be one of 
extreme doubt and difficulty. Were it not for the lesson they learnt 
but a few years back, an outburst of internecine war might hourly be 
anticipated. To those who like to find a moral in everything, we com- 
mend this subject, as showing that no matter how much you may be 
interested in your neighbour when you have nothing else to do, you 
take very little notice of him or of what he does when your own 
troubles set in with anything like severity. 


A RUSSIAN RHYME. 


Ann dost thou think, Lord Beaconsfield, 
To fright us with thy foolish bluster ? 
In Christian cause our hearts are steeled— 

Our eager hordes await the muster. 


*Tis not for English blood we thirst ; 
Tis not for conquest we are arming. 

Then why, 0 Jester, do your worst 
To make our aspect seem alarming ? 


We know you well, and all your aims; 

We know the end for which you're scheming, 
"Tis only one of Dizzy's games 

To set the blood of Europe streaming. 


The Briton and the Russ must fight 
To please the whim of Ben the Tory, 

Who'd make a bold prediction right 
On which he ventured in a story. 


For just a fad like this you thrust 

On England's Queen some tinsel titles, 
And now to feed ambition’s lust 

You'd prey upon your country’s vitals. 


Yet pause before you “ Battle!’ cry. 
Recall the words so wildly spoken, 
Or on your head the sin will lie 
Of Europe's peace perversely broken. 





Melo-dramatic. 

Mr. Sirs, the well-known tragic comedian, met with a sad and 
shocking accident a day or two ago, which might have been even still 
more fatal in its consequences. Mr. Smith was just about to haila 
hansom cab, when an omnibus driver slashed his whip with such 
severity that the thong very nearly went in the well-known actor’s 
face. Blindness must most certainly have followed if the lash had 
been half a yard nearer—maybe the loss of an eye or two. It is 
really sad to think of the danger leading actors run through walking 
London streets alone and unprotected. As it is, we commend this 
lucky escape to the Government in the hope that some good may come 
of it. Happily, Mr. Smi‘h recovered in time to take his part as usual 
in The Juaurthan Guyumnest, now running with such success at the 
Theatre Royal Saffron Hill. Prices as usual. No charge for 


booking. 
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JUSTICE. 


An Orv Farce wirh A New Gaa. 


Sczunu: A Court of Justice during a Libel Case. Prosecutor, Fam 


DergnvanT, JupGE, CounskEL, and Jury. 
Jupen (excitedly). This is very distressing, a lady charged with 


libel. I hope she will at oace leave the court with her friends. 


Dergznpant. Ishan’t. What I said is true, and I'll take the con- 


sequences. Go on with the trial. 


upes. Oh, I do beseech the Counsel for the defence, yea, on my 


bended knees, I beg them to bring the defendant into my private room, 
and let me talk to her. 


Dsrgsnpant. I won't be talked over. I insist upon this trial 


going on. 


Counsgt FoR THE Derencr. Well, as the learned Judge is so 


anxious that the case should not proceed, we'll do our duty to our 
client by throwing up our briefs. (They throw them up—right to the 
cetheng.) 


Darenvant. I'll engage fresh counsel, then. 
JupcE (weeping). On, by these tears—by my grey hairs—I do 


beseech you, madam, let me order the prosecutor to withdraw the 
charge. 


CounsEL FoR THE Prosecution. We will withdraw if——. 
Jupcs. Oh, no ifs! Oh, gentlemen of the jury, join your tears 


with mine, and beg this lady to let us find her not guilty. 


Jury. Oh, fair defendant, at the bidding of the Judge, we hope 


you'll let us say you are not guilty. 


Dergenpant. But I plead guilty. 
JuDGE (excited/y). She shan't. Oh, dear! oh, dear! Oh, counsel 


for the prosecution and defence! oh, jury! oh, usher! oh, all ye 
attributes of justice, this case must not go on. 


Cuorvus oF CouNsEL AND Jury. It shan’t, my lord. It shan’t. 
DerenpaNnT. Itshall. I'll repeat the libel. You shail/ try me. 
JupaGz (to Derenpant’s Counsgi). Is there no secret passage in 


the court by which she can be conveyed to some foreign land ? 


CounsgEL. Alas, my lord, no. 

Jupegz. Ah,I haveit. Talk loud, gentlemen, please. (They talk 
loud.) 

CounsEL FOR THE Derence (in a falsetto). Not guilty, my lord. 

Juper. Ah, silence! I heard the defendant plead not guilty. 

DerenpantT. I didn——. (She is seized by her CounsxL, who holds her 
mouth). 

JupGE (to Jury). Now, gentlemen, quick. 

Jury. We find the defendant Not Guilty. 

Jupez. Hooray! Not Guilty. Hooray! Clear the court. 
(DgrenDANT is hustled out, shrieking that she is guilty.) 

ProsgcuTor. It’s aj] jolly fine, but 

Jupe@g. Silence in court. Usher, turn that man out. 





Taken Red-(hot)handed. 


In a recent police-court action for assault between two ladies, the 
defence, or part of it, was that prosecutrix had ‘chased defendant's 
little boy with a red-hot poker. I have it here,” said the indignant 
mother; whereupon ‘she produced it from her pocket.’’ So runs 
the report, without expressing the least surprise as to how the prisoner 
managed to maintain the exact amount of caloric. During a winter 
which promises to be unusually inclement, this knowledge would be 
indeed a “ wrinkle’’—especially in the pantomimes. We commend 
the Pittendreigh poker to the attention of Messrs. Chatterton, Rice, 
Cormack, and Company. 


Large or Great? 


A critic, speaking of an admirable but somewhat minute actor, 
says, ‘‘ Mr. Blank is a trifle too short for the part. But he only wants 
inches to make him great.’’ The critic was of course right as to the 
general rule, though his own words prove him to be an exception to it. 
He is the sort of man who doesn't want money to make him “rich.” 
Unfortunately, such instances of capacity are by no means “ rare.”’ 


Baron Grant, @.C. 

Baron Grant is about to enter the profession of the law. He has 
passed a preliminary examination, and bids fair to blossom forth robed 
and wigged in due course. The Baron isa wise man. A wise man 
keeps his own counsel. The Baron intends to keep himself and be his 


own counsel, 


A Pole-lite Invitation. 


Capratn Nares was asked to stand for the School Board. He 
declined, on the plea that he had tried to go to the Poll once, and he'd 
enough of it. 
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THE EVILS OF INNOVATION. 


SrncerE.y condemning the prodigal ways 

Of the present entirely degenerate days, 

Of modern unthriftiness heartily sick 

Were the father of Bob and the father of Dick. 


They'd often dilate on it over their rum, 
And wonder what next was a-going to come ; 
With pipe of tobacco, and toes on the hob, 
Those elderly gentlemen even would sob. 


To worshipful hearers they’d often explain 

How people of their generation had drain ; 

T, eagerly listening, often was struck 

Quite dumb at our ancestors’ knowledge and pluck. 


Such keenly sarcastic allusions they made 
Concerning the sins of the present decade, 
I wonder the present decade could contrive 
To hear the ironical hints, and survive. 


Dick’s father had grown to a prosperous man 
Retailing of ruffles, I think, to Queen Anne; 
The father of Robert had flourished, I’ve heard, 
By selling pomatum to William the Third. 


Dick’s father, retiring, kad left to his heir 
Advanteges princely enough, and to spare ; 

Whole mountains of ruffles, sir—ruffles in ricks— 
(The whole of the stock of his father)—were Dick’s. 


‘‘ My son,” he had said, ‘‘ When my trading began 

I had to sit down and consider my plan; 

No similar drawback yeu have to endure— 

Keep in with Queen Anne and your fortune is sure.”’ 


The father of Robert had left:to his son 

His limitless stock of pomatum—a ton : 
Remarking, “‘ Be sober; keep true to your word, 
And sell the pomatum to William,.the Third.” 


With all these advantages, one would believe 

Those sons would have laid themselves out to achieve 
The status of citizens sound to the core— 

The place that their fathers were filling before. 


No—each of those impudent atriplings began 
To doubt the survival of William and Anne! 
Thus idleness ever will fimd.an “excuse 

To shield it from working and being of use. 


They even displayed the presumption to say 
The trade was effete and unlikely to pay ; 
And, sneering aloud at their father’s design, 
They wanted to take to a different line. 


Then Richard attended his shop for a spell, 
But never a pair of the ruffles would sell; 
While, as for pomatum, there never occurred 
A ghost of an order from William the Third. 


’T was then the disconsolate fathers agreed 
Their prodigal offspring would never succeed ; 
And then was it plain to my sorrowing sight 
Their views of the question were certainly right. 


And every elderly chum that they knew 

‘Was shocked, on their placing the facts in review, 

The luck of the whole of ’em having occurred 

‘Through serving Queen Anne and King William the Third. 


Then basely those youngsters they up and they made 
A fabulous sum at a different trade : 

Some patent newfangled, you'll well understand, 
Their fathers would never have taken in hand. 


Though riches it palest (enough for a duke), 
Their fathers explained it was only a fluke; 
An affluence wholly ill-gotten—the ban 

Of shameless desertion of William and Anne. 


aoaoaoEeoeEeEeEeEeEEe 
PUBLISHERS’ COLUMN. 


‘¢ Arter Dinner Speeches.” By Benjamin first Lord Beaconsfield. 


Guilt and bound in Russia. 


‘The Reel and Ideal.’’ By Alderman Cotton. Quart o’ turtle. Half 


calf. Sewn. 


“ Black's Guide to Futurity.” By H. M. Stanley. Bound in 


crimson cloth. Large paper. Fine tall copy. 
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GOOD SERVICE. 


Goop Service Awarp.—Sergeant William Bourke has been awaried a medal 

and a gratuity of £5 for long service and good conduct.—Daiiy Telegraph. 
« Mr. Fon thinks it a great pity that only one of these noble re- 
cognitions of merit and constant and consistent performance of duty 
should from time to time be published. He has therefore collected a 
few additional items, which have the advantage of being unconfined 
to any one of the “ services.” 

Another Field-Marshal is to be made shortly in view of the probable 
approach of hostilities. It iesuppesed by some, who have good chance 
of obtaining information, that the b@ton will ‘be given to Sir Thomas 
Mutanhead, whose courage at the sterming of Seringapatam was 
much admired by the late Duke of Wedli , then serving under 
Sir Thomas. Others, who possess equal ities, think that the 
young Prince his Serene Highness @f Bockbieriindbrodchen, who 
entered our forces last year, and who ds cousin seventeen times re- 
moved to the Commander-in-Chief, will have the appointment. 

Captain Asterisk, V.C., whose mame will be remembered by our 
older readers as connected with some ‘brilliant exploits during the 
Crimean War, was superseded yes He obtained “ the Cross” 
through volunteering in a forlorn hope @uring the Indian Mutiny. 

The Duke of Hurlingham, who was.gezetted Celonel of the Tenty- 
tenth in the last official issue, is now twenty-seven years old and com- 
mands six regiments. He is a universal favourite and has half a 
million a year. 

The charge brought against Colomel the Hon. Henry Starbottle 
(son of the Earl of Blankshire) for misconduct on parade and 
assaulting a subaltern has been withdrawn, the defendant apologising 
and paying costs. 

Lieut. Smith, R.N., has been dismissed the service for using im- 
proper language to his superior officer. 

Gunner Brown has been senteneed to 365 days imprisonment, 215 
strokes of the cat, and to lose all seniority, for being intoxicated. 

The Intelligent, ironclad ram, 14, fouled her steering gear on 
Friday. At the imminent risk of his life, Brown, A. B., succeeded in 
averting mischief. A gratuity of £1 has been awarded Br-wn by the 
Admiralty. 

Mr. Jejune Bandbox, for seven years private secretary to Sir Red 
Tapeworm, has been appointed Chief Commissioner for the Con- 
eentration of Civil Contracts. The daties are light and the salary 
£2,500. 

Se spine Civil Service writers were discharged at the end of 
last week, so as to reduce the Home expenditure. Their incomes 
averagedl from 30s. to £2 per week. ‘They have no pensions and 
some of them had been in the office for twenty years. 

Lord Tupperny Tinfoil retires from the Hat Band and Extra Collar 
Office on a full pension of £2,800. It is well earned, as his lordship 
has been constantly in office fur the last five years. 

Fen application for increased pay to Post-office clerks has been 
re , 


AN OFFICIAL CABD. 
To Tue Eprror or Fun. 


Sir.—In a recent number of your periodical you distinctly charge 
me with making a warlike declaration at the Mansion House, although 
at the time I must have been distinctly aware of the Ozar's peaceful 
communication to Lord Loftus. I beg, sir, most emphatically to deny 
that I was aware of the existence of any such document. My 
colleagues keep me almost entirely in the dark in these matters, and 
my only means of obtaining official information is the Public Press. 
Lord Derby says I am too indiscreet, and various titles are offered me 
from time to time as an inducement to hold my tengue. But, sir, I 
am the Prime Minister of England, and so long as the Government 
attempts to act without me, so long will I do as [ did at the Mansion 
House—use my best endeavours to upset its plans. If you could have 
seen my colleagues treading on my toes that evening, and throwing 
paper messages to me, you would have laughed consumedly. It was 
rare good fun, and after my many years of service to my country- 
men, it will be hard if they think a European war too much to pay 
for a little joke.—Your obedient servant, BxgaconsFig.p. 


A Sporting Note. 


A wRLL-kNowN firm in Long Acre advertise novelties in playing- 
cards for the coming season. The “colours” of the most popular 
owners of horses are chosen to adorn the backs of the cards, and thus 
become more than ever associated with ‘‘p p.” while having an addi- 
tional claim on ‘‘p.m.” While as for the cards—well, let us hope 
that all who use them will be ever in the list of “winning owners.” 
The only difficulty will be now the difficulty of playing round games 
with ecards so intimately associated with all that 1s essentially “on the 
square.” 
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ART AND LITERATURE. 
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And the Successful Artist attained such a position that he had to brush Encouraged by the Comic Artist’s immense success, a Comic Writer went 
his hair and order a dress-suit, home and wrote a little satire about the public man. 
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When, lo! This is the reward he got! ‘¢ Sir! ’? said the satirised one, ‘‘ why, he actually hinted that I was a Pig /’’ 
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THE IRONY OF FATE. 


Tats is the tale of a weak young man 

Who wedded a lady fair, 
And when they were married his parents ran 

To weldome the youthful ro | 
His sisters they came in a cab and four, 

And calling his spouse “ My dear!” 
They cuddled her up at the open door, 

hile shedding a sister’s tear. 


His brothers jumped in at the window wide, 
And said they were pleased to see 

The head of the house and his youthfal bride, 
And invited themselves to tea. 

The governor called, in a brand new pair 
Of etceteras (twelve-and-six), 

To show the young woman what swells they were 
With whom she would have to mix. 


The weak young gentleman’s heart was glad 
That his wife was well received ; 
He kissed his family, thanked his dad,— 
Then oh! such a sigh he heaved ; 
For away in the West was a mansion great, 
Where his beautiful kindred dwelt, | 
And thither his wife must go in state, 
And this was the fear he felt. 
That Jobbins, the page who waited there, 
Might possibly think her plain, 
And show by a snigger behind his chair 
The thought that impfessed his brain, 
And wending his way to the room beneath, 
Where the cook and the housemaids dine, 
Might scornfully murmur, picking his teeth, 
“I’m blowed if I’d call her mine.”’ 


The thought wou/d prey on his sensitive mind, 
And so, when the day arrived, 

He, leaving the world and his wife behind, 
Went down to the Thames, and dived. 

He dived so deep that he rose no more, 
Page Jobbins the deed did see, 

And married his spouse 6’6r the year was 0’ ef,— 
Oh, wasn’t that irones? 





OUT OF PLACE. 


Distinguished Pig to old friend and feeder :—“ Now reariy, GILEs, rv 1s VERY 
BAD TASTE ON YOUR PART TO COMB HERE; YOU ARE ALL VERY WELL IN YovR 


Tus Best Way to Bu¥ Ovsrins.—By the Anglo- 
PLACB, BUT WHO CARES FoR you aT A FAT STOCK SHOW?” 


Portugallon. 





The Best Help. 

Mr. Spurcton has offered up a special prayer begging that He will 
“ give our senators wisdom.’ But 86 as to be sure on both counts, 
the modern Boanerges goes on—‘‘ and change our rulers a3 soon as 
possible.” There is still more of it, reflecting on “our rulers” ina 
manner which gives thinking men little reason to dissent from the 
constant Dissenter. But while Mr. Spurgeon prays fervently, and 
hopes for a beneficial resulé, wé will be content to remind all in- 
terested of the power of that godt old proverb: Heaven helps them 
who help themselves. 


JACK FROST'S ANSWER. 

He was a hale, hearty sort of a chap, was Jack Frost, and before he 
went out with the Arctic Expedition he was pretty sharp, too. But 
the cold, or the pemmican, or something, must have got hold of him, 
or amateur theatricals must have turned his brain, for he seems quite 
dull like since he’s been back, and he makes such jolly stupid answers. 

The other day his friend Jonkins, the Voluntary School System and 
Early Piety man, put up for the School Board, and Jack promised to 
vote for him. 

The polling place was near Charing-cross, and Jack’s rooms were in 
Oxford-street, so when a day a J ue chartered a —_ 
hansom and told the man where rive to, and to be sure and go : 
down Regent-street. But when they got to the Circus the road | F Ts Wrotigfal Bair. : 
was up. | RENCH avocats are ordered to remove their moustaches. The 

“Can’t get to the Poll this way, sir, quite impossible,” said the | powers that be complain that they interfere with a clear enunciation, 
autaeel | As our own specially retained counsel across La Manche puts it, the 

hirsute may interfere with his suit, to which our specially retained 


i  , 


‘c : ” ; mr, § u pain : 
oat I right,” said Jack Then turn round and take me home | counsel on this side replies, ‘ It may do shave vous, but it wouldn't go 
When Jonkins met his friend the next day, the latter told him with | 40w” here. betes sei od 
much concern that it was quite impossible to reach the Poll because | 
the road was up in Regent-street. Moral Notes. 
‘“‘ But,” exclaimed Jonkins, “there were twenty other ways of | Wuewn the wine is in the wit’s out, for when the wit's at home he 
getting there.” | generally drinks beer. 
| Short reckonings make long friends, but you generally find your 


‘‘ Look here, sir,’’ says Jack, getting excited, ‘‘ when I had the| | L 
honour tu be with Captain Nares, we went one way to the Pole, and | friends short when you begin to reckon. 
when we found it was impracticable, we turned round and came home,| A man who hesitates is lost, but a man who never hesitates is rarely 


And for doing that, sir, we've been cheered, and feasted, and rewarded, | found. 
and we're going to have silver medals given us; and what was good oe 
enough for the Admiralty and the British nation ought to be good A Chelsea Bun. 
Mr. Tuomas Carty tz has spoken a word in season on the Eastern 


enough for you, sir.”’ 
He's & good fellow, is Jack, but he does make such jolly foolish | Question, He follows other “ fools and fanatics"’"—Gladstone, Bright, 
| &c.—and cries, ‘‘ Away with the Turks from Europe.’ He has a 
The Admiralty say he’sa hero. We/| right to speak. Carlyle is inimitably associated with Camberland, 


answers. 
and if the Turks don’t Cumberland we should like to know who do. 


Jonkins says he’s a humbug. 
prefer a middle course, and say he’s a bit of both. 
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DOTS AND 


LINES. 
Rioat Hon. W. E. 


Forster receives the | 


freedom of Aber- | 
deen. Haggis and | 
collops in future to | 


become part of a 
London School 
Board. By order of 
Caledonia’s youngest 
Forster s0n. «= Prince 
Milan accepts the 
resignation of his 
Minister of War. 
Fancy his Highness 
finds the Porte a 
sufficient “ minister 
of war” for the 
present. — Leeches 
discovered in the 
Corporation Baths at 
Derby. The gentle- 
man who advertised 
for a new pleasure 
never thought of 
this! =— Crier in 
Gloucester sent out 
to ory for a lost hus- 
band. In Lendon 
the crying generally 
takes place when the 
lost one is found — 
Proceedings com- 
menoced at Hamburg 
against the captain 
of the Franconia. 
But the Germans 
mustn't interfere 
with a deed com- 
mitted close on 
English shores. 
Anyhow we have the 
authority of six 
English judges for 
saying so! = Queen 
confers the Albert 
Medal of the second 
class on the master 
of a fishing - boat 
“for conspicuous 
bravery.”’ A little 
less conspicuous 
bravery, and a little 
more conspicuous 
position than that of 
a fishing-boat on 
which to show it, 
might have got him 
a medal of the first 
class. = Mr. Ham- 
mersmith Bridge 
says it’s impossible 
for magistrates to 
keep all cases in 
their heads. But the 
magistrates might 
keep all their heads 
in cases; often. — 
Disputed point: Is 


"TWAS EVER THUS. 


To Jones, half-starved and penniless, we gave 
Whatever we could spare. 

Grown rich, at us this precious Jones must rave 
And call us all he dare. 

In great distress he was. Grown kinder, Fate 

Takes the distress, but leaves him still ingrate. 


(Duc. 6, 1876. 





a grandson liable to 
support his parents? 
Still more disputed 
point: Js a grand- 
son’s grandmother 
his parent? We 
pause for a reply. = 
Daily paper, speak- 
ing of a lately 
deceased American, 
says: —‘' He was ex- 
tremely shrewd, and, 
beginning with little, 
managed to die a 
millionaire.”’ He 
. : would have been a 
= . Ae 4 . ni it good deal shrewder 
[See * a | Nae rity | if he could have 
f ; _ | | yi managed to live— 
and even be not a 
millionaire. — The 
Chancellor of the 
Exchequer acknow- 
ledges receipt of 
£455 in bank-notes, 
conscience money, 
from W. K._ Evi- 
dently the Worst 
Kind of conscience a 
man can be troubled 
with. = Correspond- 
ence in Times on 
Arctic Expedition. 
If the sailors of the 
Alert and Discovery 
could have generated 
half the warmth 
shown by stay-at- 
home _ disputants, 
they might have 
remained out a little 
longer and have yet 
discovered the Pole. 
== Police-court dis- 
pute between a cab- 
man and a clergy- 
man. Driver doesn’t 
seem to believe in 
the “* benefit of 
clergy.” Neither, 
by the way, does the 
Master of the Rolls. 
| == North German 
Gazette calls the 
latest proposition of 
| the Sublime Porte « 
. | regular farce. And 
| not the first farce 
| either which has 
| “played in’’ the 
| public to the ter- 
| riblest of tragedies. 
| = Brown, a mot 
ardent Radical, went 
. on an excursion the 
GRASSPING A DIFFICULTY. | other day, and re- 
| turned a devout 
Slavey :—‘‘ Missvs 888 THE MILK’S MORE THAN "ARF WATER, AN’ SHELL ’AVE TO DEAL ! Conservative. The 
SUMWERES ELSE IF TAIN’T BETTER.”’ | result, he says, of 
Milkman :—“ Wet, MY DEAR, YOU MUST TELL your Missis THAT I’m very sorry, BuT | having “a steak in 
THEM COWS OF MINE twi/] EAT DAMP GRASS, AND I CAN’T PBRWENT ’EM THIS WEATHER!” | the country. 
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Taking it on Himself. 

Mr. Munpetra, M.P., has brought the usual swarm of mousing 
critics about his devoted head because he ascribed the axiom, Cleanli- 
ness is next to godliness, to “the apostle.’ Some of those micro- 
scopic minds that would quarrel with the finish of a full stop, or 
object tothe manner in which a comma wagged its tail, are oblivious— 
as they seem to be of everything worth knowing—of the fact that 

—— - -— there are apostles and apostles; and that Mr. Mundella, M.P., though 
Poor Geography. he represents one of the dirtiest towns in the world, is himself an 


Tus Welsh must be a poor people, for, if they are not put to fre- | Apostle of Cleanliness. Probably the “frightful example” of his 


quent shifts, they certainly have Menai Straits. 


ot 


constituency converted him. 






LLL LLL LE LOO  C eN n t, 
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ARABELLA. 


A Novet in A NUTSHELL. 


RABELLA JONES was an Al flirt, 
She ogled all the fellows, and was awful 
t 

























pert. 
And Miss Arabella Jones 
Would make no bones 
Of turning up her nose at me like 
dirt. 


Arabella Jones was hard for to please, 
She used to be what people call a'shocking 
tease. 
But Mies Arabella Jones’ 
Didn’t cause me groans, 
Because she ne’er considered me as quite 
the cheese. ‘ 


+ : = ¢ ca 


Arabella Jones, as the stories go, 
Should have died unmarried in remorseful. woe 
But this Arabella: Jones; 
Spite of all my moans; 
Made me marry her this morning=it’s'afearfel blow '! 


HERE, THERE, AND’ EVERYWHERE. 


Untxssin humble imitation of those brilliant essayists who now criticise 
Shakespeare, Sheridan, Congrevey.and* Goldsmith; and- who would have 
nipped the coming greatness of any orall of thesé over-rated authors 
in the bud if they had only: been bornsoon*en —unlessin humble 
imitation of these, the lights of our present r censorship, it is 
hardly worth while to subject’ Husted Down, just now reproduced at’ 
the Globe, to a second edition of'the analysis bestowed on it ten years 
ago, when, fresh from the pen of'an author who combines the superior 
qualities of the four effete:individuals' we have named, and many 
others*‘ too 1tumerousto mention,” it was produced at the St. James's 
Theatre. Mr. Boucicault had, besides his own natural advantages, the 
benefit of a company which, if not admired as much as it might have 
been at the time, has since in many ways proved its exceptionally 
high standard. Such a cast as that with which Hunted Down opened 
would be an attraction now, even though the piece possessed much 
less merit than it does. But it is ill work looking back, and there is 
no ability—there is even less, if that were possible—in discovering the 
merit which has already been discovered, and admitting the ability 
which has since made its mark. It is much better to play the part 
of prophet of good omen, and to say that two at least of the present 
Globe company should follow in the footsteps of their predecessors. 

Miss Louise Willes, as Mary, was thoroughly artistic, even to the 
concealment of art, and Mr. Bruce couldn’t have improved as Rawdon 
Scudamore, the broken gambler, if he had studied from life in the 
h——, we beg pardon, clubs is the new word—and at the “ meetings.” 
Except, perhaps, in intensity, and that he is better without. To a 
West-end audience, the Mrs. Bolton Jones of Mrs. Pitt was a trifle 
alarming, but Miss Blackburn’s Clara was, on the other hand, more 
than a trifle subdued. The drama, it must be admitted, is thoroughly 
dramatic, any such common influence as that of custom being perfectly 
unapparent in its course. In the hands of Mr. Boucicault the action 
of the English law is even more peculiar than it is in the English 
courts. But if the behaviour of a true and devoted wife to a confiding 
husband seems peculiar to other true and devoted wives, as well as to 
other confiding husbands, it has the effect of prolonging much 
excitement, and it must be admitted that the curtain drops upon 
nothing like an anti-climax. Hunted Down is well-mounted, one 
special instance of good taste being that in the house of John Leigh, 
R.A., there are no pictures. A man whocan sell a painting for five 
thousand pounds would be a fool to hang himself—he would be too 
good a judge to waste his hard-earned money in old masters or other 
R.A.’s. Of John Leigh, R.A., himself, as portrayed by Mr. 4. D. 
Beveridge, it will be sufficient to say he looks not only too strong and 
healthy, but much too good-tempered, for a typical representative of 
England's greatest artistic dignity. In a short musical afterpiece, 
entitled 4 Will witha Vengeance, Messrs. Edgar Bruce and Douglas 


Cox carried off the honours. 

Thanks to a somewhat curious conjunction of live alligators and 
equally live new directors, the Westminster Aquarium is rapidly 

icking up its lost ground, and bids fair soon to become no less 
fshionabls than fishy. If the management continues in its present 
course, not only the shareholders but the western London public will 
have cause to rejoice. The Afternoon Theatre is a novelty which 
permits of a pleasant exchange of companies as well as of theatrical] 
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hours, and if it only meets with the support of those who prefer to 
digest their dinners at home instead of rushing off half-finished to the 
play, it will attain no inconsiderable amount of success. Certainly, at 
the Afternoon Theatre there is much less chance than usual of an 
a of dyspepsia being mistaken for a development of the critical 
@ ; 


Messrs. Maskelyne and Cooke seem to be what is vulgarly termed 
going it. We have not yet heard of any police-court summons being 
issued calling upon them to appear and plead or suffer the 
Ordeal by Examination (a modern test which would put Hopkins and 
Co.’s ducking-stool and other old-fashioned witch and wizard finding 
paraphernalia to the blush). Nor have we beettold of any proposed 
application for a “rule” to close the Egyptian Hall as a place of 
more than doubtful resort. And yet if spiritualistic business is to be 
judged by results, the people who have lately been condemned to fine 
and imprisonment are mild sinners indeed compared with the experts 
of Piccadilly. In the event of anyone caring to take the bull by the 
horns, we are quite prepared to make affidavit as to the smell of 
brimstone. 

Among the many events constantly taking place at St James’s Hall, 
none of recent date exceeded in % or was’ more’ noticeable 
from the amount of skill displayed; than Miss Emily Mott’s* annual 
concert. Besides the bénéficiaire were’ Miss’ A Latkcom, Mr. 
Cummings, Mr. Thurley Beale, and others: songs were 
redemanded, and the intervals between the singing wer® agreeably 


filled in by Mr. Godfrey and his band of Grenadiers: _ 
dramatic art, ‘farcical comedy,” 


The very latest devélopment of 
has broken out in a fresh place. The namie of this type is 
Cremorne, its abode for the time being the’ Strand . It would 
be hard to say what ose such a production asthiscan be intended 


to serve. Evidently not that of amusement: The other feature of 
the bill is “a new and original burlesque” of Mr. W. S. Gilbert's 
drama, Dan'l Druce. Whatever is’ is right: nothing was ever more 
right than the latest level of the term “ new and: original’’ as applied 
to stage productions: 





DECEMBER |! 


DecuMper is with us again, 
As soon we shall find to our cost ; 

Of nipping north-easters we soon shall complain, 
And doubtless shall fret at the frost. 
He’ll seek out the rents in the clothes 
Of the animal known as the Tramp. 

The fingers he’ll numb, and he’ll redden the nose, 
And cause a demand for the “‘ gamp ”— 
The grumpy, grey-headed old scamp! 


Fall soon we shall grumble and groan, 
And shiver in every limb. 
Why can’t the old vagabond leave us alone ? 
We ne’er take advantage of him ! 
Ere long will the icicles dro 
From the eaves, and anon will ap 
Old Winter, assisted by all of his troop, 
To gambol and wickedly leer — 
And make us exceedingly queer! 


Still, even December brings joys, 
Wher Christmas comes in with a 
The youngsters appear with their prattle and toys 
To gladden our hearts for awhile. 
Then friends meet together again, 
To pass round the song and the jest. 
And so, at December we needn't complaia, 
Although he’s a shivering guest. 
For Christmas, we'll pardon the rest ! 


=—==_————_>>——_—_—_—_—_ 


According to Cocker. 

Tue Denbigh magistrates have agreed to suspend sentences for 
drunkenness, ‘‘ so as toallow the defendants to take the total abstinence 
pledge.” But, according to Mrs. Juggins, there is yet hope for the 
local publicans. She says that of course the first defendant that takes 
the total abstinence pledge will be bound to leave all the others 
without any. Well, if she doesn’t know anything of totals she 
knows a good deal about pledges, and so perhaps her notion’s just the 
ticket. But we do think this is the sort of question which can only 
be settled over a quartern or two. What say you, brother jestices ? 


A Pronounced Success. 
Our Mrs, Pralamop, whose ideas of foreign pronunciation are as 


limited as press accommodation in a Court of Justice, has been read- 
ing that there have been great floods in Manzanares. 
says, ‘what a splendid notion for a new Arctic patriotic song, 


“Oh,” she 


‘A ManzaNares for a’ that.’”’ 
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CON EGGSPRESSIONE ! 
Mistress :—** Wuy Mary, HOW LONG YOU'VE BEEN WITH THE EGGs!”’ 


Mary :—“ Suns, Mim, you TOWLD MB TO BILE ’EM WID THE EGG-BILER, AN’ I’'vE PUT ’EM IN THE POT TOGITHER, BUT IT DON’T BILE 
"BM AT ALL AT ALL, FOR THEY'RE COWLD Now! Surg AN’ I THINK THE OWLD WAY'S THE BEST WAY APTHER ALL!” 


GOLDEN YOUTH. | ‘¢ Still more Rounding.” 

| A wrirer in the Telegraph, speaking of the late Chief Justice of 
| Ireland, says :—‘‘ He was too verbose; he used twenty words where 
‘one would do better.” It would be interesting to know how long 
| verbosity has been considered an error in an orator, especially in one 
who has not only been called to the Bar, but chosen. Words, we are 


Hap I again Youth’s golden days 
I'd melt the metal up, 

And use it in much better ways 
Than all in Pleasure’s cup! 


mirable state of defence. 


They went on swift poetic wings, 
Or slow prosaic legs, 

They brought me many pleasant things— 
They left me only dregs! 


How different would be life's page 
If Youth would use its sense, 

And could believe the words ef Age 
About experience! 

For life’s most precious wine was spilt 
Before 'twas ripe and old, 

And what Youth threw away as gilt, 
Age knows to have been gold! 


A Grape Shot. 


Iris announced that the Russian ports have been placed in an ad- | 


Never mind about their ports, it’s their | ' 
clarets we shall have to tap—if they don’t behave themselves. | Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


aware, speak not as well as deeds; but putting them at their lowest 


'value—their value in Vleet-street—we should have thought they 


would have always found a champion in the largest circulator. Ter- 
haps it’s because they deserve it that they don’t. 


“Best writers of the day.’”’— Era. ‘“ Beat and most povular comic writers.’’— Evening 
| Standard. “A wonderful shillingsworth.”—News of the World. “Deserves our warmest coms 
| mendatious,”’—Lloyd’s. *‘ Extremely funny and thoroughly enjoyable.”—Public Opinion. 


Now Ready, Price one Shilling, 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877. 


| 
| Epitgep spy Hgnry Sampson. 





“Most entertaining.’’—Bell’s Life. “Thoroughly amuasing.'’—Pictorial World “Full of 
absurdities and whimsicalities.’— Morning Advertiser. * An excellent shillingaworth.’— 
| Sunday Times. *'A very liberal shill.ugsworth.’’—City Press “ And other good op:nious.”—Fun. 


Now Ready, Price cies 
FUN ALMANAC. 


“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. HasswW, M.D. 


TERS QUININE W] 
. ‘* Wascan bear personal testimony to its value as a tonic." —Standard. . 
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, 8t, Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, December 6, 1876, 
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The Dangers of carrying a brown-faper parcel throuzh the streets. 
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The Dangers of being cootznt with fair rrices. 








FANCY SKETCHES. | Good Fellowship. 


| ‘ 
Mr. Bricur settling matters with a Bashi-Bazouk, each after his | __ON @ newspaper placard we notice this :—‘“ Professor Huxley on the 
approved colealelae s™ Horse.” We have heard of Professor Huxley, but which is the horse, 


A Pan-Scl enting Lord Beaconsfield’ with the freedom of | and what is the peculiarity of the Professor's equitation? Can it be 
B dente ar. Goenepeeg ” : that the famous F.R.S. is in the habit of riding the equally famous 


Lord Salisbury tossing General Ignatieff for tarts. ‘‘ high horse,’’ which everyone has heard about but very seldom seen ? 
Popular comedian refusing to clown to the stalls. If so, we will pay our tuppence to witness the show at once. 
Mr. Gladstone refusing to make a speech because there were | NNR 


reporters present. = ; ‘‘And a Good Judge too.” 

Serjeant Ballantine explaining toa learned judge that Evans’sis,) 4 wopar, point was raised in the Bankruptcy Court the other day. 
he delieves, a Supper room. The Judge was asked to allow the claim of a debtor's wife for £3,000 
shin Dramatic author thanking critic for pointing out the defects in his | on his estate. The debtor had married a Mise Walker, “his deceased 

_ wife's sister,’’ and she had advanced the sum stated for purposes of 

Mr. Stanley distributing Telegraphs to the blacks to increase the | ee, “ As regards this Walker claim, my decision” said the 

eirculation. Judge, ‘‘ is Walker!” 


Marquis of Hartington disguised as the head of the Liberal Party. 
Mr. Jenkins meeting someone who'd read The Shadow on the Cross. - 
Mr. Plimsoll overloading a ship with plum puddings. Our Old Friend. 

Lord Shaftesbury buying a penny ice on Sunday. Ir is stated in Court circles that Prince Leiningen is much annoyed 
Lady novelist striking a word out of her copy because it was vulgar. | that he did not get the prize for rams at the Agricultural Hall. “He 
Fashionable painter consenting to copy nature. has done nothing but run the Cattle Show down ever since. The 
Mr. Carlyle exercising in words of one syllable. same authority announces his speedy elevation to the post of Rear- 
Viscount Maidstone lending his Pa a pound. Admiral. Admiral of the rear of the funnel, we presume. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dee. 13, 1876. 


AN INVOCATION. 


Festrvat Season ! 
Season of cheer ! 
Time of the hoily, 
Of mistletoe’s folly, 
When ev’ryone’s jolly 
And getting “ tol-lolly,”— 
Festival Season ! 
Season of cheer ! 
Much we have reason 
Your advent to fear. 
Say, will your coming in Seventy-six 
Be but the herald of Muscoyite tricks ? 
Say, shall we look back at you as the time 
Commencing aa era of folly and crime ? 
Will it be blessed Nativity’s work 
To “down with the Christian” and “up with the Turk” ? 
Must we look forward in trouble and fear ? 
May we look back with a sigh and a tear? 


Festival Season ! 

Season of cheer ! 

eniimiilinatie 
Tue dreadful calamity which has just overtaken the Brooklyn 
Theatre in Philadelphia bids us—and the expression comes home with 
more than usual literalness—to put our own housesin order. There is 
no reason whatever to imagine that the Brooklyn Theatre was in any 
way inferior, so far as opportunities for ingress and egress go, to our 
own places of public resort ; there is in fact cause to believe the arrange- 
ments were superior; and yet of an audience numbering but 800 in 
a house intended to seat many more, nearly a third were slowly 
roasted or trampled to death. Nothing can be much more horrible 
than to imagine death met with in such a way and under such circum- 
stances. London has been exceptionally fortunate in these matters 
when her theatres have been burnt: the time could not have been 
better chosen— except by sensationmongers, and traders in the excep- 
tionally horrible. But a run of luck will not go on for ever, and we 
rarely enter a densely packed theatre, at holiday-time or during the 
run of some favourite piece, without a shudder at the too probable con- 
sequences of only asuggestion of fire. Let those whostay till the “house” 
turns out, and who are content to toil patiently in the rear of the ever 
winding coil, imagine what would be the result of a cry of “ Free!” 
And if it is difficult to emerge from the most privileged parts of some 
theatres, what would be the effect on pit and gallery! We have no 
wis’ to act the part of alarmists, but there stands the fact staring us 
in ta» face, that it is almost tempting Providence to pack oneself in a 
theatre where even the gangways are choked up with chairs to satisfy 
the greed of a little extra gain. The Chamberlain’s Office once made a 
feeble protest about this practice, which is at best an intolerable nuis- 
ance, ani just afterwards it was publicly stated that some gentlemen 
seen occupying the gangway at a theatre went in with a Lord Chamber- 
lain’s order! If we must be saddled with the thing which it pleases 
officialism to designate a Censorship, we must; but instead of refusing 
one person a licence which is granted immediately afterwards to 

another— instead of twaddling about morality one day and i 

the existence of its opposite the next—would it not be better to turn 
what is at present an incubus to the practical purpose of seeing that 
our playhouses as well as our plays are fairly fit for the reception of 


our playgoers ? 
‘SUAVE, MARI MAGNO—.” 


(SuicHtty Moprrrep.) 


Tue Poet stands upon the shore, 
His back to cliff and mountain, 

He recks of verdant vale no more— 
No more of foaming fountain. 

‘* Were I,’’ said he, ‘‘ on yonder sea, 
"Neath heaven's azure sailing, 

As strong and free my song should be 
As now ‘tis weak and wailing.” 


The Poet sails upon the deep— 
But, ah! an altered person ; 
The winds that sweep, the waves that leap, 
He cannot frame a verse on. 
With pallid cheek and leaden eye 
He staggers off to leeward, 
And vents his thoughts on sea and sky 
In one wild shriek of “‘ Steward! "’ 


SomeTrHine Lrxet a Benerir.—The “ benefit of Counsel.’’ 
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AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 


Anp THE Morats Depvucep THerRErrRom. 





CatTtLe is a comprehensive word at shew time. On ordinary 
occasions it is much more limited in its application, and if it comes 
into general use at all it is as a term of reproach, though why, I for 
one am perfectly unable to understand, such animals as those I have 
just interviewed being very superior to much of what may be seen 
in Islington, not to mention the Agricultural Hall more particularly, 
on other occasions. But cattle at show time means sheep and pigs as 
well, and mangel-wurzels and much machinery. And as I can offer 
no reason why curry-combs, and milk-cans, and cabbage- plants should 
not be included in the term cattle, I expect it is perfectly correct that 
the cows and oxen are in reality only tolerated in a show which is 
really intended to let the outside world see how great is the gradual 
improvement in agricultural implements. 

The herdsman is a noble implement and very useful to animals. 
He is distinguished from the bucolic paraphernalia confined to the 
galleries by being nearly human, but not quite. Also by the things 
upstairs being kept scrupulously clean, a condition which would 
evidently unfit the herdsman for his arduous duties. These, so far as 
1 could discover, consist in sitting on anything in the way of a 
hurdle or paling, and stimulating the live cattle to increased exertion 
in the way of food by a splendid and self-sacrificing example. The 
herdsman, probably in pursuance of his duties, is greasy in his eating; 
yet this has no outward or visible effect on his constitution or habit, 
which inclines to dryness—as the servitors at the herdsman’s bar will 
testify. This useful item im the show is best seen when his charge 
desires his care; at that time he develops something like instinct, and 
while attending to the requirements of the superior animal is not so 
lost to recognition as in his quieter moments, or as many town-made 
and much superior visitors would have it appear. 

The agricultural reporter is of a different kind of cattle, most 
advisedly. He is as brisk as the other is sluggish, as talkative as the 


| other is silent. Yet they have at least one point incommon. Each, 


in his own mind, thinks he knows more upon a given topic than all 
the world beside, with the difference that though the herdsman is 
generally pretty right so far ashe goes, the reporter may be safely 
assumed to be pretty wrong. But then the reporter goes so much 
farther into the matter, a compensating fact for which all kinds and 
conditions of educated country gentlemen are ever ready to offer 
sincerest thanks. Another difference is, that while the herdsman 
endeavours by every means in his power to conceal his knowledge—to 
become, in fact, an unheardsman—the reporter is ever ready to display 
his ignorance. So do the pair become balanced, and thus are 
they a blessing alike to the public and the exhibitors. 

I have made a special feature of these two classes, as in all the 
accounts I have read of the Cattle Show there has been no mention of 
either; yet tome these are the two most important elements in the 
exhibition. What would the cattle be without the noble herdsmen, 
what would the show itself—judges, jurors, criminals, cows, pigs, 
sheep, secresaries, seedsmen, barmaids, showmen —v hat would, in fact 
be the value of the Smithfield Club itself without the great and 
glorious picturesque reporter? One of these days when fortune 
favours me I may be a reporter and write about the cattle in a way 
which will astonish the multitude; at present I merely offer to my 
readers a something which should be valuable simply because it is not 
found in the regulation reports of the recognised writers. 

Of the cattle themselves, what can an outsider like me say that has 
not been already said? But I will relate one or two experiences. I 
saw a pig-minder sleeping the sleep of innocence and peace and plenty 
—the latter particularly—in the same straw with his charges. There 
he lay, with one arm thrown negligently around one piggy’s neck, the 
other serving as a pillow to his swarthy, yet honest and unsoaped 
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brow. I have seen many pictures of happiness and content, some at 
the Royal Academy, others, less natural of course, in real life, but 
never until I visited the Cattle Show did I witness anything at once 
so simple, so idyllic, so unstudiedly graceful, so soothing and so sweet in 
its effect, so harmonious as a whole. Harmonious, not only to the 
sight, but to the olfactory and aural senses. I will not ask you, Mr. 
Editor, why, with organic utterances emanating from that pen such 
as my own cannot describe, which would have entranced Herr Wagner 
and all admirers of the music of the spheric future, and with an aroma 
that to lovers of roast pork required neither apple sauce nor stuffing, 
the visitors did not enjoy this scene of Boeotian bliss? I will not ask 
you why, because I can tell you better myself. It was because the pig- 
minder was not a pretty peasant boy with pink ribbons; because his 
pipe was not of reed, but of clay ; because his pigs were not pet lambs. 
And I left the piggery disgusted with the fact that I had seen real 
human and animal bliss—a scene from real life which, for completeness, 
was unrivalled—and which, because it was divested of theatrical attri- 
bute and trashy tinseling, was passed by unnoticed, or met with the 
contempt it certainly did not merit. Belicve me, Mr. Editor, the true 
cottage of content consists mainly of the elements I have described, 
and it is worse than useless for people to attempt clothing those 
matters they most want with the garb in which such things have never 
yet been discovered. 

As I passed out of the piggery and came upon the cows and oxen, I 
was gratified to find that the winners of the biggest prizes were by 
no means the biggest beasts. In ordinary life, size is but too often 
mistaken for beauty, but here quality was considered as well. My 
attention was called: more particularly to this by a small but elegant 
man, whom I saw weeping tears of joy by the side of a steer who had 
steered his way to foremost position, and who, though all admitted his 
ny was by no means the largest animal in the 


“ Sir,” said the small man, “this is indeed a treat ; see how it differs 
from human life! Only the other night at a club I heard a man 
described as fine because he weighed eighteen stone and was all over 
exactly like a hippopotamus, with eyes and hoofs extra developed. 
An hour after I saw receiving admiration in another place another 
fine man, with about as much manly shape as a lamppost, and about as 
tall. A man, sir, who could not have stood upright without the 
support his clothes afforded him. Itis truly a treat to find in a show 
like this, that there is something beyond height and ugliness when real 
make and shape are shown to the world.” And he departed happy, 
while I, vailing my lofty crest, prepared to follow him with a dim 
perception that I was not such a splendid animal after all, as I had 
been in the habit of considering myself and my six feet six. 


*,* This is all very well in its way, and doubtless very whimsical 
and clever, but it’s hardly to be considered a full, true, and particular 
account, with lists of prizes and prize winners of the Cattle Show. It's 
all nonsense for the writer to say that’s not the sort of thing that’s 
required for a comic journal. We ought to know, and if it wasn’t for 
the fact that we mightn’t come out as well ourselves, we'd show him 


how to do it a great deal better. 
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The Straight Tip. 

A roune Liberal has written to Mr. Gladstone to know what books 
to read “‘ in order to understand the present position of affairs.” Mr. 
Gladstone bas sent a characteristic reply ; so would Mr. Pisraeli have 
done. He would have answered ‘‘ Joe Miller” and ‘“ Mary's First 
Geography.” While Mr. Bright might have suggested ‘‘ The Trans- 
actions of the Peace Society” and “ ‘he Speeches of the Right Hon. 
John Bright.”” But we would say to all young Liberals who would 
study the momentous questions of the hour in earnest, “‘ Study them in 
Fun.’ [This is an advertisement, and is charged for accordingly. ] 
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WHAT IT MUST COME TO! 


Sceng: The Exterior of a Public. Two Exponents of the Burnt Cork 
business discovered ‘‘ tuning up.” Having “ tuned,” they commence. 


A. Qh, gadder round, ye white folks all, and listen to our ditty ; 
Jf you'll attend a little while, we'll now unfold a tale. 
Bors. Yah, ah! 
B. We'll tell you what occurred to us in famous London City— 
‘Twill make your hair stand upright and your countenances pale. 
: a Born. Yah, ah! 
A. In olden times, as critics, we attended de feeayters, 
And of dramatic notices I guess we wrote a few. 


Born. Dat's so! 
B. But later on the managers kim down upon us “ slaters.”’ 
So now we've bofe turned niggers for—— 
orH. We've got no work to do! 
( Chorus.) Then loudly let us chant 
Our ditty, so pretty, 
And strum upon de banjo ob our dreadful goings-o ° 
We've struggled, but we can’t 


Be witty. The City 
Seems full ob woe, bekase we know our occupation’s gone ! 


A. I was de critic ob de Times and shook de “tea-board thunder,” 
And golly, boys, I'd frighten um when ebber I'd “‘ assist.” 
Bors. Yah, ah! 
B. At notices ob music folks considered me a wonder! 
But t’other day I chanced to “‘ rile” a lady vocal-ist. 
. : Born. Yah, ah! 
A. De Thunderer discharged me in a manner unforgibbing, 
’Cos managers had freaten’d me wif twelve months and de “ cat.” 
Boru. Dat’s true! 
B. And now we hab to “ busk” about de streets to get a libbing, 
So, white folks, ere you toddle off, jest patternise de hat. 
Boru. 


Yeth, do! 
(Chorus as before.) 
A. In former days we niggers used to hold fust-rate positions ; 
De people thought us oraculls whene’er we sought our clubs. 
Born. Yah, ah! 
B. But now de great professhunals hab altered our conditions, 
And ebbry night we hab to twang de banjo outside “‘ pubs.” 
; ; Boru. Yah, ah! 
A. So kindly gib us sympathy, we’re bofe deserbing cases, 
To pobbuthy we're now reduced, ah, poor unhappy elves. 
ae Boru. Uh, dear! 
B. De day ob crittiscissum’s gone, and we hab lost our places, 
’Kase m ers and “ pro’s”’ intend——. 
A. (spoken). Yeth, goo along ! 
B. To write dem ali demseilves, 
Boru. Dat’'s so! 
(Chorus and Curratn.) 


Settling it ‘‘ out of Court,” 

Tue Atheneum has lately contained several letters concerning a 
disputed ‘‘ question of authorship,” the persons most interested being 
Mr. Van Campen and Mr. Dexter, who both claim, so far as we can 
make out, to have written the same book. Without knowing much 
about it—a recommendation in arbitrators—we venture to suggest 
that the matter might be compromised by its being allowed that one 
gentleman wrote all the parts which relate to Campen out in the Polar 
regions, while the other one deserves every credit for exhibiting great 
Dexterity. That's what we should call a splendid settlement, and 
sudden death to lawyers. 


A Long Way Round, 

Ir a body of shipwrecked mariners were to escape from cannibals on 
a desert island where the uninhabitants lived on “long pig;’ and if 
they were all brought home to England by the friendly vessel which 
always heaves in sight at the proper moment, without the loss of one 
of their number,—if, we say, all this happened to a crew of deserving 
British sailors, where ought the remains of that brave and gallant 
band to take up a permanent residence?—Why, at Nuneaton of 


course. 


A Standing Joke. 
“A DRAMATIC critic of twenty-eight years standing,’ writes to the 
Era. That a eritic should be allowed to stand for twenty-eight years 
is a disgrace to “‘the” profession. But they always were thirsty. 


Broad Verse. 
Ture is to be a local gathering of Glasgow 
sidency of Mr. Robert Buchanan. The rumour 
be present in plain clothes is authoritatively denied. 


ts under the pre- 
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THE NEW ‘BOX TRICK.” 


Brown has just asked his new slavey (whom he has had specially from the country so she shall be free from London servants’ tricks) if she is sure 
she posted that important letter all right last night. Here's her reply :—“ Yxs, siz, I PUT IT INTO THE LETTER-BOX IN THE ’ALL-DOOR, SIR. 


But IT AIN'T GONE YET, SIR.” 


WASTED ENERGY. 


‘The Clergy made desperate efforts to influence the recent School Board elec- 
tions, and several divines, well-known for their party feeling, did not hesitate to 
make the pulpit an electoral platform.”’— Daily Paper. 


‘* That Canon Crorawell’s personal statements concerning Mr. Firth, made 
ey and during Divine Service, will be legally discussed, seems probable.”— 
Back! back! from this unseemly fight, ye sons of Mother Church, 
Why seek amid such scenes as these your honoured cloth to smirch ? 
Was this the task your Master set his servants to fulfil— 

To fan the flame of party strife, of rancour, and ill-will ? 


The days are gone when surpliced men could sound the battle’s note, 
And drive their flocks like simple sheep, and tell them how to vote. 
The age of priestly tyranny and might has passed away, 

Oh, shame on those who would revive its blackest deeds to-day ! 


In lands less favoured far than ours the Church may forge a chain, 
And hold a nation bound and gagged, and mock its writhing pain ; 
There prelates still may curse the folk whose daring lips refuse 
To say ‘“ Amen”’ as they are bid, and vete as clerics choose. 


But in this Isle of ours, thank God! we're free in soul and speech— 
Our glorious birthright lies beyond the grasping churchman’s reach. 
Let curate, dean, and canon shriek to aid their party cause ; 

Their slanders fall upon themselves amid the world’s applause. 


Through every town of England ran the people's holy cry: 

We rose against these hectoring priests and smote them hip and thigh ; 
Let Cromwell of the spiteful tongue a-k of his secret soul, 

What placed the man he preached at first upon the Chelsea poll ? 


There's work enough. ye rever: nd sirs, along your walk of life; 

With sins of every shape and hue your parishes are rife. 

But if you play with politics, coercing votes and men, 

As you were thrashed on Schoo! Board day you shal! be thrashed again. 





So—so. 


A WestminsTeR magistrate has just expressed an opinion, while 
fining a female for intemperance, that “ it is a very shocking thing for 
so young a girl to get so drunk.” The “so young” means sweet 
seventeen come Sunday. The “so drunk” means drunk and incapable. 
{t would be well to know, says a correspondent of a legal turn of mind, 
whether Mr. Arnold regretted she was drunk because she was seventeen, 
or that she was seventeen because she was drunk. Or whether he 
would have been “‘so glad” to see her ‘‘so drunk” if she had only 
been ‘‘ so old”’ instead of “‘so young.” (Our legal correspondent had 
better spend six-and-eightpence and take advice on the subject.) 


A Cabinet Question. 

Tue Kingston-on-Thames Town Council are, according to the 
Surrey Comet, which actually wags its tail with glee, itating for 
“ robes to be worn by the Mayor, Aldermen, and cain respec- 
tively.”” As each of these functionaries is, or should be, the representa- 
tive of a special Ward, we will humbly suggest that “the Mayor, 
Aldermen, and Council respectively” shall, when next their public 
duties call them out, appear in “ Wardrobes.” And that the local 
police shall keep the keys thereof. 


Severe. 

‘“‘A Bruistot poultry dealer has been fined for kissing a young 
woman.” This seems hard on a mam who considers he has a perfect 
right to deal with ducks, and who doubtless takes out a licence for a 
little game. 





Weather or No. 


A CONTEMPORARY prophesies high winds all over Europe during the 
present month. If Turkey and Russia find it monotonous, they can 
exchange blows. 
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Sarp THe Otp OBADIAH 


OBADIAH BISMARCK. 


THE POLITICAL OBADIAHS. 


Saip tue Youna OsapiaAB TO THE OLD OxpapiAH, “ WHAT D’¥B MAKE ALL THOSE PgAcervuL Speecues ror?” 
TO THE YounG OsapIAH, “ OsapiAH, PEACE IS UNOFFICIAL WAR.” 


OBADIAH BRIGHT. 
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WHAT WAS IN THE WIND. 


Tux wind that blows across the sea 
Is holding converse now with me 
As on the shore I wander. 
And oh, such funny tales it brings 
Of Ministers and other things 
In countries over yonder. 


It whispers that MacMahon means 
To bring Gambetta on the scenes, 
As head of some department. 


“ » 
f fj “4 Y > 
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I fancy “ Right ” and “ Left” as well \ 
Would ask, if e’er this thing befell, NS 
What such a rummy start meant. SSS 
WY 
\\S 






It hums a song of Salisbury Plain, 

And missions more or less in vain, 
And bogus interviewing. 

Of statesmen sent to talk of peace 

While nations’ armaments increase— 
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A warlike plan pursuing. AX 
It sounds a dirge from India’s land. NY 
Of thousand corpses on the strand, WwW 

Of plague and inundation ; AY 
While wealth is squandered far and near 
To aid with all the Eastern gear 


A childish celebration. 


It mutters tales of planned deceit, 

Of diplomats who chum to cheat, AAS 
Of nations sold and bartered. ANN 

What wonder that I fled the main, AN 

And crying ‘“‘ Hush!” a special train 
To town again I chartered ? 


Theatrical Intelligence. 


Ir seems rather a paradox for the management of | 
the Gaiety to proclaim its success at the very time when 
its stage is occupied by 4 Man in Possession. But Mr. | 
Hollingsheai likes his little joke even when it is im- 
perceptible to the vulgar mind. Perhaps he was “at it 
again’’ when he told the author, who objected to some- 
thing or somebody, somewhere or somewhat, that bad 
workmen always find fault with their—low comedians. 


DRUNK ! 


It was rather a good way of giving a new face to an old | BvuLGARIANSH ! 


wheeze though—for a manager. 
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LIBERAL MEASURES. 


Politician (who has been ‘ diseussing”’) :—* ExcirRD, P'RAPSH, BUT NOT 
’ , , , ’ 

VIRTUOUSH IRRIGNATION! Conpvuc’ o’ Guv'mMent! Conpbue’io 

MAN DESHBRVING NAMB OF 'N ENGLISHMAN !——’Trocious ! 


[Is put to bed instanter. 








A CROWN CASE RESERVED. 


Tux king of a mighty realm came over by a cheap excursion to see | the old saying’s true: Once let the Crown get hol 


| squirting a quid to windward, exclaim, “ Ah, gentlemen of the jury 


and messmates all, shiver my timbers and ee 7 V. Cap. 3, on 
of anything t 


the Cattle Show. He put his crown and a clean collar in a pocket- 
handkerchief, tied the bundle to the end of his sceptre, slung it over 
his shoulder, and got as far as London Bridge without any adventures. 
Half-way over he wanted a baked potato to keep his hands warm, aad 
found he'd left his purse at home. So he told the potato-can man 
who he was, and offered to leave his crown as security. But the man 
didn’t see it. ‘‘No,” he said; “but I tell yer wot I wil! do. You 
stop here and mind my can for a bit, and I'll go over and look after 
your business.” “All right,’ said his Majesty; “meet me here 
again this day six months.” But the man hadn’t got half-way over 
the bridge before he was arrested, found guilty of having a crown in 
his possession, and sentenced to be vaccinated from a subject chosen by 
the Gainsborough guardians. Of course, the man caught consumption, 
and died two days afterwards; but just before he breathed his last, he 
sent for the Lord Chief Justice, and told him where his potato-can 
was and who'd got it. And the Lord Chief Justice winked at his 
friend the turnkey, and promised the man he’d get it and hand it over 
to his children. Hearing which, the poor man whispered “ All hot!” 
in a-far-away-sort-of-I’m-a-coming-sister-Mary voice, made a feeble 
effort to open the bolster and butter it, and died. 

And the Lord Chief Justice sent a plenipotentiary to London 
Bridge to find the king; but the king had gone back to his own 
country and taken the potato-can with him, and though the Govern- 
ment sent two post-cards to him, and telegraphed the ambassador to 
get an ultimatum under his dinner napkin, it was all no use. 

So the king stuck to the potato-can, and the poor man’s heirs, 
assigns, and administrators went into the workhouse, broke stones, 
and perished variously at the expense of the ratepayers. 

And the Lord Chief Justice, when he grewold and was given the 
command of an ironclad in consideration of his increasing infirmities, 
would often gather his children round his knee on the fo’castle, and, 


the people, and they'll stick to it for ever, if it’s only a 


THENNE AND NOWE. 


‘‘ On mayde soe faire,’ younge Strephon cryes, 
As paste hym nymble Chloe flyes, 

‘Saye wille you be mye love, and deigne 

To tayke me as ee humble swayne ? 

Here bye ye purlinge brooke I dwelle, 

Where sweete ye fraygrante blossomes smelle ; 
Here canne we passe ye joyouse daye, 

While rounde us lambkyns fryske and playe.” 


‘‘ Ah! Strephon,” answeres quike ye mayde, 
‘“‘ Ye playce is damppe, I’m sore afrayde ; 

In olden tymes some foolishe girle 

Might have been wonne by brookes yat purle. 
I’m notte soe greene ; I scorn ye lambes, 

Ye blossomes and Arcadian shammes ; 

I muche preferre a millionaire, 

Who's horsys and a coache and paire.”’ 


Whenne Strephon found ye mayde didde scoffe, 
He caste hys shepherdes’ garmentes offe ; 

And lo! atte once he didde appeare 

An agyd manne in costlie geare. 

‘* Oh foole that I have been,”’ he cryed, 

“To thynk that Youthe colde winne a bryde ; 
T’ll base mye suite on hygher groundes — 

Be myne. I’ve twentye thousande poundes.”’ 
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A DOWNY ONE. 


Pedestrian :—“T say, SMALLBEER! 
AS YyouURS.”’ 


WHAT THE DOOSE MAKES YOU HUNT 80 MUCH? If CAN'T BE FOR LOVE OF IT—WITH SUCH CATTLE 


Horseman :—“ No, Mason, I arn’? LIKB YOU SWELLS, I DON’T CARE NOTHIN’ FOR THE AMOOZEMENT—I ’UNTS FUR PROFIT.”’ 


Pedestrian :—“ Wuat! WITH THAT NAG! 


How ON EARTH D'YE MANAGE THAT? SHOULD LIKE TO DO IT MYSELF.” 


Horseman :—‘* Wuy, Mason, I'M NAT'R'’LLY BRITTLE; AND I ALLUS RIDES THIS SORT 0’ ’08SS, AND CONSTANTLY INSURES IN THE ACCIDENTAL. 
See?” 


I CAN ALLUS TURN A PENNY, THROUGH THE SEASON, BY A CROPPER. 


DOTS AND LINES. 


A Mr. Mason has become an annual subscriber of £500 to the 
United Kingdom Alliance, “and has lodged the first amount.’’ Some- 
thing like a Masonic lodge, this! Mason will mark out for himself 
& ition as one of the corner-stones of the Alliance. — German 
philosopher, Herr Scheckelheimer, discovers that a flea takes just 
654 bites before he ‘‘ becomes satisfied.” We don’t believe any 
flea would take 654 bites at any six Germans—unless there was a 
Scotchman present. = Magistrates of Notts, shocked at the 
increase of drunkenness, intend asking each man _ brought 
before them where he was last supplied with drink. This 
is pumping for liquor with a vengeance! =— Coroner's jury 
return a verdict of ‘‘ Died through drinking boiling tea out of a tea- 

t.” They fail to state, however, what is a really innocuous 
instrument for taking boiling tea from. = Mrs. McDonald has just 
died, aged 105. Her husband was over a hundred when he died 
three years ago. They had been married eighty years. Query: was 
marriage ‘the end of life’’ with them, or was the proverbwrong again 
as usual ? = The landlord of an hotel at Worksop has died from the 
effects of a bite given him by a drunken man whom he was turning 
out. Teetotallers will be troubled to point the moral in this case in 
a way favourable to themselves. The axiom, “ Let sleeping dogs lie,”’ 
will now include drunkards. — Incher, the Stafford hangman, has 
been sent to the County Gaol for felony. The other prisoners—poor 
fellows !—feel their degradation keenly. — Beer-seller in the North 
hangs himself in his beer cellar. Coroner inclined to the belief that 
he died of homceopathic treatment, but the jury were not to be “ got 
in a line” about a hanging matter. — Several Ultramontane journals 
in Italy published reports of the Home Secretary's Birmingham 
utterances. Yet people still believe there’s nothing ina name. This 


| 


marries the daughter of Mr. Motley. We hope this is not a step 
towards changing the colour of his political creed. But then, a true 
Radical, as some will have it, is always Motley! 


SCENE: LOBBY OF A THEATRE, 


Nervous Srrancer. Box 12, please ! 

Harpy. Leave your umbrella, sir? 

N.S. I—I haven't got one. 

Harpy. Leave your overcoat, sir ? 

N.S. I—really, I haven’t got one. 

Harry. Leave your opera glasses, sir? 

N.S. (relieved). Oh, ah, yes. Thanks. 

Harpy. Thank you, sir; here’s the ticket. 
gent to No. 12. 


Box-keeper, show this 


ne 


Clothes Reasoning. 

A CAB-DRIVER at Buxton has just been committed for trial for 
obtaining a suit of clothes under false pretences. Of course it was the 
falsest of false pretences for a cabman to pretend that he wanted to 
wear a whole suit of new clothes all at once! No tailor in his senses 
would have taken the order. But perhaps the delinquent had some of 
them made to fit his horse—or his cab! 


Queer Some! 


A CONTEMPORARY remarks that ‘‘ the man who takes no interest in 
politics is a civic dastard, and ought not to be privileged to say Homo 
sum.” We don't see the privilege. If any man wanted to say Homo 
sum he would probably retire to the loneliest spot he could find. If 


incident should prove a Cruz on the question. = Sir William Harcourt | he went shouting it about in public the police would have him. 





‘= 
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THE RHYMER’S REVENGE ! 


Tue Rhymer jumped suddenly out of his chair, 
And fondly he gazed on his verses; 
And he thumped on the table, and tugged at his hair— 
(He was indigent— bards, as you're doubtless aware, 
Could never boast overstocked purses.) 
And he uttered most horrible curses! 


It was wicked, I'll own, but he'd reason to swear, 
He’d really been shamefully treated. 

For years he had worked with assiduous care, 

But Editors always had wrought him despair— 
His lays with contempt had been treated. 
His strivings for fame were defeated. 


“‘ Ay, tremble,” he shouted ; ‘“‘ yourtreatment ye'll rue, 
The Poet no more will be slighted ! 

I’ve sworn to exterminate all of your crew ; 

Ere morning for mercy ye vainly shall sue. 
Ali Fleet-street shall yet be affrighted— 
My thousands of wrongs shall berighted ! ’’ 


Then donning a coat that was formerly good, 
But now an arrangement of patc 
With his hair flowing long, as a Poet's hair shoald, 
He went and bought hundreds of bundles of wood, 
And grosses of boxes of matches, 
The which he assorted in batches ! 


When the party in Blue was as usual far 
From the spot where his watching was needed, 
Our hero brought several barrels of tar, 
And as no one was present his ect to mar, 
He went to each office u 
And to pile them outside he proceeded ! 


As he lighted the lot with a braided fuzee, 

A demoniac chuckle he vented. 

Then he climbed to the top of St. Paul’s—in high glee— 
“ All Fleet-street is ily blazing,” said he— 

“Tis time that the villains repented” — 

Then homeward he wandered, contented! 




















































THE WAITER’S STORY. 


Don’r know me, do ye, sir? No, I thought not. You gents o’ the 

Common Council sees so many faces a handin’ things round at 
banquits. I rec’lect you, sir, cos I was oppersite ye when the pigeons 
oh petty paws went down yer back the night o’ the Ninth, sir. I 
waited at the ed table that night, and its through a waitin’ at that 
table as I’m goin’ to take that big ’ouse in Cornhill, sir; and that’s 
why I'm a goin’ to do business with you if you can put the stuff in 
reasonable. Means? Oh, the money’s all right. I’ve got two 
thousand ready money, and a friend behind me with twice as much 
again. As we're a goin’ to do business together, p’r’aps you'd like to 
know how I made two thousand pound out o’ waitin’ at the ’ed table at 
that there banquet ? 
_ Well, I was a waitin’ at a little dinner, extra hand, up at a ’ouse 
in Russell-square on the Ist o’ November, and one o’ the gents says to 
the gent as whose party it was, “‘ By Jove, Jack,” he says, ‘‘I’d give 
something to know what he'll say at the banquet—it’s bound to send 
Russhins up or down,” he says ; and when he was goin’ away, I ’elped 
him on with his coat permiskus like, and I says to him, “I’m a goin’ to 
wait at that there banquet,” I sez, “‘and I can tell ye what the gemmun 
you mention ’ll gay.” ‘By Jove,” he says, “can ye; what?” 
“Well, sir,” I sez, “ that depends a good deal on what brand itis. I’ve 
‘ad the ’oner o’ waitin’ on him many a time, sir, and I know the 
brand what makes him merry, and the brand as makes him sad, the 
brand as makes him cheeky, and the brand as makes him mild.” The 
gent looks at_me queer like for a minnit, and he says, “ Find out the 
—— as makes him warlike, and you’re a made man. Here’s my 
car oe 

Well, sir, I didn’t let no grass grow under my feet; I went about 
and compared notes with the perteshun, and got a introduction toa 
swell butler or two, and on the arternoon o’ the eighth, sir, I went to 
that there gent’s orfice, and I sez, “I shall wait at the ’ed table, sir, 
and it'll be warlike—if you made it worth my while.” ‘ Wait a 
minnit,” he sez, and then he goes toa clerk, and I heard him say, 
‘Sell Rushins as long as there’s a buyer to bid;’’ and then he comes 
back to me, and he sez, ‘“‘ Can you make it extra warlike?” and I ses, 
“T know the brand as ’ll make it sound like real fightin’,’’ and he sea, 
aun make it extra double warlike and you shall have a couple o’ 

ou,’’ 

I waited at that ’ed table, sir, and I did my dooty by my employer,, 
and I kept the brand a goin’ to that extent as I expected every 
moment as the gent oppersite would be mistook for a Rushin, and git 
one in the eye; but fortnitly, through a bein’ a colleague as wasn’t easy 
mistook, it was not so. And I had my two thou. next day, and the 
gent they do say made twenty thou,, and I’m = to take that house, 
and if you can put the stuff in cheap, I can do business with you. 


Thereby ‘‘ hangs” a Tale. 


Lorp Sarissury, when he reached Constantinople, was received by 
Mr. Marwood Tucker, who is connected in some way with a Minister 
Extraordinary out there. Mr. Marwood Tucker abroad differs in this 
respect from Mr. Marwood Tucker-up at home, whose work is mainly 
done in connection with a Minister who is only an Ordinary. We 
trust Lord Salisbury didn’t mind, and if at the same time Mr. Quarter- 
maine East can extract any consolation, or anything like a fresh adver- 
tisement for himself eut of the intelligence, we shall be doubly 


happy. 


A Tunnel Passage. 


Tux correspondent of a daily paper states that ‘‘a large landed pro- 
prietor and Justice of the Peace, residing at Bagshot, has jumped down 
a well 240 feet deep on his own estate.” Few men have found as yet 
a more rapid way of carrying a deep design into effective execution. 
In the interests of Justice he was possibly looking for Peace, whois in 
various ways being much sought rnow. Let’s hope he found what 


he wanted. 


To Amateurs. 

Loox here! “ Stage. (Manager, Viscount L——). Ladies and gentle- 
men amateurs required. Profits shared.” Who talks about the 
decline of the drama when a real live viscount, openly giving his 
ancestral name of L—— (sic), offers to share profits? Amateurs, all 
amateurs, you see, and profits! Think of that. When we have 
amateur viscounts mermene a theatrical venture, we may soon 
expect to see a real professi viscount doing the same. 


A Complaint. 

An Arctic enthusiast complains in a contemporary that the recently 
returned heroes have had rather scurvy treatment at the hands of 
certain critics. If the crews of the dAkrt and Discovery had had 
proper scurvy treatment earlier, perhaps they wouldn’t have had to 


- Supererogatory. 


Tux Globe is so indignant with our Liberal statesmen for daring to 
disagree with the present Conservative impolicy, that after 
the vocabulary of abuse upon them, it implies that they ought to have 
their heads cut off. We regret that we can’t invite our party to 
retaliate. The Tories lost their heads long ago. 





The Truer Charity. 

A LAnouRER having no home was charged at Richmond the other 
day with “tearing up his clothes whilet receiving casual relief.” His 
endeavour was only too evidently to obtain real relief. And he did— 
twenty-one days with hard. 


The French Crisis. 
Tus Republique Francatse is in favour of M. Léon Say being at the 
head of the new Ministry. There was too much Say about the last 
Cabinet to Dufaure the real Republicans. 


Surrtainly. 

Mrs. Sure is a. member of the London School Board. When the 
chairman gets tired of calling her “‘ma’am,” he can address her as 
<é Surr.’”’ 

“ Art Tear GLiTrers 1s Nor Goup.”—No, and all that’s Gaiety is 
nob gay. 


War News. 


In the event of Russia threatening Constantinople, it has been 
decided that the Duke of Oxbridge shall a a post of great 
‘danger and sesponsibility in Hyde Park. H.RH. the Duke of 
G. will command the squadron specially reserved to guard the 
Thames above Richmond. 


As a Cucumber. 

Sm Joun Bewwetr, having been elected on the School Board, pub- 
lishes an advertisement congratulating the electors. Bravo Bennett! 
you certainly are up to “the time o’day,” and are as cool a customer 
as could be for London’s Coo] Board. 








- oibBirnie 


— na he ll oe se ER ll int 


ee. a eee | 


to 


< sat I i I late 


i ee ee 


- 
eee 


a rn 


t2..- 











_— = eit 






# 
ao 








as 










ap 


ee ae 





es on a Bream eee det es 
~ n 








— 
- 
= 







vee 












* - 
Faigle Pe 


F yh 5 a 
es ee oo Picbw vient 
> PO get " sl 
er Ps 3 J o* SS ad 
Se eee ae 
we Be a tie 


_ 














a ee , 
. Pn ha ate! F 
‘ *. SA. Pod CaS as ae ee 
j F > : or ae: 
‘ aot oe eh. eg 
“ ane a 
> vou ‘See s 





te F 





pe 





ae 





a. 





aan ater Pas tee wo AE ths. oe Oe ss 


ee 






St 













PRPS 8 SE jhe pom: 








{Dec. 13, 1876. 


‘“CHRISTMAS IS COMING.” 


Op Christmas is coming with pies and cakes 
And jellies and jokes and such, 

And turkeys are fattened for all our sakes, 
Till they’re fattened a deal too much. 

And oysters in barrels to friends are sent 
(To friends who are worth the gift),— 

And money is wanted to pay the rent, 

And poverty’s turned adrift. 


Old Christmas is coming with beef and beer, 
And whisky and wine galore ; 
The festival time for us all is near, 
And jollity’s safe in store. 
‘A partridge, a pheasant, a sirloin cut 
From the King of the Smithfield Show ——” 
‘““ No dinner to-day for the children, but 
The one at the Ward—you know !” 


Oid Christmas is coming with festal fare, 
With apples and nuts and cream, 

Old Christmas is coming— begone black care! 
Let happiness reign supreme ! 

The holly is ready, the misletee hangs 
All ready for love's first call. 

And down in the Dials are penury’s pang:, 
And hunger is lord of all. 


Old Christmas is coming with carol and chime, 
Ice pudding and eke mince-pie, | 
And everyone must enjoy this time 
Or furnish a reason why. 
And everybody, with soul so large, 
Must send up his song of praise,— 
And beggars and brats must be given in charge, 
And be “ quodded’”’ for casual ways. 


Old Christmas is coming, and while the rich 
Give o’er for the nonce their care, 

See poverty’s “ ragged arrangement”? which 
Has hardly a crust to share. 

Old Christmas is coming, and armies of cooks 
Are busy from morn till night,— 

And down in the Dials—in horrible nooks— 
Men perish of hunger outright. 


—_—_—_——_—_——_—_—_—_—__ 
A “Braiaut” Ipza.—Peace—but not at any price! 


PRUGRESS. 

‘‘ Ou, IP YBR PLEASB, MI8S, HI WISH YOU'D ’EAR ME MY GERMAN LESSON. 
Moruger sez as I HAINT TO NEGLECT MY HEDDICATION, THOUGH HI HAM IN 
SERVICE, HAS THERE'S NO KNOWING WHAT POSITION A GOOD-LOOKING ’COMPLISHED 
GAL MAYN’T GET NOWADAYS. I LEARNT IT WHILE I WAs BLACKLEADING THE 
STOVE, MI88, AND IT WON'T TAKB YER A MINIT TO ’BAR MB.” 








| 
bull’s-eye lantern anda ladder. And—let us break it gently—the Strand 
BISMARCK’S SPEECHES. | vestry have ordered a pavement which will not necessitate the road 
Tue recent speeches of Fiirst von Bismarck have had extraordinary | being up more than once a month. 
effects all over England. When we enumerate o 7 senmane will | ‘Sesleiaadione 
i h ithout | ° 
NON Tey See, AS. SN. BS TOS EE I) we, oe interme’ that Mr. Bright feels so strongly on the Eastern 
; ‘ -+, | Question that he has declined to preside at his own dinner table on 
The proprietors of the London theatres have consented to build | ; ; ; 
ao where a crowd can wait without pushing the ordi public Christmas day, as he will not help Turkey under any circumstances. 
under a. ae antec ate On Wepnespay Next, Price One Penny, 
The Meirepeliinn ‘Railway Company have bed doews ans windows |THE CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN 
coneaenne to open without the assistance of two porters and a nal of Secntsieie te tha Mies ‘Dati 


isi i iv isi ‘ Rest writers of the day.” — Bra. “Beat and most povular comic writers.”’ — Evening 
The advertising ag-nts have promised not to deceive country visitors Standard. “A wonderful shillingsworth.”—News of the World. “Deserves our warmest com- 


by leaving bills or last year 8 theatrical performances in the coffee- menuations,’’—Lloyd's. *‘ Extremely funny ana thoroughly evjoyable.”—Publie Opinion. 
Onn Wares. ka ss sal hae a Now Ready, Price one Shilling, 
8 -office authorities are considering a project by which a HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1877. 


person who wishes to write a post-card can be supplied with less than 
a gross at atime. Epirep By Hsnry Sampson. 
he Board of Works have ordered the numbers of houses and the | “Most. entertaining.”—Bell’s Life. “Thoroughly amusing.”—Pictorial World “Full of 
: : | ah-urdities and whimsicalities.’’— Morning Advertiser. ‘An excelient snillingsworth.’— 
names of streets to be put where they can be seen at night without a | Sunday Times. ‘'A very liberal shillingsworth.”—City Press. “ And other good opinions.”—Fun. 


CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—R3EFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 
































JOHN HEATH’S 
Postal Telegraph Pens 


With Turned-up Points. 


The smoothest writer ever made. 
Ofal! Stationers. Sample Rox f:r7 or 13 stamps. 
7. GEORGE STREET PARADE, KIRMINGHAM. 


LIEBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT 
OF BEEF. A wine equalling in flavour finest port, and com- 
binine the nutritive properties ot solid food. A boon to the weak, 


Lie BiGis TONIC WINE. 
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As Supplied to the 


haart a 
A 4e'icious drink, possessing the most astonishing invigora 


tine powers.—Stores: 12. Croax Lass, FE.C., and Wine Dea'ers. LAU a 2) RES J 
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A CHRISTMAS LAMENT. 


On, days of laughter loud and long, 

When life was one melodious song, 
Where are you now ? 

Oh, echoes of the distant Yule, 

When I'd the heart to play the fool, 
Where are you now? 


Oh, maidens, whore sweet eyes of blue 
Made poetry of ‘‘ How d'ye do?” 
Where are you now ? 
Oh, friends who, in a joyous band, 
Fought gaily for the wand'rer's hand, 
Where are you now? 


Oh, lips uplifted mine to meet ; 
Oh, kisses coy, divinely sweet, 
Where are you now ? 
Oh, turkeys five and sixpence each ; 
Oh, beef within the poor man’s reach, 
Where are you now? 


Hanky- Panky. 


Tne new title by which our Sovereign is 
to be proclaimed in the Indian vernacular 
translates thus, ‘Great King, King of the 
World, Her Majesty Queen Victoria, Casar 
of India.” This Masculine cognomenality | 
ought to Cooke the scheme of our Abode of 
Mystery at once. 





Bassly Deceived. 


Mr. Bass considers that the Marquis of 
Salisbury is too impulsive and imperiously 
self-confident for the delicate work at Con- 
stantinople. Mr. Bass evidently believes that 
the Marquis is bound on a mission of peace. 
Poor innocent, deluded fellow ! 
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NOT AT ALL SINGULAR. 


Ist Yokel :—‘*I ne a Goop Cxuristian, SAMUEL.” 


2nd ditto :—‘‘ Br’st THouP How postr Tr know?” 
lst ditto :—‘‘ Wuoy, Parson PAYS ALL GooD CHRISTIANS BE GLAD WHEN ORISTMAS 


TIME COMFS, AN’ I BE’8s GLAD ENOUGH, ’COS THEN I ’AS A SPREE, AND LOTS 0’ DRINK.” 
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A CHRISTMAS STORY. 
(Arrer THe APPROVED Fasni08.) 
“ Why, Ido declare it’s Christmas day,” said Trotty Beaconsveck, 
as he first pete one eye and then the other; “ Chri-tmas day, and 
my dear Tilly Salisburyboy far away in foreign parts. Ab, well, life 


ain't all conferences. Hullo! what's that? 


‘That’ was a knock at the door; such a happy, jolly, merry sort of | 


knock, that the pictures on Trotty’s wall began to dance with Jy 
snch a kindly Christmas festive sort of a knock that the bell-rope 


winked at the water-jug, and said in a merry twibkling voice, ‘ That’s | 


Staffy Northybingle.”’ And the sparrows hopping off home with a 
nice warm worm for the family breakfast, chirrup:d, *‘ That’s Staffy 
Northybingle.” And the bright red roses on the wall-paper grew 
brighter and redder, and even the poker locked less stiff in the back, 
and all because it was Staffy Northybingle. And Trotty blew his 
nose very loud, and wondered how it could be that the onions down in 
the pantry could make him cry in his bedroom; then he laughed and 
rubbed bis dear fat old hands, and then he said; ** Come in, Staffy.” 

You should have seen Staffy come in, First he knocked up against 
one pide of the door, then he knocked up Against the other, then he 
knocked a large piece of the ceiling away with the end of a mysterious 
parcel, then he went slap throvgh the looking-glass with the end of 
another mysterious parcel. Then he got as far as the middle of the 
room and sat down on the floor and cried. Then Tiotty Beaconsveck 
eat down on the floor and cried too. And somehow or other, he found 
himself thinking of other days when he was younger, and the roses on 
his wall-paper weren’t so big; and then "s head would remind 
him of the litt!e school where he Jearned the eleinents of oratory and 
political dissimulation. And Staffy’s nose was the old master and 
Staffy’s eye was the playground, only it kept rolling about, and the 
playground never did that. 

And goodness knows how long he would have gone on dreaming, 
if the bells hadn't suddenly woke up to the fact that it was Christmas 
morning. Oh, those beautiful bells! They hammered the fact into 
evers body for miles round. ‘ Clang!” said the big bell. “ Trotty 
Beaconsveck, don’t you know this is Christmas wiorning? Where are 
your manners?” “Cling,’’ said the little bell. “Staffy Northy- 
Lingle, what about thore paper parcels? ”’ 

“Ah,” said Staffy, starting up and grasping them convulsively. 
“ T'rotty, we're a couple of eld fools. Trotty, a merry Coristmas to 


Tr: -.* 


you, and please I’ve brought you some presents. J.ook here, Trotty, 
| here’s a nice little thing ; I hope you'll like it.” 

_ “Oh, my!’ exclaimed Trotty, “ Jet's look!’ First, Staffy opened the 
mysterious parcel that went through the looking-glass! ‘ Oh, don’t 
let me see it all at once, Staffy dear.’’ Trotty put his hands up to his 
face and looked through his fingers, and what do you think he saw? 

A beautiful picture with holly wreaths all round it, and in the 
middle a beautiful Turkish gentlemen, with a balo round his head, 
ad running a nasty Christian through the middle with a carving- 

nife. 

“ Bee-utiful!’’ shrieked the old man. Oh, Staffy, it 
is nice!” 

“Thought you'd like it,” said Staffy, ‘nice and appropriate for 
Christmas, ain't it? But there’s another, dear old boy; look here.” 
As the two old men bent their grey heads to gaze at the unfolded 
wonders of that mysterious percel, No. 2—the one that took a lump 
out of the ceiling—the spirit of Christmas swept their brows with the 
golden fringe of her tresees, and dropped a tear of joy upon the 
picture at which they gazed. It was, indeed, a lovely sight to watch 
the delight of dear honest Trotty, as he clapped his hands, and danced 
round an oleograph representing five thousand bad British fathers 
being blown to pieces rather than let the wicked Russians touch one 
hair of an angelie Bashi-Bazouk. 

“Oh, Staffy, this is a Christmas present that goes to the heart !”’ 

bless you, Staffy.” 


he exclaimed. “G aN 
‘*God bless you, ;’ answered the other, wiping his eye with 
his little spectacles togéther and 


his beard. 
And Tiny Tim Oross 
— except the Liberals.” 
d her white wings over all three, 


‘‘ Lovely ! 


exclaimed, “‘ God bless everyb 

And the spirit of Christmas 

and hid them for a time. 
—S————————— 
Evidence Adjuiced. 

Mr. Cuiements R. MarxuAw assures us thit the Arctic Expedition 
had a full allowance of lime-juice served out from the day it left 
England. Well might an old talt accept the statement with wonder 
and exclaim, “ Well, (l)ime juiced surprised at the result then. 


Tus peal that Christmas bells should ring.--Why, a candid peal, 
of course. 
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“I say, Brown,’’ said Jones, “ let's have a real, good, old-fashioned Christmas.”’ 
** Oh, yes,” said Brown ; “ where’s your snow and all that?” 
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And with the help of a Jittle artitice and the permission of the Squire he soon ** Now,’’ said Jones, “‘ let’s sit over the fire and pretend to shiver.”’ 
made our village look seasonable, 
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** Well,” said Jack Frost, coming by, ‘if they haven’s done it as well as I And he sent it. ‘‘ What I so hate about Christmas is the cold!’ 
said Jones to Brown. 


could! They do deserve a bit o’ frost for this!’’ 
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CRUMBS OF COMFORT. 


Tom :—“ Huttoa, Birt, How's youR MATE Jack?” 


Bili :—“ Ou, ’8'8 DBAD, POOR OLD JACK I8, THROUGH CATCHIN’ A C\LD A SWEEPIN’ UP THE SNOW.’ 


Tom :—“* Pook CHAP, HI AM SORRY. 





SOCIETY OF PAINTERS IN WATER COLOUR. 


Tu1s year’s Winter Exhibition is quite up to the average, though 
we are sorry to see so many good figure pictures hung below instead 


of on the line, thereby destroying general effect. ‘‘ Beaching the 
Boat” (78) is to our thinking one of the best works here, and is certainly 
not, as has been stated in a contemporary, ‘‘ a curious example of 
audacity in carelessness, bad drawing, and disproportions.”” We 
should like to know how Jong such a curious example of audacity and 
carelessness in critics will be allowed to continue putting forward 
such ‘‘ reckless’ and “pretentious ’’ statements. Toan artist, such mis- 
takes in what can hardly be called fair criticism ‘‘ would seem to 
indicate that the Critic has mistaken his vocation or neglected his | 
studies.’”’” He evidently suffers from bad drawing and disproportions 
too acutely. Brewtnall's work is really charming in colour and full 
of tender, delicate feeling. Tadema is strong as ever in “ Balneator”’ 
(332) and “ Balneatrix’’ (353). Of the two, we prefer the female 
figure. Watson contributes several good works ; ‘ Friends in Council ’”’ 
(16) is a fair example. H.S Marks has sent some simple landecapes, 
good in tone, and bread and truthful in effect; see “A Grey Morn- 
ing’’ (129). North, with a totally different feeling in landscape 
subjects, comes well to the front with some of the most delightful 


things in the way of colour we have seen for some time. Visitors 
should look well at his “‘ Gleaners, Somerset’’ (14). Mrs. Allingham | 
has painted some of the prettiest little things imaginable. Sir John | 


Gilbert, Carl Haag, Marsh, Fripp, Johnson, Powell, and H. Moore are | 


also all well represented. | 








a —— | 
The Madding Crowd. 


An American author has just published a book entitled Elbow Room. | 
Tf he'd been an Englishman and a brother writer, he'd never have | 
found enough of it to make even a pamphlet. | 


A “Limep Twie” ror ConTeoversiaLieTs.—The lime-juic2 — twig ! 
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TO FATHER CHRISTMAS. 
On nis 1876¢n Bratnvay. 


Come on Christmas! bring your laurels, 
Holly, ivy, mistletoe. 

You're the man to stop all quarrels, 
Setting every heart aglow. 

You with ancient festive feeling 
Make e’en Parish Beadles mild, 

To our better thoughts appealing, 

As around the altar kneeling 
We adore the Holy Child. 

Come on Christmas! bring your laurels! 

Best of men with best of morals! 


Come on Christmas! all must grect you 
Warsailers’ admitted chief ! 

Every body’s pleased to meet you, 
Enemy of care and grief ! 

Christmas! you're indeed a treasure, 
Making us forget our ills ; 

Your approach we hail with pleasure, 

Never heeding what's the measure 
Of the closing Quarter’s bills. 

Come on Chris'mas! all must greet you! 

Quarter Day! we all must meet you! 





CHRISTMAS MAXIMS, 


Oxy punch your neighbour if his head will stand it. 
Berry your grievances when you berry your walls. 


Never deceive children except at Chiistmas, then you may plum 
them up till all's b!ue (pill). 

— 8 ‘ . : 
Ata Christmas tall never ark a young lady to dance 
Miss ‘ll toe it with 3 ou. 


—_— 
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Aw WRLL, ’E WON'T 'AVE TO 8WEBP UP NO BSNOW WHERE ‘E'S GONE TO.” 
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A HOUSEKEEPER’S DREAM; 


Or, Ratuzr too Goop Tro ne Trus. 





Time: Just before Christmas. 
TERATING TRADESMAN. 


The Seinir waves a wand over him and disappears. 
rubs hes eyes, and stares about confusedly. 


REcIrTATIve. 


What is this strange, unwonted focling 
Over my bosom stealing, 
Frighting my brain from it’s function ? 
Is it the silly influence of the season 
That saps my reason ? — 
Can it—oh, no, it cannot be—compunction ? 


ARIA, 


A yearning wild and deep I find 

(Lo smother which I vainly labour), 
To ope my heart to all mankind, 

And deal uprightly with my neighbour. 
I quite impetuously tee 

Lo make my dupes some compensation 
For all the long-continued wrong 

Of poisonous adulteration. 


It bids me seek the world and say: 
‘‘My moral views are now expanded ; 
Come ruination when it may, 
My sugar is no longer sanded; 
No more, henceforward, will I earn 
The vile impostor's guilty portion, 
And pray permit me to return 
The profits of my past extortion! ” 


Awake, awake, my common sense ! 
Unmeaning impulse—hence! 


(He struggles violently with his unnatural yearning for virtue, and the 


“man of business” prevaris. 


He gives a sigh of relief.) 
"Tis gone— that new sensation : 
Now for my wonted occupation. 
(lle devotes his mind to adulteration.) 
ANIA, 


When the business. bosom is troubled with qualms, 
And conscience bangs hard at the armour cf reason, 
Just try my specific—the truest of balms— 
The safest of weapons for crushing the treason. 
The web of weak-minded compunction ’twill sever, 
To go and adulterate harder than ever. 


So leave to the weak and the culpably blind, 

Who care not for seeing their protits quadruple, 
That sign of a sickly effeminate mind 

That s commonly known to the world as a “‘scruple” { 
When troubled with “ scruples,” the wise aud the clever 
Will go and adulterate harder than ever. 


(Much reassured, he goes on adulterating with one hand and putting dagn 
articles never supplied with the other. Enter a Reaviar Customs n.) 


Reovutar Customer (Recit.). Oh, honest tradesman, ope thy till, 
I come to pay thy bill—— 
Apvutt. Tra. (moved again, aside). She calls me honest—ah, that sting ! 
Rao. Cus, For it has ever been my pride 
To promptly pay for goods supplied —— 
Aputr. Tra. (as before.) “ Supplied 2” Confiding thing ! 
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FUN. 


Scens: The Premises of the Avvut- 
The ADULTERATING TRADESMAN is discovered 


asleep, while the Spruit oy THe Season ts seen hovering “ around.” 
The A. T. wakes, 
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(Zhe Spratt or THe Szason hovers about him again. He struggles once 
more with his virtuous impulse. At length, as the Ovsromer holds out 
a purse of gold, he throws himself suddenly at her feet, sobbing.) 


Fras. 


ADULTERATING TRADESMAN (with a wild outburst) : 

Oh, crushing force of keen remorse my poor regretful soul pervading ! 

That proffered purse assails me worse than volleys of deserved up- 
braiding ! 

Oh, lady, hold thine honest gold, and though the narrative may stun 
thee, 

I will confess my wickedness and all the injuries I've done thee! 

For years to thee, in guise of tea, most noxious trash I’ve dared to 
utter ; 

I've plied thee hard with refuse lard and Barking mud, and called 
them butter. 

I've sold thee meat unfit to eat, and charged thee ruination prices— 

My accents fail—I'’m turning pale—I can’t enumerate my vices! 

Thy gold retain—or if again thou press it as thy debt’s s lution, 

The utmost pound shall go to found a charitable institution. 


(He gives himself up to charitable deeds. The Customer blesses him.) 
CuRTAIN. 
——[—_—[_—SSSSSS__=_==——= 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Txames Conservancy Board withdraw some supports and cause the 
partial subsidence of the Chelsea river-wall. Naturally the Board 
object to a wall, and want to seea hoarding there. Nothing like 
leather. == Continued complaints of the heavy wet. Well, there's sure 
to be a change next week, when “ short”’ tipple will take a turn. — 
Sheffield paper says that Sir Massey Lopes, although a Lord of the 
Admiralty, is regarded as an authority on agricultural affairs by his 
constituents. Perhaps that was why he was appointed one of “ my 
lords.”” = Review states that times are very bad for the young cereal 
crops. And judging by the look of the bookstalls, they might spell it 
with an s, Samivel, seria/. = Scotch peers meet on the 22nd inst. to 
elect two Scotch fiddles to play a part in Parliament. It is rumoured 
that Lord Haggis and the youthful Earl of Minced Collops will have 
the appointment. — Ten negroes lynched in South Carolina because 
they were suspected of complicity in the murder of an uncoloured 
human, So if ten blacks don’t make a white they are at least an 
equivalent. = Person sets fire to his house because he quarrelled with 
his wife. While she was out, too. He must have been fond of her! 
= Man eighty-one years old drowns himself. Another of nearly the 
same age throws himself under a railway train. What a satire on the 
vanity of the most powerful of human wishes! = Paragraphs state 
that Mr. Secretary Cross has accepted an invitation to a banquet 
given by the Mayor of Liverpool. ‘ The banquet will be strictly 
private.” Then why make this announcement so strictly public ? 


The One Thing Wanting. 

Looxine through the advertisements in our Zimes the other morn- 
ing, and wishing we could afford a ninety-ninth part of the tremendous 
bargains which seem always to be going for “ next to nothing,” we 
came upon a notice that someone had for sale a landau, which was 
not only canoe-shaped, but “the property of a gentleman as good as 
new.’ We should have envied that gentleman had it not been that 
immediately following was a much more worthy subject. Another 
landau was offered—of course, a bargain—‘“ built for an officer with 
shafts and wings.” It does seem strange at first sight that people 
with extraordinary natural advantages should go about ordering 
articles they have nouse for. Perhaps, though, it is hard for beings 
so situate to know what they do want. 


Nearly as Plane as a Pikestaff. 


Tus Garden states that it is wrong to imagine that the plane-trees 
on the Embankment are not flourishing. Evidently there must have 
been some interested motive about the writers who said these trees 
were disinclined to do well where they are, as, according to our 
horticultural contemporary, the planes are, in the way of flourishing, 
the most inclined planes that have yet been seen. And stranger still, 
their inclination is upwards. 





True Originality. 


Ara theatre in the Strand where “a new and original burlesque” 
is now running, or rather hobbling, there is advertised as in prepara- 
tion “‘a new and entirely original Christmas burlesque.” The bold 
spirits who organire these advertisements seem to get a good deal 
nearer true originality than they themselves imagine, certainly much 
nearer than the new and original writers of entirely original burlesque, 


whatever that may be. 
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GREETING. 


Fatuer Chistmas, lo! we greet you, 
Truly you're a welcome guest ; 
Joyfully we rush to meet you, 
Patron of the song and jest! 
Oh, Magician, make us jolly, 
Bring us mistletoe and holly, 
Bring us friends with smiling faces, 
Loving hearts, and fond embraces! 
Great Magician, 
Mirth was wont to be your mission ! 


Let us laugh like children playing 
Gleefully with toy-affairs, 
Let us aid the plans they’re laying, 
Make our hearts as pure as theirs. 
From tho snares of sorrow take us, 
Let not mirthfulness forsake us; 
Time enough we've spent in croaking, 
Let us now indulge in joking. 
So, Magician, 


y 


Ny 
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Bless the girls, all smiles and flushes, : 
See their eyes with joy aglow ; aie 
Notice how each darling blushes wh 
Caught beneath the mistletoe! 
Ilist ! out yonder, gently walking 
There’s a youthful couple talking. 
Smile upon them, I implore you— 
Well you know they all adore you. 
Do, Magician, 
Grant these lovers their petition ! 


. 
on 
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Set your wondrous power working, 
Father Christmas, ere you go, 
Wander where the poor are lurking, 
Soothe their misery and woe! 
Conjure up the fairy Gladness 
In each dwelling filled with sadness. 
Wave your wand throughout the nation, 
Drive away the fiend Starvation. 
Please, Magician, 
Be to them a kind physician! 


Curistmas Parties.—* We, your faithful scavengers.” 
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AN ALLEGORY. 


Innocent Cub :-—PLEASR LET ME HAVE A LARGER #Lics or Tunxry.”’ 
Father Christmas :—“ Don't you wish you MAY Grt rr!” 





A FEW CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 


Ma. W. P. Nimmo, of London and Edinburgh, seems to be especially 
mindful of the fact that fond parents are apt to regard Christmas as 
a time for the bestowal of books upon those of their olive branches 
who require encouragement or deserve recognition. And so he has 
issued a batch of presents which, if we are to judge by the specimens 
sent us, should gladden the hearts of the rising generation for at least 
a year to come, and lead them, with an eye on future benefactions, to 
increased study and perseverance. Some youngsters of a classic turn 
of mind may be inclined to choose Heroes of Ancient Greece, while 
others who prefer modern adventure may declare for The Tower on the 


Tor, or the stirring and Mayne-Reid-like adventures of some explorers | 


on The Pampas. For quite a different class of students, though 
equally exciting in its way, is 4 Child's Corner Book, which might 
have delighted Master Jack Horner himself, after he had done with 
the more substantial fare for which he is famous. Uvnels John's First 
Shipwreck might be read with advantage by some of those gentlemen 
who are now being made so much of, because, though supplied with 
wy possible appliance, they returned from the Polar regions with- 
out doing or discovering anything. It would, at least, remind them 
how different was the lot of those who went down to the sea in ships 
‘in the brave days of old.” Some of these books have blank 

resentation pages attached, and all are well worthy of the purpose 
or which they are intended. 


In these days, when everybody thinks he can write, and will 
whether or not; when to have issued only one book marks a man as 
decidedly illiterary, if not illiterate; and when ink is shed by the pens 
of patriots by the hogshead, and politicians during the recess seem to 
take it with their meals and to have still a little drop left for the 
morning “ tub’’—in these days, the discovery of a perpetual fount of 
writing fluid is a doubly distilled benefaction. A couple of years ago 
Messrs. Sampson Low and Co. introduced the Magic Inkstand to 
public notice, and made the lives of literary men happy. Not content 
with what they did then, they have now made considerable improve- 


ment on the earlier effort, and under their auspices the veriest hack- | 





work now becomes a labour of unceasing love. To say that the 
improved Magic Inkstand is an payee on the old one, is to sey 
quite enough to raise up another million and a half of eager purchasers. 

The Surprise Crackers published by Messrs. T. Smith and Co, of 
Finsbury, must have exhausted the ingenuity of their inventor and 

rojector. The India and Suez Cosaques deserve the success they 
on achieved at festive gatherings, but we naturally prefer the 
Fun crackers, which not only pay a graceful compliment to ourselves, 
but are well worthy their title. 

Messrs. Rimmel and Co. have made themselves and their fostive 
occupation so famous that to attempt describing their efforte in the 
way of scent and sachets would be like sending coals to Newcastle or 
pictures to the Royal Academy. It will be enough and to spare if we 
say that the ingenuity of former years has in no way diminished. _ 

In their particular line, Messrs, Sulman of the City-road are quite 
as unrivalled as Rimmels. Every artistic contrivance, every possible 
whimsicality, every imaginable elegance, characterises their Christmas 
Greeting Cards. If quality is anything, these articles should 
command an extended sale. 

Helen's Babies, if not exactly a gift book, is a novelty. Anda 
novelty in American humour is, as our readers will admit, a novelty 
indeed. 

Howlett's Golden Almanack should be cherished as a specimen of the 
*‘ little and good.” 

Sunny Half-hours are such. So are Nuts to Crack. 

As this is a nice genial time and place in which to remind people of 
the existence of Consumption, we will refer those who are interested 
to a treatise on the new cure—the newest and most “ perfect cure '’— 
that of Hydrated oil. It is published by Diprose, in Lincoln'’s-inn, 
and should be cheerful reading at this holy season. 

Hygeia, by Dr. B. W. Richardson, should also prove an enjoyable 
study—early on Boxing Day—for the dyspeptic. 





A Sraance Birv,—The Brick Bat. (To be often seen flying about, 


though, in the suburbs, on Sunday.) 
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THE SEASON.” 


First Tormentor (they had been ehaffing little Rufus all the evening) :—“ Wuat, Orr ALREADY?” 


Mr. R. (proudly) :—“ Yxs, Goinc 1x Lapy SwaGe.Rron’s CARRIAGE.” 
Second Tormentor :—** Yaas, DON’T YOU KNOW, OLD BOY,— PRESERVED GINGER.” 


Mr. R.:—“ A Pore” 





THE NORMAN CONQUEST. 


An Husrornicat Rergsriton. AND GrRanp CuHrRistMAs SpgcTacvuLaR 


TRAGEDY. 


——— 


First Tormentor :—* Ou, you WILL BE ‘A POT’ THEN.” 


| A Word ‘‘in Passing.” 

Tue Christmas Supplement of the Penny Illustrated Paper contains 
| what it calls a “ Page of Fun,” which we do not recognise as our own, 
| though we fancy something like it has been seen before. By the way, 
| those who are interested in stories which are doubly seasonable, should 











a 


“ Butter, pure avd fresh, and free from “* Bosh’’ or other impurity, is now ' t I 
being imported in airtight tins from Normandy for household consumption at most | read in this specially prepared pen’orth Mr, John Latey’s clever 
moderate prices.""—Daily Paper. _ Arctic story, ‘‘ Northward Ho!” and its episode of the pigeon-post as 
si ; | used by true lovers whose affection could not be cooled by icebergs. 

Sceng: The Outside of a Thriving Cheesemonger's and Butterman’s Shop | yi, +4 itself worth more than the money charged Aleo by >. 
on Saturday Night in a Populous Neighbourhood. Enter Brown and | wav somo of the gentlemen who have contributed to this year's almost 
Jones, two fathers of families, x. and 1, , both reading papers containi”Y | inyumerable batch of annuals and extra numbers must have found it 





the above item of intelligence. They strike attitudes and chant slowly -— | i.44 ao easy as they thought to make all the world wonder at their 


Bxown. In days gone by the Norman horde 
Laid waste our land with fire and sword. 
Born. Tralaliety la la! 
JONES. More welcome in their latest phase, 
They conquer now the trader's ways. 
Botn. Tralaliety la la! 
Farewell to butter made of mud, 
And suet, boots, and bullocks’ blood. 
Born. Tralaliety la la! 
JONES. Though butter.vendors murmur “ Bosh!” 
Their tricks won't any longer “ wash.” 
Boru. Tralaliety la la! 
Born. But warned by deadly daring sins, 
We'll live on nothing not in tins. 
Tralaliety la la—li-day ! 


Baown. 


(They commence breakdown of triumph, but Smiru, Proprie‘or of Shop, 
rushes out frantically, sends all his servants for Police, and finally drags 


Brown and Jonzs off to Justice himself.) 


_ abilities, although the long-looked for opportunity has come at last. 


| 
| ‘‘ Hoist with his own—.” 
| Tue Hon. Mr. Tucker, of Griqualand West, has had a sentence of 
| twelve months passed on him and confirmed by the High Court of 
| that place, for ‘illicit diamond buying.” We suppore that illicit 
| diamonds are among real diamonds what ‘‘ honourable Misters”’ are 
among honourable men. But it is not for the sake of any small joke 
| that we reproduce this piece of news. It is because the Hon. Mr 
| Tucker ‘‘ was punished under a stringent law of which he was une of 
| the greatest promoters, and intended principally to apply to coloured 
| people.” After this ‘‘colourable attempt” at fraud,a certain place 
must seem more than ever paved with good intentions. 


— 


The New Style. 
A ‘‘waw and wife’’ advertise their fitness for a position as ‘‘ groom- 
coachman,”’ naturally up to “a pair.’’ In addition to also offering to 
be “‘ groom-gardener”’ if necessary, they say “‘ Age 37s.” As this is 


Tapi¥au: Grand allegcrical representation of Nemesis in the shape of | in the Daily T., perhaps some ingenious mathematician may, starting 


Strect Arabs sacking shop during the absence of Smi1u and servants. 


ted and blue fire, music of the future, and 
CURTAIN. 


. 


—_—_—_—_———_———— . - 
ee ee ee 


from it, discover the dread secret of how that influential journal cal- 
culates its constant circulation. If an advertiser and his wife are 37s. 
old, how many extras are there in a hundred thousand ? 
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Adoni: :— Miss Jones, DO you THINK Brown 80 AWFULLY UGLY!” 


Miss J. :—“ Ucty! No, 1nprsp! 


Wuy we ALL THINK HIM EXT! EMELY NICB LOOKING!” 


Adonis :—“ Wri, I was TALKING TO HIM ON THE 8TAIK JUsT NOW, AND A LADY PAS3ED, AND I HEARD HER SAY, ‘ THAt's THE UGLIB82 


'? 


MAN I sveR saw! AND THERE WAS NOBODY THEKE BUT HIM 


UNREPORTED POLICE NEWS. 
(By Our Spectra, Corresponpenr.) 


Ar the Loamborough Police-office, yesterday morning, the Hon. 
Theophilus Thunderdown Yieldthepoint was summoned before the worthy 
migistrate by Mr. Downham Dobbs, butler to the prisoner, the subject 
of complaint being that the Hon. Theophilus would, at least three or 
four times in the year, suggest that he might have a few friends to 
dinner, a proceeding so absurdly outrageous, that Mr. Downham 
Dobbs found it necessary to object in the most decided and positive 
manner, and he begged to inform his worship that it was only two days 
ago the prisoner at the bar had, with an almost inconceivable amount 
of daring audacity invited a party of six friends to dine with him on 
that day week, without at all consulting his, Mr. Dobbs’s, convenience. 
What more aggravated the case, and showed the unscrupulous villainy 
of the-prisoner was, that Mr. Downham had arranged to have a few 


friends of hi t yeni i n | ; ; 
: » own to spent the evening, and take « Ught sepest ca | were bound to guard and protect; this sort of thing must go on no 


| longer. 


that very day. When this was shown to the hon. gentleman he 
potitively, and in the most insulting terms, refused to give way. 

I'he prisoner here remarked that he had only suggested whether his 
area geneaae might not be permitted to take precedence in his own 
10u8sée 


Dobbs had finished his complaint, as he could not permit these unseemly 
interruptions in the court. (Loud applause.) 

The complainant further remarked: ‘“ He wished to inform the 
worthy magistrate, as an additional grievance, that whenever the 
prisoner had any guests to dinner he would insist upon having the very 
best wine in the cellar, and this he, Mr. Dobbs, really could not afford ; 
indeed, he trembled at the thought that the time might come when 
his own table could be no longer supplied from that fast decreasing 
ri te Yet, under all this cruel oppression, he felt bound in honesty 
say that he had no vindictive feeling towards the prisoner; he had 

ived in his house for many years— in fact, he was born in the prisoner's 
establishment, and had been educated by him—moreover, his present 


aw 





AND Mz!’ 


position was entirely due to the Hon. Theophilus, from whom he had 
received a very fuir amount of kindness, and he now only wished to 
restrain that party, under some eubstantial penalty, to be of good 
behaviour for the future. (Applause.) He wished to take this oppor- 
tunity of assuring his worship that the place was a very hard one for 
all the servants, all the wor being done in the house, even to cleaning 
the plate, dusting the furniture, and making the beds,—all done in the 
house! Nothing given out! Nothing!!'’ (Groans and hisses ) 
The prisoner was again about to address the court, when he was most 
properly stopped by the worthy and enlightened magistrate, who said 
he could not possibly listen to any further remarks from the accused. 
It was very eviden! he was one of those unsympathising, selfish, hard- 
hearted, unscrupulous men, of which there were so many in the world ; 
men who, because of some strange accident of fortune, were enabled 
to fill their houses with servants, fancy they ought to have every wild 
eccentric whim attended to, giving no due consideration for the happi- 
ness or comfort of their domestics, who by the laws of the land they 


Here the tender-hearted magistrate’s voice trembled with 


| emotion, in compassion for the long-suffering victims of domestic 


a re a nr C+ 


The worthy magistrate ordered the prisoner to be silent until Mr. | the domestic servant, should be no more trampled under foot. 


oppression. ‘ He, for one, was determined to put it down; the time 
had arrived when that noble and self-denying cliss of the community, 
The 
sentence of the court was that the prisoner should give personal 
security in the sum of ten thousand pounds to be of good behaviour 
to Mr. Downham Dobbs and all her Majesty's subjects, especially her 
domestic servant subjects, for the space of ten years, during which 
time he shall be under the entire control of the complainant, and be 
guided in all the regulations of his household by the said Mr. Down- 
ham Dobbs.” 

The prisoner then very meekly promised compliance, thanked the 
worthy magistrate for the patient hearing he had given the case, and 
went away, apparently well pleased, in the tender care of Mr. D. D. 


Curistmas Watts.— Between the scenes on Boxing Night. 























PROVIDENCE. 


Lady :—" Watr, Tinsets, Axp How 18 Your 80N JOHN GETTING ON? 


Nurse :—" On, “8 Bt GeTTING ON FIRST-CLA8S, THANK’ BE, MUM 
HOW M®'D REBN AND JOINED ONE O THOSE 'EBRE BURIAL eoctsTiss. 
” 


ALL RIGHT. 


SOME CHRISTMAS COLLECTIONS. 


A cotugctrion of cold shoulders presented by the statesmen of | 


Kurope to the Marquis of Salisbury. 

A collection of dull plays presented by the theatrical managers to 
the public. 

A collection of ultimatums presented by Russia to the Porte. 

A collection of toy soldiers presented to the Duke of Cambridge. 

A collection of testimonials presented to people who didn’t deserve | 
them. 


A collection of bills presented by mama to papa for i bo eI 


payment. 

A collec'ion of absurd proposals presented by the Plenipotentiaries | 
to the Conference. 

A collection of real jokes presented by Mr. Fun to his ome 


beloved readers. 


—_——=e 





A Villainous Name. 


‘*Tus Marquis of Bute has taken the ground floor of the V illa- | | 


Arson at Nice for the season.”” Whatadelightfulresidence. Isthere 
a Villa-Manslaughter, or a Villa-Infanticide, or a Villa-Burglary 
vacant? Or, better still, is there a Villa-Atrocities in the neighbour- 
hood? If so, we should ‘like to cffer it to Benjamin as his portion. 
He will require a snug retreat very soon. 


A Change. 


Mr. Harvey, the “ Mistletoe coroner,” has resigned. 
thinks he has earned a holly eee 


Probably he | 








tetera 


Hs TOLD US YESTERDAY AS 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 


“We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.””—Standard. 
“TI find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.” — 4 A, H. Hass, MD, 


ATERS QUININE WIN 





SOLD BY ALL GROCERS. — WHOLESALE, WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C, 


—_——— 
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| CHANCE. 


Tars life from its very beginning, 
| And up to its farthest advance, 
Is made up of losing and winning, 
And rests very much upon chance! 
Predictions there may have been mary, 
More likely to signally fail, 
Tran when upon spinning a penny 
You call for a ‘‘ head” or a *‘ tail!” 


You win a poor wife, or a rich one, 
The latter but once in a wa 

’T will be a “ toss-up” as to which one 
Will lose her heart to you and—puay ! 

My love has no cash, but her glances 
Are brighter and better than gold. 

So, darling, let's trust to our chances 
And marry before we get old! 


- ~—~— —_—_— ————————————— 





Worming it out. 

| A Haxpseox to the Eastern Question 
_ entitled ‘‘ England's Policy in the East,” ly 
Baron Henry de Worms, is announced. If 
ingland's policy is translated by the Premier's 

| policy, there is no doubt worms will be able 
| to give a good account of some of the actors in 
| the ae — ey the eager, 





~~ oe a 


| A Pre- Raffi -ite. 

| Mr, Rarrwvs, the Liverpool magistrate, has 

| committed two boy-burglars for trial. One 
of them is reported to have said, “ he'd hava 

_hisrevengs.” By sll means. When he comes 
out let him try Raffles. 


Grievous. 
Mr. Gareve, M.P., has been “ complaining 
bitterly ’’ of the neglect of Scotch business in 


ne 


So he's PROVIDED FOR | Parliament. N othing like acting up to ons's 
name, 
Learning ‘‘ it.” 


Tuts specimen of a burning yet unsatisfied ambition deserves to 
stand by itself :— 


i ILK (wholesale).—A gentleman, aged 24, wants to learn the above as PUPIL. 
Where the cows are tied up preferred.—Address ——. 


| This is fromthe D. T., and locks as if advertiser had hitherto studied 
_“ the above” going home in the morning, and with just a little drop of 


| something i in it. 


Not likely. 


Ir is not true that the Dickens-Collins version of N» Thoroughfare 
is the one performed by the dramatic corps of the Jatest Arctic 
“ heroes.” The Expedition’s own version seems to have been much 
more attractive and certainly a good deal more profitable. 


Verse and Version. 


An “‘authorised version” of the National Anthem is about to be 
published. Why? They can’t make a sorrier production of it if 
they try. Letthe “they” leave it alone. Anthem i is as Anthem does. 


of the day.’ = “ Beat and most p-vular comic aries rs.’ ‘> Bientel’ 
“A wonderful ahiilir gaworth.”—News of the World. * Deserves cur warmest come 
** Extremely funy ana thoroughly enjoyable.”—LPublic Opinion, 


Now Ready, Price one Shiiling, 





“eat writers 
Standard. 
menuations,’— Lloyd's. 


187 7. 


Epitep By Henxy Sampson. 


“Most entertaining.”—Bell’s Life. “Thorouch!y amasing.”—Pictorial World “ Pull of 
absurdities and whimsical.ties.’’ — Morning Advertiser, *An excelent s:illingsworth.”’— 
Dende Times. * A very liveral shill ngs vorth.”—City Press. “ And other good cpinions.”—Fun. 
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A SIMPLE REQUEST. 


Now is the season when folks are jolly: 
All in their glory are Fun and Co. ; 
Now is the season of mirth and folly, 
And Christmas Boxes are all the go. 
My income’s such that a small addition 
Would help me to bear with misfortune’s knocks ; 
Therefore, I issue this brief petition,— 
Will anyone give me a Christmas Box ? 


Dear Mr. Editor, you're, they tell me, 
Blessed with a generous frame of mind 
(Ere a contributor’s fate befel me, 
I was considered immensely kind) ; 
You I’ve regarded with admiration 
(Else were my heart like the flinty rocks), 
Thankful I’d be for a small donation, 
Please will you give me a Christmas Box? 


Collect your money, O patient printers! 
Gather your “ brads’’ for a friend in need ; 
The times are hard, and the present winter’s 
Likely to find me without a “ feed.” 
Often my writing has set you swearing, 
Each hieroglyphic your senses shocks ; 
Pardon an authorling’s shameless daring, 
Spare your annoyer a Christmas Box ? 


And O my Readers—so prone to chafing !— 
You whom I’ve frequently sent to sleep— 
Hasn’t my pathos caused endless laughing ? 
Hasn’t my waggery made you weep P 
Think of the horrors I've oft depicted, 
Think of times I’ve deserved the “ stocks ”’ ! 
Think of the torture my lays inflicted !— 
You ought to give me a Christmas Box, 





A Moveable Feast. 


A writex in the Dispatch evidently engaged to“ do the | 
extra clever,” says ‘‘ Sunday falls on Christmas Eve this | 
year.” He has for once done it, and is not expected to 
trouble again till Sunday falls in the middle of the week, 
on Good Friday, or still better for the writer's brains, 
on Pancake Day, when batter is allowed to reign 
supreme. 


| 

| 

iene 
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Tue Gray ror Curzistmas.—A Carol-line. | 





HERE, THERE, AND EVEF VWHERE. | 
A nEw piece at the Alhambra means, of course, change more in | 
the way of dresses and decorations than in the way of lines or music. 
People go to Leicester-square hardly caring much for the letter of a 
new production, but giving themselves up entirely to the spirit. And 
they are hardly likely to be dissatisfied with the holiday entertainment | 
provided for them, chief of which is Die Fledermaus, an operatic | 
spectacle which will tax the heads of none, while it is sure to delight | 








SIXPENCES.” 
Sinister :—“‘ Au! I spe—ue’s WHAT YOU CALL A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK.”’ 


merry 
f 


WN Ta i 
i Hy | 1 

| 7 || : ' 

| HH | i + ~~ I: 


. a 








JUST SUCH ANOTHER. 


Dexter :—“ SHany BOY THAT OF MINE—TRLLS CRAMS TO SWINDLE ME OF 





the Wild Horse of the Ukraine, all take some part or have some repre- 
sentative in this pathetic performance. 
recognised by their respective admirers, “although,” as a gentleman 
in the gallery was heard to remark, ‘ the 
names, and have the wrong colourson the car 
in recommending this drama, in which everything, including much 
good shooting, tends to prove that Virtue must triumph in the end. 


Old favourites are casily 


do run under assumed 
We have muoh pleasure 


Mr. Byron's O/d Chumps at the Theatre Royal Tunnels is, we believe, 


the hearts of many. Except for an incident which does not occur in | to be followed shortly by Played Out ; or, Old Hash Rehashed and 


the present piece at all, but is merely referred to as a reminiscence of 
bygone days — probably of some previous production at the Alhambra— 
Die Fledermaus might be called by any other name in the catalogue of 
nondescript animals. But if there is little plot there is much passion ; 
if there is little to say there is much to sing; and whatever there is to 
do is done extremely well. The ballets of this house have always been 
good; they have never been better than they are now. Some of the 
ladies must have got permission to wear their want of costume after a 
personal interview with the head of the Chaumont department of the 
Chamberlain’s Office. Mr. Rosenthal acts and sings well, and is ably 
seconded by Messrs. Jarvis and Paulton. The honours of the other sex 
were on the first night pretty evenly divided between Mesdames Cabella, 
Chambers, and Munroe. e piece is magnificently mounted, and is | 
likely to draw good houses for some time to come. 

The Olympic seems to be gradually taking upon itself the part that 
used to be played by the Surrey and Victoria in the palmy days of the | 
drama associated with the names of these over-the- water establishments. | 
St Slocum consists of a series of marvellous exploits sandwiched amid 
no less marvellous dialogue, humorous at times, pathetic and even | 
tragic at others, but always marvellous. The plot offers at last an 
original feature in the dead level of adaptation. Its constructor has 
had no bias or other meanness, but has levied toll all round with an 
equal and unsparing hand, the storytellers of all times and nations 
being laid under contribution by him. William Tell, Hawkeye, 
Handy Andy, Jonathan Wild, the Dog of Montargis, Ursa Major, and 














VOL. XXIV. 


Dished up with Stale Gravy. An entirely new (and original) arrange- 
ment of plotless wheeze and burlesque predicament. 


—- C—O CU 
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A CHRISTMAS PICTURE. 


Tre holly hangs around the walls, 
The flicker of the Yule log falls 
On wainscoat carved and oaken ; 
The twilight shadows, cold and grey, 
Like silent spectres creep and stay 
Amid a gloom unbroken. 





In one cark corner, moaning low, 

With bitten lips and tears aflow, 
The Chatelaine is seat«d ; 

While far away, in yonder chair, 

His lordship eyes her with a glare, 
And muttered words repeated. 


What torture wrings their youthful hearts ? 
What fate has hurled its poisoned darts / 
Which of the twain's the sinner? 
Alas! to-morrow’s Christmas Day, 
And, spite of all her lord can say, 
She will have Ma to dinner. 


————— 


| 








WHAT A LITTLE BIRD WHISPERED. 


Hosa! Iama little bird that whispers things! Terrible things! 
If I spoke them aloud the green grass would blush red and the 
trembling leaves wou'd shriek. Come closer. Do you know where 
youare? Thisisa great preserve, and it belongs toa great gentleman, 
and he is my master. These woods are filled with my kindred; there 
are thousands and thousands of us, and we all belong to him. Why? 
Ah, that’s more than | can Say. suppose the air we breathe is his, 
the space in which we fly, and the sky to which we soar are his private 
property. I expect that he had us specially manufactured for him at 
great cost, for no one may pull a trigger on us but his special friends 
and himself. He loves us, and prizes us, and shoots us. He comes 
with his friends and kills us by the thousand. But we are well pro- 
tected by him, and if we cin keep out of his way we are safe. We 
have laws specially framed for us. ‘The other day a terrible thing 
happened, and this is what I want to whisper about. One of my 
brothers flew by two wicked men in corduroy’, and they fired at 
him, From that moment they were marked men. Their footsteps 
were degged by the police. Gamekeepers with loaded guns lay hidden 
behind every bush to watch when they should come that way again. 
Golden pounds were offered to any man or woman who would say, 
‘Those evil men in corduroys shot at the little bird’s brother.” 
Wherever thoy went they knew that a hundred eyes were watching 
them, a hundred well paid arms were stretched ready to seize them and 
cast them into prison, to tear them from their wives and children and 
brand them as felons. Felons! a hundred thousand times worse than 
ordinary felons! For were they not suspected of firing at my 
brother? One night in the lonely country road they met the men who 
were bound by the law to follow them, and seize them if they could. Let 
me whisper lower. Do you see out there, where the sun shines on the 
roadway, that the pebbles are red? Do you see that the low dank 
grass is trodden by many feet, and that men are stooping and searching 
for the ghastly records of murder. ‘I'he men who followed and dogged 
lay there a few nights gone, beaten and bruised and dead. Because 
my brother had been shot at. Their homes are desolate and their 
children fatherless because my brother had been shot at. And when 
this merry Christmas time has passed away, when the Peace and Good- 
will anthems have been sung and forgotten, man will take man’s life 
again, and the gallows will look brave with its double fruit. And all 
because my brother has been shot at. What do you say? ‘ From 
murder and sudden death preserve ws.’’ Ah, it's for murder and 
sudden death they preserve us. But hush, I must only whisper, for if 
the trees knew the blood that was upon our wings they would tremble 
so we shouldn't be able to sit upon their branches. Still, its quite 
right, because the laws which protect us were made for all, and com- 
mon people shouldn’t interfere with the rich man’s sport. Whirr! 
I'm off! Lere’s master with a gun. 
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THE UNMISSED HIDER. 


HEN dazed but dauntless 
dancers weaved 
The mad Mazurka’s 
mazy motion, 
‘Twas then our funny 
man conceived 
A cunning, quaint, fan- 
tastic notion. 
“While dancers, unob- 
ferving, spin,’ 
He thought, “I'll hide 
myself within 
An oaken chest, and shut 
the lid— 


murder. 


The borrowed waiter, full of woe, 
Will fill his pockets up and go.” 


He listened knowingly to hear 

The laughter flag, intently waiting ; 
But still the mirth did not appear 

To be in any way abating. 
There didn't come that sudden frost 
Which tells when one esteemed is lost. 
He heard the clash of knives and forks — 
He heard them draw eleven corks. 


He listened till the joyous tribe 
Of guests on homeward ways had started ; 
He also heard the host describe 
The failings of the guests departed. 
He heard him gruffly counting o'er 
The empty bottles on the floor. 
He thought, “‘ They haven't missed me—good!”’ 
And rashly waited till they should. 


And happening that lid to lift, 

In search of something seldom needed — 
(Perchance a charitable gift)— 

They found the hider, still unheeded. 
The height of summertide was past ; 
He'd hidden in December last ; 
And there he sat in deep disgust, 
And covered inches thick with dust. 


And now he slyly held his peace, 

And chuckling to himself discreetly, 
Resolved to simulate decease 

To cap his quaint conception neatly. 
‘* Discovering the fate I’ve met,” 
He thought, ‘** They will be so upset ; 
And then I'll gently ease their pain 
By coming back to life again !”’ 


His friends agreed his case was grim— 
(He shammed so well they couldn't doutt it)— 
Precipitately buried him 
Before he'd time to think about it. 
They often seek his lordly tomb 
(A noble vault with lots of room— 
The mausoleum of his kin), 
And wonder what he’s at within. 





The Fight for Life. 


Tr is an ill wind that blows nobody good, and Lioyd’s made its first 
tremendous triumph as a special Sunday paper over the Pimlico 
While other journals said nothing whatever about the 
assassin being taken, Lioyd's took the wind out of the sales of the 
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jigged about, 
On mirth intent, and quite unheeding, 

He softly went and carried out 
The craftily designed proceeding. 

He thought, ** They'll seek me far and near, 

In alternating hope and fear. 

And— goodness !—if they fail to find, 

1 can conceive their state of mind ! 


In sad conjecture and in doubt 

Their flying moments will be wasted, 
The ginger wine will go about 

By agitated lips untasted. 
The skilled musician hired to play 
The cornet will be sent away ; 


As er in the legend 
id,” 


And while the thoughtless 





dailies by a column of special details of the Saturday night's capture. 
We mention this fact, as it gives us an opportunity of being first for 
once with the information, special and exclusive, that Mr. Catling, the 
man at the wheel in Salisbury-square, arranged it all, and had the 
unhappy joung man concealed on the premises until the other Sunday 
papers had gone to press, then sent for the police, and set the 
machinery of the law and of Lioyd4’s in motion at once. We are not 
jealous, but in the interests of those of our weekly contemporaries that 
had to go without the “ latest tip,” we should like toask— Now, is this 
journalism P 


Jam Satis. 


Tus Bombay Gazetie states that ‘‘H.H. the Jam of Nowanuggur 
has asked to be excused from attending the Imperial Assemblage.” 
Probably the Jam thinks his presence might not unnaturally lead to 
a “nasty jar.” And yet we should have thought a crowded 
assemblage would have been nothing without its Jam, even if it never 
cared to Nowanuggur. 
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AN AWKWARD DILEMMA. 


Peniop: A short time hence. Scune: A judicious combination of London 
and some well-known Sea ports, 


Enter an Arctic Exprpition that Has discovered the North Pole. 


Arctic Expspirion (to Spxctatons). Gentlemen, we have dis- 
covered the North Pole! 

Finst Loxp or THE ADMIRALTY. Hum, ha! Bravo! 

Loxp Mayor. Great feat, really. (Embarrassed.) We must do 
something in your honour, you know—hum! ha! 

Her Masesty, Perhaps we could knight the commander. 

Arctic Expgpition. Oh, you did that for the one who didn't dis- 
cover anything. 

Lorp Mayon. I should like to ask you to dine at the Mansion 
House. 

Axctic Expepition. Oh, you did that with Nares’s lot when they 
came batk from their picnic and private theatricals. 

TueatnicaL Manaacer. I could offer some of the heroes a salary 
to stand on their heads in a fish tank, or to doa breakdown at the 
Brit. 

Arctic Expepition. No, thank you. Men who discover the Pole 
don’t come down to ¢hat. 

Spectators. Well, really, we don’t know what to say to you. 
You see, we've exhausted the catalogue of festivities and honours for 
the Expedition that went out, didn't like it, and came home again. 

Axcric Exerpi11on. We don't want to be made a show of, and 
we don't want to be fawned into ridicule. We will go quietly home 
and leave our deeds to speak for us. [ Fxi¢ Axcric Expepirion. 

Spectators. Ugh, they ain’t a patch on Nares’s lot. What if 
they did discover the North Pole, there ain't a Hartic Tervinn or a 
comic song among’em. Ugh! 





Not at all Serene. 


Noxopy will grudge Mr. Compton a benefit, which would have been 
well-earned even if he had not for a long time been suffering from a 
severe illness; but at the same time, nobody will read the published 
list of his supporters without being struck with its incongruity. ‘The 
mixture of real celebrity and real rank with that other element 
which is neither, but which ever hovers about both pining for 
‘“ recognition” and an appearance in print, would be noticeable if there 
were nothing but itself to notice. But thereis. ‘There is among Mr. 
Compton's supporters no less a name than that of “ H.S.H. the Prince 
of Leiningen.” This gentleman’s patronage seems out of place. It 
would have been better accorded to a decayed “ tragic,’’ or to one 
of those funereal performers who have obtained positions as comic actors 
since the days when Compton and true comicality were one. 


Argumentum ad Hominem. 


From Rome we learn that the Committee of the Chamber of 
Deputies charged with the revision of the penal ccde, has unanimously 
decided in favour of the abolition of capital punishment. Our own 
Juggins says that he nevcr before felt how true was the adage, When 
you are in Rome you must do as Rome does. And there's very good 
reason for popular ome not caring for capital punishment. To the 
Vatican, this should be a triumph, as it seems to show singularly 
catholic sympathies. 


Unwarrantable Interference. 


A WEEKLY contemporary complains that the Standard, in reporting 
“a tea” at the East-end, stated there were lots of women present, 
whereas, “in reality the meeting in question wasone of men.” Alas! 
good weekly contemporary, had you but studied your Standard more, 
)ou would have discovered it is quite possible for old women to wear 
the garb of men. And for men to do the work of old women. 
Depend upon it, the Standard knows what it is about in this particular, 
if in no other. 





Letting the Cat Oat. 

From a recent review of Dr. Charles Mackay’s Jatest work, we learn 
that “ the little Charles, like Béranger, the great lyrist of France, passed 
his childish days in the house of a tailor.’ Speaking for ourselves 
alone, we are indeed glad at last to learn the true grounds for the com- 
parison so constantly invoked between the greatest song writer of 
France and—shall we say ourown? Palmam qui meruit. 


Fires and Theatres. 
‘Tur Lord Chamberlain’s attention is respectfully requested to a 
West-end theatre, which at the present moment owes its support to 
flaming posters. 


ENGLAND’s Reat Eastern Dirricvuttry.—Lord Beaconsfield. 
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BLACK MAIL: A MEOLEY. 


Anp Garanp Manaaenriat Cxorvs, 

“In a recent theatrical action the managers of the principal Londog theatres 
swore positively that they never dealt through agents. The wonder must be now 
how these gentry live and thrive. They aleo swore that they knew nothing what- 
ever of the blackmailing system. ’ 

Or theatres we are the heads, 
To enterprise ever benignant, 
A tear see each manager sheds, 
Just now he’s 80 jolly indignant. 
It makes us feel awfully staid, 
Uur fine sense of honour prevailing, 
To think the profossion’s betrayed 
By wretches who reek of blackmailing. 
Tol lol! 
Black mailing’s a terrible word, 
It causes a singular feeling, 
And cannot have ever occurred 
In proper theatrical dealing. 
To think a stage-manager's sin 
Should lead to professional wailing ! 
We'd rather pay treble the tin 
‘Than hear such a word as blackmailing. 
Tol lol! 
Commission we've heard of, and then 
Percentage and other things needed, 
Likewise of douceurs to good men 
For having 80 well interceded. : 
But on our unitedest word,— 
By all we regard as unfailing,— 
Our hearts are full sore to have heard 
Of such a disgrace as blackmailing 
Tol lol! 
We never use agents at all— 
No men of position would do go ; 
But we cannot touch what is small, 
And that’s how the agencies grew so. 
We've all heard of sixty per cent., 
And extras scarce worth the retailiog, 
Deductions to make up the rent,— 
‘Pon honour, but never blackmailing. 
Tol lol! 


——— 


WaY, INDEED? 
Sev_risuness, which is the only characteristic human beings really 
have in common, and which leads people to regard their own grievances 
as the greatest grievances in the world, has prompted a Kiogsbury 
Resident to lift up his voice once more in the columns of the Times. 
And the 7imes having joined in, other howls and other howlers have 
made our Northern suburb hideous. We e1e neither apologists for 
nor promoters of Gate Money; nor, for the matter of that, do we 
think that the best of our race mectings, conducted though they be 
under the watchful eye of the Jockey and Grand Nationul Hunt Clubs, 
are altogether without guile. For where the horses are, there will 
the welchers flock. But.if gatherings are to be put down simply 
because they cause rogues and wretches to congregate, how much 
longer are we to have such gatherings as those caused by Lord 
Mayors’ Shows, Openings of Parliament, Thankegivings, and such 
like? In fact, if the question is to be argued cut op its merits, why 
should not all common people and common things be improved off the 
face of the carth, and the rest, including enough glass cares, be left to 
the Editor of the Times and the patrician “ Kesidcnts’’ of Kingsbury 
and Hendon ? 





——— _— -—-— — —_——— —_— 


More Propositions for the Conference. 


Tus great success of the highly original proposition that the 
Belgi should occupy Bulgaria has elicited the following whim- 
sicatities from certain of the plenipotentiaries. 

That the Germans shall occupy Leicester-square under Manteuffel. 

That India shall be occupied by the Fenians. 

That Alsace and Lorraine sball be occupied by the Danes. 

That Gibraltar shall be occupied by Mr. John Bright. 

That the new and palatial building erected at 153, Fleet-strect, afler 
designs by the most eminent architects, shall be occupied by Mr. Fun, 
during the redecoration of Buckingham Palace. 

Latest Intelligence. 

Mr. Grauam Barry, the leader of the Victorian Liberal opposition, 
declared recently in the House that “intelligence notoriously has its 
price like everything else.” We wish some of ovr Tory contem- 
poraries would discover what that price is, and offer it for a leader- 
writer or two. 
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* We shall be chermingly livened-up presently. I have asked Mr Brown, the well-known comic artist, foc me. He's sure to be so enterteining ! 





Looking out for the Livener-up, The arrival of the Livener-up. Iutense interest of the about-to-be-livened-up 
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The Livener-up himself. General Collapse. 
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I WOULDN’T GO FOR 


WHY, I LOVES HIM TO SUBSTRACTION,.” 
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CONFERENCE PA 


THE 


Clown :—“IT’S ALL A MISTAKE, MR. POLICEMAN. 


GENTLEMAN. 


OLD 


THE POOR DEAR 


TO HURT 
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AN ECCENTRIC EPISTLE. 
(With Notes thereon.) 


I rounp this tiny billet-doux, | 
Not many miles from Hatton-garden. 

I must admit I read it through ; 

For quoting what it says to you 
I humbly ask the loeer’s pardon ! | 


It ran :—‘‘ My darling, you I prize 
More dearly than my own existence ! 
What need my passion to disguise ? 
When ’gainst the magic of your eyes 
I struggle with a vain resistance !”’ 


“Though Fate's forbidden me awhile 
From seeing you—I ne’er forget you ; 
Though prisoned here, you still beguile 
My thoughts with that bewitching smile 
That won my heart when first I met you!”’ 


(’T was not in verse, you'll understand, 
Though here I strive in verse to quote it ; 
’T was written in a nervous hand— 
But evidently Cupid’s brand 
Had fired the breast of him who wrote it !) 


“ But though my heart is yours, I fear— 
To give it back I'll never press you ; 
Your image ever haunts me, dear— 
In fact, you often-times appear 
A perfect little nuisance, bless you! ”’ 


(Just notice, here, the playful mood 

In which he criminates his fair one— 
He seems, poor fellow, quite subdued ; 
Ab well, when life is rosy-hued 

A maiden’s smile will often snare one !) 


It then continues, ‘‘ Allin vain 
I try to disbelieve I love you— 
My bonds I cannot rend in twain ; ' 
Beware, though, when I come again | 
I'll punish you for this, you dove, you! 


— 


WY 
y! 

NY 
It finishes abruptly here, 

As though ’twere in a hurry written ; 
He, in conclusion, sends his dear 
A kiss or two—but there, I fear 

We all do just the same—when smitten! 





PAPER-KNIFE AND PEN. 

Ws have had submitted for our inspection a copy of the plate which | 
forms the subject of an advertisement in this number, ‘The Shep- 
herd of Jerusalem.” All that we can say, and all that is necessary | 
for anyone to say, is, that the “ gift’’ isall it professes to be, and that | 
a picture is what everybody is always so anxious to obtain, a true | 

argain. 

essrs. Letts, of the New Cross, must long ere this have accom- 
plished the New Crusade, which consists in compelling every man, | 
woman, and child in the three kingdoms to keep a Diary. No one 
having assisted his vexed memory through a year by means of Messrs. | 
Letts has ever been found in subsequent seasons without his diary. | 
The specimens before us are so complete as to make ¢vei the entering | 
of bad debts anything but a despondent occupation. | 

The City Diary (Collingridge’s) is a cheap, handy, and useful 
volume. | 

Messrs. Moses and Son’s Penny Almanac contains a tremendous 
amount of information—about Messrs. Moses and Son. It is very 
filling at the price. | 

Dickey-Bird (Charing Cross Publishing Company) is a pleasant 
enough story of a boy who strikes everybody in the book as being | 
extremely funny and comical. We are afraid the author will find the 
people outside the book much more difficult to convince. 

e are not ourselves ambitious of living “to the amazing age of 
169 years and upwards,’ which is a statement more amazing than 
the age ; but those who are might try the Almanac of Henry Jenkyns, 
who seems to have had a collaboratewse named Ann Saxville, zt. 163. 
We trust they both liked it. 
The Jester is “ no joke.” 


Sabre Tache and Sans Tache. 
Ir is announced that the officers of the 10th Hussars will wear the 
Prince of Wales's plume in silver on the sabretache. A regiment 
should be able to plume itself on something more than a sabretache. | 
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Phraser, Q.C. :—“* Now tTugn, err! 


Witness (from the North, heartily) :—*Tuank ym KINDLY, 61m, A’m 
forst class ! 
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BAR THAT! 


Wuo are your” 


Hoo’s yorseL’ ?” 


aes eee 


BETTER NOT. 


Time is flying, and the closing of the year 
Draweth near ; 

Let us wheel an easy chair before the fire, 
And inquire 

How the balance of Life's Ledger will come out, 
Half in doubt, 

If the story of our trading will bo bad, 
(tay, or sad. 

See the turning of the crowded pages shows 
Folios 


That our fingers long to wrench away and tear 
Did we dare; 
Bat the figures that are written must remain, 
Loss or gain. 
Bah! the Ledger is as heavy asa “ Krupp.” 
Shut it up! 


— —— 





Useful Knowledge. 


Tue Literary World gives off a regret that daily papers are not 
more careful in their reports. ‘ Only Yast week we saw a report of a 
banquet at which it was stated a gentleman took the chair, whereas 
the chair was taken by quite a different person.” Well, well; but we 
should like to learn the process by which the Z. W. discovered the 
real chairman was “quite different” from a gentleman. Unless he 
made the fact tremendously patent, the way in which the decision was 
arrived at would be a wrinkle indeed to all whose misfortune it is to 
move much in the “ literary world” —which in this instance, and to 
avoid confusion, means the world of literature. 


ConyiviaL Feervars.—A “ club” foot and a‘ tight” boot on it. 
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DOTS AND 
LINES. 


Maaistrate calls 
attention “to the 
general lawlessness 
of the young men 
living in and about 
Oughtibridge.” 
Ought stands for 
Naught here, but 
not for nothing. 
Oughtibridge is a 
Naughtibridge. — 
City police make a 
raid upon racing 
men. Not much 
good being a racing 
man if you can't 
race a policeman. 
And, on the other 
hand, not much 
justice about fining 
betting men when 
the constables prove 
themselves to be 
better men. — Fu- 
sion of the London, 
Chatham, and Dover 
and South Eastern 
Railways. A fusion 
which, we trust, will 
not degenerate into 
confusion, And 





yet fusion must be | 


confusion, or no- 
thing. A Christmas 

uzzle this. — Irish 
ady at Darlington 
pours boiling water 
over her child's face 
and arms. Only 
did it because she 
thought it would 
save the soap. = 
Board of Guardians 
at Gainsborough 
make fresh demand 
for a public inquiry 
as to deaths said to 
be from vaccination 
at Haxey. Most 
likely it is a mistake 
to call what they do 
at this out of the 
way place vaccina- 
tion — it's only 
Haxeynation. =< 
Several correspond- 
ents wish to know if 
the present Prime 
Minister ‘‘keeps” 
Christmas. He 
does not; he merely 
allows it to Pass- 
over. = Paper says 
that Sir Charles 
Dick died the other 
day in great poverty. 
Because he was poor 
is no reason why 


UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 
Tat Canon Cromwell and Mr. Firth had taken the big box at 
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CHRISTMAS CHARITY. 


Pusvcn! now iT smELLS! Wuy THIS CAN'T BE THE BIRD AS MASTER'S A GOIN’ TO 
seND TO Mrs. SmiTH; wuy IT AIN'T FIT FOR 'UMAN FOOD.” 
“No, IT AIN'T; CHUCK IT DOWN THERE WITH THEM OTHER BAD UNS. SOME CHARITABLE 
COVE’S SURE TO COME IN A-WANTIN’ TO SEND A GIFT TO THB HOSPITAL PRESENTLY.” 


Historic Doubts. 
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| People should be too 
| familiar. They’d 


have called him 
Richard, we suppose, 
if he'd only been 
better off. =< Tea 
dealer at Leeda fined 
£10 for giving wine 
to his customers. 
Serve him right; 
why didn’t he drink 
it himself at this 
genial and festive 
season ? = Keighley 
anti-vaccinators and 
pro-tobacconists 


| send in their resigna- 


tions. And _ the 
world still goes on. 
== Duke of Norfolk 
offers two plots of 
open ground to the 
Sheffield Corpora- 
tion. Plots worthy 
of the hatching. — 
Earl of Wharncliffs 
intimates his inten- 
tion of seeing if 
something cannot be 
done by the Leyis- 
lature to suppress 
“ the disgraceful and 
vulgar pastime of 
rabbit-coursing.”’ 
Stop a bit, my lord; 
is rabbit coursing 
disgraceful because 
its vulgar? And if 


' not, what about 


coursing proper, 
pigeon - butchery, 
battue shooting, and 
such like aristocratic 
innocences ? = A 
concluding dot and 
line for the conclu- 
sion of the tweaty- 
fourth volume: Mr. 
Fun hopes all his 
readers have spent 
a Me Christmas. 
If not, let them buy 
his complete six 
months’ book and 
be sure of a Happy 
New Year. 


Oh! 
Ir @& man were 
shy of jumping into 
cold water, why 
would he be like 
a@ poem written to a 
wood block ? — Be- 
cause he'd be a bit o’ 
verse to it. 


Cordial. 

“OQ, Ruppierthan 
the Cherry.’’—The 
Brandy, and a good 
deal nicer, tco. 








Tux Royal Historical Society has conferrei an honorary membership 


Drury Lane for Boxing Night between them. That Mr. Stanley has | on Captain Nares, K.C.B. Will the Historical Society enlighten 
forwarded his enemies some jars of mincemeat from Africa. ‘That | little Master Fun as to the meaning of that K.O.B.; he will have that 


the prize pig at the Cattle Show has been purchased by the Sultan of | it means Kame Cuick Back. 


Turkey and presented to Lord Beaconsfield. That the Lord Chamber- | 
Jain has ordered managers not to light their pipes with his circulars | 
unless they provide extra exits. 


Pict Scots. 


O, Gemmy ni! 


Tux stone with which the Diplomatic ring is eet is the Turk wars. | the English houses as well. 


LONDON; JUDD AND CO., PRINTERS, 8T. ANDREW'S HILL, DOCTORS’ COMMONS, 





A uvumorovs Aberdonian sends us what he consi lersa ‘ splendid 
7 Scote+’’ motto for a Scotch publishing firm, Nimmo me im) une lacessit. 
It may be guid Scots, but it’s unfortunately ower true about some of 
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7 war had been going on for some time. 





Every day brought news of a great battle with victory for both sides, which, as all will admit, is an entirely new phase of the 
oldest art in the world. 
The Emperor of Russia sat in his ivory car, and encouraged his soldiers. The Sultan of Turkey could be seen in the distance, 
bivouacking on pipes and coffee, inferiors in rank being only permitted pipes and tabors. 

Fiercely went on the fighting for eeveral hours, with slight intervals for refreshment, and when time was called for the day victory was 
once again claimed by both. 

The night expired, and many soldiers both Turkish and Russian followed suit, but again the position was unchanged, and again both 
claimed to have won. It was the first time in the history of sport that a dead-heat had been so appropriately discovered. 

The Emperor of Russia got out of his ivory car, and placed his fevered hand upon his erewhile placid brow. ‘‘ What will they say in 
England ?”’ murmured he, and an echoing breeze seemed to him to catch up the words and whisper, “‘ What indeed!” 

The Sultan of Turkey laid down his pipe, and swore at his principal backer. ‘‘ What is the good of my winning while yonder Tartar 
horde knows not that it has been defeated?” The backer backed out of the Imperial presence, and the only answer that even the Sultan 
could obtain was the same as that vouchsafed the C3ar, ‘‘ What indeed !”’ 

A truce was called and a consultation held that very evening, and it was decided—first, that no London daily paper should be admitted 
into either camp, as it was chiefly through them that both sides believed they never could be beaten; and second, that an Umpire should be 
properly appointed to decide who had won and who lost on all future occasions. These resolutions having been properly proposed by the 
Emperor, and seconded by the Sultan, were put to the meeting, and everyone signified ‘“‘the same” in the usual way. A cold collation 
followed, after which and the recognised loyal and patriotic toasts the war proceedings were resumed de novo. 

Just then a fresh arrival appeared on the scene, and all knew that a change was at hand. The new-comer was a mild and pensive gentle- 
man, clad in a picturesque garb, and his visiting card bore on it the famous address: “‘ No. 153, Fileet-street, London, E.C.” ‘There was a 
lurking devil in his deep blue eye, and his bullets were made of lead. He was at once, by acclamation and the Imperial ukase specially 
prepared for this ukasion, appointed sole Umpire, his decision to be final and free from any appeal to a court of law whatsoever. 

In the dead watches of the night he was known to be hard at work solving the knotty problem. When morning dawned the halo of joy 
and peace which illumined his happy face was a thing to see. ‘I have hit on an expedient,” he whispered to the rivals, ‘‘and War shall be no 
more. You see yon target and this gun”—producing both from his waistcoat-pocket, and proceeding to place the former in position— 
“you see them both? No one can hit that target with this gun while he is in the wrong. You shall both fire at it, and he who has right on 
his side will be at once victorious, while he who is wrong will be utterly confounded. Thus will Peace again reign triumphant on earth, and 
the reign of Wretchedness be over.—Tum-tum.” 

Even as he spoke a blessed balm seemed to suffuse the air, the sun burst forth from a bank of clouds where it had been deposited, the 
birds began to sing, the rivers ran babbling as of peace and plenty, and all nature smiled when it was seen that the target of truth and 
virtue, of wisdom and of wit, was none other than 


Dhe Gwenty-ttth Molume of the Second Series of Fun. 
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| f 
Demolishing all that was drear, who seemed to feel his peculiar position, said, the case, without 
| We wished one another, as echoed each rafter, doubt, was a bad one, it was really a most painful thing to see a if 
A Happy New Year !— _man of the prisoner’s apparent psec eee _— e {% 
s ; ° life, giving way to such acts of reprehensible indiscretion, he mi if 
| = Winter, - vo 7 hoary isnpostor, | ahaon ah alee immorality ; it was most distressing to see that ik 
| How oat nance oa =. feeling to foster _ venerable gray head standing in a felon’s er _ : a ~~ _— _ 4 
; oe eee ae that which is wrong, he must not expect the darkness of nig o 
enn = - ee em = i ed P = bhesk und we | shield him; for he eyes of the law are ever watchful, and can see A 
’ We've belted no hele sna digte —“ | wrong-doing as well in the dark asin the light, and the wrong-doer / aa 
i 7 anes tes anh aie: He a h ane eeeee 3 | must, when detected, take the consequences. ag 
j A Ha ase Wane t ann y y° | The prisoner here remarked that this was a most infamous pro- l* 
4 APPY . | ceeding, he had done nothing wrong, but, on the contrary, was per- 4 
¢ While Winter's still one day as icy as ever, | forming a simple act of charity towards a child that had lost its way 
Another as muggy as mild, | in the crowd, the police had acted with an unaccountable pig-headed- 
% We'll make the best use of our chances, and never ness and unheard of severity —— 
P By weather be readily “‘ riled.” The magistrate here interrupted the prisoner in his intemperate 
‘ We'll start a new chapter, and living like sages, speech, saying, ‘Stop, stop! you must stop this ! we can have nothing 
4 | With no one and nothing to fear, said here against the police— these highly-intelligent, and useful pro- 
“ We'll offer to all who may study these pages | tectors of our liberties, of our property, and, and’’—at this moment | 
| A Happy New Year! | & dense fog put the court in total darkness, and through the mist 
| faint sounds of human voices were heard, they seemed to say, “‘dis- | 
| | charged—don’t do it again—the severest penalty of the law.” When 
| UNREPORTED POLICE NEWS. | the mist “‘lifted”’ a little the old gentleman was not there, nor was 
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SEASONABLE. 


Wurtz Winter is trying his hardest around us 
To make us remember his ways 

What time when at Noél he constantly bound us 
To cheerily cherish the blaze: 

When cracking our jokes to the loudest of laughter, 





(By Our Spscrat CoRRBSPONDENT.) 


Mr. Matthew Tenderiy, a benevolent-looking old gentleman was 

brought before the sitting magistrate of this office, charged with | 
attempting to leave in the custody of the police a child about 6 years | 
of age, over whom the officer considered the prisoner ought to exer- 

cise a paternal care. Sergeant Cuff, ofthe B. U. Z. division, said, “at 
10 o’clock last night the prisoner brought the little girl, who is now 
present, to the Albowney-street station, saying he had found | 
her wandering about the streets, having lost her way, nor could 

she tell where she lived; on questioning the prisoner, I found his 

sheheentntt 80 very unsatisfactory and incoherent that I had them both | 
ocked up.” 


j 


WASHUP-STREET.—A Quvuzzr Dopez.—On Wednesday last, | 





with ’is hown ’ankerchief an’ then’e took 'old of ’er ’and an’ led ’er 
away,’e did, quite kind like, so, as I considered the proceeding altogether 
werry suspicious and irreg'lar, I followed, and see the prisoner take 
the child to the station, jist as hif he vasent doin’ nothink wrong, ’e 
did; hif ’e’da guv’er a good cuff o’ the ’ead ven she voz a-cryin’ I 
shouldn’t a took no notice of ’em, hi shouldn’t.”’ 

The worthy and enlightened magistrate, addressing the prisoner, 


| the little girl, but the worthy, enlightened, energetic W. M. looked 
| very fussy, and very red about the face. 


A NEW YEAR’S CARD. 
(To CroaKers.) 


Srrive not, oh fool, to-day to borrow 
The ills that may be thine to-morrow ; 
For evils small and evils great 

He meets the best who best can wait. 


For His Name’s sake. 
Mr. LusurcrTon, the senior magistrate at the Thames Police-court, 
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Magistrate: “Quite right, Sergeant Cuff, quite right, I have always | yecent]) ; r 
9 ee ae , y requested the police to warn the publicans against allowin 
found you to be a most discreet and intelligent officer; any more | drunken men on thle’ aaaedaen We've eat of ps. rege a thief to 


witnesses ?”’ ; ; . ‘ , - 
: ; tch , 
Police officer 09 B. U. Z., said, “I was on dooty at the top o’ Park-_ ca 2 soe and here is an instance of one Lushington looking after * 


— last night a little a’fore 10 o’clock, ven I sees this ere old gent | —_—_——_——_—_—_——— 
a talkin’ in a pacooliar kind o’ way to the little girl, which wus a : 
on”? y gr’, The Unfair Sex. : 


Magistrate : “‘ Now, officer, tell me in what kind of way was he Mrs. Pratamor says she knew that in her young days there never 

talking to the child, that you thought it so strange? was it in a W48 @ row without a woman being concerned in it, and now she sees 

paternal, I mean a fatherly, kind of way.” in the papers that the Emperor of Russia obtains a large portion of is 
Police officer 09 B. U. Z.: “ Vy no, yer virship, that’s jist what he 18 army from that shamcless hussy Bess Arabia. " 

vasent doin’, his conduct vasint fatherly a bit, that is, not teackly perenne eee ! 

what I would call a fatherly kind o’ way; ’e voz a pattin’’er werry' Wuen is an actor like Westminster Abbey?—When he has a 

gently on the ‘ed, ’e voz, then ’e went and wiped the child’s hies Big Ben. 
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THE ‘SPIRIT OF THE SEASON.” 
x GENIAL SMYLER, the 
xs Se philanthropist, finished 
>" oe the Christmas story he 
was reading, and began to 
muse with bland joy in 
his face. ‘‘ What a happy, 
unselfish, benevolent, ge- 
nial, bounteous time 
Christmas is!” he 
thought. “How every- 
body overflows with kind- 
ness towards everybody 
else.” That's a beautiful 
tale! That little bit about 
the tradespeople opening 
heir hearts and insisting 
on supplying everything 
the poor gratis, is so 
touching and so true to 
nature! Then that other 
little bit about the miser 
distributing his hoard 
among twenty crossing- 
sweepers because it was 
Christmas has the air of 
fact! It’sthe spirit of the 
season —the spirit — of 
— the — Season the 
Sprrir——of the—— 
Sgason. What a good, 
merry old gentleman the 
SPrrRIT OF THE SEASON 
must be! I should like to shake hands with him if I could find him. 
] will find him,’’ he said suddenly, “and shake hands with him, and 

get him to come and smoke a pipe!”’ 

He got up at once, found his gaiters, mackintosh, and umbrella 
(for it was Christmas weather), and went ou’ to pursue his object. 
He wandered straight to the part most abounding in shops, for he f- It 
sure that there he could not fail to come upon the Spirit of the Seasun 
in a very short time. He could not get on so fast to his goal as his 
eagerness desired, because of the crowds of people in his way; and 
there was one person in particular whom he could not pass, and who 
would hinder him and elbow him. He was a very annoying 
person, and when Mr. Smyler remonstrated with him for getting in 
his way so obstinately, simply muttered, ‘‘ Everyone for himself— 
everyone for himeelf.’’ As they got into the glare of gaslight from 
the shops, Mr. Smyler turned to have a look at this worrying 
individual, but could see nothing of his face with the exception of 
his nose, which looked crafty and umprepossessing in the extreme. 
Altogether Mr. Smyler could not help thinking that this person 
appeared strangely out of harmony with the gay gaslights and the 
holly and the Christmas presents and the genial and benevolent in- 
scriptions in the shops. But Mr. Smyler could not get away from the 
Person, and at length ceased to try. For the time, he forgot the 
object of his search in watching the actions of the Person; he saw 
him stop and enter into conversation with a grocer, and Mr. Smyler 
saw, with unpleasant feelings, that a singularly mean and crafty 
expression came over the face of the grocer when the Person 
approached. 

‘* We can sell people any trash at Christmas time,” whispered the 
Person; “eh, grocer? Wecan put all kinds of rubbish into those 
pretty boxes with the pictures on the lids; we can make weight with 
all kinds of rubbish now; people are bound to buy now; we ca do 
‘em at Christmas time, eh?’’ And the grocer chuckled, and the 
Person went and whispered to one tradesman after another, and over 
the faces of all of them came that mean and crafty expression, as he 
whispered, ‘“‘ We can put any amount of shot and offal into the geese 
at Christmas time, can't we, poulterer’’’ He said, ‘‘ We must take 
care to have in any number of bottles of poisonous imitations— poor 
fulks buy by the bottle at Christmas time, eh, publican? ’’ and so on. 
At last Mr. Smyler was so disgusted with this Person that he made a 
dash for it, got away from the sight of him, and went home. He was 
much depressed by what he had seen, and the worst of it was that he 
had not carried out the object of his search; so he went to bed very 
discontented, Next morning, as soon as he woke, he took up the 
Christmas story book and drew great consolation from it. “I wi// 
find the Spirit of the Season to-day,” he said; and went out again 
with his mackintosh and umbrella (for it was Christmas weather). 
This time he made his way to the abodes of domestic circ'es, thinking 











that perhaps he might havea better chance of finding the Spirit of: 


which he penetrated, he actually encountered that same unpl 


the Season there. In the midst of the very first family circle ig 
person he had seen the night before. His forehead was expo E 
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view now, and it was unmistakably stamped with the lines of dis- 
content. The Person was whispering to the father of the family, 
‘“‘ Beastly time this Christmas! Al! bills—bills—bills, and poor 
relations, and bores! I hate it!’’ Then the Person went to the 
mother of the family: ‘‘ Nothing but worry, and Christmas boxes, 
and grumblings from papa at this time of year!” he said. Then Mr. 
Smyler heard him go downstairs to the servants and whisper, ‘“‘ Work, 
work ! and turkeys, and puddings, and mincemeat till one’s driven mad ! 
Nothing but work.” 

With another rush Mr. Smyler got away again and fied to the 
haunts of those who are young, and free from anxieties, and courted. 
Here, at any rate, I shall find the Spirit of the Season,” he thought. 
Lo! when he arrived there was that unpleasant Person whisperiog to 
young Jones the dashing, and to Miss Brown the belle. ‘ What a 
wretched time Christmas is! All slow parties, and bores, and 
juveniles, and stuffing!’’ The mouth of the Person was visible now, 
and it was uncomfortably curled and cynical; and Mr. Smyler fled 
once more. This time he went among the paupers of the land. 
“ They’ li find themselves overwhelmed with Christmas bounties, and 
will be grateful and contented, so I must find the Spirit of the Season 
among them,” he thought. Then hecame upon some miserable folks 
huddled under a damp arch; and there was the Unpleasant Person 
actually whispering to them ;: “Cold and starvation at Christmas, and 
everybody else feasting!’” And Mr. Smyler could see his eyes now, 
and they were wild and haggard as if from privation. Now, for the 
first time the Person noticed Mr. Smyler, and said, ‘‘ Why do you 
follow me about?” ‘I don’t,” replied Mr. Smyler; ‘‘ you haunt me. 
I'm looking for the Spirit of the Season .’ “J am the Spirit of 
the Season,” said the Unpleasant One. *“ YOU!!!” screamed Mr. 
Smyler. ‘* You the genial party whose praises have been so often 
written in Christmas stories! You the jovial spirit described by 
Dickens and so many others! You!!!’ “The same,” said the 
Person. ‘I've a whole library of biographies of myself, all most 
flattering. I often roar with laughter over them, but people believe 
they’re lifelike. ‘I'a-ta! I've more visits to make,’ and the Person 
disappeared. ‘Can he possib/y be the Spirit of the Season ?’’ mused 
Mr. Smyler, as he sat by his fire again. ‘That sour, disconten—— ; 
but perhaps he has a better side. 1 might know him better if I could 
have him to myself for half an hour. As for all the people I’ve been 
among, a worse set of grumbling, swindling, sneering, whining 
wretches——. There, I declare I begin to detest the very idea of 
Christmas when it brings such a lot of confounded——.” He stopped 
suddenly and looked up. In a chair close to his elbow sat the Spirit 
of the Season; he had him to himself at last! 








FROM THE LORD CHAMBERLAIN. 


Tue following Memorandum has been sent on a P.C. to the 
managers of the theatres under his lordship’s control :— 


1. In consequence of the present fire panic, managers are requested 
to cover their stars with non-combustible wrappers, and discharge all 
actors likely to set the Thames on fire. 

2. The leaders of all bands are to be non-conductors. 

3. No mention is to be made upon the stage of ‘old flames,” 
“fiery fathers,’ “ firing up,’ ‘“ burnt children,” “ burning indigna- 
tion,”’ or ‘smoking embers.” 

4. All overheated imaginations to be watched by a fireman. 

5. No theatre to be without a supply of dramatic critics ready to 
throw cold water on the performance at a moment's notice. Flaming 
critiques are strictly forbidden. 

6. Mr. John Hollingshead to have the sole privilege of roasting 
the 7imes critic alive. Mr. Chatterton’s effurts in the same direction 
to be pumped on by the Barry’sh engine. 


A Pipe Opener. 

Tue statement that the great American hop-skip-and-jumper never 
smokes is open to considerable doubt. Only the day after Sir John 
Astley deposited the ‘‘thou’’ for the new match we heard that the 
Yankee had been pufling his backer. 





Soak Curious, 


Tue present Lord Mayor is a wine merchant and Alderman of the 
Ward of Portsoken. The present Lord Mayor not only represents 
his ward but all Europe, for who will deny that at the present juncture 


Waisting Away. 
vas great authority, the Queen, states that “ ladies’ waists now 


extend below the spine’’ The toast of ‘the ladies’’ is getting stale ; 
we be able to ring the changes upon it by proposing “ our 


| fanatomigal atrocities’ now. 
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A MUSICAL MANIAC. 


Some parties are prone to affect the bassoon, 
And others perform on the ’cello, 
And some on the banjo cam manage a tune, 
And some make the ophecleide bellow. 
And many, I know, admiration express 
For the modern harmonium’s beauties, 
Whilst others for flutes an affection profess 
(And a tidy invention the flute is). 
I’m one of the folks with whom music agrees 
(Though my parents with rage often bristle), 
But J never practiceon any of these,— 
I play on the penny tin-whistle ! 





I daily rehearse all my favourite airs 
Till dad's in a fit of distraction, 

And if he could manage to throw me down stairs 
"T would cause him intense satisfaction. 

But heedless of all my relations may say 
I follow my musical labours, 

fully convinced that whenever I play 

I'm certain to startle my neighbours. 

But what do J care though the party next door 
Sent my pa an indignant epistle ? 

I’m determined to fight, though [ welter in gore, 
In defence of :my penny tin-whistle! 


All classical music my fancy discards, 
Sonatas are “ cautions,” I fear me, 

But the “‘ Two Obadiahs” and “‘ Mulligan Guards” 
I’m “immense’’ at—by Jove, you should hear me! 

In “Tommy make Room for your Uncle’”’ I shine— 
*T would awaken the heaviest dozer ; 

A fig for Beethoven— he’s out of my line,— 
Besides, he’s a foreign composer ! 

I’m a Briton! So, therefore, hurrah for the Rose! 
Hurrah for the Shamrock and Thistle! 

Three cheers for our marvellous music-hall “ pro's,” 
And hurrah for my penny tin-whistle! 


INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN WATER COLOURS 


Tuovucu the eleventh exhibition of the Institute of Painters in 
Water Colours is far above the average, and contains many 
specimens of work that may be considered admirable, it might have 
been still better had several gentlemen connected more or less directly 
with this association but remembered what is due to their position and 
the expectations formed therefrom. If eminent artists do not think it 
beneath their dignity to accept honorary memberships, or if, in less 
favourable days, the Institute was worth joining by those who have 
since attained fame and fortune, it seems hardly right that it should 
be forgotten now. Not only is every society bound to depend on its 
strongest members, but those members are also in common fairness 
bound to remember that something is required of them mors than 
their names in the catalogue, and that it is their duty to encourage 
by every means in their power those younger men who occupy the 
positions vacated by them some time ago, positions unfortunately 
much nearer the base than the summit of that curious construction 
best described as Popular Appreciation. This, which is often mis- 
taken for Fame, is at times even more lucrative than the more 
genuine article, it is possessed at times by those who are in a fair way 
to obtain the other, and it is denied at times to those who are as sure 
of obtaining the verdict of posterity as their at present more fortunate 
brethren are of being forgotten as soon as passing whim or caprice has 
run itself to the standstill which is ever its natural ending sooner or 
later. But however this may be, the fact remains the same that those 
who have linked themselves with an institution in any way, and who 
are in a position to make the exhibitions of that institution better or 
more remunerative than they would otherwise be, should remember 
that there are duties pertaining to greatness other than those merely 
of a pleasurable nature. 

We have been led into making the foregoing remarks, and have 
already used up nearly all the space allotted to this notice, not because 
the exhibition falls in any way short of what we expected, but because 
the names which are most attractive upon the first page of the 
catalogue, and which would be encouraging company to younger 
artists and give additional prestige to the exhibition, are noticeably 
absent from the walls. There is, however, much attractive metal 
without the great guns, and in the case of one of them who does 
compete, Mr. E. M. Ward, R.A., the unknowns shine considerably by 
comparison. Towneley Green has some small pictures containing a lot 
of work; the best of these is ‘‘ The Captain’s Daughters” (30). Near 
this is “‘The Flower of the Flock” (44), by H. B. Roberts, whose 


humorons fancy is alan well displaved in “ Doctoring Old Time” (170). 
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A. C. Gow's “ Jacobite Rendezvous’’ (67) is well conceived but hard 
in treatment ; but Aumonier’s landecape next door, “‘ Spring” (68), it 
would be hard to find fault with. J. D. Linton sends some noticeable 
work. Here is “The Song” (76), but this does him nothing like the 
justice which is his due on account of ‘‘The Huguenot” (214). 
Passing Aumonier’s “ Fishing Village” (81), we come to G. G. 
Kilburne’s ‘‘ Pigeons of St. Mark's,” a study of animal, human, and 
still life which we heartily commend to all visitors. H. Herkomer's 
pictures are both numerous and noticeable ; one called “ Evening in the 
Alps”’ (111) reminds us much of the famous “ representatively round- 
about ” quatrain— 

While many a merry tale and many a song 

Cheer’d the rough road, we wished the rough road long. 

The rough road then returning in a round 

Mock’d our impatient steps, for all was fairy ground. 

Mr. Herkomer's travellers have the advantage of a semi-circular 
saw anda patent revolving sky as well. One of the best imens 
of work in the show is ‘“‘ The Old Town of Rye” by ©. E. Hollowav 
(160), and equally worthy of attention is Small's “ At the Draw-well’’ 
(233). It is a difficult task to decide which of C. Green's has prior 
cluim. His “Street Musician” (246) is characteristic and correct to 
the life; but our original love for L:ttle Nell and admiration of Quilp, 
with the knowledge that ‘‘ Codlin’s the friend, not Short,” dmcline us 
more perhaps than we are aware to “ Quilp’s Wharf” (301) and 
‘‘Nell and Her Grandfather in the Churchyard” . The best 
thing would be to take the three. In ‘‘A Letter to ” (250) 8. 
Lucas bas caught the exact set of the stiff old-style material worn by the 
writer of the letter. It might be as well to wonder here'what may be the 
feelings of a painstaking and careful artist, who has taken the trouble 
to be exactly correct, when he finds his very correctness the ground of 
assault from an ignorant or prejudiced writer—to use the term critic 
would bea degradation of fair and honest criticism. E. H. Fahey’s 
“ Maid of the Mill” (259) is his best sample, and E. J. "3 
solitary contribution, ‘‘A Stitch in Time’’ (325), will not belie a 
hard-earnt reputation. Here we must stop, no matter how 
unwillingly, with the assurance that these are but a selection from 
many really good pictures which we should be glad to name in fall, 
were it not that we have already run to much greater length than is 
either usual or intentional with us. 


PENNY WISDOM. 


Wesrton’s walk at the Agricultural Hall seems to have been good 
for something besides gate-money, and ‘ judges’’ paid so much a day 
by the pedestrian himself to record the rate at which he was pro- 
gressing. It seems, if the Evening Standard is to be believed, that 
the penny-a-liners got their Christmas dinners and many a drink out 
of the “trial of endurance.’’ Not that our matronly contemporary 
says se in s0 many words. No; she would not be so “ personal ;”’ or, 
for the matter of that, so original. But the fact shows through when 
we read,in a description of this ‘‘sporting’’ event, of “the walls 
whose bright cheeks match the berries that glisten among the dark 
green leaves.’ The only cheeks that could do this would to our 
thinking be the ‘‘cheeks’’ of a red-hot stove; but then no one 
will blame a man who “cheeks” it to turn an extra penny this 
way; and no one will grudge him the penny. When, however, 
after a little more rhapsody of the same sort and syntax we come upon 
what follows, we feel that even a high Tory joke may go too far even at 
Christmas time: “‘ But we must return to the bird of dawning that 
walketh all night long.’’ There are, indeed, strange birds about just 
now, but the strangest of all must surely be those engaged to be 
Conservative of Lindley Murray and common sense upon our “ largest 
daily.” 


THE LATEST REVIVAL. 
Tue Sick Man ceases to be sick, 
He's safe at last from the designing ‘‘ Rooshan ;”’ 
oust when life’s candle flickered to the wick, 
They've given him a brand-new Constitution. 
His policy at once the foe retrims, 
And now goes in for cutting off his limbs. 


Poetic Parse-time. 

Tue Daily News has harrowed up the quills of Cowper's admirers 
by stating that the poet said, speaking of the bashfulness of Parlia- 
mentary orators, “ that it's presages always comes to pass.” And 
a very pretty pass too they seem to have comes to! But let it parse! 


In the Ring. 

A GRAND representation of “the Conference” is advertised to take 
place nightly in Sanger’s pantomime. The scene is out of place. It 
should come earlier in the evening, and in the circus, as a “‘ great trick 
act.”’ 
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‘A SISTER'S SACRIFICE.” 


Young Lady Visitor :—“* Now, SARAH, TELL ME, WHAT DID youR GODFATHER AND GODMOTHER DO FOR YOU 


o» 
: 


Chorus of Children :—“ PLRASE, MI88, THEY DID SUFFIN’ FUR HBR BROTHER THOUGH: THEY WHACKED HIM HORFUL FUR A-PRIGGIN’ 


HAPPLES OUT 0’ THEIR ORCHARD.”’ 


THEATRICAL ADVERTISEMENTS FOR 1877, 


PgeRENNIAL TueatrE. 20,000th performance of Our id. In 
consequence of the increasing age and infirmity of the original 
representatives, the management is reluctantly compelled to announce 
the last five years. 

Ou-vERY-LIMPIC THEATRE. Whi Shootum. Special engagement of 
the Red Indian Scalpers. Spotted Blue Nose will scalp his sequaw at 
9.45 every evening. Squaw S. B. N. will tomahawk her husband at 
10. Master Tommy Blue Nose will put his father’s eye out with a 
poisoned arrow at 10.15. The weapons from the manufactory of 
Messrs. Bogus, Tinsel, and Brass, Birmingham. N.B.— Shakespeare 
unavoidably postponed in consequence of great success of above. 

Dxgary ALLEY THeatTrE. ‘ Boucicault is ‘another.’ The Times 
eritic is one also. Managerial manifestoes kept on the premises. 
von as usual. Revival of the great drama, To the Public ; or, the Love 
of Ink. 

RoyvaL OrtcinaL Tueatre. New and entirely original revival of the 
famous farce, Much Ado about Ncthing. New and completely and 
entirely original production of a perféctly new and original burlesque. 
(The new and original title “ burlesque”’ is copyright.) New and 
entirely original company under highly original management. Original 
carriages may be ordered at the new and entirely original hour of 
eleven. The original performance greeted with new and original 
laughter and applause every new and original evening. 

Royat Tracepy Tueatre. In consequence of the great success 
of the performances, the public is respectfully informed that the exits, 
fourteen in number, are always kept open, and the audience can 
leave at any moment. 


Turkish Note. 


Tue sacred law of Turkey is called the Cheri. 
Porte and Cieré go so well together. 


Capital name for it. 





WANTED AN ‘ART CRITIC,” 
QvuaLiFicaTions NECESSARY FOR THE SITUATION. 
1. Should be able to made his language as vague and unintelligible 


as possible. 


2. Should not have been brought up as a gentleman, and must be 


accustomed to doall sorts of drudgery and hack work, such as cleaning 


his editor's wife's boots, &c. 
3. Must be well up in vindictive epithets and vulgar personal abuse. 
4. Must not be afraid to “‘ slate’’ deceased artists; in fact, should be 
able even to Anathema ’em if required. 
Apply to the Society for the Propagation of Sour Grapes and Un- 


| digested Results. 


A Disinfectant. 


A WEEKLY newspaper wishesto know why a newsvendor with an 
exceptionally large business connection should have the power of 
declining to sell any particular journal to which he may take 
exception. Wein turn might ask how a man on a generally clever 
and well-conducted paper should have the power of asking this and 
other idiotic questions, unrelieved by a scintillation of wit or wisdom. 
After the lamentable failure of a Society which is supposed to be for 
the Suppression of Vice, which is represented by a person who does not 
know the “ entitled”’ portion of a book from that of its writer, and 
which attacks great and glorious classics, while garbage of the foulest 
kind is allowed to heap itself upon our bookstalls unheeded of the 
powers that be,— while things are as they are, it would be indeed 
well if the chief newsvendors and similar firms would act as represen- 
tatives of an unwritten law of decency and decorum. To ourselves 
it eeems extraordinary that any journalist should be found on any 
respectable journal to object to action which must lead to the 
ultimate suppression of a fast-growing nuisance, a “ new style”’ which 
has never once been clever, but has in every possible instance and 
en every available opportunity been both foul and filthy. 
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TIME’S TOYSHOP. 
SOME NOVELTIES FOR THE NEW YEAR. 
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JANUARY ! 


GATHER round, my noble readers, 
Hearken to iy little lay ; 

Mind you’reall attentive heeders, 
Profit well by what I say. 

With your gracious condescension, 

January’s charms I’d mention. 


Many surly folks abuse her, 
Nay, by some she’s roundly curst ; 
Many vow they're glad to lose her, 
Pleased when comes the thirty-first. 
Treating her with scorn is folly— 
January's often “ jolly.” 


January always nurses 
‘l'enderly the infant year; 
Shows him how to bear reverses, 
Trains him for his brief career. 
And, ere wisdom fills his noddle, 
‘Tc aches him to talk and toddle! 


January brings us pleasures, 
Look at Twelfth-cake day, to wit! 
Fraught with fun, and sugar treasures— 
That's a treat you'll all admit. 
Then again, our hearts elating, 
Frequently she grants us skating ! 


January, let us thank you, 
Really you deserve our praise, 
Kindest month of all we rank you— 
Please to spend your leisure days 
Teaching us through life to steer well— 
Grant we all may start the year well! 


A la Carte, 


Amone the items of education arranged for at a 
young ladies’ school in Dorset, we see advertised a 
‘‘ good spring cart suitable for a baker.’’ The pupils of 
this establishment are doubtless, without this evidence, 
sufficiently well-bread; and yet it will be generally 
admitted that ladies are as a rule known by their 
‘ carriage,’ and not by their cart, no matter whether 


spring, sammer, autumn, or winter. JOINTS !”’ 


DOTS AND LINES. 


Ciarmant interviewed at Dartmoor. He is suffering from boils on 
the neck, and begs for a commission of inquiry. Not much reason for 








inquiry as to how these boils came. They are evidently the natural | 
outcome of the “ bubble reputstion”’ having boiled over. = Baron de | 


Worms comes forth on the side of Turkey. He will be on the other 


side presently in natural course. Everyone knows that “even Worms | 


will turn.’’ — A Mr. Lambert D'Arc sentenced to four months “with” 
at Manchester, for ‘ keeping an immoral exhibition without a licence, 
in contravention of the statute.’”’ This seems hard on the licenser; 


but then, why didn’t he and the other culprit keep it D'Arc, as well | 
as commence it? = Her Majesty is to open Parliament in person. | 


And in semi-state as well, the extra cost of a full show being balanced 
by the price paid for Dizzy’s new cloak and coronet, which are being 


mide to measure of the best materials, and will be sent home by the | 
day. But suppose they happen te be late! What a retribution! — | 


Patter singer obtains an injunction against People for singing his 
song without permission. Legal thunder and the smallest of very 
small beer. Patteronage extraordinary. = English cricket team in 
Australia beats the eleven of Gouldburn. New phase of an old saw: 
Tis not all Gouldburn that glitters—and not quite eleven of it that 
shines. — Marquis of Northampton signs the pledge. This makes 
him a peer of the first water, though only of the second rank. = Lord 
Chesham promises to refund his tenants one half the School Board 
rate, whatever it may be. Chesham seems to be “ quite the 
cheese’”’—hem ! 


A Friend in Deed. 


Tue Cify Press states that ata dinner recently given on behalf of | 


the Commercial Travellers’ Schools, “the subscriptions announced 


reached the large sum of between £16,000 and £17,000, of which | 


£1,400 came from Leeds alone.’’ Then, after all that has been 


written and said against the practice, Friendly Leeds may yet be 


found very useful in raising the wind. 
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‘fT OOKING BACK.” 


Old Jorkins (who is a martyr to rheumaties) :—“ Au, tnpEED! Primes 


[Creaks, and exit. 





THE DEVONSHIRE LANES. 


I am far from the land where my home is located, 
For the Devonshire hills are some distance from town ; 
I am roaming the country, and fancy its fated 
The snow will at last condescend to come down. 
In the creeks at my feet the wild sea dashes white in, 
Each moment the wind in intensity gains ; 
Tis a scene for the Londoners’ heart to delight in, 
When viewed from a bank in the Devonshire Lanes. 


The hedgerows are set with the crystals of winter, 
And ripe berries hiding from'gay-feathered thieves ; 
The hand of December, the vigorous tinter, 
Has browned and encarmined the exquisite leaves, 
If the poet is fresh, with the ink on his fingers, 
From tyrants who force him to harass his brains, 
W hat wonder he sighs as he lovingly lingers 
To gaze on the beauty of Devonshire Lanes? 


Oh, here could I pass an enchanted existence, 
Away from the evil behaviour of men, 
The fields at my feet and the sea in the distance, 
A poet no longer the slave of his pen. 
The music of birds in the trees that surround me 
Would gladden my banquet of herbs with their strains ; 
I’ll accept the retreat that kind nature has found me, 
And build me a hut in the Devonshire Lanes. 


See the clouds overhead, how they scud and commingle, 
The beautiful flakes are beginning to fall ; 

The cheek of the poet commences to tingle 
When cut by the snow in a Devonshire squall. 

It is miles to a village—the sign-posts are hidden, 
And night o’er the landscape now rapidly gai 

If his language is strong, can the poet be chidden, 
Who’s lost in a snow-storm in Devonshire Lanes ? 
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** This is very careless of me! I’m positively determined to take 
more care of myself in the future.”’ 
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“*Shure you I’ve made sholemn d’termination not to toush ’nother drop ’toxicatin’ liquor. D’shastrous ’abit !’” 
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* I give in this time, my love, but next year I really must—ahem ! with all 


respect—insist upon being master.’’ 
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‘“ Noting on earth‘shall prevent my turning over ajnew leaf after this.” 


[Jan. 3, 1877. 
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COURAGE! 
Or, How iT Suovtp se Done, anv How Ir 1s. 


I never could make out when reading the papers, after a brutal 
murder committed now and again in open daylight, how it was that 
the bystanders permitted it. I have read how a man came suddenly 
out of a house with a blunderbuss in one hand, a revolving rifle in the 
other, and a bowie knife in his teeth, with a cutlass and double- 
barrelled horse marine pistols in his belt ; and my blood has boiled to 
think that the populace has stood fooling around while such a mis- 
creant as this accomplished his fell purpose. I have felt indignation 
take possession of my soul, and my manhood has swelled within me 
until the very buttons burst upon my boots and my hats tightened 
visibly upon my head. 

Why should the bystanders, Englishmen and fathers, stand by and 
see an atrocious act committed? Why should they, knowing that 
they had right upon their side, see a brutal and ferocious scoundrel 
wreak his dire revenge upon a defenceless female? The consciousness 
of a good cause should have impelled them on; they would have surely 
found that right is better tham revolvers, and that an earnest ¢ffort to 
succour the weak is able to set. even" gunpowder at defiance. Why 
should cruelty be allowed to reign supreme in our midst-while stalwart 
men walk amongst us and the age of chivalry is not indeed departed ? 

Some of the foregoing sentences are, I will admit, choice flowers 
culled from the letters I have from time to time written to the leading 
journal, and its gentlemanly evening contemporary, the Zoned-down 
Tupperny, on the subject of street outrages and brutal attacks, which 
every day seem to become more common and more unnoticed in our 
midst. I saw not very long ago in the papers that four ruffians armed 
with bludgeons and life-preservers set upon a policeman, and, spite of 
his cries and entreaties, left him for nearly dead upon the wayside, 
while those who might have prevented them hurried by to their homes 
and pretended neither to see the dastardly assault nor to hear the 
victim’s shrieks. A day or two after I encountered during.a perusal of 
my favourite journal an account of a garotte robbery which ended in 
the victim’s not only losing his watch and purse, but half an ear and a 
great portion of one whisker, in a populous thoroughfare and open 
daylight at one of our chief commercial centres of the midland 
counties. These were by no means exceptional incidents, and at such 
a moment the indignation I have already referred to would take 
possession of my mind and nerve my pen to the duty which devolved 
upon me not only as a true man, but as a man of courage, a Briton, a 
father, and one who was not afraid. 

Under these various signatures I have written letters to the journals 
mentioned, and have shown how cruelty and cowardice might be 
entirely abrogated if men would be only true to themselves and to 
each other. Mr. Editor, you may have seen those letters, and will be 
prepared to admit they have done an infinity of good. If the sarcastic 
power with which genius has gifted me led at any time to too great 
severity upon the cowards and curlike hounds who now and again 
stand by and do not interfere in the cause of justice and of bravery, 
perhaps it will be allowed that the natural indignation of a good man 
and true is a thing only too easily condoned by even the most critical 
and the usually most satirically severe. (See previous letters in the 
leading journal.) 

Quite recently, when the intelligence of the deplorable fire at a 
Brooklyn theatre, and the consequent panic, reached here, I was 
again amazed at the mass of gross and intolerable dastardy which 
must have accumulated itself within the building, and the only satis- 
faction which came to assist me in the midst of my dread indignation 
was the feeling that folks who could bring themselves to such a pitch 
of frantic cowardice, simply because the place was in flames, deserved 
to die the death, if only for the purpose of encouraging the others. 
Then I sat down and wrote my most famous letter on the subject of 
panics and how they should best be avoided. 

“Sir,” I said, in this my atest and my best effusion, “there is 
reason now that everyone should do his best to prevent a recurrence 

of the cowardly and in reality cruel epidemic which is generally known 
as panic in theatres during a time of fire. Myself, I have no feeling 
in common with the miserable wretches who trample upon the fallen 
until they themeelves are in turn trodden down and disfigured, if not 
killed outright, and I feel now, as I write, that were the burningest 
and brightest of flames behind me, I would rather perish than rush 
forward and cause a lady the slightest inconvenience. But as every- 
one is not as I am, and as inconveniences must arise, { will propose, 
sir, that something be done in the event of fire breaking out in any of 
our theatres. The proposition that there shall be outlets all overa 
house, so that it can be cleared in five minutes, I take to be as absurd 
as it is impossible, for in a panic I feel sure the public would not 
avail themselves of the change, but would run in the exactly con- 
trary direction to that which is right, with the perversity usual among 
poor common humanity—using the word common advisedly. I will 
therefore submit that three or four persons of known bravery and 
determination, including myself as leader of the contingent of courage, 
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shall be appointed at salaries from Government of £1,000 a year each, 
and double that amount for me as captain, to be present on each 
occasion of a fire at a theatre, for the purpose of encouraging heroic 
effort and inspiring confidence by voice and gesture. Each member 
of the corps to have a fire-proof dress, a cocked hat, and a speakin 
trumpet, and the actual and responsible lessee to give due notice o 
what is exp«cted, so that no official shall come unprepared.” 

Having written this, and full of the strength and confidence which 
always come of inspiring these two great qualities in others, I thought, 
while awaiting the offer from the Home Office which was sure to 
follow, I would take a stroll and look around. ‘“ Who knows,” 
thought I, ‘“‘mayhap the adventure I have so long desired may come 
at this very moment!”” Andsoitdid. I had not walked far, when 
I saw a half-drunken costermonger compelling his wife to carry a 
heavy load, and my soul as usual rebelled at the sight. He was also 
making use of bad language, and what was still more intolerable, he 
called an apparently very respectable policeman by an opprobrious 
epithet as he passed by. Hastening on, and anxious to at last put 
what had as yet been but theory into absolute practice, I overtook 
the costermonger, who was lounging along while the bearer of the 
burden drooped under it, and called upon him to stop. 

“Fellow!” said I, ‘‘ take that load, and allow your wife to 
unsaddled, you contemptible beast and pitiable scoundrel, or dread the 
weight of my displeasure. And you, my good woman, go your 
future ways in peace, and be thankful there is at least one man in 
this world who dares to interfere in the cause of humanity and the 
female sex.” 

Alas, for blackguardism and base ingratitude! The brutal 
miscreant turned suddenly round and in an instant assaulted me with 
blows and words. And what is worse, his female, shrieking “ Good 
woman, indeed!’’ rushed at me and tore me tooth and nail. Then 
the pair ran away and left me helpless and bleeding, and shortly 
afterwards the very policeman whose cause I had espoused took me in 
custody, and I write this in the cell where I sit charged with being 
drunk and riotous, and evidently incapable of any further feeling but 
that which I used to consider most abject cowardice. 

And maybe even better men than I have found their best intentions 
fail at the most critical moment—that is, at the moment when 
criticism ends and real action commences. 


IN THE HALL. 


Come in New Year and wipe your feet, 
And shake the snow that’s clinging, 
I'm glad the little man to meet 
For whom the bells are ringing. 
You bow your head, and smirk and smile, 
And squeeze my hand the tighter ; 
Your honest eyes look free from guile, 
You could not be politer. 


I know the words your lips would form, 
I've heard the greeting often— 

‘‘ T come as sunshine after storm, 
Your recent blows to soften.” 

Bah, foolish bey, you’ll learn to strike, 
Or eer your boyhood mellows; 

The years, alas! are all alike— 
A band of wicked fellows. 


ANTICIPATORY ARRANGEMENTS FOR 1877. 

In anticipation of a speedy settlement of the Eastern Question, our 
enterprising contemporaries are maturing their plans for 1877. The 
following are in a forward state :— 

The Taily Delegraph will send a special to Jamaica to work up Mrs. 
Cox and the Bravo case again. 

The Naily Dews will have a special commissioner in Ireland to ferret 
out the atrocities committed by the English upon the native peasantry. 

The Storning Mandard having discovered that one of their minor 
writers is Irish on his father’s side only, will discharge him and 
engage the genuine article. 

The Gall Pall Mazette has engaged Mr. Rarles Cheed, the eminent 
novelist, to write about himself and find a few heroes capable of 
culmination in a Scotch lawsuit, at 4d. a syllable. 

The Porning Most will content itself with a couple of poems in verse 
by the Earl of Winchilsea and a short story by Viscount Maidstone. 

Fun—well, wait and see. 


An Empressive Ceremony. 
Tue proclamation of the Empress of India at Delhi which has rae 
taken place is the great mistake of the centary. It is an Ind Delhible 
mistake. 
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THE HUMAN RACE: WELL IN FRONT. 


Miss Mary :—‘' Goon-nrz, GranppaA! Wer WILL TELL MAMMA THAT YOU ARE LOOKING YOUNGER THAN ANY OF Us!”? 
Grandpa :—“ Yes, yEs, MY DBAR! I ALWAYS KBEP W8LL AHEAD OF TIMB! He's ’77 To-DAy, AND I’m 78! 








ART AND LITERATURE. THE CARD TRICK, 
We have been requested by the Fine Arts Society to say that in First Sister: “ Oh, Maggie, how many Christmas cards have you 
consequence of the immense demand for ‘‘ The Shepherd of Jerusalem,” had this morning a ; 
copies cannot be issued to subscribers until a fortnight after each Second Sister: “Only fourteen, and I want to send sixteen away. 
| application. We think it due to ourselves and our readers to say we Isn't it tiresome ? Now I shall have to buy two. 
have no connection with this venture beyond that which ordinarily First Sister : ‘‘ We must mix em about well or else we shall send 
exists between a journal and its advertisers. some folks their own back again. 
The Pictorial World Christmas Number should do much to enhance | ‘ 
the reputation of this unique periodical. pe : 
The Entr'acte issues an Annual that is of both the clever and the Divided Intelligence, 
“ comique” kind. Eacu quarter of the globe has furnished th i 
The Operatic and Dramatic Album “extra” has six good portraits, snbject ie discussion = Reis oo yoy ete VS 
the best being those of Miss Heath and Miss Rachel Sanger. Eastern question, in the Law Courts the Great Sothern question, at 
The History of the Pianoforte, by Edgar Brinsmead, is well written | Hitchin the Great Northern question, and at Islington the Great 


| 








and exhaustive. . ‘ Weston question. 
Fun enters on the 32nd volume of a no less useful than interesting | 
and highly ornamental career. | Tus Very Newest Scensry.—Mycenery. 
Hang it! | Now Ready, the Thirty-First Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 


Brown meeting Jones, his friend, and seeing him look very miser- 
able, said, “ Hullo, old man, why you've a face just fit for a funeral!” TWENTY-FOURTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
‘“‘So I ought to have,” replicd Jones, “‘ considering I've just had an Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
exe cution in my house.’’ Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 








NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS OF “FUN.” 


“THE SHEPHERD OF JERUSALEM.” 


This Picture will be delivered within about a fortnight of the date of application. ‘The immense number of orders now on hand will 


necessitate a delay of from two to three weeks. . 
No copies will be sent without the coupon which appeared in last week's “ Fun.” L. FREMONT, Hon. Sec. 
Fine Arts Socrery, 31, Paternoster-row, London, E.C. 


Printed by JUDD & OCO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, January 3, 1877. 
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‘lhat's because his 





DOTS AND. Oe <<“  - leit j body isn't. He 
| det % should 





LINES. | ‘ i iis > try South 
Tue Mayor of | TOP ot Usili re. _ Lambeth, or the 
Liverpool presents | (= Mo | Seven Dials. — Uld 
the Mayor of Liver- | _ |} tay sme — . | lady in Paris leaves 
J ° WV os; ' 1 | f ~ ‘ ‘ Q 5 
pool with a | wo mkt tidy | a francs for 
‘“jewelled badge for | Te r i | | 1, tid) 4 | the purpose of 
ihe uso of tha Mavens | | ti} | | i iy" crarane - 
i 1} i fa r asylum for “ unfor- 
Sue ta” | ka i t tunate dogs and 
The Town Council | | Pit eh horses ” We should 
of Liverpool thank | | Hs. ! prope it be called 
the Mayor of Liver- | ep | rc at an of 
ool for hisgift. The | chevalric hip-hippo- 
; ’ rappiness, == Pro- 
been able to make of | == phetic almanac 


this so far is that 
the Mayor of Liver- | 
pool's name _ is! | - Sees 
Walker! — Coster- | ine Gime Wane Gece TA “sf 


- SE es — 


only thing we have | 


- 


mongers’ ‘‘treat”’ in 
Somers Town. ‘ At | 
the close of pro- 
ceedings everyone 
received a mince pie 
and a magazine.” | 
Now, if they'd re- 
ceived two mince | | 
pies and a magazine 
each they might 
have sandwiched the 
lot and so havo swal- 
lowed it easily. As 
it was, alliteration e 
must have been buta | | Need a | 
poor practical, | __- 
assistance. — Gen- | 7 
tleman who had Ey 
three fierce dogs left 
in his chargethought 
it best not to feed 

them until they were 
thoroughly hungry. 

And now he and | 

other humanitarians | 

grumble because 

they helped them- os 
selves before he was Fo 
ready or the part 
selected was proper] 
cut off and cooked. 
= Sheffield daily 
informs its readers - De 
that it “is not a/ =f 
comic paper.” And | NG 
certainly not a | 

satirical one—if this 
is it’s notion of 
satire. =- Dr. Peter- 
mann, a learned 


German and geo- &. Mh. 





remembrances of 
London are ve 


pleasant and that his ‘GooD MORNING, DoneLty! I HBAR YOUR DAUGHTBR HAS A BABY; I8 IT A BOY OR A 


mind is much at-| GirRL?f”’ 
tached to the great | ““Suure, Miss, AND IT's 
English capital. 





A TELL-TALE. 


By a Grow.Line Gop. 


I nate Burlesques, bu$ I abhor 
“* Elastic ’’ ones the most, 

Where actors clown to get a roar, 
And art gives up the ghost. 

Tell Told Again I’ve seen, and say 
Its title’s chosen well : 

Poor William sure has had his day, 
And now they’ve to/d his knell. 
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GRANDFATHER OR A GRANDMOTHER BEDAD.” 


monger boasts that 
; he predicted the 
| burning of _ the 
Brooklyn Theatre. 
| ‘Lhe proper way to 
| honour this prorhet 

would be to give him 
| twelve months for 
| mot preventing it. 
= Statistician an- 
nounces that there 
were nearly three 
thousand “ aban- 
doned infants’’ in 
Paris last year. 
They are aprecocious 
lot, our neigh»ours ! 
= Alderman Lusk 
sentences a ‘“ hard- 
working chap’’ to 
twenty-one days as 
®& rogue and vaga- 
bond. His Worship 
forgot how § dis- 
couraging this must 
be, and how little 
likely this chap” 
will be to value a 
reputation for “ hard 
work” in the 
future. 





Knocks and 
Chaos. 

An interesting 
argument took place 
| | the other day at 
| Hammersmith  be- 
| tween Mr. Paget and 
| some policemen, as 

to what wood a staff, 
which had been 
broken over a de- 
fendant’s head, was 
| made of. Singularly 
enough, no one 


—_ 
a 4 
~~ 


h. . ites to = = 2 . ~—_— ~~ 
the Kilnische Zeitung E Oe —s™. ANSP Y-| thought of asking 
to say that his| what wood the head 


| was made of. And 
| yetit must have been 
of density suflicient 
to commend iteelf 


MESELF AS DORSN’T YET KNOW FOR THE LIFE OF ME IF I’m A __ very considerably to 
the magisterial mind. 


CAUSE OR EFFECT? 








‘$6 Un souffle de vent.” 


Somenopy writes to know how it is one particular French-English 
and English-French dictionary has been so highly praised by some 
| portions of the press. As we have been for nearly twenty years 
| trying to discover what it is that governs the principle of criticism in 
| certain influential quarters, without the least success, we can make no 
| better answer to our correspondent than the somewhat suggestive one 
| that the name of the author of the book is Bellows. 
| 





| Morro ror a New Waexry.—“ You may go further, and Mayfair 
| worse.” And that’s Truth. 
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THE MIGHTINESS OF THEORY. 


I nzap a little book the other day 
Of theory and logical deduction ; 
Lignorantly scorned, I’m bound to say, 
Jts learned philosophical instruction : 
And when I, reading, noticed it to speak 
In terms of unmistakable decision | 
Of how the world must end on Thursday week, 
I sniggered to myself with much derision. 


My stolid love for facts was unrelieved 
By fancy for deductive speculation ; 
No theory, however well conceived, 
Possessed for me the slightest fascination. 
I thought that Fancy, though combined with tact 
(I hugged this doctrine hard and used to spout it), 
Was impotent in controverting Fact— 
Which only shows how much J kzew about it! 


But ere I'd put the matter off my hands, 
I somehow came to find myself astray in 
A specimen of those fantastic lands 
I do occasionally lose my way in: 
Old Time apparently had thought it wise 
To turn again some long forgotten pages, 
And (let me own, with somethiog of surprise) 
I found myself in pre-historic ages. 


A pre-historic people filled the land— 
A roughish lot, not burdened with instruction— 
Who welcomed me among them, out of hand, 
Without formalities of introduction ; 
And I—I proudly felt myself to be 
Superior to them in information, 
Well knowing future ages, known to me, 
Would be to them a theme for speculatiun. 


I inly burned to mingled in the strife 
Ot theory and fact antagonistic, 
And crush their little fancies out of life 
With ponderous and well-arrranged statistic. 
Had any said my facts could any jot 
By theoretic argument be shaken, 
I should have dubbed him *‘ blockhead ” on the spot— 
Which proves how much I must have been mistaken ! 
But when for the'r in*‘rvction I unfurled 
(Impelled by argumentative intentions) 
The many wonders of our modern world, 
And all the manufactures ard inventions 
With which the earth is glutted far and wice,— 
With calmly-irrepressible persistence 
Those pre historic savages denied 
The possibility of their existence! 
I showed my clothes; they answered me with scorn 
(And proved the thing with argument far-seeing) 
That clothes could never possibly be worn 
In any way by any human being. 
They proved incontrovertibly to me 
That | was under gross misapprehension, 
And showed my tangible attire to be 
A figment of my brain—a pure invention! 
They felt ny watch—they heard it tick— but no! 
‘hey proved, without a break in demonstration, 
That such a thing could not be made to go, 
And only lived in my imagination. 
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They proved my very waistcoat buttons but 
A groundless and impalpable delusion— 
My formerly-conceited mouth was shut 
In blank and ignominious confusion. 


“And Government !”’ they chuckled, much amused; 
‘*A man at liberty to rule his brother !— 
Why, such authority would be abused, 
And men would be oppressing one another!’’ 
And though (convinced how little they had seen 
Of human ways) with indignation flushing, 
I showed them such abuse had never been, 
I spoke in vain. ‘Their arguments were crushing. 


I fled the pre-historic land. I woke. 

My state of mind was terribly confusing ; 
No longer I regarded as a joke 

The learned little book 1’d been perusing. 
I see reality has little weight, 

And logical deduction can pooh-pooh it : 
That Theory alone is truly great, 

And unpretending Fact is nothing to it. 


AUTHORITY. 


AN investigation has been ordered by the Lords of the Admiralty, 
and we are at some more or less distant date to learn who is answerable 
for the scurvy from which our sailors suffered out in the Polar regions. 
That ‘‘ somebody blumdered’’ there can be no reasonable doubt, but 
won't it be rather awkward if it turns out that tae somebody isa 
somebody who has beem honoured to a degree sincehis return? If the 
inquiry had been made first and the inculpated person or persons then 
honoured, there would have been nothing to wonder at; but under 
existe::t arrangements the action of authority will be more noticeable 
than the action of authority usually cares to be, or usually is when it 
is Government authority, our Government authority especially. 


A Cross View. 


One of the witnesses for the defence in a case wherein a paper- 
collar maker was charged with assuulting a railway guard, stated 
that deiendant ‘had a defect in his eyesight which made him very 
irritable under slight provocation.”” One reason for irritability is 
doubtless as goed as another, but we prefer that of the man who was 
cross simply because his defective vision made him look cross at 
everything and think himself Boss of all creation. 


Rivalry. 

ConTEMPORARY with the Times issuing its first number as a weekly 
paper comes the intelligence of another startling journalistic innova- 
tion. The Jslington Gazette will in future be published three times a 
week. We tremble, whemever we have time, to think of what may 
come of this gigantic struggle if it be only carried on to the bitter 
end. 


The Good Cause. 

A COLONIAL paper just to hand, the Dudlo Dispatch, informs its 
readers that an elderly gentleman named Seeds has committed suicide, 
and goes on to say that “‘no cause is assigned.’”’ We should think a 
very natural cause was that Seeds wanted to be ‘ planted.” 


Lakonic. 

Str Henry Lake, the chief constable of Dablin, is instituting an 
inquiry as to the best means of supplying theatres with water in case 
of fire. What would be better than Sir Henry himself on the 
scene? The proximity of a Lake would settle the difficulty at once. 


A Coe-Incidence. 

We are requested to contradict the report that in cousequence of 
the Lord Chamberlain's request that the corps dramatiqu: may be a 
trained Fire Brigade, the stage managers will be kept in a suit of 
black mail. 





Making his Effort. 

M. ALEXANDRE Dumas has been *’ ordered to pass the winter quietly 
at Florence.” ‘The operation cf getting by would probably have 
attracted too much attention for the novelist’s delicate uerves if per- 
formed in DParis, 

Our Fiow cf Spirits. 

Penstic holidays in England, says a Irench contemporary, are 
marred by the insobriety of tue populace. Exactly. Our féte days 
are our alco-holidays. 








a 


ere se 


Same «= dasa 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








Le 


Fer pease: 
Z aes : z ot 
APES SNE cate OO nai Sia aby 


i it 
eee 


Jan. 10, 1877.] 


RAILWAY ACCIDENTS. 


*,* The Editor has much pleasure in presenting the following to 
his readers. It is obtained from a thoroughly trustworthy and 
exceptionally well-informed quarter, and should do much to allay the 
present disquietude in the travelling public’s mind concerning rail- 


way calamities. 








A raILway accident in England and another in America, the news 
of beth of which arrived at the same time in London, determived Mr. 
Watt MacStephenson Brumel to make another application to the 
directors of the Soa-Southern Kailway Company for a trial of his new 
Patent Accident Preventer and Extra Double Developed Instantaneous 
St . “Neither of these misfortunes could possibly have occurred,’ 
said he, ‘‘ with my principles properly enforced, and so, despite the 
snubbing and neglect which true genius always receivesat home, and 
which I have already encountered, I will make one more attempt to 
benefit the railway companies of my native country before laying my 
plans before the Government of a foreign Power.” Embodying these 
sentiments and many more in a fresh petition to the directorate, he in 
due ourse received a reply, this time of a rather more hopeful 
character than heretofore. 

The Company had begun to wake up to the fact that it was necessary 
something should be done to *‘ limit the probability of accidents within 
proper bounds ’’—the term is their own, not mine—and so, as after the 
twe latest and most lamentable occurrences they did not feel justified 
in allowing any promising opportunity to pass untried, they had at 


last arranged to allow Mr. Watt MacStephenson Brunel a chance of 


showing the advantages of his new Patent Preventer, provided he 
would deposit a sufficient amount to guarantee all plant and rolling 
stock against actual damage, and pay all expenses accruing from the 
experiment. ; . he oe 

As this wasas‘tep much further in the right direction than Mr. 
W. MacS. B. had in his wildest moments anticipated, and as he felt 
sure in his own mind that no harm could arise to the rails or rolling 
stock, while he was equally certain that he would no sooner have 
proved the benefit of his invention than money and favours would 
flow in from all quarters, he accepted the terms, and in due course 
attended on the Board in accordance with their own appcintment. A 
vile attempt was made to smuggle him out of the way vy the crowd of 
inventors always hanging about railway head-quarters anxious for a 
trial, and he might have turned an honest penny at the last moment 
by allowing himself to be bought cff in the int: rest of another dis- 
coverer. Heedless alike of their temp‘ations and their subsequent 
hustlings, blows, and cries, our hero persevered, and at last stood some- 
what hot and abashed, with torn clothes and a black eye or so, but 
dauntless still and eager, before the directorate of the greatest of our 
great trunk railways. A few moments to collect the potions scattered 
in the struggle with the other inventors, still to be heard howling 
without, and then he spoke briefly and to the purpose. 

*‘ My only object, gentlemen,” he said, ‘is to benefit humanity and 
improve your railway. Everyone who reads the papers must know 
that in most railway accidents, and in the two very latest, danger 
would be avoided if the train could be brought toa full and sudden 
stop, as in the event of a collision, or if it could be made to overleap 
an obstacle, as in the case of a broken bridge, an unexpected chasm, 
oralandshp. By profession a journalist, | was until recently engaged 
on a paper of immense repute and unending circulation, to write th- 
agonisers on battle, murder, railway accident, and sudden death ; and 
so 1 need not enter further into my qualification to teach this or any 
other Board its business.’ (‘* Hear, hear,’’ and much enthusiasm ) 

Not to trouble my readers further with the ramifications of Mr. 
Watt MacStephenson Brunel's address, I will say in brief that he had 
gradually developed a machine which, attached to a railway train and 
carefully directed, possessed most marvellous powers. It was,to my 
thinking, a wonderful specimen of what may come of conscientiousness 
in journalism. At first the inventor had only endeavoured to save 
himself from the opprobrium of writing of what he knew nothing 
about, and so studied the subject carefully and in all its b-arings. 
This is but usual among leader writers, who are never allowed to 
suggest anything they have not tried themselves, especially on the 
paper with which my friend was connected; but graduully the rail- 
way subject overmastered him, and led to the existence of the Patent 
Accident Preventer and. Extra Double Developed Instantaneous 
Sto ; 

There could be no doubt of the fact, as shown by the model MacS. 
B. had brought with him, that not only could the longest train be 
brought to a standstill in a moment, or as an irreverent director said, 
in a jiffey, but, with the otber pressure attached, could leave the line 
with all wheels locked and skim the air for a distance not exceeding 
440 yards, returning to its position on the up or down metals within 
that limit at the will of the guard or driver (whichever might happen 
to have control of the apparatus) or both, as the case might 
be. This was very justly considered to be the acme of inventive 
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power, and was at the Board meeting applauded considerably, a day 
being at once mentioned fora full-sizea proper length trial on the 
main line. 

There happened a week before the appointed time to be an accident 
to the tremendously deep viaduct which crosses the Pigswash Valley, 
and it was arranged that the flying leap showld be mide across the 
opening at a height of over 500 feet. ‘he gap was about 100 yards 
wide. A special train ran merrily from London, @oming to a dead 
stop every now and again when running at full speed, and skimming 
the line occasionally, just to show the directors, whe with their wives 
and a few chosen guests had made this the occasion for an outing, 
that there was no mistake in the discovery. But strange to say, when 
the party arrived at the place where the real flying leap was to be 
taken, first one and then another thought it would be better not to 
trammel the inventor with a full ladem train, for fear of his 
nerves failing him at the exact moment with sach a weight om his 
mind, and so it was arranged that he with only am engime and tender 
and a local pointsman, who had nothing to do but to obey orders, and 
who was not told what he was wanted for till he was safe “‘ on r 
should give an exhibition while the directorate party pienicked by the 
side of the line. 

“ One, two, are you ready? Then, off!” and the engine giving a 

iminary snort and a short run, flew into the air, and was half 
across as the irreverent director said this time, in leas than a jiffey. 

Bat with the perversity peculiar to labouring men when connected 
with valuable inventions, the local assistant had in his agony turned 
the wrong screw, and instead of setting his end of the jumping 
apparatus in motion, had put on the Extra Double Developed Instan- 
taneous Stopper. The result was that when the first half of the 
calculated distance had been completed, in lieu of impetus from behind 
there came sudden check. The engine gave a quiver and a shriek, 
and struggled as though it would return; but ‘twas too late, and down, 
down to the bottom of the Pigswash Valley Viaduct, buried twenty 
feet deep in a black morass, went another sacrifice to zeal for the 
safety of his brother men. 

And there he lies with a ten-ton locomotive above him, and the 
labouring man somewhere near; for the directors thought it better 
to say nothing about the business, which had so far been strictly 
private; but utilising MacS. b.’s deposit, ard making a small whipround 
among themselves for the hire of another engine and pointsman, they 
returned to town, having a jolly time by the way, and not one of 
them thought it worth while to dig up the apparatus and apply it to 
trains himself. Such is tne result of failure even in the midst of 
success, such the depressing effect of a jlethora of life-saving 


apparatuses. 


OVERRUNNING THE CONSTABLE. 


** For miles the country, on both bauks.of the river Thames, is under water.’’ 
“Tue rain it raineth every day ’’— 
Alone the waterprooter smiles ; 
Perhaps the doctor too 18 gay, 
For he must find the weather pay, 
And both may bless tbe British Isles. 
To all the rest how dread and drear, 
The world all dripping, dull, and dank ! 
And City men in suburbs fear, 
For Thames and Co.’s account, ’tis clear, 
There's been a “ run upon the bank |’ 


Not Wisely but Well. 

Dr. Ricnwarpson’s City of Health isin a forward state—as far as 
the designs go. These, we understand, have so admirably carried 
out the medical enthusiast’s ideas that a dying fly which fell upon 
them m the architect's office recovered immediately. ‘The statement 
that the Government intends to pass an Act forbidding Government 
annuitants to reside thtre is comtradicted. 


Sloppy. 

Tus Derby Mercury is distressed about the Derby police. “ We 
regret to say the conspicuous characteristic of the force is drunken- 
ness.” Here is a magnificent chance for Bond to be beaten, Chamber- 
lain to be crushed, and the liberty of the subject to be left unmolested. 
Let the Derby Roberts arrest each other, and they will arrest 


drunkenness. 


Straining them Out. 

Mus. Srpwey, lessee of the Richmond Theatre, which is 100 years 
old, has been refused a licence until she can prove it is perfectly safe 
from fire. ‘This is in the gnatural course of small things; but the 
largest camels are more than ever likely to be swallowed after this 
supreme effort. 


“Stezpinc Partness.’”’—The Paliman Pedroom Car Company. 
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THE ADVANTAGES OF OUR SUBURB. 
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** Now, here’s a spot where you won't meet a soul for weeks together.’’ (‘* Don’t blame the souls !’”? muttered Jones.) 
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“ Positively won't go a step further, eh ? 
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THE CELEBRATED INDIAN CROWN TRICK. 


Bendizzi, the Great Faker -—“' OBSERVE, THERE IS NO DECEPTION. 
(Aside.) AND £600,000 EXTRACTED FROM YOU.” 


SMALLER! 
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THE CRY OF WAR. 


THERE came a sudden, rushing cry of war. 

The trump was startling loud, and thrilled afar ; 
And nations furbished up their rusty arms, 

Then words defiant to and fro were hurl’d 

That scared the: would be plodding, peaceful world, 
And women quailed with fear and wild alarms. 


We know there is a nation vast and strong 
That lusts for war, or be it right or wrong, 
To hurl with scorn a neighbouring people down ; 
| O shall we now at home sit idly by, 
And all unheeding hear the sufferer cry, 
While might is sweeping on with dauntless frown ? 


No! right is right; where’ er the cause may be ! 
| Let justice now be giv’n in full, and free, 
No backing down because the host is strong ; 
The time is past, and well that it is so, 
When savage strength with reckless, ruthless blow 
Shall sweep at will its wayward course along. 


The brave old land that we, with honest pride, 

Call “ Home” shall ever stand by honour’s side, 
Nor see the weak borne down by brutal sway ; 

The right we gladly help to hold their own 

With our best blood and wealth, though bitter moan 
May wring the heart when dawns the battle day. 


| 

Now we, with other States, send forth our brave 
And wise in council, that they yet may save 

The present time from bloody scenes of strife ; 

For we can never brook the cruel wrong 
Of gross aggression, though the arm be strong, 

| Or barb’rous sacrifice of human life. 

| 

| 

{ 


And should we see the gleaming sword once more; 
The rifle primed, and hear the cannon roar— 
See rapine follow close the battle-car ! 
Then fall the curse on bim that lit the flame = 
That he might add, despite true honour’s name, 
| New kingdoms to the Empire of the Czar. 








| } 
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Not to be 8l-dered at. 


Tue 81-ton gun is cracked up the tube. The brethren 
of the press have succeeded in their unpatriotic task too 
well. ‘They have been trying to crack it up for the last 
—ever so long. 





A GRANDFATHER'S TALE. | 

Yes, my dears, your brother is quite correct in the date. It was 
early in the year 1877 that we lost our Indian Empire and sank into 
political insignificance. Our conquest and spoliation were cleverly 
accomplished by a Russian politician, very famous at the time, named | 
Gortschakoff. You will find, my dears, if you refer to your history, | 
that at this time we were making ourselves very busy about Turkey, | 
a country mercifully washed out of Europe by heavy rains soon after- | 
wards—and secretly persuading them to fight Russia, although we 
pretended to desire peace. Well, you must know that just at the close | 
of the year 1876, it was announced in all the papers that an un- | 
seaworthy gunboat had gone to Gibraltar on receipt of a hoaxing | 
telegram from a sportive wag in town. When Gortschakoff read this | 
and discovered the childish innocence of our officials, he sent his valet | 
to London with certain instructions. On the day following his arrival 
in town all her Majesty’s ships received a shilling telegram ordering 
them to go to the Arctic regions, and not to return without the 
North Pole. They got up steam and went. About the same time the 
colonels of the various regiments in the United Kingdom received 
shilling telegrams ordering them to take their troops instantly to the 
Great Desert, and remain there till further instructions were for- 
warded. And the troops shouldered their knapsacks and marched. 

So now, my dear children, you can easily understand how it was 
that when a month afterwards Russia demanded our Indian Empire, 
and the homage of our Sovereign as a perpetual vassal, we were com- 
pelled to yield without a struggle. Of course there was a great fuss 
about it at first, when we discovered how shamefully our naval and 
military authorities had been gulied, and the Ze/egraph came back to 
Liberalism with a bound; but the Czar had all journalists sent to 
Siberia, and proceeded to have himself crowned Kaiser-i-Hind, with 
double the number of elephants, rajahs, and horses that our Queen 
had used, and quite treble the number that the Lord Mayor used to 

| borrow from Sanger’s Circus. 
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SARCASM. 


First Boy :—“ My gxz, Bitt, what a Coat!” 


Bill :—“ Ys, AND WHAT A MAN! 
’ 
FOR FEAR OF FRIGHTENING THE POOR OLD LAD{ES!’ 


Hk OUGHT TO HIDB HIMSELF INSIDE, 


(“ Immensikoff”’ subsides considerad’y.) 





Ah, my dears, it was a sad blow to our national pride to find that 
our boasted ships and soldiers could be got rid of at the cost of a few 


shillings; but 1 would advise you never to speak of it in public, for 


the Russians occupying Middlesex and Surrey as a guarantee of our 
good faith are half of them spies, and if we grumble, the magistrates, 
who are all Russian agents with English names, will have us knouted. 


‘GLAD TIDINGS.” 


KuxG out, glad chimes! Another year 
Has come to give us joy, 

Has com: to bid us be of cheer, 

And pay our bills, and never fear 

That we shali spend a pleasant year 
Without the least alloy. 


Ring out, glad chimes! And tell us what 
Will come ere many days. 
Will peace maintain her place or not ? 
Wili war be waged and battle hot ? 
Will Ministers go out? Say what 
Will greet our anxious gaze! 


Riog out, glad chimes! And let us know 
If pestilence accurst, 

Disease and death and workhouse woe, 

And drisk, the fellest fiend below, 

Will hold their ground. Come, let us know; 
Speak out, and say the worst. 

Ring out, glad chimes! As sad and sweet 
Upon the night you fall, 

1 hear, ‘** No bread for some to eat! 

For others, death in open street! 

In courts and alleys ” Ah, how sweet :— 
Peace and goodwill to ali! 
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Scene: A street in Newcastle. 


LEGS TALIONIS. 
Knockkneed, splayfooted, down-in-the-mouthed British Workman, who has been keeping festival a little too much, 








ts creeping unwillingly along to resume his daily totl. 


Boy :—‘*Ho! Ho! wHaT A PAIB O’ LEGS!” 
Boy :—“ Ho! no! wat A PAIR Oo’ LEGs!”’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


picture-loving public. 


Workman :—‘* WHAT DOST SAY, LAD ?” 


Workman :—“ GgauD BNBUGH TE GAN TB WARK IN A’S THENKEN.”” 








The ballets at the Alhambra are, to use a word peculiar to the estab- 


| Wy h a: oe 
Tus Winter Exhibition at Burlington House of Old Masters and lishment, “ immense 


Deceased British Artists should be considered a great boon by the 


Differing entirely from the summer show, with | 


which caprice has at least as much to do as merit, and in which thereis | 


often every element but that of greatness, the present Exhibition is 
one of paintings that have stood the test of time as well as of what in 
art it seems to be time’s chief duty to subdue, current and cursory 
opinion. Even had we space it would smack too much of egotism to 
commence recriticising works that have already over and over again 
been subject of the fiercest onslaught and the most beslavered 
encomium. We shall simply advise our readers not to let an oppor- 
tunity sli 
our Roy 
various sources & CO 


tion almost priceless. In addition to the plea- 


_Sintram and Coleman and his Companions. 


Fathers of families should patronise the morning pantomime at the 
Westminster Aquarium. They are likely to get a slice of enjoyment 
for themselves as well as for their families. A contemporary states 
that Mr. Cave deserves all credit for his exertions. We are glad to 
say that the Aquarium business is not conducted upon this principle 
now, but depends for success upon the ready money system. 

The pantomime at the Queen’s is to be called Biorn ; or, Harlequin 
Seats should be secured 


at once. 


which could not occur but for the power and prestige of | 
Academy, whose committee has gathered together from | 


sure derived from simply viewing these works as works of art, there is | 
much field for speculation as to how many of the great successes of 
our own time will take their place in such selections in days to come, | 
as well as how many of the paintings which are passed over almost | 


unnoticed now,—a speculation which has its rise as much in the actual 
history of the pictures now before us as in anything else we can think of. 
As it seems to have been generally admitted on all sides without 


consulting us that the pantomime of the season is to be found | 
at Covent Garden, there is no necessity for ourarguing out and insisting | 
on the fact, as we certainly should have done if anyone had expressed | 


half a doubt as to the superexcellence of Robinson Crusoe and his 
realistic scenery. 

At the Globe the attractions of Hunted Down are supplemented by 
another revival, that of The Invisible Prince, in which Miss Jennie 
Lee will astonish all who have only seen her as Jo, no less than as Jo 
she surprised all who had only seen her in parts similar to the one she 


plays now. The rest of the company deserve the special mention they | 


do not get. 


Under this head we may fairly mention a new production, The 
Graphic Theatrical Autograph Album. The first number is devoted to 
Hot Water, through which Mr. Charles Wyndham’s head is seen strug- 
ging appropriately enough at top “ like steam,’’ his habit in everyday 

e. 


Ah Bas! 


Somsgong advertises ‘“‘ Ladies’ clerical stockings for sale.” Can 
this article be the elastic habiliments of curative tendencies disguised, or 
are they called clerical because it’s incumbent upon every lady pastor 
prime to wear them? Shame on the traitor who would suggest that 
they are stockings of the holy order. 


Ha'penny Humornr. 


Tue Echo commences an important article—that is, important for 
the Echo—thus:—‘“‘ Unto all men cometh two things,’ wrote Prince 
Metternich.”” One of them, according to this, doesn’t seem to be a 


knowledge of the difference between sound and sense, so far as 


Echonomy is concerned. 


Ngw Esa ww LepGEeRDEMAIN.—The Zra Almanack for 1877. 
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A NEW YEAR’S GREETING. 


I rain would refer to an old-fashioned greeting 
In vogue when the year's newly born, 

And I venture to hope, when the phrase I’m repeating, 
You'll not view it wholly with scorn. 

So hearken awhile, and be reverent heeders— 
For once pray suppose me sincere— 

Believe me, ‘twould give me great pleasure, dear readers, 
To wish you a Happy New Year! 


Oh generous friends, who have lent me full often 
Your money, in moments of need ; 

Whose bounty has frequently helped me to soften 
The troubles that Fortune decreed ;— 

Oh Tailor, to whom I’m indebted for raiment 
(Whose bill I would willingly ‘‘ clear ’’),— 

Kind friends, though I’ve nothing to offer in payment, 
I wish you a Happy New Year! 


Here’s to you, oh my Landlady! Warm-hearted creature, 
Your kindness shail ne’er be forgot, 

Though now and again you are sombre of feature, 
No wonder—I owe you a lot. 

Good luck may enable me some day to “‘ square”’ you, 
So, Landlady, be of good cheer! 

But still, as at present I’ve nothing to spare you, 
I wish you a Happy New Year! 


(And last but not least, there is someone I’d mention 
Possessed of a heart that can love, 

I'd speak of her charms, but ’twould need the invention 
Of Waller to picture my dove)— 

Wee, true-hearted maiden, whene’er I caress you 
All troubles and doubts disappear ; 

Well, I've nothing to say but a simple “‘ God bless you!” 
And wish you a Happy New Year! 


THE ARTFUL VICE-CHANCELLOR. 
CHAPTER I. 





property of someone else, he is liable for the damage inflicted on that 
peer Judgment for the Il’iaintiff with full damages claimed, 
and costs.” 

“Traitor,” shrieked the Earl, as they went home in a hansom. 
“Not so,” warbled the Vice-Chancellor; “you must appeal, because 
the superior Court always reverses my decisions. “Oh, I see,” said 
the Earl, poking the Vice in the ribs, ‘‘ artful dog.” So he appealed, 


which brings us to 
CHAPTER IV. 

“This appeal, Donnybrook versus Kentucky, is against one of that 
fool Thingumbob's decrees—of course we shall reverse it as usual,” 
said the first Judge. 

“Certainly,” said the second Judge. 

The other learned judge concurred. 

“* My lords,” said the Vice-Chanceller, from the gallery, ‘“ allow me 
to thank you for the uniform unanimity with which you have always 
reversed my decisions. It has enabled me, in all cases where I thought 
appeal probable, to aid the cause of justice by making certain of your 
decision. In this instance it has won for me a fair bride and a 
magnificent dowry. Ina fortnight the defendant's daughter will be 
Mrs. Vice-Chancellor. Pray honour me with your presence at the 
ceremony.” 

The Earl of Kentucky chuckled consumedly at the cuteness of his 
son-in-law, and the Marquis of Donnybrook took to sport, and died 
of vertigo caused by watching Agricultural Hall pedestrianism. 

But although the judges danced at the Vice-Chancellor’s wedding, 
and had more straw ice than was good for them, they continued 
to reverse his decrees to the end of their days, 

DT’ Envoi, 

The Vice-Chancellor’s real name is—but there, everybody who 
reads the law notices in the Times must know it because it is always 
coupled with these words, ‘“* Vice-Chancellor 8 decision was there- 
fore reversed with costa.” 











THE RAIN ARRAIGNED. 


Tue wonderful rain fell day by day, 
Washing the houses and piers away, 
Flooding the cellars and open plains— 
Worst of wicked destructive rains. 


his own property through his own property, but as the eye was the 
























Ir was a bleak, cold morning early in January, and the Earl of 
Kentucky’s pomatum was frozen so hard that he had to put it on his 
head in a block, and pass a hot iron over his hair before his locks 
assumed that glossy appearance for which they were famous. It was 
so cold that when the Earl met his guest, the Vice-Chancellor, at the 
breakfast table, it took the two of them a quarter of an hour to break 
the ice in the milk jug. It wasso cold that the Earl, after blunting 
the meat chopper on the butter, took the yellow iceberg in his hand 
and hurled it out of the window, with an expression the warmth of 
which would have melted it on any day but this. 

How great events do hinge on little things! At the moment that 
the butter was about to lose the velocity imparted to it by the hand of 
its hurler, and, obeying the laws of gravitation, to fall to the ground, 
it encountered an object which was being cast in the opposite 
direction. 

Now this object was the eye of the Marquis of Donnybrook, and 
that eye was being cast in the direction of the mansion of the Earl for 
the simple reason that its owner was looking for the front door. 
And the antepenultimate result was a black eye, the penultimate 
result was a row, and the ultimate result was a law suit— Donnybrook 

versus Kentucky—which brings us to 
CHAPTER II. 

‘“‘ My friend,” said the Vice-Chancellor to the Earl, as the wounded 
Marquis, holding a beef-steak to his eye, rushed off to London to 
commence his action, ‘‘ My friend, this will eventually come before 
me. Under the new Act assaults with butter fall into the Chancery 
division. The claim for damages will be enormous,” 

““Old Cock,” replied the Earl, patting the Vice playfully on the 
cheek with the chopper, ‘‘ I shall rely upon your good offices then.”’ 

“Shall you? What did that young man come here for? ”’ 

‘¢ For my daughter's hand and dowry.” 

‘“<T guessed as much; this accident then, will leave her free and her 
fortune too.” 

“Your Vice's logical mind puts it correctly.” 

“‘ Then let em be mine on condition you win the case, and I'll take 
care that you do.” 

“« Agreed,” cried the Earl, with a Satanic glance at the portraite of 
his ancestors; “the compact is an unholy one, and suits my humour 
well.” And this brings us to 

CHAPTER III. 


‘*In the case of Donnybrook versus Kentucky,” said the Vice- 
Chancellor, addressing the bar, “it seems to me that as the window 
was the Harl’s and the butter was the Earl's, he had a right to throw 


How is it all this rainfall brings 

Only the loss of useful things ? 

Piers and houses to take is bad, 

When the House of Peers you might have had. 


Flooding the plains to losses led,— 
Swamp the Commons next time instead. 
Better employed you still might be 
‘Taking the School Board out to sea. 


Silly and senseless soaking rain 

Alter your plans if you pour again, 
Sparing the dens where people dwell, 
Wash the people, and wash them well. 


A Discovery. 

Ir is told in the Zelegraph that during the past year ‘2,676 vessels 
of 1,186,609 tons have put into Falmouth for orders.”” It’s wonderful 
that we never heard of these large ships before. Such a quantity of 
them, too, and all measured off with such accuracy. And yet people 
are constantly saying there’s no news about. 


' Treasure Trove. 

An advertiser states that he has “found a smali rough hairy 
mongrel terrier dog,’ and goes on to say that the owner can have it 
by paying all expenses. This man’s honesty is a trifle exuberant. 
That small mongrel has evidently found a master. Let’s hope that 
in this case “ findings ’’ will for once turn out “ keepings.” 


Out of the Early Burly. 

Loxnp Repespae’s elevation to an earldom is gazetted. His lord- 
ship is 72 years old and has no heirs. The proverb as to the payment 
of Conservative obligations is in future to read, better Easly 
than never. 


News Scindian. 
Tux Maharajah Scindia has wired his congratulations to the Kaiser- 
i-Hind. The collective congratulations of the other chieftains are 
coming on a post-card. The eae preferred five shilling's 
worth of electricity and his Scindiaviduality. 


Wuers xo Eat Riven Fiss.—On the River Plate of course. 
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‘FOOLS RUSH IN——” 


Bashful Youth (at his wit’s ends to say something smart) :—‘* En—I Hore 


YOU—ER—LIKE THIS—BR—WEATHER, Miss GABRIELLE.” 
Miss G. :—**‘ On, NO, INDEED; 
B. ¥.:— 
WEATHER FOR THE LITTLE DUCKS.” 
young man is not likely to try and be clever again in a hurry.) 


THE VERY LATEST. 


Tue latest device of the High Church party is to advocate (vide 
Times and daily papers) Sunday games for the sons of toil and others, 
in which the clergy shall take an active part. We may, therefore, 
shortly expect to find in the fashionable church intelligence that — 

“On Sunday evening last the Bishop of Hampstead was unable to 
preach at St. Lawrence's as announced, in consequence of his having 
sprained his ankle earlier in the day.” 

“The Fourth Sunday in Easter has been fixed for the Sunday 
School Union’s Annual Cricket Match. Mr. Spriggins, of Bell's ive, 
and the Rev. Arthur Toosynag have consented to act as umpires.’ 

‘‘A billiard match has been arranged between Archdeacon Jones 
and a well-known Canon of Westminster. Both are excellent cueists, 
and the affair, which comes off on Sunday next after morning service, 
has led to some spirited betting among the respective congregations. 
The match will take place in the Hatcham Y estry on a new table 
specially manufactured by Messrs. Thirst-on.’ 

‘* The St. Vedast’s Athletic Club Sports have been fixed for the first 


Orica 


C. BI BRANDAUER & C0. us New registered “ press 








FUN. 





CADBURY'S 





[Jan. 10, 1877. 


THE NEW ARCADIA. 


Or all the peoples on this earth, 
How blest must be the favoured Turk ! 
Rejoicing in the native worth 
Of Midhat's diplomatic jerk. 
Let Britain hide her head and kick 
Her Constitution in the air, 
The Moslem beats Britannia slick, 
What freedom can with his compare ? 


How sweetly those enactments read 
Which make the Sultan’s realm a kind 
Of crowded Eden, wisely freed 
From serpents naughtily inclined ! 
Let Russia take her daring heel 
From such a grandly governed land, 
Where Turk and Jew and Christian feel 
Like brothers walking hand in hand. 


Yet since some plague-spot ever mars 
The purity of such a scene, 

It may be that the worst of Czars 
Will still dictate as go-between. 

A righteous red shall stain our cheeks 
If still he hunts the Turkish lambs. 

Shame on the infidel who speaks 
Of ‘‘ dodges’’ or of “ paltry shams!” 


Farewell to England! Straight I fly 
To bow beneath the Turkish rule; 

Such lovely laws I fain would try, 
And live in Freedom’s latest school. 

Our Government compared with theirs 
Is not so pure and good by half, 

My common sense the fact declares, 
Assisted by the Telegraph. 
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An Unexpected Recognition. 


Tue Rev. George Brown, ‘a missionary labouring in 
the islands of the Pacific,” reports the discovery of a 
race of men with tails. They have many strange 
fashions and observances, and cover themselves with a 
dark, close-fitting material. Asthe name of this new 
people is not given, we are glad to be able to supply the 


omission. They are called Mee-Shon-Harees, and the 
appendages spoken of are properly spelt, ¢-a-/-e-s. 


oo ' 


WHATEVER MAKES YOU THINK 80f 


‘* ER—OH, ONLY BECAUSE—ER—REVERYBODY SAYS ITIS DELIGHTFUL | 
(From observation Mr. Fun thinks this 


| Bear and Forbear. 

Waris the present position of political affairs like a 
thunderstorm?—Because it threatens to be rather bad 
| for Bruin. 


The Curates’ Boxing Tournament has secured a large 


9? 


fine Sunday. 
number of entries. 

“ An awkward accident marred the success of the Honiton High 
Church Village Féte last Sunday. ‘The Archbishop of Babylon, 
wishing to amuse the children, was the first to climb the greasy pole. 
When half-way up he slipped, and fell heavily to the ground, chipping 
his mitre and making his nose bleed.”’ 

‘The rev. treasurer of the Christian Youths’ Sunday Evening Loo 
Association has disappeared, and so have the funds. The bishop of 
the diocese was a trustee, but declined to interfere.”’ 


Wuar everyone takes at this delightful period of the year.— 
Cold. 





Now eate the Thirty-Firs st dullness Volume of FUN, being the 


TWENTY-FOURTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 53. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each 








Paris Blue! 


As Supplied to the 
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WINTRY WEATHER. 


Some love the budding spring, 
And some of summer sing ; 
Some laud the golden autumn with its beauty and its 
etore ; 
Some sing of “‘ leafy trees 
That murmur in the breeze.”’ 
And some of mighty ocean as it breaks upon the shore. 


ae 
Vy) 


Sure none can e’er despise 
The love light of the skies, 
The garden full of flowers, or the green fields decked 
with gold? 
Yet there’s a stalwart glow 
About the heart when snow 
Lies on the field and ali the air is full of wintry cold. 


a r 
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Whatever some may say 
About “ the long light day ;” | 
The leafy trees and mountain with its heather scentd | 
cheer ; 
There is nothing to my mind 
In all the year, we find 
Like a frosty morn in winter when the sun is warm and 
clear. 


Our thoughts rise on the wing,— 
It makes the heart to sing,— 
It paints the cheek, it lights the eye, and beauty wins a 
charm ; 
Though gone the summer sheen 
When deep snow clothes the green, 
The frosty day looks strong and brave to shield us all 
from harm. | 


When ice is on the ground 
We step with manly bound, 
And hasten to the dear home where the fire is burning | 
bright; 
And in the glow forget 
The worry and the fret 


We meet at every turn we go in all the weary fight. 
AN ‘‘ UP-AND-A-DOWNER.” 


Brown :—“ AND WHAT DO you THINK, Mr. SwELLINGTON, WILL BB THE 


EE 


Each season has its charm : 
The spring, the summer warm, 


The autumn with its wealth of worth, its fruit and UPSHOT OF THIS CONFERENCE BUSINESS, WITH SUCH AN OBSTINATE LOT ON 
golden grain ; BOTH SIDE8?” 
But still I must confess Swellington (evidently an authority) :—“ Ursuot, stn! UP-AND-DOWN-SHOT, 
The winter has no less THINK IT SHOULD BE CALLED, CONSIDERING THS UP-ROAR AND THE SHOOTING- 
A winning smile for me in all, except the fog and rain. Town LIKELY TO FOLLOW IT.’ 
YD 
USEFUL NOVELTIES. ' The Slough of Despond. 


We have been favoured by an eminent firm with a list of useful; _ T#® inhabitants of Finchley are memorialising so as to obtain a 


novelties, which the urpose bringing out during the season. We Government inquiry into their sanitary condition, which, from the 
select the followin g 7 ——— g thethithest a. | published accounts in the local press, seems to be really most deplor- 


z able. But to every cloud there is, it is said, a silver lining, and the state- 
The P oliceman’ 8 Patent Drink Detecting Nose. Made in two | ment of one of the inhabitants, that for days they are uilede without 
qualities: No. 1, The Constable. No. 2, The Inspector. No police-| water, must strike the dwellers in other suburbs just now as a condi- 
station should be without them. tion of affairs which does much to compensate the Finchley folk for 
The Kaiser-i-Hind. An amusing game for elderly ladies and gentle- | th cir other troubles. Seriously, though, it would seem absurd, were it 
men. Bound to create roars of laughter. Expensive but very satis- | 14¢ cruel and dangerous, that in a thickly populated district of our 


factory—to the players. 6 
The Clerical Life Preserver and Brick-bat Helmet. Strongly pyre th ere should be “ Water, water, everywhere, but not 


recommended to the Ritualistic party. A special depdt will be opened | 
os ream | in . few — ‘a | Little Emly. 
he Street Boat. ingenious contrivance is made to hang L 
ogp Emty in his recent speech at Limerick stated, ‘‘the waters 
behind the hall door, and is always ready for use. Equally safe in the | of contention were subsiding.” “Given way to the eat waters,” 


Genes © Same tee ee 7 CS Made in several | might have been the dry rejoinder. But it must be difficult to find 


The Names of Streets and House Number Night Glass. No | °V°?® rejoinder dry this weather. 
pedestrian or cabman should be without one. The Board of Works | 
defied by the aid of this ingenious instrument. Lawks ’a Mussy. 

The Farthing Non-guttering Rushlight. This must speedily bri ing | Mas. Pratamop having read in a contemporary that the conference 
about the abolition of gas. Is wholesome, inexpensive, and gives | was likely to end ina “ridiculus mus,’ wants to know if it’s a neg- 
three times the light of the gas supplied by any of the companies. lected education or being born Yorkshire that makes a man spell 

————_—_—__ | ‘‘ ridiculous mess” that way. 








An Iillbread Remark. Verbum Sap. 


Tue Stamboul, a Turkish newspaper, complains thatsome portionsof,| A numovur is afloat that the Government intends to legislate 
the country are ‘without bread because the bakers, frightened by the | adversely to the Stock Exchange early next session. This is un- 
high price of flour, have fled. The Turks have an English Baker in | | grateful of the Government. Are there no more chestnuts in the fire 
Constantinople, but, alas, he is not a good bread man. _ that the cat’s-paw is to have its nails drawn? 
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SEA-SERPENTINE AND STATUTORY. 
A Votvuntary DeciaRATION. 


Lar me in lavender, rock me to rest, 
Smooth me to sleep with a feather, 

Leave me to lave at the liner’s behest : 
“‘ Capital topic thie weather !”’ 

Long have I languished down under the tea, 
Cutting in caverns my capers, 

Now I am happy, and ever shali be 
While I appear im the papers! 

Wreath me a garland as gladsome as gay, 
Give me a bottle and glasses, 

Never again may the sceptical say, 
“This our purvision surpasses.’ 

Sailor saw me, ae he sailed on a ship, 
Pounding a whale to a jelly, 

And “ taking a sight” from his rubicund tip 
He sent an account to the Tele. 

———— — ————S 


A FOOL’S PARADISE. 


I am a married man. I am also dying. I wish I wasn’t either. 
I didn’t always wish I wasn’t the former though. When first I and 
Margaret Melita Ann embarked upon the ocean of matrimony it was 
a Pacific ocean. That kind of ocean lasted for fourteen days, then it 
got Atlantic. But { liked it even then, because I believed that 
Margaret Melita Ann considered me as a being of the most profound 
intelligence and unlimited powers. She proved it to me im every 
action of our lives. She held me responsible for the elements, and it 
flattered my pride. If she went out for a walk without her umbrella 
and it began to rain, she always convinced herself that it was my 
fault that it rained. I thought that to give me the honorary position of 
clerk of the weather was a great compliment. If we went to the 
seaside and found all the apartments full, she bullied me. To give me 
the entire control of the dwelling houses of a distant seaport I oon- 
sidered a great honour. 

‘T will not undeceive this woman,’ I said to myself, “I will let 
her linger on under the flattering delusion that I:ule elements and 
govern seaports.” But the list of my glorious potentiality does not 
end here, The managers of the London theatres were evidently pre- 
sumed to have consulted me before ventilating and upholstering their 
respective houses, for if there was a draught or if a seat was hard, the 
righteous wrath of an outraged spectatress descended upon my 
unworthy head alone. How shall I describe my delight when I 
discovered that so exalted was this woman’s notion of my capabilities 
that even the accomplishments of feminine art were accorded me? 
Never did an ill-fitting dress or a non-suiting bonnet fail to bring a 
wholesome correction down upon me. I turned giddy with wicked 
pride sometimes, and I feel certain that I strutted when I reflected 
upon the distinguished figure which I must cut in that woman's eyes. 
Master of rain and fog and heat and cold, lord of summer resorts, 
adviser of the theatrical proprietors of the metropolis, and artist in 
female fashions ; what more could man desire to be? Yet sometimes, 
I must own, when the snarls were ugly, and the epithets more than 
usually insulting, I felt inclined to step off my lofty pedestal and 
prove to her that I was but as other men in these little matters. A 
well-directed pudding which missed my head and spoilt the wa!l-paper 
once wrung from me the words, ‘‘ Margaret Melita Ann, you deceive 
yourself, 1 have not caused the wind to be in the East because you 
have neuralgia; but as she burst into tears, called me a brute, 
and flew upstairs to demolish her last new bonnet, I had time for 
reflection, and thought, ‘No! I will stand all rather than allow her 
to believe me an ordinary mortal like other men.”’ Alas, short dream 
of power, how rudely were ye swept away! It was just a week ago 
that I made the fearful discovery that Margaret Melita Ann allowed 
another man to share in my sway of the elements. I heard her bully 
her brother who had returned from India, because it rained and she 
couldn't take him over to the Snooks’s to play croquet straight off. 
It was an awful shock! Rrom the moment that I found a brother 
fresh from India credited with the same omnipotent dominion over 
things meteorological and general, every angry word went home, 
every tear told, every blow broke a bone of my heart. I have lived 
in a fool’s paradise. I am dying in a four-post bedstead. 








Those Provincial Arrangements, 


Tue Turks, we are assured, are most anxious that the integrity of 
the Empire shall not be interfered with. We cannot believe this 
assertion ; the commodity is quite unknown among the inhabitants. 


Opposition. 
Tue St. James's Hall advertises a French chef, and the St. James’s 


Theatre advertises Les Danischefs. 





A Super once lived in this land of the Free, 
Whose intimates— (saving the wilfully blind)— 
Admitted his representations to be 
Of quite the firstratest description, or kind: 
Their plans were directed 
To gushing about 
His talents neglected 
And bringing him out. 


Pursuing the way to obtain their desire, 
His friends to theatrical managers went, 
Who saw he was rich in dramatical fire 
Extremely—intensely—to quite an extent! 
He promised supremely 
They saw at a glance: 
They liked him extremely 
And gave him a chance. 


The fellow was passingly apt at his art, 
Profession, or calling, I’m bound to admit : 
Before he committed himself to a part 
He’d mostly some little conception of it. 
He wasn’t a stormer 
I’m bound to allow— 
(7 like a performer 
To kick up a row.) 
But oh! he'd a painful eccentric defect 
Which pretty well worried him out of his wits : 
Impelled by a habit he couldn't correct 
He’d stand on his head in the tragical bits! 
Its virulence proving, 
The doctors he saw 
Despaired of removing 
This terrible flaw ! 


Now when, in his Hamlet, as if in burlesque 
He stood on his head in this comical way, 
The action appeared to approach the grotesque— 
To jar, as it were, with the rest of the play: 
He felt so annoying 
A failing (or flignt) 
Must end in destroying 
His prospects outright. 


The person was decently proud of his skill 
And loved his profession, or art, I confess, 
And seemingly took it uncommonly ill 
For singular habits to mar his success. 
‘* They'll sneer at me finely 
And turn me away 
However divinely,’ 
He said, “I may play!” 


But somehow he gained a position among 
The first in his art in a couple of weeks ; 
His name was the topic of every tongue— 
Of beautiful posters— of glowing critiques! 
The man began piling 
His hopes up anew 
When managers, smiling, 
Quadrupled his “‘ screw.” 
No person, I'm confident, would have believed 
So grand a reception could ever occur; 
For every part that he took was received 
With quite a commotion, sensation, or stir. 
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Then pleasure—elation— 
The liveliest kind 

Of gratification— 
Pervaded his mind. 


‘*T see”’ said the actor, evincing delight, 
‘‘ With subtle discernment you'd hardly expect 
The populace value my talent aright 
In spite of my obvious flaw (or defect) ! 
With talent prevailing, 
Delighted they are 
Though mannerish fa 
May blemish (or mar): 
The very next morning he read a critique : 
“The skill of this actor,” it said, ‘‘ we must own 


Is apen to question. His acting, most weak, 
Is saved by one quaint little action alone: 
little proceeding 
It needn't be said 
Ig guite a new ‘ reading :—’ 
stands on his head.” 


His managers loaded the actor with pelf; 
The people came flocking by crowds to the play 
To look at him quaintly reversing himeelf, 
Ani he was the first of the sights of the day: 
The actor was flattered 
And courted by all; 
And, writhing, he battered 
His head on the wall. 


But such was the shock to his pride in his art 
This habit all suddenly left him one day, 
He always in future performing his part 
Head-up in the commonplace regular way : 
Which caused so severely 
His fortunes to wane 
That now he is merely 
A “Super” again. 





A Little Mixed. 

Sarp a preacher preaching on Matrimony the other day, “ My 
friends, the Married State is the Unitedest of United States.’”’ Then 
said our own true Englishman, who was present, ‘‘ This is Ameri- 
canising our institutions with a vengeance, this man is actually puffing 
up United States bonds!” And he turned stockbroker at once, sold 
all his shares, became devoutly celibate, and went over to Rome, 
where he is BRoming wp to the hour of going to press. (This was 
intended as the ground-work of a modern novel to be based on topical 
subjects; bat, there, as our readers have got it they.are e’en welcome.) 


Joy and Glad. 


Mr. Giapstows has rushed into the Slade controversy on a post- 
card addressed to “A. Joy, Hsq.,” who sends him a memorial on the 
subject. We geet Mr. Gladstone is under the impression that he is 
corresponding the individual so eulogised by Keats :— 

“ A thing of beauty.is A. Joy (Esq.) for ever.”’ 

We sy e with the great statesman’s devotion to the beautiful 
im —— as ip art, but we fancy his correspondent is not the Joy 
referred to. 


Shoe Fly. 
“Tur Kirwee Booty’’ crops up again for the millionth time, and 
some of the unlucky claimants seem as far off their property as ever. 
‘* Booty 


isa misnomer. It is evidently slippery. 





A LONG ART. 


He was an artist on a monthly magazine, and he played it low 
down on the publisher. He illustrated a serial story, and his girls 
got longer every month. The doctor said it was something wrong 
with his sight, and if he didn’t do it he’d go blind. The publisher 
said the author couldn't stand his girls being stretched like that, and 
he’d have to take him off. The publisher's only daughter said she 
loved him, and if he went off she'd die. So he stopped on, and his 
girls got longer still. First they doubled ’em down and made two- 
page illustrations of ’em. And when that wouldn't do they folded ’em 
into sixteen, like the maps of London in the Post-office directory. 
This was all very well for a time, but they began to get loose when 
the customers were carrying them home, and the customers caught 
their feet in them and fell down and got run over by hansom cabs in 
consequence, so the insurance companies scheduled it with foreign 
climates, and the circulation went down. But the girls went up, 
higher and higher every month. ‘ Look here, John,’’ said the pub- 
lisher, ‘‘ if you don’t cut your girls down, I’m a ruimed man.”’ “ No,” 
said the artist, ‘“‘are you though? That won't do, because when I 
marry your girl I don't want her to be short. I can’t cut ’em down. 
WhatshallI do?” ‘ Ha,’ exclaimed the publisher, *‘ I have an idea. 
We won't cut ’em down, we'll cut ’em up.” And that’s how, 
simultaneously with the announcement of a marriage in the publishing 
and artistic world, there appeared in the publishers’ column of the 
Times the following announcement :— 


Notics.—Tue Paternostsr Macazrg. 


In the January number of this magazine will appear a new serial 
story by Miss Topsy Jones, the well-known novelist, entitled, ‘‘ The 
Sisters of the Broom.” The original illustration will be by that 
eminent artist, John Smith, and will be divided into twelve parts. 
The sisters’ boots will appear in the January number and their bonnats 
in December, with the concluding chapter of the tale. 


Manufactured on the Premises. 


Ir is rumoured at Zanzibar, says the Atheneum, that Mr. Stanley’s 
stories of war levied on the natives, and murder committed in open 
day by himself and army, were mere fabrications ‘‘ concocted for the 

ectation of a sensation-loving public.” It is hard te say which is 
the more despicable, the man who shoots down savages for nothing 
beyond his own gratification, or the man who says he did it because 
that was his idea of the deed a bold man would have perpetrated. It 
is said that the meanest among murderers have their admirers; we 
learn under any circumstances what Mr. Stanley considers to be the 
height of heroism. 


The Placens Uxor. 


Mrs. Jucerns lighted on the following telegram the other day :— 
“It is feared the Russian Emperor will be driven to a warlike policy 
by domestic difficulties.’’ Says Mrs. J., *‘ Ah, pore dear, an’ if ’is 
wife do mean war depend upon it war it "Il be, though, I says it my- 
self, as is one of the same sect anda female. Let him be as much a 
haughtycrat as he likes, it’s the domestic difficulty as makes the 


| difference.” And Juggins says he thinks so, too. 


Our Raikes and Pains. 

Mr. Raikes, M.P., has been going back 150 years to work up the 
Russian bogy for our benefit. An hon. member who Raikes up a 
country’s history for a century and a half to create sympathy with the 
Turk, surely forgets what he hoes to the common sense of his hearers. 


Heroes and Lee-ander. 

In consequence of the production of Herces at the Aquarium we are 
informed that a meeting of the fish has taken place, at which it was 
decided to ask Mr. Henry Lee to explain whether the heroes are 
soft or hard roes. 


Agrarian Outrage. 
“The late heavy seas made two large rents in the Wick break- 
water.’ Large rents in Ireland are such a novelty that either some 
one should be shot, or Mr. Butt lowered to the Peerage in honour of 


the event. 


Musical Memas. 
For Sacred Music Chappell and Co. Dance Music and Sailors’ 
Songs, Hopwood and Crev. Drinking Songs, Boosey and C». Egg- 
eamples of Nationa Lays,CocksandCo. Christmas Songs, Hollis and Co. 


Theatrical. 
Crepitor (to Theatrical Manager). I don’t believe you ever met 


one of your bills in your life. 
TuHeataicaAL Manaces. Wrong, my dear boy, I never go through 
the streets without meeting one. 
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| ** Can't get rid of that artic'e. You see people won't look at it!”’ 
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‘* Now that plan ought to do, oughtn tit?) But no, people won’t look at it yet.” 
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GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 


"Twas when the toddling baby-y ear | 
Its greeting to the world was giving, 
I shed a melancholy tear | 
And vowed to change my mode of living. 
‘¢ My wicked ways |'ll mend,” methought, 
“To be sedate I'll now endeavour ;” 
But all my schemes have come to nought, | 
I still remain as bad as ever. 


Methought, ‘‘ I waste my morns in bed ”’ 

(I seldom rose till twelve, or later), 
Which laziness it must be said 

Full often agitates my pater. 
* Anon at five a.m. I’ll rise, 

At once from these late hours I'll sever ;” 
But (let it not excite surprise) 

I still ‘‘ turn out’ as late as ever. 


‘¢ Now, as to cash affairs, I fear 
I’m past all remedy,” I pondered. 
‘“*T grieve to think that all last year 
No end of coin I rashly squandered. 
Oh, Fortune, one chance more I crave ; 
Oh, heart be prudent, now or never. 
At once I'll try what I can save——” 
Alas, 1’m just as poor as ever. 


Ah me! with grief my mind's beset, 
And duns continue still to storm me; 
I’m just as hopelessly in debt, 
And long for some one to reform me. 
Though conscience knocks, ’tis all in vain. 
I thought myself extremely clever. 
My plans went wrong, and I remain 
As big a reprobate as ever. 


: Sadyk Pasha. 


; A FoREIGN correspondent of the Times has discovered 
that Sadyk Pasha is to be a very great man in the 
future counsels of Turkey. He describes him as a 
gentleman “ who has a mouth both mocking and serious.” 
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Presumably, therefore, his mouth is equally divided in 
expression. 

mouth level. 
instance. ae _ 


Make him laugh both sides of it, for 


We would recommend Russia to put his | 


Man :—“ Don’t YOU COME OFF, YOUNGSTER! YOUR GIRTHS ARE VERY 
SLACK !’’ 

Boy :—“ On, att nicut! I sHan’t uunf! I’ve Gor FIRM HOLD oF THRE 
MANE IN FRONT, 80 I CAN’T SLIP OFF BEHIND; ANDI CAN’T TUMBLE OFF FOR- 
WARDS FOR I’VE A CRUPPER ON MY PAD. I’m ALL RIGHT!” 


Tue PLAce ror Foorsatyu.—Knockshinnock. 


A POOR ECONOMY. 


As a means of encouraging out soldiers to walk in the ways of 
sobriety and righteousness, the Secretary-at-War has cut down the 
value of good-conduct stripes to half. Not only this, but after a time 
these badges cease to be cumulative, and fifty shillings’ worth of good- 
ness is the maximum of which, under any circumstances, a discharged 
soldier may stand possessed. It would be mean to attempt making a 
joke about so shabby and scandalous a paltriness as this. It certainly 
looks as though the country could not afford to pay its smallest 
liabilities, and the story of the man who took his £5 pension by instal- 
ments rather than trouble the people in Pall Mall, is at last likely to 
turn out true. Although the Secretary-at-War is supposed to be a 
land official, he seems in this, as in many other matters, to be con- 
siderably at sea. After all, the money saved will not amount to what 
is annually expended on at least one too many of our small, unsavoury, 
and neither useful nor ornamental Germans. 


Trade Caution. 

Ir must have been noticed by almost everybody that the great 
Woolwich gun has, during its trials, been reduced from 81 tons to 80, 
and now promises to become still smaller. We trust that all our 
readers who intend ordering these instruments for private or family 


use will see them weighed on delivery, and in the interests of fair | 


play and no monopoly, will insist on a guarantee that the goods will 
not shrink, no matter how much or how often used. 


The Claims of Descent, 


THE reason given by a contemporary for the appointment of the | 


Standard’s new editor is that his father was a well-known contributor 
to Rlackswood. 
oldest and most thoroughly Try of our Tory papers. 


Not a bad qualification for the editorship for the | 








A LOGICAL WHY. 
Timez flies, man dies: two reasons why 
Sad autumn brings the dying fly ; 
Then winter crowds the wings and flies 
With that with wings which flies and dyes. 
To win a smile I cast the die. 
Kind reader, tell me, are you fly ? 
Say, jokes apart—“ without no flies ”— 
My reasons why have found you wkys. 








Well, Well! 

Tue woman Aberne who threw her daughter down a well has been 
respited. Perhaps Mr. Cross thought that from the Abernian point of 
view the best way to dispose of Aberne was to get rid of it at once, 
and be as near well as possible. If the woman didn’t let well alone, 
we will, after that. 

L’Empire c’est la Pay. 

On the day of the proclamation of the Untranslatable of India, 
every soldier in the Empire received a bonus of one day’s pay. And 
yet there are writers who deny that the screw has been put on to 
| make this title palatable. 


| 
i 


A Tar-rier, 

One Rees is the sole survivor of those who fought on board the 
Shannon against the Chesapeake in 1813. As at the time of the battle 
the chief officer was Broke, it is only Reesonable to suppose this 
veteran requires his wants well looking to now. 


Way didn’t the most recent ritualists keep their plots and practices 
dark, say at Deptford ?— Because tiat wouldn’t have been the way to 
Hatch’em. 
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| count the days when 
| you’ve had any 








FACT AND. 


becoming so fashion- 
“thinks that none 
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= JJIVECINS RAG AND BONE MERCHANY WB | bodies in the solar 
ledges receipt of es eee ere ny ho ee | | system, with the 
conscience money | ; A gl | Paes f - | o ATT Le == | | exception of one of 
from H. T. Z. Some j ) fh) aioe Mee 8 ATA SOOT Het et , | | | Saturn’s satellites, 
objectionable people hig id jade) NE | eee i ics | ae) mh pee _ is as yet habitable.” 
might think this | We're in no hurry, 
means Half Tipsy | and can wait a week 
Zany; but let them | or so—for another 
wait till they can | authority and 
afford to keep a another place not 
conscience. Much quite so hard to get 

at. = Young man 


envy, we say. = | 
Customs’ authorities | | at Snaith drowned 
| in submerged fields 


have given their 
owing to his boat 


Exchequer acknow- | eo 
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permission for the 

“mixing” or capsizing. Evidently 

‘* blending” of teas — he had only been 
| used to rowing across 


in bond. The only | 
difficulty arising — 
from this is that — 
the word of the im- 

porter will be no | 
longer as good as his 

bond. It is likely 

to be a good deal | 
better, even though 
it deteriorates in 
general value. — | 
Young man at War- 

rington bites a large | 
piece off the side of 
a publican’s face. 
When remonstrated | 
with he said, *‘ Well, | 
he shouldn’t ’a had | 
so much cheek!”’ A 
terrible temptation ! | 
= Paper speaks of a | 
new way of making | 
finest Havana cigars | 
from York cabbages. | 


those fields during 
| the dry weather, and 
| the water puzzled 
| him.— Dumas’s new 
| play is, it is said, 
| intended to illustrate 
the unhappy conse- 
quences to actors i 
and actresses of | 4 
marrying with | 
people outside ‘‘the’”’ 
profession. The 
| people” and their 
_ feelings are of course | 
not worth consider- 
ing; it is they who | 
are in fault! — The | 
river Ouse is full to 
overflowing. Is, in | 
fact, Ouse-ing over. | : 
= ‘* Eminent Jews 
of the Times’’ is the | 
title of a forthcoming 
publication. Thisis | 
likely to be interest- | 
ing, but it will 
| hardly be in accord- 
ance with the 
| anonymity of jour- 
_ nalism. Besides, 
_Mr. Walter won't 


We rather fancy 
that the really new 
way of making the 
finest Havana cigars | 
would be to have | 
them made of 
Havana tobacco— 
and we wouldn't 
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other, ‘‘A year in | yaxr’ AWAY THE SMELL OF SPERRETS IT’S A RAW INGION—AND MANY’S THE TIME I'VE TRIED 
which you only | yy wesgxr.” 


insist on the quality. _ | like it, and may 
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Pure and Simple. 


‘‘ Afcer Life’s Fitful Fever——.” 
Tus Manchester Guardian wants to know how long the German Tus word reformers who wish for the convenience of the London 
people will be content to forego essential elements of personal liberty | School Board to er our method of spelling, will have a pretty 
in the interests of national unity. Well, we should have thought | good spell at their k before they accomplish it. They might 


anyone could have answered that! As long asthe mania—the Ger- | utilise the weary waiting period by simplifying History and Geography. 

mania—lasts, of course. A Royal Commission to reduce the number of events in English 
ieseinadteiiihieeaeiineineeniitaiieeeia | History to = per aom and ° ane the sone of or = a 

: : ” | country to four, would confer a re nupon scholars an chers 

‘Children in Arms. ae | alike. "Gusta we believe, the School Board has already partially 

A Suerrigup daily says that, “a child a day old is liable to serve | gholished. ; 
| in the Turkish army, and must pay an exemption tax.” Evidently, | SS ‘ 
while the Turks fancy England is but their vassal, they regard the | Feitows or THE Royat Socizsty.— Wales, Edinburgh, Cambridge, | i 


great game of war as the merest child's play. Connaught, Brown and Co. a 
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A LOVE SONG FOR THE SEASON. 


Mest me at eve, oh, lady fair! 
Come with your dainty gingham; 

If you have waterproof things to wear 
Do not forget to bring ’em. 

Come to the mead where the waters are ; 
Over the fields together, 

We can swim from the town afar 
In suits of the porpoise leather. 


Meet me at eve, oh, lady mine, 
Far from the hum of people, 
We can float on the railway line 
To the top of the old church steeple. 
There perchance for a month or more, 
Love, if we only tarried, 
The flood might sink till we saw the door 
We pass through to be married. 


NEW LEAVES. 


Eat, Drink, and be Merry (Brook) is an amusing brochure full of 
anecdote of those who live to eat, as well as of those who eat to live. 
To say nothing of the subject, which is in itself most attractive, the 
compilation is neat and complete. Fora shilling, the reader may be 
made not only merry, but hungry into the bargain. 
The specimens of coloured plates issued in conjunction with the 
Garden are sufficiently beautiful to be attractive even to those who have 
no passionrfor floriculture. 
; Dora (Charing-cross Publishing Company) is a quiet little story 
4 which will be read with interest by young persons of a serious turn of 
: mind. The author is evidently of opinion that marriage is a great 
blessing. Haply she is herself single. 
The Birthplaces of the People (Triibner) is a learned and ethnological 
: treatise, which argues out the laws of migration on a basis supplied by 
os the 1871 census of the British Isles. People who have hitherto moved 
4 from town to town, from Ireland to England, and from England to 
: Scotland, without knowing they were obeying a natural Jaw which had 
i prearranged all their journeying, should buy this book and educate 
4 themselves. We confess to have learnt much from it, as hitherto we 
3 had thought the great Southward movement was the only intelligible 
or, for the matter of that, intelligent one. 

The oldest, as well as the most popular and exhaustive, of the turf 
manuals, /tuj/’s Guide, having passed into new hands, is now published 
at the Sportsman office. The peculiarities which gave this work its 
original prominence seem to have been well considered by the present 
proprietors, who have filled it very full indeed from every available 
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source. 

The First Volume of Design and Work (Purkess) should be prized by 
all who aspire to the style and dignity of British Workmen, amateur 
or professional. Though there is a good deal in it we don’t understand, 
the book is none the less amusing for that—and very much more 
instructive. 

The Watchman ; or, Eastward Hoy! though from “the atelier’ of 
the Charing-cross Company, differs materially from the bulk of that 
publishing firm’s works. It is in prose and verse, and is evidently 
intended as a satire on the present day, its manners, customs, follies, 
political tendencies, and inanities generally. Of the latter, we should 
think the writer eminently qualified to judge. He may, however, 
console himself, for, if he has not succeeded in being scathingly 
satirical, he has done the next best thing, and become intensely funny. 

We have no wish to characterise Mr. Vizetelly’s Facts about Sherry 
as an immoral publication, but the number of people it is likely to 
drive to drink must certainly sadden the hearts of our good Sir 
Wilfrid and his legions of pious Permissivites. They might buy a 
copy each, and thus prevent so mischievous a work falling into the 
hands of already hardened sinners and encouraging them in their 
sinfulness. 

Idyls of the Rink (Hardwicke and Bogue) is a series of burlesques of 
popular or famous poems, the travesties being devoted to rinking 
pleasures and pains. As the poems are all initialled by the origi 
authors, .it is fair to suppose that the editor has not only spiritualism, 
but metempsychosis, at his command. It is a pretty little book neatly 
bound and not too cleverly illustrated, and should thus be much in 
demand among votaries of the asphalte. 

Guiding Lights (Nimmo) is a selection of biographies of famous men 
“* writ small”’ so as to suit minor capacities, and kept as free as possible 
from sectarian influence. Though ostensibly prepared for the rising 
generation only, there is many a grown man who would be the better 
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for a perusal of this handsome little volume. 

At a time when so much cant is abroad as to comicality being 
sacrificed to art in comic drawings, the production of an illustrated 
periodical like the Jester.-must be considered almost a boon. Art 
certainly receives no sacrifice here, and if the pictures were only a 
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little bit plainer, perhaps the long lost comicality of comic art would 
be quite distinguishable. 

The Professional Pocket Book (Rudall, Carte and Co.), with its daily 
and hourly engagement diary and personal supervision by Sir Julius 
Benedict, must be found invaluable by all members of the musical 
profession. The Musical Directory, from the same publishers, seems 
to us to be all that can be desired. 

Those who remember Uncle Tom's Caden and the wonderfal sale that 
book had in this country, will be sure to welcome the original's 
Autobiography (Christian Age Office). The Rev. Josiah Henson, who 
was the Uncle Tom of Mrs. Stowe’s story, gives his experiences in a 
simple, unaffected way, very different indeed from the sensational- 
ism of romance, but in no way less powerful to those who prefer an 
unobtrusive story in which there is the impressof truth, to highly 
spiced details which even when true have all the appearance of fiction. 

The Registrar's Pocket Book (Knight) contains a vast amount of 
information in a small space. Mr. Flaxman, the editor, has done a 
public service in showing what are, and what are not, the duties of our 
local officials and their superintendents, many of whom will be much 
surprised at the information supplied them. 

‘ Once again, 7ruth is a good deal stronger—as well as stranger—than 
ction. 


Silly but Unseasonable. 

Ir has been generally conceded that the seasons are gradually getting 
out of gear, and that spring, summer, autumn, and winter are at present 
being hashed so as to reappear, let us hope before long, completely 
renovated. This may account for the fact that im one morning's 
paper a day or two ago, we encountered not only our old friend the 
Sea Serpent, but a cat 100 years old and a woman 103. Surely these 
worthy creatures must have been deceived by atmospheric derange- 
ments, and have postponed their hitherto periodical appearance for 
more than three months. 


Sixty per Cent. 

‘Sixty per cent. of the Quakers live to be over sixty.” Soa 
statistical paper reports. Our own Hibernian says that’s nothing, 
either as to numbers or balance, for considerably over a hundred per 
cent. of the rale ould Irish gintry live to be over a hundred. Perhaps 
that’s why their representatives’ over here never seem to come into 
their property—for borrowed beer-money, however personal, can 
hardly be considered real estate, even among the horrid Saxon. 


An Historical Fact, 

Dvurine the whole of the Franco-German war only six invaders 
were killed by the sabre, notwithstanding all the ‘“ brilliant cavalry 
charges’ of the Frenchmen. This is a hard fact, though whether it 
means extra hard heads among the Germans, or extra soft yet still 
beaux sabreurs among the Frenchmen, we are notin a position to say. 
Perhaps Mr. Kinglake will decide. One thing is certain, the fact 
that he didn’t know anything about it before will not prevent 
his trying. 

Massa-credulity, 

AnoTueEr detachment of United States soldiers has been massacred 
by the Sioux Indians. One of the Indian chiefs explained how this 
result was arrived at to the leader of the military band just before 
extinguishing his light and taking his scalp. (We get it by private 
wire on the spot.) ‘“ You see, Sambo,” said the ascetic and usually 
and silent chief, “‘yah, ah!—we can allus Sioux coming!” And 
then he rattled his bones and thrummed his banjo. 


‘¢ When Honest Men Fall Oat——.” 

Tue Lord Chancellor and Sir Charles Adderley have had a little 
unpleasantness as to the appointment of a commissioner of wrecks. 
How history will keep on repeating itself! Lord Cairns is by no 
means the first Chancellor, as our old friend “the merest schoolboy ”’ 
must know, whose motto was ‘* Ego et Wrecks meus.” 


Due Provision, 


A provision merchant at Bristol has just paid his father’s debts in 
full with twenty-five year’s interest thereon. Talk about there ae 
nothing like leather! Who will say that the man who makes suc 
provision as thisis not the right man in the rightest of right places ? 


Between the Weights. 

An unfortunate man has been killed at the Alhambra by a heavy 
weight falling on his head from the flies. Whoever cuts down the 
dialogue at this house ought really to see the lumps put more carefully 
away. : 
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1, Brown has dispensed with his morning shower-bath; he stands outside in the 
garden for a few minutes. 

2. Leaf from an illustrated paper of the future, ‘‘ London in 1877.” 

3. Boozle says there’s a great deal too much water for him. 


WHIFFS AND STRAWS. 


Viscount Newry is the adaptor of Les Danischefis. He says 
Bellows’s dictionary is the best, but it doesn’t give any stage direc- 
tions. 

The Arctic performers have six weeks’ leave of absence. Some of , 
them will fill up their leisure by taking engagements at the music- 
halls and minor theatres. The Arctic motto, “ It’s all gaff,’’ originated 
with the commander. Naturally,as the gaffer. | 

The Turkish conferencier has retorted ‘St. Bartholomew”’ to the , 
French conferencier’s ‘‘ Bulgarian Atrocity.” The Marquis of Salisbury | 
is incorrectly reported to have received “ Waterloo ’ as his smack in the | 
eye. The word should have been ‘ Peterloo.”” The alteration was | 
made in the printed reports at the request of the Italian conferencier, 
who said the Pope never took ‘‘ miss’’ in his life. 

Viscount Maidstone, being unable to live single on £500 a year, has 
invested in the bonds of Hymen. A big interest was created at once, 
but matrimony is a queer thing for an impoverished man to re- | 
coupon. | 

The editor of the Turkish daily London paper is to be made a 
Turkish knight. He will be styled Sir Aglio. This knight will want | 

a lot of dubbin’ to keep the mud away. 

Tennyson has a noble mind. He dislikes people who behave badly, 
and refuses to write dramas because they don’t act well. Puvor stage ! 
Failing Tennyson, we must go back on Byron. 


SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.— WHOLESALE, 





“‘ ‘We can bear personal testimony to its value asa tonic.’’—Standard. 
“T find it to be a very useful and excellent preparation.”— 4. H. Hass, M.D. 


AT ERS QUININE W IN 





THE WEATHER. 


4 Fitz-Jones does his morning lounge in Pall Mall. 

5, Evening effect for painters in water colours. 

6. Mamma :—* Now, Freddy, you know you can’t go out without your life-buoy ; 
and mind you don't swim out of sight or get run down by anybody.” 








Common Talk. 


A REVIBWER in the ZJimes noticing a book devoted to the supernatural 
and the commonplace, obliges those whom it most concerns by stating 
that he uses the word profane ‘‘ with no disrespect, but merely to 
imply a contrast.”’ Great creature! Perhaps, now that the Times 
critics condescend to explain what everybody already knows, they will 
unravel some of their own least remarkable utterances, and bring them 
down to the level of an ordinary understanding. (Mem. for the 
ingenious proprietor. To attach a patent self-acting Walter glossary 
printed on an endless roll by a boy and a half to each edition of the 
New Thunderbolt for all connected with Common Weekly Papers.) 


Canaletto. 

M. De Lesszps is turning his attention to the irrigation canal to be 
known as the Rhone canal. Having shared in the glory of the Suez 
undertaking, the French are about to have an engineering triumph in 
their Rhone country. 


The Clothes of the Year. 
Tus Birmingham Trades Council have determined to abolish the 
“sweating” system in the clothes trade. They should begin by 
prosecuting the bad weather, for that’s (s)weating all our clothes. 


Fuorat Empuem For A CrrcuLaTinG Liprary.—The Read Rows. 












WATERS & SON, 34, EASTCHEAP, E.C. 


erhalten SS, 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the+Proprietors) at 153, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, January 17, 1877, 


[Jan. 17, 1877. 





= 


MBE tyes 
Peete ita 


Te 
Bbc ocr eR TAS 1S 


ae See) 


et eas 





Jan. 24, 1877.] 


FACT AND FANCY. 
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_ intriguers think that the Midhat is out of place at the head of affairs. 





| What do the Hatti Scheriff and Earl Threehats say ? = “ Russian 


CAMBRIDGE crew commences work. This is the elegant manner in | Nihilists want to bring about a revolution.” Most people would think 


which the D. T. puts it: “‘ The proceedings of the light blue with the 
view to the forthcoming race with the sister University for aquatic 
honours were resumed this afternoon on the Cam’’!! — Terrible 


landslip near Folkestone. Several Folkestoned to death. = Sligo | small beer” Khans. 


returns one of the Kings of Ireland to Parliament. He is a real Irish 
member, a Conservative who believes in Home Rule and abolition 
generally. — Pure vaccine lymph, says a medical contemporary, is im- 


| 


} 
' 


they want to bring about nothing—of the sort. — Correspondent states 
that a large Khan in Constantinople is as valuable as a pile of London 
warehouses. In Constantinople they don’t think these places “ any 
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‘*Save me from my Friends,” 
A smaLt Scotch paper publishes an extract from a letter written by 


ported from Belgium. It is brought over in blocks and labelled ‘‘ Con- | Thomas Carlyle toa “ friend,” expressing a somewhat contemptuous 


solidated essence of Flanders dricks.’’ — An old lady named Archer has 
just died “aged 104.’ According to the testimony of this Archer, 
Time must have been drawing the long beau. = Four hundred million 
meteors were incorporated with the earth last year. Yet judging by 
the very latest specimens of journalism and literature, the world 
doesn’t seem to have benefited much in brilliance. — Says a Con- 
servative paper, “ Englishman is becoming a term of reproach among 
the Turks,” Among the ‘unspeakable Turks,’ mind! Some would 
think this as good as “approbation from Sir Hubert Stanley.” = 
‘‘ Geese are glutting the London markets.’’ They are rare geese, 
indeed, who go to the poulterers’ shops believing this. = ‘An 
intrigue is going on for the removal of Midhat Pasha.” 
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opinion of Darwin and his doctrine. Of course the chief London and 
provincial dailies pounce on the paragraph, and a light and only too 


| possibly private utterance of Carlyle is trumpeted abroad, and finds 


Possibly the 


ten times more readers than his most thoughtful efforts have as yet 
been able to obtain. It is bad enough for spies to be set about the 
houses of our greatest men, and the most private transactions which 
take place therein to be made public by the new system of journalism ; 
it is worse when, in accordance with the prevailing spirit of the times, 
‘“‘friends’’ rush off to the nearest newspaper office anxious to show 
they have received a letter from a public character, and forgetful in 
their own selfishness that its writer may have intended the contents to 
be of the most purely confidential character. 
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A CHILD’S DREAM OF THE PANTOMIMES. 


This is how little Curlywig mized it all up after a Morning Performance of the Pantomime at the Aquarium, a view of the Fish in 
the Tanks, @ good Dinner, and an evening at Covent Garden. 


Dzar little Curlywig's been to the play— 
Theme to descant on for many a day !— 

Still in her dream run the orchestra tunes, 
Mixed with hot pokers and burnt pantaloons. 
Clowns and policemen and codlins all hot 
Jostle with fairies, and who can say what ? 
Harlequin, columbine, pantomime fay, 

Reign in her heart since she’s been to the play. 


Dear little Curlywig, happy young elf! 
Dreams that she’s fled to the play by herself. 
Free from her parents, she dons a disguise, 
Mixing up marvels nor feeling surprise. 


VOB. XXV. 


a 





Now she’s a fairy with cobwebby wings, 
Now she’s a myriad different things ; 
Now she’s a party to pilfering pelf,— 
Oh, little Curlywig!—happy young elf! 


Dear little Curlywig, dream and be glad, 
Time enough yet to awake and be sad. 
Smile as you slumber, dear innocent one, 
Fancying life is all frolic and fun, 
Pantomimes, parties, and pudding and cake, 
Never a trouble, a pain, or an ache. 

Ah, little Curlywig, waking’s too bad ! 
Slumber in happiness, dream and be glad! 
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IMPLICIT CONFIDENCE. 
A Srorny Totp Over “a Pint.” 


Joun SmuituH was not one of the brightest fellows in the world, but, 
as his name denotes, he was certainly one of the best. He was always 
thinking what a fine thing it would be if somebody would only leave 
him some money, 80 that he could go among the poor and do good. 
He had a tender heart, had John Smith, and he would have done a lot 
of good had it only been in his power. But it wasn’t, which I note is 
generally the case with all those possessed of the very best intentions. 

‘lalk about your Peabodies and Burdett-Couttses, and all that lot! 
Lor’ bless you, sir, they're all very well in their way, but plenty 
people would do the same if they’d only got it to give. It’s not half 
a bad thing to be a public benefactor. I often think how much I 
should like to be one, and John Smith used to do the same. 

I say used, because Ae got an opportunity and was cured of his desire 
all at once. It was like this :— 

You see, sir, John Smith didn’t have much time for himself, as he 
used to work very hard, and he didn’t read the papers much, because 
when he had a few minutes to spare he generally found something 
better to do, and, besides, his education was not very grand, and he 
used to smoke his pipe, and if he got only half a chance, he'd do a bit 
of gardening or home-carpentering, and as he never went near the 
‘‘ pub” he didn't know much of what was going on. He thought if he 
was very very rich he'd try and) prevent war and all its attendant 
miseries ; if he was very rich he'd pension off all the poor, especially 
the over-worked labourers like himself ; and if he was simply rich he’d 
go about and give money to the old and infirm, doing good by stealth 
and blushing to find it fame. He didn’t think it out like that, because 
he wasn’t as clever as I am, but he was a very good fellow, was John 
Smith, and as everybody knows, you can't very well (except in my 
case) be good and clever too. | 

Well, one day after he'd been thinking what a fine thing it must 
bs to be rich, and what a lot of good he'd de if it lay in his power, his 
e er came to him and asked if he was John Smith, son of vohn 
Smith, and John said, ‘“‘ Yes.’ ‘“ Ah, then,” says the employer, 
‘‘ there can be no doubt you're the man whore uncle’s just died abroad 
and left a large fortune to his nephew.’ And before John could 
recover from his astonishment, the worthy employer, who had hardly 
ever looked at him before, pressed a thousand-pound note into his 
hand, and gave him his blessing and half a day’s holiday without even 
80 much as being asked. 

John, of course, went straight away home and gave his wife the 
intelligence and the money, and though she said, ‘*‘ Nonsense! don’t 
you come any of that stuff now!” he was full of bis notions of doing 
a lot of good for the poor. And as she was just as determined that he 
should do as she thought best, they had a great row, a thing that had 
never happened before, almost as soon as the money came into the 
house. So to prevent things becoming worse, John borrowed the last 
couple of shillings his wife had in the house, and leaving her with the 
thousand pounds, went off for a walk while she got the note cashed at 
the butcher's and bought a nice little piece of fresh beef for dinner — 
quite a treat in the middle of the week, I can assure you. 

John Smith didn’t think it at all wrong that now he could afford it 
he should treat himself to a glass of best ale and a cigar. In he 
walked to a regular swell bar, and stood enjoying himeelf like any 
king. Of course, he was full of the fortune be had just come into, 
and what he intended doing for the poor out of it ; and he hadn't been 
in the bar long and had another glass of Burton and another two- 
penny smoke, before he was telling it all to a respectable looking man 
who was drinking cold gin, smoking a big cigar, and gazing about as 
if he was used to such luxuries every day. 

‘* So,” he said, when John had fioished his story, “‘ you mean to bs 
good to the poor, and you want to find someone in whom you would 
have confidence to distribute the money properly. Would you have 
confidence in me ?’’ he asked. ‘Then John said, “ Yes,” and the stranger 
calling another man who just then happened to come in, told him 
ali about it. ‘‘ Ah,’’ said the second man, “ but where’s the money ?”’ 
This rather staggered John, but he at once said that there was a 
thousand pounds at home, and he could get it all less the price of the 
piece of beef if he only had good reason to run and fetch it. ‘* Well,” 
said the first etranger, “‘ I'll give you proof that I'm to be depended 
on,.”’ and he took off his gold watch and chain and gave it to John. 
‘‘ There,” said he, ‘that shows I have confidence in you.”” Then the 
other took out his purse, and took from it ten pounds, and gave it to 
John and also said, ‘‘ There, that shows I have confidence in you.” 
Then they both said he could take the watch and money as proof of 
their implicit belief in his story, and run and fetch the thousand 
pounds less the price of the piece of beef, and they would show 
him the best sort of poor to spend it on. Then they winked at each 
other mysteriously and pretended to be drunk all at once, but John 
was 80 glad at what he would be able to do for the poor that he never 
noticed all that. 

John was, in fact, sir, more than delighted, and dashed out of the 
house ; but as he went out one of the strangers suddenly became sober 





FUN. 
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and whistled mysteriously, and before my poor fri-nd had got a 
hundred yards he heard a cry of “ Stop thief!’ and, looking round, 
saw two policemen running after him. But as he wasn'ta thief he 
kept on, and it didn’t strike him, till he had been knocked down and 
taken into custody, that he could be suspected. 

‘“‘ Ah,” said the first of the strangers, who now came up, “ you must 
be a green hand at the game not to know me and my pal here. ‘Why, 
we're Active and Intelligent, the two best known detectives in the 
force, and we've been specially engaged to put a stop to this here Cou- 
fidence Dodgery.” 

As John Smith wasn’t known to the police, he only got three months 
with hard. ‘The magistrate laughed when he was asked to send for 
proof of John’s story. And so did the detectives. Put J believe, sir, 


that most of the men who offer to give money to the poor “in 


confidence”’ really mean it. xcept, of course, when they're policemen. 


—_—__—_—- 


MOST UNSELFISH! 


** At Salford Borough Police-court, a solicitor pleaded that his client, who was 








charged with assaulting his wife, had a perfect right to chastise her, as she had 
neglected her duties.” 





’T1s well that a husband should “ wallop” his wife 
When her duty at home she neglects it. 

She’s promised to love and obey him for life, 
And he—like a dummy—expects it. 

If, sad and disheartened at finding he’s wrong, 
He but tenderly tries castigation, 

Not a soul can consider he’s ** coming it strong’’: 
They’re “ one flesh ’—’tis but self-flagellation ! 


A Practical Suggestion. 


Tur New York Times has discovered a way of reaching the North 
Pole which is likely to be eminently sati:factory to our latest explorers. 
It is that the track shall be first planned out and smoothed between 
Smith’s Sound and the Pole, and half-mile stations for rest and re- 
freshment erected. The side-walks are to be properly swept and 
garnished, and a light is to be kept burning at night in the front 
kitchen window of each of these refuges for belated and weary 
explorers. A hero “could warm his feet at one station, lunch at 
another, and sleep atathird.”” Supplementing this, we should propose 
that Arctic Twins be kept at each half-mile establishment, so that 
there should not be too much strain on explorers’ minds, and that 
medals and orders of the Bath should be handed round occasionally 
with the supper beer just to keep the determined pecker up, and show 
that Englishmen who live at home at ease are net oblivious of the hard- 


ships underg one by their never-to-be- turned-back or in -any-way-diverted 
heroes. 


Shares in the new movement are expected to be largely taken 
by those at present interested in Dr. Richardson’s Hygeiopolis. 


In the Street. 
Brown (coal merchant, to his customer, a@ successful author). Well, 
sir, since you like my coals so much I hope you'll allow me to call on 


your friends and mention your name. 
S. A. It wouldn’t be worth your while, Brown; if you want a big 


connection you'd better solicit my enemies. 


The Way to Live Long. 

Tuirty dogs merely suspected of being likely to go mad were des- 
troyed lately in Cardiff. We wonder how long the destroyers would go 
on, provided they were allowed to survive until only remotely suspected 
of being likely to become sensible? We should get some centenarians 
without doub: by this method. 


Come Veal, come Veau. 


A town pastor preaching in the country recently, referred to “ the 
fatted cali’’ as one that had been loved by the prodigal’s family for 
many years. When a clergyman re-veals such ignorance as this the 
School Board should look calfter him. 


Birds of a Feather. 


A GRAND county ball took place the other night at Dorking. The 
admission was of the most exclusive kind, and to prevent anything 
like a suspicion of fowl play, no gentleman was admitted who wasn't 
in full evening costume and possessed of pigeon-toes. 


Tue Queen or ConnatGutT.—Prince Arthur's mama, of course. 
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Ts first of England's merchant-kings 
Was Munnigrub—extremely wealthy ; 

And yet, I think, his views of things 

| Were reprehensibly unhealthy : 

He thought that people with a whim 
For Science, Nature, Art, were flighty, 

And only Commerce seemed to him 
To be respectable and mighty. 


‘‘ Why, art and science, on the whole,” 
He said, “‘ are very well for gabies— 
But as to Nature—Bless my soul! 
Why Nature, Sir,’s a thing for babies! 
In fact he couldn't find a name 
In all abusive nomenclature 
In which to adequately frame 
His withering contempt for Nature. 


To see him eye the babbling brook— 

The sombre wood—the mead extensive ! 
I’ve never seen a person look 

So grossy, mockingly offensive! 
Among the folks on Margate Sand 

He'd cause a positive commotion 
By waving his derisive hand 

And sneerimg at the raging ocean. 


But panic in the City took 
To shaking down and undermining 
His fortunes, and his ledger-book 
Distinctly showed his luck declining. 
He had to keep his house and wife, 
And girls on fifty thousand yearly ; 
On one accustomed to a life 
Of comfort, fell the blow severely ! 


But greatly softened by the shock 

His erring heart was sweetly altered, 
And when he felt inclined to mock 

At Nature’s works, his accents faltered ! 
He came to speak of clouds and trees 

In terms approaching adulation, 
| He humbly owned the sighing breeze 
| Was worthy of consideration. 
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And by and bye his mind began 
‘Vo gain so high a moral stature, 
That he confessed the works of man 
Were not a patch on those of Nature. 
And on a memorable day 
As in a mead the man reclinedhim, 
Strolled Mother Nature round that way 
And came, by accident, to find him. 


“ Oh, Nature,” he exclaimed in jerks 
Of fervour most insinuating, 
“ T've just been looking at the works 
You're in the habit cf creating ; 
They’re truly fine, the things you do— 
Profuund— m»gnificent—alarming ! 
I’ve been inspecting one or two; 
They're quite too positively charming!” 


“The Wind I specia ly admire ; 
And Water also let me mention ; 
And then, that grand production, Fire— 
A most remarkable invention ! 
I long to be a rolling wave 
To bound about the sea unchectly !” — 
The lady felt so pleased, she gave 
Him leave to be a wave directly. 


There sailed a ship for distant climes— 
(That merchant-prince’s speculation)— 
She was insured for twenty times 
Her right and proper valuation : 
The merchant (now a rolling wave) 
Assailed her with a force terrific 
Until she found a humid grave 
Beneath the measureless Pacific. 


Again the merchant sought the dame 
And said, so much politeness usiwg: 
‘TI wish you'd change me toa flame !” 
She couldn't grieve him by refusing: 
Among all other merchants’ stores 
The flame began to rage intensely 
Till they were cinder to the cores,— 
Our merchant's stook went up immensely. 


** Oh, Dame,’ the merchant said, and grinned 
In mixed respect and exultation, 
“ Do change me to a raging wind!”’ 
And she indulged his aspiration : 
His partner stood upon a cliff ; 
The wind, a pitiless aggressor, 
Just swept him off it with a whiff,— 
Our merchant was his sole successor. 


And Nature's pride in him was such 
She said approvingly and gently : 
** He loves to be a wind so much 
He shall remain so permanently.” 
The merchant blusters here and there 
And causes wrecks and much commotion. 
But who became the lucky heir 
To all his wealth, I've not a notion. 





A Military Sockrates, 


Captain Hozisr, the well-known military writer, suggests that in 
view of ‘ possibilities,” we should commenee 
efficient men. 


1 our army with 
This stocking view is Hoziery to a degree. 





A A SS 


- 
oe 


; 
ha 
> a 

* 
i 
' + 
a 
: : 
£ 
; 


= 
~ 


>. 
4 


: 
¢ ’ -* 
Sete wotinnt 
ined ae eens stdiantin cin. ik ee 
7 * alien ee ne 
, 7 


+ es 





1 i 
foe 


4 —s 
4 WD ae 
KG ties Ad 
y 4 AE 
a hae ee 
A 


Oy) KS 
A A SSO 
fo Pg . _ (any 


j 
n 

a dd Be 

ae 

hs ‘ * 
7 _- Sy Py 
x 7 9 | 
” s - — 
s ap 


IN LUCK. 


“ Prime stuff, ain’t it? Ill give you a dozen.” 


! Vl br ng ’em down to stay at your place for a week ” 
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You must know ’em 
“I know you want a good spin. There '——I’il introduce you to my wife!” 


SOME FELLOWS 


**T'm a-goin’ your way, mister, so I'll show yer the road.”’ 
Rare good fellows, those three! 
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SI. TOOTH YE MARTYR.—HYS FLAGELLATION. 


Design for a New Pattern in Ritualistic Stained Glass. 
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A LITTLE SELL. 
A Pivviat Paropy on A Porvutar Sone. 


Tuer told him that the rain had ceased, 
He smiled a sneering smile, 
Exclaiming, as their joy increased, 
‘“‘ Tt has, but for a while !— 
But just allow me, friends, to say, 
Ere long you'll wail in sorrow, 
For though the sun peeps out to-day 
’T will rain again to-morrow !” 


They told him that the rain was o’er, 
He only said, ‘“* Enough! 
Away! and worry me no more 
With such confounded stuff! 
Ere loog, my friends, you'll vainly strive 
A trusty ‘gamp’ to borrow, 
For sure as ever you're alive 
It's bound to rain to-morrow.” 


Next day they sought him, full of woe, 
Ere off he trudged to town, 
For as he had predicted, lo! 
The rain came pouring down. 
He heeded not the tears they shed 
But scorned their looks of sorrow, 
And cried, ‘‘ Remember what I said, 
It's sure to rain to-morrow !”’ 


Allaway’s Unguilded Pill. 


A mAGisTRatTs and deputy-lieutenant of the county 
of Hereford, named Stephen Allaway, has been sentenced 
to a month's hard labour by the Merioneth bench for 
obtaining money under false pretences. Possibly this 
wicked person thought that owing to his position he 
would be allowed to try the stmi/ta similthus dodge, 
and Welsh the Welsh with impunity. It was rumoured 
that he gave a false account of himself to the Merioneth 
magistrates: this can hardly be, for whatever he may | 
stvle himself in Hereford, it is certain he is Stephen | 
Allaway in the Principality. 


Time Service. 


‘*KarseR Wiizram is the oldest of the monarchs of , 
Europe.” Yes, and one of the oldest of its ‘old soldiers.”’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Orphée aux Enfers as played at the Royalty Theatre seems to tickle 
the palates of thoze yet left unconverted from Joufe and the manifold 
miseries to which it has been somewhat suddenly discovered to give 
rise. There are probably quite enough left in London still inclined 
towards this form of opera, despite the writing-down it has received, 
to fill the little theatre in Dean-street for some time to come. 
Whether they will all go to see Orphée or not we cannot of course say, 
but on the night of our visit the house was as full as it could hold, and 
so were the audience—of enjoyment. Without having any particular 
fancy for this sort of entertainment ourselves, we have no intention of 
condemning it on that account alone; and as the programme at the 
Royalty is all it professes to be, and maybe something more, we 
ought in common fairness to give it a word of commendation. Offen- 
bach’s music is, as everyone knows, bright and sparkling, and, as the 
introduction of a too-well-named music-hall song, “ Awfully 
Awful,” seems to yield intense satisfaction, why should we object ? 
(Wn the night of our visit the chief novelties were a new musical 
absurdity called Happy Hampstead (noticeably like The 700), and 
the Tenepennente of Miss Kate Santley after an accident to her 
ankle. 

The Queen of Connaught, though a very different piece from that 
which preceded it at the Olympic, is in no way a less extraordinary 


production. It is described asa picturesque comedy-drama. Pictur- 


esque it is, and dramatic, and as it outrages all notions of probability, 
or even possibility, it may not be without claims upon what some 
people seem to regard as ‘‘ comic.” Irishmen are always complaining 
of being misunderstood ; they are not likely to mind ordinary English 
errors after once sitting through the new play at the Olympic. It has 
been whispered that The Queen of Connaught is really the work of a 
patriotic Irishman who wishes, by at once reaching the height of the 
ridiculous, to rescue Ireland from further calumny. Even if this were 


HsrRE YER ARE! 


TO PIECES. 








PEN’ORTH. 


A ‘‘LIBERAL” 


GREAT CONSERVATIVE TRIUMPH! Sprcsau 
Epition ! RumourRBD DECLARATION oF Wak AND Five Hunprep Peorie cer 


GREAT CONSERVATIVE TRIUMPH-— on ty a penny! 








Cavendish, Mr. Neville, Mr. Flockton, and others, is so good that it is 
a pity it should be wasted on such an inane production as The Queen 
of Connaught. 

Mr. F. Marshall's amusing travesty of Macheth entitled Biorn has been 
produced at the Queen’s. Several well-known passages in the origin» 
are amusingly parodied. The Norwegian colouring given -by the 
introduction of Scotch ballad airs and the bagpipes is a humorous 
notion for which the composer deserves credit. With splendid 

_ scenery and dresses, Biorn will run the pantomime houses hard. The 
_ omission of the Harlequinade is an oversight. 
Previous arrangements have compelled the management of the Royal 
| Aquarium Theatre to withdraw the pantomime from the evening bill. 
_ It is, however, still played in the afternoon, and affords intense delight 
| to lots of little ones. The “ Midget” Hanlons are strange birds —s0 
are some of the fish, which all visitors to the theatre are allowed to 
| inspect when the pantomime is over. 
| The “ eternal fitness of things,” even in matters theatrical, is shown 
| by the advent of Mr. South in a North metropolitan district for the 
| pareve of showing that, properly conducted, the Park Theatre may 
| be made to pay, and that handsomely. ‘The people in Camden Town 
'are, whatever may have been said to the contrary, very much like 
other human beings in other parts of London and the world generally : 
they only want an inducement, and they will go anywhere without 
being ‘‘ ordered”’ in. 

Certainly the most amusing theatrical production of recent days is 
the Era Almanack for 1877. Mr. Ledger, who shows much taste and 
_ discernment in the conduct of this annual, continues the series of 
quotations and signatures in facsimile started by him three years ago. 
One or two of the chosen artists’ names are unknown, or at best 
unfamiliar, to us; we presume, however, we have ourselves to blame 
_for this. There is the usual amount of valuable compilation, which is 
| followed by some original sketches. Of these latter it is sufficient to 
| say that readers who are satisfied to judge of work on its merits, 





true, it would be a very Irish way of doing it, as not even the faintest without being led away by the names of writers, will agreo that the 


controversy can be based on the Olympic piece, and so even that for- 


best contributions are undoubtedly those supplied by Messrs. George 


lorn managerial hope must be abandoned. The acting of Miss | Edwards, Arthur Matthison, and Clement Scott. 
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TOO BLUE, 


First young Lady, with newspaper :—‘‘ Ou! THESE DREADFUL FLOODS 
Second ditto :—‘* Ou! SHOCKING, Isn’T IT? ALL THB POOR PEOPLE WASHED OUT OF THEIR HOUSES AND THROWN OUT OF WORK, TOO!” 


First ditto :—‘‘ An, YB8, THAT'S VERY BAD, BUT HERE'S SOMETHING WoRSE. (Reads) ‘IT 18 PBARED THAT THE STATE OF THE RIVER NEAR 
OxProRD WILL CONSIDERABLY INTERFERE WITH THE PRACTICE OF THE Dark Buive Ercar!’ ”’ 


LATEST WAR NEWS. 


Tue siege of St. Jabez’s still continues. The congregation have 
now held the Church fourteen days against the insurgents. A 
balloon post has been established with the village, and by this means 
we learn that the Reverend Commandant declines to capitulate. The 
women and children are in the vaults. The rations have been 
reduced to one hymn-book per day to every fourteen men. 

The famous weer tactician of the High Church Party, the Rev. 
General Father Furbelow, has retired from active service. This veteran | 
hero of a hundred fights was originally a lieutenant in Tooth's regi- | 
ment. He fought in the battle of Hatcham, was present at the taking 
of St. George’s, and received a severe scalp-wound while charging 
the Protestant League on the field of St. Vodast 3 | 

The High Church Field Hospital appeals for public support. It | 
has 100 beds at head- quarters, and sends ambulances and 
experienced surgeons to attend every service where the Ritual is 
observed in case of an emergency. Many a church-goer owes his life 
to the ready attention of the staff to broken heads and limbs. 

The commencement of hostilities between the Low Churches and 
the High Churches of Hampstead will probably take place to-morrow. 
The special correspondents who have left Fleet-street for the seat of 
war are Mr. Glum for the Zelegraph, Mr. Gay for the Daily News, 


Dr. Ruesell for the Zimes, the Earl of Winchilsea for the Morning | Liberal 


Fost, Messrs. Barclay and Perkins for the Morning Advertiser, Mr. | 
Whalley for the Rock, Major O'Gorman for the Standard. Mr. 


sent Fun. 
Lady Anne Reredos has been appointed Vivandiére to the Rev. | 
Colonel Mackonochie’s Own Dragoons. 


Colney Hatcham. 
Wuewn the Bishop ‘had that notice nailed on the Hatcham Pande- 
monium it was a fair clerical fight— Tooth and nail. 





| whigging. ‘ 
Thomas Carlyle, Mr. Ruskin, and Professor Huxley will jointly repre- | Review will be unworthy of its name. We might call it the “ Hair- 
| dressers’ Chronicle’ with equal justice. 


Tus Edinburgh Review is a backslider. In the face of the great 
party, it goes for the bankrupt butchers of Bulgaria. The 
article is probably the work of a whigged wag. He wants a 


An advertisement for a curate states that applications are to be 
made to Grappenhall Rectory. We have been puzzling for some time 
to discover how it is there is so fine a clerical flavour about the title of 
this Cheshire parsonage, and now we leave it open to our readers. 








(Jaw. 24, 1877. 
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SHADES. 


TuHeErs are shades that follow me on through life, ey 
Or that glide beside me as friend or foe! ; 
There’s a shade of her who had been my wife 
But for that great shadow grim Death will throw ; 
There are shades of many who've gone before 
To the shadeless life of another sphere— 
And their shadows will trouble me more and more, 
For their numbers multiply year by year! 


Thus haunted by shades from a spirit land, 
My faltering steps fall sad and slow! 
And to “shades” I’m led, by a beckoning hand, 
Where the spirits come, and the spirits go! 
Still my shadowy spectres throng around, 
But my wearied soul has their secret got, 
For I know they do it because they’ve found 
That I am, like them, but ‘‘a shady lot”! 


Whiggle Waggle. 


If this sort of thing is to be tolerated the great Whig 


Peas and Bees. 
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over the Bill of Fare agin, and looking down it, I spots some Irish 
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Good service and cleanliness are thrown away on people who always 
prefer quantity to quality and cheapness to anything, and who resent 
order and decorum as a personal insult. The People’s Cafés are 
certainly a step in the right direction—they would be a gigantic stride 
if the promoters did not insist on the absence of a glass of wholesome 
beer from the dinner table. As it is, to use the expression of one of 
the People’s Café frequenters, they knock the “ Slapbangs "’ silly. } 


































THE PEOPLE'S CAFE. 


Britt GawseR was a working man, at least, so he said. For my part, 
I think the greater portion of his day’s work consisted in saying so. 
Like many cther sons of toil, he possessed an immense appetite, which he 
had been in the habit of assuaging at a stuffy little coffee-house, whereat 
they vended ‘‘ Hot Joints from 12 till 2 daily.”” But owing toa slight 
misunderstanding with the proprietress of that establishment, he vowed 
that ‘‘ he wouldn’t go anigh the place agin.” 

Having said this much by way of introduction, if would perhaps be 
better to let him tell the story himself. 

‘“‘ Well, one of my mates says, ‘ Bill, why don’t yer try the People’s 
Kaif, it's a sound affair?’ So, taking his advice, I went to one a 
little way off, and went early so asto be in time, and as I pushed the 
door open a bell starts off tinkling to let ’em know as I wasthere. I 
was rather frightened arter I’d got in, ’cos they was a lot o’ marble 
tables and that in the crib, and altogether it seemed more for markisses 
than mechanics like myself. Well, jest afore the bell left off, in comes a 
young woman dressed up in fal-de-rals and that. ‘ What have yer 

got?’ I ses. She didn’t say nothink, but hands me over a strip of 
paper about a yard long. ‘ Wot's this for?’ I ses. ‘Bill of Fare,’ 
she says. ‘Choose wot yer'd like.’ ‘Oh,’ ses I, ‘that’s it, is it?’ 
So I looks down the list and twigs a lot of articles as I wasn’t used to, 
sech as roast fowl, fried soles, and so on, but the figure of ’em was 
acut above my mark. A little farther down I notices beef-steak- 
puddens, which was certainly cheaper, though about double what I 
used to pay for ’em at the old shop. So I fastens on thatitem. ‘I'll 
have a pudden,’[ ses. ‘ Yes,’ she ses, and off she wanishes. And I 
looks round to see if I could get hold of the Talleygraph or R-ynolds’s, 
but I couldn’t see anythink but the Lusterated and one or two fly-me- 
high sort of peeryoddicles. So I lands the Lusterated jest to look at 
the pictures like, and lo and behold yer, I goes through it over and 
over agin, and kept on a-getting more hungrier every blessed minute. 
Still my dinner didn't turn up, so I kicks up a row on the table, and 
in walks the gal. 

‘““* Well, young woman, will my pudden be long?’ I ses. ‘Oh,’ 
she ses, ‘they ain’t quite done yet, would you mind waitin’ about a 
quarter of a hour or will you have anythink else?’ And she chucks 





REVENGEFUL LONGINGS. 


I tone to be a clown, 
I'll tell the reason why : 

Tis all because I’m “‘ down ”’ 
Opa Jones who dwelleth nigh. 
With joyfulness I'd try 

To spifflicate the coon— 

I'd knock him down, if I were clown 
And he were pantaloon ! 


I mortally detest 
The very sight of Jones; 
He causes me unrest, 
For which he ne'er atones., 
He often borrows loans; 
I lent him coin in June. 
I'd give a crown, were I the clown 
To Jones’s pantaloon ! 


Oh, how I long to fight 
That narrow-minded cad ! 
In * rallies ” I'd delight, 
And though I'd have to“ pad,” 
Oh, wouldn’t I be glad 
If Fate would grant the boon! 
Fate, cease to frown, make me a clown, 
And Jones my pantaloon ! 


Heavy Metal. 


Pgor.e are always wondering how it is that the great Sea Serpent 
only appears fora moment at a time, and won't stay to be captured 
and brought ashore so as to be verified and subsequently tanked at the 


stoo, which is a thing as I'm very partial to, and as it was about the 
same _ I ses to her, ‘I'll have some Irish stoo. That is,if it’s 
done,’ I ses. ‘Oh, yes,’ she ses. ‘In a minute, sir,’ and off she 


' goes agin. 

‘“‘ There was only one other covey in the crib, and he was a-reading of 
the Saturday Review, and every time I knocked on the table he looked 
startled like and stired at me through a high-glass, but he didn’t say 


nothink. So, at last I ses, ‘Nice day,’ I ses. ‘ Yaas,’ he ses. 
‘Oh,’ thinks I to myself, ‘aswell, are yer? Nice sort of a cove for 
a People’s Kaif, you are. So I tackles him agin. ‘ Looks like as if 
we should have some rain, though,’ I ses. ‘ Yaas,’ ses he agin. So 
I chucks it up, and goes on a twiddling of my fingers on the table for 
a bit longer, and still my Irish stoo didn’t turn up. SoI operates on 
the bell, and in cumes the gal agin. ‘Now, then, young woman,’ I 
ses, ‘how about that Irish stoo?’ ‘Oh,’ she says, ‘it won't be 
many mirutes.’ ‘ Well, let's hope not,’ I ses. ‘’Cos I’ve got to 
get back to work, yer see, and I’ve been a-waiting now jest upon a 
hour, and between ourselves, young woman, I’m about famished: 
that’s straight.’ ‘All right,’ she ses, and off she toddles agin, and 
I waits agin. 

‘* Seems like as if we wos a-going to have war f’ I ses, addressing 
of myself to the swell-bloke. ‘ Yaas,’ he ses. ‘ Russia seems like as 
if she meant a-going it?’ I ses. ‘ Yaas,’ he ses agin, and nothink else. 
I don’t believe as how he'd got another word in his wocabbulairy, so I 
give conversation up as a bad job. 

‘“‘ Well, after waitin’ about another half-a-hour, in comes the stoo all 
‘ot, and I notices, with a kind of a sort of sinking, that it was a werry 
little lot for the coin—tenpence. ‘ Why, young woman,’ I ses, ‘ I’ve 
had more’n that at my old crib for four dee.’ ‘Can’t help it,’ ses 
she, ‘that’s our figure!’ ‘Oh, very well,’ I ses, glad to get hold of 
even a little to peck at. ‘ Only, my pal what advised me to come here, 
said as how People’s Kaifs was sound affairs! that’s all.’ 

‘«¢ You'll excuse me, young woman,’ I ses, arter I’d looked round a 
bit, ‘I don’t tee any pepper or salt about yere.’ ‘Oh,’ she says, 
bringing me some from another table, ‘we have reason to believe 
as how a foreign count which dined here early to-day emptied the 
salt-cellar and pepper-box and took the contents home for his 
own dome:tic use.’ ‘ Yaas,’ ses the swell. ‘Oh,’ I ce3, ‘that’s it, is 
it?’ and went on eating, and it didn't take me long to finish my dose, 
I can tell you, and then paying the damage I bunked, glad to slope 
from such a aristocratic crib. And I went a little way off and laid 
out another four dee for some fried fish and taters, jest to satisf 

my hunger with. And all I say is this much: that People’s Kai 
may be sound affairs, but J don’t go to one agin, that’s all!” 

And he didn’t ! 

{Mr. EKun’s sympathies are certainly not with this “gentleman.” 


Royal Aquarium in Westminster. There is happily no necessity for 
them to trouble their minds any longer as to why this is. According 
to latest accounts the Sea Serpent comaaits suicide as soon as discovered. 
From an influential and ever truth-distilling daily we discover that on 
July 13 a “ serpent was seen about two hundred yards off the Pussline 
shooting itself along the surface.’ After this we shall never hear of 
its blowing great guns at sea without thinking the Serpent must be at 
the bottom of it. Once given a Sea Serpent, it would be a paltry 
mind indeed that would stick at the shooting. 





More than their Deserts. 

Deszrtion has been s0 common in the Army during the past year 
that it has assumed a most serious aspect. The sister service is better 
off in this respect, the men rarely desert their ships. On the other 
hand, the ships not unfrequently desert the men. 


Ma Conscience! 

Ms. Epmunp Yares writes to the Times to deny that he sent £1 
to a certain fund as conscience money. Somebody has been having 
a little joke. No man of talent would think of his conscience as a 
stray donkey, and put it in a pound. 





‘‘Tl n’y @ pas de Savon.” 

A Lrvsrpoo. paper says that “ washing in Paris costs three times as 

much asin London.” ‘That's because they have three times as little 
of it—and washerwomen must live. They only do that here. 





Anything but. 


A man was killed recently at one of our theatres “by a weight 
which fell from the flies.” What falls from the flies is thus evidently 


not always a flyblow. 


$$ 


Not the First Man. 
Mr. Avam, M.P., is disgusted with the general state of affairs under 


Tory administration. Poor Adam! He surely didn’t expect our country 
to be a second Eden at such am Eve-entful crisis. 


Note. 
Tux Committee of the Stock Exchange have ‘‘ censured” a broker 


for sharp dealing. This is the first instance of such a thing this 
censury. 
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ARRANGED FoR Two Volczs. 


First Vorcs. Att hail the Empress, let the sound 
Of joyous homage fill the air; 
All hail, our mistress grandly crowned, 
‘“* Kaiser” of India’s kingdoms fair. 


Ssconp Voica. Hush all your voices, for the sound 
Of fearful anguish rends the air ; 
The hour that saw an Empress crowned 
With famine filled these kingdoms fair. 


| Frest Voics. A million tongues with joy proclaim 
The advent of Imperial sway ; 
| In por and might the Princes came 
ith gems that shamed the light of day. 


| Szconp Voics. 4 million tongues with grief proclaim 

Starvation holds its deadly sway ; 

Thrice armed the King of Terrors came, 
And slew his thousunds in a day. 


| Fresr Vorcs. A splendid sight was that I ween, 
| Of treasure spent with open hand ; 
Right royally for England’s Queen 


i a | THE NEW INDIAN NATIONAL ANTHEM. 


We gave the wealth of this our land. 


Sgconp Voicz. A shameful sight it was I ween, 
Of treasure spent with wasteful hand 
On worthless baubles for a Queen, 
| While Pest and Famine gripped the land. 





| Bad for the Committee. 


Tax newly appointed editor of the Morning Advertiser developed 
| such highly original notions of journalism during his few weeks of 
wi | office that, at a ial ‘‘ court” of the proprietors of that trade organ, 

TRAIN UP A CHILD-—.’? ' he hae bees call on te sani We Sots wee Sara, as SS Be Se 
7 ° ad , | and only time on reco t anyone has been found in the slightest 
7 JPR fo yn Rin ee er i | way incapable of editing a paper. People who have failed at dragging 


| trucks are certain they could do editing easily if they only got a 
ced ie coe ode os Tuas ‘Bees gnac As DRACHER | chance, and criticise those who do get chances unmercifully and from 


| @ pedestal of immense superiority. (See Discussion ‘“‘ Forums” passim.) 
eee ee | The strangest part of all is, that out of nearly a thousand applications 
| the Committee of Direction should have selected the only applicant 
SCIENCE GOSSIP. | who could not do the work. For, as we have said before, anyone can 
Tux Earth, on account of its approaching proximity to a satellite, | edit a paper not only wisely but extremely well. 
is to take fire shortly. ‘The Thames is to be satellite b7 someone first. | apiieeniatimenntnsintmmenen: 
For the Earth to ie fire will be an agreeable change. It has done | Gee Woe! 


nothing but take water lately. : : . 
Buttereine is undoubtedly more wholesome than butter, and goes | PE ah Sem ha — = = ho = an Ge 
much further. Some people affirm that it goes to Worms, which, as whom it most concerns. Our own cricket critic says that though he’s 


Fee a eae depts from Cork Hosted in Gad the Englishmen won, he Knows it was only because tho other 
quiet, of course, without any Barking and without any Creak. couldn’t Gee ‘long fast enough with their scoring. That alone (we 


wee Ae as _ think) would be a good reason for not giving any of the other reasons 
Photo hy by night is being largely practised in the City Road ° 
and aed neighbourhoods. Several persons have been taken from | *¥P plied by the sporting papers. 
life quite recently. The process is generally the Daggerytype. 
Professor sree, lecture at the Royal Institution on the Pecu- | Narrow Escapes. 
liarities of Colour Blindness, with specimen of Blind Man’s Buff, is 4 prisonan named Williams escaped from Ruthin Gaol one morning 
“Tbe Roval Olmervato ae ieee Mik die iain _ last week. “This makes his fourth escape in two years,” says a local 
2 ae = Sere oe See ae 2 a od | PAPer- There doesn’t seem to be much Ruth out of Ruthin, or such 
shall y discussed, proved | persistency would have met with a better reward than that of being 


it quite beyond the 7Zé/e’s scope. | . . tla t 
¢ first putty medal of the Royal Bonded Society of Birmingham «, pe sd >t on Z re i escaping.” What's the good of 


Art has been presented to P.C. Jones, who took up a sewer because it | : 
appeared flushed, and because, on applying his nose to its mouth, he | 
found it smelt very strongly. | 





On Paper. 
| Dr. Ricwarpson has kindly turned his attention to the papering of 
as rooms. Paper is an important item in the doctor's calculation. His 
It’s an Ill, &c. “City of Health’’ is at present entirely on paper, and not a single 
In consequence of the floods at Eton, the school will not meet till case of illness has occurred in it. We doubt if such a satisfactory 


the 24th inst. (to-day). Master Fun says it’s a tidey araingement. result will be obtained if it should at any time be transferred to land. 





JOHN HEATH’S 
Postal Telegraph Pens 


With Turned-up Points. 
The amoothest writer ever made. 


Of a)! Stationers. Sample Nor f r? or 13 stamne [ VN 4; | 


70 GFORGE STREET PARADE, RIRMINGHAM. =e te » B ie ie ! 
LIEBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT| MERI Rta COCOA ESSENCE 
bining the nutritive properties of solid food. A boon to the weak, tt Ti aby a ats 


travellers, and others. 
IEBIG’S TONIC WINE.|} PURE-—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
oe 8 LAUNDRESS CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of otereh. 


A delicious drink, posaeasing the most astonishing invigora 
tine powers.—Stores: 18. Crean Lane, E.C. and Wine Dea ere. 
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FACT AND 
FANCY, 

Tue Empress of 
Brazil has sent the 
Queen of England a 
dress made of spi- 
ders’ webs. One 
would have thought 
cobnuts would have 
been more in Brazil's 
way than cobwebs. 
So long as her Ma- 
jesty is “nuts” on 
it we are satisfied. 
=A bill to make 
revaccination com- 
pulsory is to be in- 
troduced next 
Session. As_ there 
are large numbers of 
children whose 
parents avoid the 
Vaecination Act 
every year, it would 
be as well to make 
the original forms 
really compulsory 
first. — The Fish- 
mongers’ Company 
bas presented £100 
to the building fund 
of Girton College, 
Cambridge.  Fish- 
mongers’ Company 
naturally believes in 
the unshellfish con- 
duct which would 
laice Academic 
onours in the grasp 
of sweet young soles 
whose soft - roesy 
—_ compares 80 
rill-iantly with the 
crabbed old age 
which generally 
characterises this 
sort of thing. — Man 
at Pontypridd steals 
a wedding-ring 80 as 
to get married. Com- 
mitted for trial. So 
he would have been 
had he got clear to 
the church. = Lieu- 
tenant in the 3rd 
Buffs, “‘who was 
about to be married,” 
blows out his brains. 
The publication of 
the one fact suffi- 
ciently explains the 
other. ‘ Of achoice 
of evils always 
choose the least.’’ — 
A horticultural 
paper states that 
“roses, vielets, 
primroses, and 
mignonette are 
blooming _luxuri- 


Tx following new books are announced :— 
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‘aA LITTLE: MORE THAN KIN—.” 


“AND ISN'T THERE AN OLD GARDENER SOMEWHERE ABOUT HERE TOO, Mrs. Matonzy 
—Par Reitty I THINK HIS NAME I8?” 

‘Know HIM Is IT, MY LEDY—AND ISN'T HE A RELATION OF MINE? SHURE HE WONST 
WANTED TO MARRY MY SISTER Karte!”’ 


NEW BOOKS, | “The Tinge on the Marmalade.” 
| 


Hon. W. E. Gladstone.” 


“Salting Lord Salisbury’s Tail.” A comic story in several volumes, | from Spiritualism to Small-pox. 
translated from the Russian. 


““ Cometh Out like Cheap Champagne.” 
‘‘ Leaves from the Diary of Her Majesty’s Under-Kitchenmaid.” 
By Theodore Martin. 


By Miss Rhoda Broughton. Un-Graceous, 





| 
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antly in a garden 
near Furness.” Yes, 
but then it’s bound 
to be warm there! 
= Her Majesty and 
some members of the 
Royal Family “ paid 
a flying visit to Lon- 
don last week.”’ 
‘‘Rare birds,” in- 
deed, in the metro- 
polis. Ask the West- 
end tradesmen! = 
Russian Com- 
mander - in - Chief 
forbids, in the event 
of war, any news- 
paper correspondents 
to accompany the 
army. These news- 
paper fellows are 
such devils to fight, 
you see. They wil/ 
always keep getting 
in front and routing 
the enemy them- 
selves, thereby giv- 
ing the regular army 
no half-chance — and 
the enemy no 
quarter! — In China 
‘‘any man possessed 
of four pounds 
sterling can, if sen- 
tenced to death, pur- 
chase a substitute, 
who will cheerfully 
submit.” Why don’t 
a few art-critics and 
superfine reviewers 
go out there and 
commit a murder or 
two each? It would 
be a change for 
them, might ease 
their consciences, 
and the purchase of 
substitutes wouldn't 
cost as much as a 
well-fought action 
in an English law- 
court. = Major 
O'Gorman has 
one the Marquis 
of Halfhartington a 
tremendous lesson in 
Parliamentary 
etiquette. But as 
neither really be- 
longs to the true 
Liberal party, why 
should they bother 
about it? ButO'G. 
does talk big, and 
his lines are perfect 
O'G. curves of 
literary beauty. — 
Newsboards say: 
“The Great Turf 
Swindle.” Which of 
them ? 


By Ginx Jenkins, M,P. 
“Wisdom on a Post-card; or, The Odd Ha’porths of the Right 
A series of short essays on various subjects, 


Lorp FirzHarpincg has written to the Bristol papers proposing 


“The Addresses to the Public of F. B. Chatterton, Esq.,” now first | that Mr. W. G. Grace shall have a testimonial given him. . As nobody 


collected. 
‘¢+In Memoriam.” 


Nawab Nazim of Bengal. By several London journalists. 


vol. 





xxXV. 


Edited and corrected by a writer for the Press, 
An affectionate tribute to the generosity of the | say oe are not so Daft as to subscri 
| been 


| seems to object, why doesn’t Lord Fitz io P.. him ? 
, their spare money having 


The Notts folk 


recently given to the rival, and loca], professional bataman. 
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POOR JACK: A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 


Scenzl: A Cottage by the Sea. Jack and Jw are bidding each other 

an affectionate farewell, 

Jiu. Farewell, dear Jack! you are about to on active 
ps -rvice in the Kefetier. You will cruise about the Nile with the 
Brit sh equadron to protect the author of some recent atrocities from 
tho just resentment of the kings of Africa. Take this kiss upon th 
brow, this bottle of lime jaice and this cork jacket, and come back 
whole if you can. 

Jack. Farewell, dear Jill. I will wear your image in my heart, 
your cork jacket on my breast, and take your lime juice at intervals, 
and by avoiding the boiler and instructing my officers in seamanship, 
I trust to return safe and sound. (They part.) 

Scanz 2: The Decks of the Kaffetier. Half a mile from shore. A grand 
entertainment ts in progress. 

Caprain. The exquisite rendering of “’Tis bat a little faded 
flower’”’ by Bo’sun Jones, has melted me to tears. Bid those accom- 
plished able-bodied seamen, Brown, Jones, and Green, move me to 
laughter with the“ Nile Triplets.” 

(The “ Nile Triplets"’ > Song and dance.) 

Finst Lisutgsnant. A splendid performance. On our return, 
Captain, these worthy fellows must be honourably mentioned. 

Comsat They shall; but who is yon idle lubber who, instead of 
joining in the song and dance, disgraces his cloth by attending to the 
wheel ? 

Fiasr Lisutenant. That is Jack Jonson, A.B. He cannot sing a 
comic song or dance a hornpipe. His powers as a comedian are 
limited. He is a disgrace to the service. 

Jacx. At any rate, yer honours, I can steer a ship, and I know a 
gangway from a marlin-spike, and that’s more than some of these 
mountebanking swabs can say. 

CapTarx, This is open mutiny. Clap him in irons and send some- 
one else to the wheel. (Jack is clapped in irons. The Nure Txrievets 
take the wheel and run down an emigrant ship. The SentTimEnTaL 
Masten takes the wheel and rams an ironclad. The Navicatine Ligv- 
TENANT takes the wheel and the vessel goes to the bottom. An interval of 
Jive minutes, and JACK is seen struggling with the billows.) 

Jack. Ah,agony! Farewell, my Jill, I die. No, a ray of hope! 
These irons are part of a Government contract. See, they are 
getting pulpy with the action of the water. Ha! ha! they melt, I 
am free! (He is free, and swims for the shore.) 

Soang 3: The Beuch adjacent to the Cottage by the Sea Enter Juur. 


Oh, my true love is a sailor, 

And he sails the cruel sea, 

While a weeper and a wailer 

Here I mourn the loss of he. 

For them ironclads is pisin, 

And them Admirals is fools, 

And the nation’s dander’s risin’ 

At the Admiralty rules. (She weeps). 


Ah! What dolI behold! my Jack upon the stormy ocean? That 
ship's given way underhim. Hi! Jack, dear Jack, ’tis I, your Jill. 
(Waves her pockeihandkerchref.) ; 

Jack (at sea). I'll be with you in a jiffy. 
shore and alights at the feet of his Jitu.) 

Jitu. My love, say, are you wet? 

Jack. To the skin. 

Jitu. Repair at once to my humble cot, dear Jack, and in the top 
long dresser drawer you will find the Sunday clothes of William, my 
brother. I will remain here till you return. 

Erit JACK into cottage. He returns presently “ changed.” 
How well he looks in William's clothes, but then they’re not 


JILL (sir ging). 


(He swims rapidly for 


JILL. 
“¢ contract.” ; 
Jack. Here I am, my darling, and now to proceed to the authori- 


ties and report myself. (Z/ey set out.) 
Sceng 4: Further on. Enter Jack and Juz. 

Jack. I will now report myself to the authorities, and then run up 
to Fleet-street and put the Narrative of a Survivor up to auction 
among the newspapers. 

Enter Mn. Warv Hunt, who has come to the seaside to invent regulations. 

Juz. Oh, Jack, there is Mr. Ward Hunt; make a leg to him. 
(Jack makes a leg.) 

Mx. Warp Hunt. Why do you make obeisance to me, my man ? 

Jack. Because, yer honour, I'm an A,B. seaman of H.M. ship 
Ka fietuer. 

Max. W. H. Then why are you not aboard her? 

Jack. Because she’s gone to the bottom, and I’ve just swum ashore 


to tay 60. 


Mx. W. H. These little irregularities will occur. But tell me, 


tirrah, how dare you appear on shore out of uniform? Have you 
read my recent regulation P 


in distrese and 
you sing, sirrah, or dance, or play in private theatricals ? 


him 
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Jack. No,I ain't. Besides, my other togs is wet. 
Mr. W.H. Oh, the degeneracy of the modern seamen. He prefers 


the dry and disgraceful garb of the civilian to the wet, but honourable, 
uniform of the British tar. 


; - Here, Court Martial. (Enter Covrr 
Marriat.) Try this man immediately for disobeying our latest 


regulation. 


Jira. Oh, mercy, my First Lord! 
Mr. W.H. Iam connected with the sea. The sight of a female 
Are there any extenuating circumstances? Can 





Jack. No, yer honour, I joined the Navy before them things was 


part of a nautical eddication. But I can manage a ship in a storm 
with any man. 


Mr. W. H. There are no extenuating circumstances. Sentence 


Courr MarriaAL. Having disobeyed the regulation with regard to 


uniform, and being found, vocally and histrionically, incapable of per- 
forming the higher duties of a seaman, you, Jack Jonson, are con- 
demned to be placed on board the first new ironclad which tries her 
boilers on the measured mile, and in order to mark our sense of your 
conduct, the latest improvements approved by the Admiralty will be 
tried on the same occasion. 


Jack. Shiver my timbers! I’m under orders for D. J.'s locker this 


time. 


Jitu. Alas! his doom is sealed. (She faints into the arms of Mr. 


Warp Hunt, who issues a new regulation that no sweethearts are to be 
allowed in the Royal Navy.) | 


CURTAIN. 
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THE POLAR DIFFICULTY.—FRESH PHASE. 
Sketched from Life at Regent’s Park. 









eS SOO — agineaendeagenepeannaaaneee 


The Whole Hog. 

A BES8IDENT in the Black country, named Mander, was summoned to 
the police-court the other day for neglecting to have his child vacci- 
nated. During the hearing it was discovered that the young Mander 
had been christened “‘ Chushanrishathaim Dodo Mahershalalhashbaz 
Maximilian.” Perhaps as the father goes so far when he starts, this 
is the one instance where the exception to vaccination should prove the 
rule. If Mr. Mander senior once began he might insist on the unfor- 
tunate child being vaccinated all over. Under the circumstances, the 
magistrate felt rather nonplussed: itseemed so much like over-doing 
the thing for him to take upon himself the »é/e of Repri-Mander, 





‘*‘ Hang out your Banners,” 

Tue creditors of Mr. R. B. Oakley, whose Co-operative Banner- 
factions resulted in his being at present a convicted felon, are, it is 
said, to receive a dividend of twopence in the pound. The belief of 
those few who vowed to stand by Banner to the last is likely to flag a 
little after this. Even their minimum figure was fourpence. 


A Bird’s Eye View. 
Tus Conference has ended in smoke. Well, we shall of coarse-cut 
Turkey after her returns for Conservative efforts tobacker up. 
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THE INTERUNIVERSITY BOAT-RACE. 
Sprcta, Detarts. By Our Own Bivupr Boartsr. 


A few General and Anticipatory Remarks with Practical Hints and 
Suggestions, expressly arranged for the readers of Fun. 
Potngy, Midnight. 


Tux time is rapidly approaching when the aquatic carnival which 
annually takes its place upon the bosom of old Father “Phames will 
once again be inaugurated. It is only fair to assume that the crews 
will, when they arrive, receive an ovation prepared here, but they 
will bring their boats with them. As in preceding seasons the 
Universitarians have often expressed dissatisfaction with the ovations 
received by them at Putney, they may bring one or two with them as 
well, but that is a matter which the president, himself no mean judge 
_ matters and the effect they have on a crew's chance, must 

ecide. | 

At thé present moment it is hard to say which boat is most likely to 
prove victorious, but not unlikely whichever is the better of the 
twain will on the day obtain the award of the umpire. Im fact, as 
may not erally known, it is the duty of the umpire'te see that 
the winners best. Without thig he would have ho raison d' étre, 
as is only too oftén the case in raceé'bf a commoner kind, which’ought 
to be done away with, arid the Oxford and Cambridge race rowed once 
a week in the future. “Then gentlemanly admirers of rowing who are 
really the only writers able to appreciate its beauties and'to thoroughly 
understand its claims (as I hope will be observed here) would have a 
far more congenial task than unhappily at present obtains. 

It is difficult at the time of writing to invest this great aquatic 
event with the importance it undoubtedly deserves. The Oxonians 
are not yet using the long as well as dark blue drag for which they 
have in past years been famous, and which, when not engaged at other 
times on behalf of the Coaching Club, is extensively used by the Royal 
Humane Society. Often after having served so well upon the Thames 
I have seen the Oxford drag tooled merrily down the road, thereby 
taking its turn at the hippic as wellas the aquatic pastime. During 
the dead season the drag may not inappropriately be seen engaged on 
the Serpentine or the Ornamental waters of Regent’s Park. In the face 
of these public benefits, who will deny that much advantage is annually 
derived from the Oxford and Cambridge race, and that the Oxfords 
are just the sort of fine athletic fellows to go in and win easily? But 
this is a digression. The reason, I was about to say, why the 
Oxonians have not as yet tried their special drag is because the water 
is not strong enough upon the Isis to bear the strain. Some 
ignorant folk have been foolish enough to say, and to put it in print 
too, that the Oxford men have not been able to row in their usual 
manner because there is too much water! The absurdity of this 
speaks for itself and requires no comment. The fact really is that the 
immense amount of recent rain has caused the water to be weaker 
than-usual—it is the old question of quantity being at the expense of 
quality—and so the long and strong drag cannot be again un fait 
accompli (Fr.) until the water once more attains its preconceived 


ncy. 
the Cantabs—so called for short because they Cantabulate a 


victorious score whenever they get a chance—much has been already | 


said that if not exactly untrue is very much exaggerated. I have 
every reason to believe that though the light blue captain has no less 
than three odd or reserve men appointed, he does not allow them to 
sit in the same boat with the eight, assisting in the manipulation of the 
sliders. The truth of the matter is, they go in the coach which runs 
by the side of the crew on the towpath, as everybody knows. I will 
conclude the first of my articles anticipatory of the great race witha 
few lines which have been forwarded me by a gentleman well known 
in sporting circles, whose aquatic verse is admitted to be of the first 
water. 
When the tide is swiftly flowing, 
When the dark blue boys are rowing, 
When cerulean tints are glowing, 
As the sun sinks in the West; 
When on towpath tipsters knowing 
Their attention are bestowing,— 
Then I think it’s past all showing 
That the Isis men are best. 


When the light blue boat is riding, 
When the eight, the work dividing, 
Thames’s tawny breast bestriding, 
Take their way with style and grace ;— 
I, myself on knowledge priding, 
All the others sternly chiding, 
Cry aloud, ‘‘ Hear me deciding ! 
Lo, the Cantabs have the pace!” 
As this is the all-absorbing topic of the hour, and as it besides 


threatens to become of more importance every day, I shall doubtless 
have much that is of interest to communicate in my next. As must, 
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however, be evidenced in this my initial contribution, I am determined 
not to write at all on this subject unless I have something special and 
exclusive to say. 





DRUNK OR DYING. 
Tx Poticeman’s Comic Sono. 
(Sung with immense succedt at all the Police-stations in the Metropolis.) 

As I wag walking t’other night 
Upon my lonely beat, 

A female give me such a fright 
By fallin’ at my feet. 

“Git up,” I sez, ‘old woman, or 
I'll have to run you in.” 

She heaved a sizh as smelt, O Lor! 
Quite awful strong o’ gin! . 

Speken.—Yes, there she lay a-sighin’ an’ a-groanig’ ; but I knowed 
the complaint, so I just hoists her up by the arm and! lugs her orf to 
~ station, atsnying to myself as { goes along: [I wonder whether 

e'8— . 


Drunk or dying, tiddy iddy fol, 
} ‘ Drunk or dying, fol lol lay, 
: ; Drunk or dying, whack'tol de rol, 
a Drunk or dying, rumtum tay. 


' ~*~ T lugs her to the stétion-housé 

And chucks her in‘a cell, 

She lies as quiet as a mouse 
Although I shakes her well. 

I locks the door and goes away, 
Next morn I’m horrified 

To hear our surgeon come and say 
That female’s gone and died. 

Spoken.—Yes, actually gone and died, and the wust of it was she'd 
got her head cut open as we never noticed, and the surgeon said she'd 
been chucked out of a cart or something, and was a-dying fast when 
I brought her in ; but I sez, it’s all bosh, sez [, she was drunk fust and 
broke her head afterwards. I should think a policeman ought to 
know better than a sawbones whether a civilian’s— 

Drunk or dying, tiddy iddy fol, &c. 


It’s most disgusting, on my word, 
The row the public makes, 
Such Bobbyry Fiame heard 
About a few mistakes. 
I never sees a female fall 
Without I has a funk, 
That if I takes her arter all 
She'll die and not be drunk. 
Spoken.—But it’s their own faults arter all. The streets wasn’t 
e for people to die in, and the perleece has got somethin’ better to 
do than a-cartin’ a lot of obstropulous civilians about, and a-feelin’ 
their pulsis, and a-smellin’ their breath, &c., just to see if they’re— 
Drunk or dying, tiddy iddy fol, &c. 


Zoo-logical, 

We are glad to see that the injurious reports concerning the neglect 
of the Zoological Society to properly look after the “ Keeper of the 
Seals’’ during his last illness has met with flat and unanswerable con- 
tradiction. It is sad to think the malicious should have tried to make 
capital out of the death of kind-hearted old Lecomte; but it is at the 
same time satisfactory to know they have discovered how dangerous it 
is to begin “ slating’”’ an institution that keeps so efficient a Sclater of 
its own always on the premises and ready for a reprisal. 


Pack o’ Nonsense. 

Tue Geographical Society are charged with allowing St. James's 
Hall to be packed on the night of Captain Nares’s Arctic entertainment. 
“Packs” are always encountered in the Arctic regions, and under the 
circumstances the society had a perfect right to have a(n)ice pack of 
their own. 


A Popular Delusion. 

Tue natives of Terra del Fuego believe that devils are the departed 
spirits of members of the medical profession. Our superstition varies 
a little. We hold that the spirits of the medical men cause them to 
be devils befere they depart—from the medical schools. 


More Honours (?) | 


Two more London newspaper “pots” are to be knighted by the 
Turks. They seem inclined to carry on this game ad wifienight'em, 
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THE: BRITISH WORKMAN. —BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE XIV.—HIS GENEROSITY. 
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** Well, you seem to have made a good job of that, Mr. Builder. 


‘ Come and have a glass with me,”’ “Don't beinahurry. Have a cigar.’’ 


. tS ANY » \S Oat ceca 
SY NY WW 
\ SS Wr 


™ 


R 
~ 
\ 


** Here—take half-a-dozen with you.’ 
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Tue Birt :—“ To drinking three glasses of beer, 1s 6d.; to emoking one cigar, 9d.; to carriage ** That there’s the sort 0” cove as wants yer to do things 
of six ditto, 1*.; to wear and tear of digestion by beer, 2s. 6d.; to society far } hour, 2s.” for nothink, that is!’’ f 
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THE “ABANDONED” TURK! 


(The One who prefers to wash his dirty linen himself.) 
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IN THE RUCK. | 


I’m not at all a modest man, | 
I'm not at all a fool, ; 
In living life’s allotted span | 
I follow Fabian rule. | 
And yet there must be something wrong 
To cause me this regret : 
I’ve written long and written strong, et 
But I'm not famous yet. ey. | 
There’s Brown, who used to be my chum ©" > 
In early hard-up days, wi | 
Has struck hisold familiarsdumb .«.!*) 2% | 
With wonder at his plays. eee 
On leaving him adrift behind ne aR 
Once freely I’d have bet ; SS LR Ae 
I'm sure I've got a greater mind, 
But I’m not famous yet. 
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There’sJones; who when a student chap 
Dined oft on bread and cheese, 
Has stumbled full in Fortune's lap, 
~ And gets tremendous fees. 

«*» And Smith, whose pictures, once so poor, 

+ Would pay & prince’s debt ; 

‘2 ya call that Smith a perfect boor, 

“e-" . But I’m not famous yet. 


And Robinson and White and Green 
Their way as well have made, 

Yet I know well the time has been 
Their bills were seldom paid. 

I was so much their greatest gun, 
It makes me fume and fret 

To think positions they have won, 
And I’m not famous yet. 


Rathbone and Sinew. 


Mr. Witu1AM Rarusons, M.P., has aroused the vir- 
tuous indignation of the Liverpool working men by 
charging them with extravagance. To charge our 
horny-handed sons of toil with extravagance is foolish. 
Why not charge them with the stock in trade of 
Peterloo at once, if they are such stumbling blocks 
in the path of civilisation and Mr. William Rath- 
bone. 


THE CONFERENCE TRICK. 


Ir was several evenings after the reduced, minimized, pulverized, 
minimum had been humbly presented to the Porte. The Bulbul 
plumed her radiant wings above the vacant chairs in the Conference 
hall. The three calendars, the two almanacs, and the barber's eldest 
brother were collecting the cigarette ends of the French and Italian 
Giaours, and making improper remarks about their beards and their 

apas’ mausoleums, because they had left so few. Far away in the 
lofty minarets of Stamboul, and the rose gardens of the Golden Horn, 
the Dervish howled aloud the war song of the Nahlis Mudirliks. 
And in the ante-chamber of the great council hall lingered the fair 
young under secretary of Lord Salisbury’s assistant under secre- 
. Of all the giddy, light-hearted, diplomatic throng he alone was 
left. The last ball had been given, the last protocol had been signed, 
the last remnant of Europe's self-respect had been flung at the feet 
of the arrogant Ottoman, and been trampled on, and yet he lingered. 
Why? Ask ye rather of the starry night that beams in two black 
eyes. Ask ye why Fatima a-wearies of her lute, and presses her sweet 
Circassian nose against the gilded bars of her cage? Reader, it must 
suffice you to know that he leaned thoughtfully against a marble 











pillar and fell asleep. When he awoke, he found he had fallen and | 


slipped under a sofa. The room was full of Turks, and a merry con- | 


versation was being carried on. 
“What a joke,” said a little fat man. “ It’s as good as the Aradian 
Nights.” 


‘“‘ Yes, and they never suspected it,”’ answered the person addressed. | 


“No. Selim the cook is clever, and speaks French; he played 
the Pasha well.” 

‘‘ And Nahli, the corn cutter, was he not splendid, too? ”’ 

‘What would these pompous Giaours say if they knew they had 
fawned upon the dogs who serve us.” 

‘*« What shall we say ?’ ’’ said Nahli and Selim, when they were being 
dressed for the parts. 
And by Allah they did.” 

*‘ Ah!”’ cried the little dark man; “as if our great statesmen were 


| 
} 


| 


| 


‘‘* Say no to everything,’ answered the Pasha. | 
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WORK.”’ 





‘NOT HIS 


Pampered Menial :—“* Wei, SUPPOSB THERE 18 SNOW ABOUT; Hz bipn'r 
PUT IT THERE; MIGHT HAS WELL HASK ME TO TAKE THE HICB HOFF THS 


SAPPENTINE.”’ 





going to waste their time discussing the foolish propositions of th«se 


> 


pompous busybodies while they had slaves to put in their uniforms.”’ 

The romantic young secretary under the sofa waited till night 
was come, and then chartered a ship and went straight off to Lord 
Salisbury ; but his lordship made him promise to keep his discovery « 
secret. “‘ For,” said he, ‘‘ Beaconsfield will be savage enough with mc 
as it is. If we let this thing get wind, he'll go clean off his chump and 
make himself a duke.” 


THE END. 


As life runs from us year by year 
Its fleeting joys seem “ jots and tittles,”’ 
And we have proved ’tis “ not all Beer 
And Skittles!” 


In most things we suspect deceits— 
We find “ all is not gold that glitters ””— 
And finish by discarding sweets F 
For “ Bitters!” 
Once love appeared life's chiefest part— 
Now joys of which old Time's the giver 
Are matters not so much of Heart 
As Liver! 


Death's solemn pinions closer sweep ! 
Life flies—but can’t escape by flying! 

And time we now can only keep 

For Dying! 





‘‘The Bar and its Moaning.”’ 
Tue Irish bar is in a state of great anxiety about the Irish 
Judicature Bill. We should have imagined the Irish Bar would have 
been more affected by the Irish Sunday Closing Bill. 





Wuy is a preface like Charity ?—Because it begins a Tome. 
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THE DELIGHTS OF 
Scunz: Zhe Midlands, Jan., 1877. 
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‘THE CHACE.” 
Time, 6.30 p.m. Dinner at 7. 


Belated Forhunter :—“ Wich 18 THE SHORTEST WAY TO MARTINGALE HAti?”’ 


MARTINGALE ’ALL. 
Let's SEE. 


Meditative Rustie :—“‘ MARTINGALE ’ALL. 
Or: VE WORKED THERE A MATTER 0’ TEN YEAR! 


THAT'S FOIVE MOILE FROM ’ERE, THAT IS, SHORTEST WAX? Let's 5BE. 


Taats OLE Seavorre SNAFFLE’S, THAT IS. 
, 


MARTINGALE —— AH! 
Whuroy YE 


GOO DBOWN ’ERE, THIS "ERE LANE, AS FUR AS YE CAN GOO, AND THEN YE TURN T ROIGHT, AND THEN YE—— AH! BUT THAT'S ALL UNDER 


SIX-SIVIN FUT 0’ WORTER, THAT 18! 


UNREPORTED POLICE NEWS. 


(By Our Sprcra, CoRRssPonDeEnr.) 


STEADHAM.—Unsrounpsp Cuaror AGainst A PoLiceMAN.— 
Celtik Sedric, 1 X. E. Z., a tall, broad-shouldered man with black 
curly beard, was brought before the worthy magistrate, Jasper Bric- 
hae Esq.; Captain Butterheart also sat upon the bench. The 
defendant was charged with being in possession of one leg of mutton, 
cooked by the process of roasting, out of which a thin slice had been 
cut ; one pigeon pie, two pots of jelly, ditto of ice-cream, and sundry 
other 1 articles of food—as, one pheasant with a piece cut from 
the breast, half a Stilton cheese, a small portion having been removed ; 
also with being in possession of three bottles containing wine. 


Mr. Gilbert Rightfoot, in coming forward to give evidence against | 


the defendant, apologised that he had not been in the Court more 
than two hours waiting the case to be called, having met with a slight 
accident ; his cab unfortunately getting in the way had been run into 
by the prison van; he was thrown out and had his arm broken, other- 
wise he would have been in the Court fully three hours earlier, as he 
understood five hours was the regulation time prosecutors were expected 
to wait his worship’s pleasure. The witness was then sworn, and gave 
evidence that he saw the defendant receive the various articles mentioned ; 
they were handed to him through the areca rails; he put the things in 
his pocket and went away, followed by witness. On arriving at the 
police station, the witness entered also and charged the defendant 
with the offence, the various articles being found upon him; several 


semi-military looking gentlemen present made some exceedingly un- | 


complimentary remarks, and advised him to withdraw the charge, 
which he declined to do; personally, he had no vindictive feeling 
against the defendant, but upon public grounds he came forward, 
considering that those men ought to watch over the property of the 


AN’ THERE AIN’T NO OTHER WAY TO GET THERE AS OI KNOWS ON! 


GooD NOIGBT, six!” 
[ Proceeds meditatively. 


public, and not, as in many instances, help others to commit these 


Mr. Winningside, Q C., who appeared for the defendant, said his 
_ address should be very short, as the real facts of the case spoke far more 
eloquently in his client’s favour than any poor words of his could do; 
| the man standing there, now on his defence, was one of the very first 
men enrolled in that noble army—army of martyrs he might with 
| much truth call them—for were they not made martyrs on every side? 
| blamed for what they did, and blamed for what they did not, and he 
| fearlessly declared that his client was the noblest martyr of them 
| all; that this man, after the many long long years of faithful service 
_to his country, should be ruthlessly dragged up to a common felon’s 
| bar, upon this trumpery prosecution—he might more properly say 
infamous persecution—was a disgrace to the noble land in which we 
_live—a di to the institutions in which we have our pride. 
What had he done? said the learned gentleman; let me ask you, 
what has he done to deserve this wanton cruelty? Why, sir, I will 
tell you: in a moment of tender compassion, he had consented to 
become the messenger of a Good Samaritan! to convey some trifling 
articles of food to one who was languishing in a prison *; O, shame! 
were we in such haste to fill our prisons, that we must drag men 
before our criminal courts for every act of charity performed? I 
positively blush to find that there is one man in all the land that 
would consent to brand his name with the indelible blot of infamy 
and shame which the prosecutor in this case had certainly done by his 
present altogether unaccountable proceedings. 

The Worthy Magistrate said this was one of the difficult and 
delicate cases to decide upon, which on rare occasions came before the 
bench. On the one side, the police were the publicly appointed 
guardians of the people, whose lives and properties they were autho- 

* We are told this referred to some brothers, X.E.Z.—Epb. 


| petty pilferings. 
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rized and, indeed, expected to protect, and if they were found guilty 
of any dereliction of duty, then, occasionally, and he might say not 
undeservedly, they were severely punished; in the present instance, 
there was obviously but one course to pursue, which he trusted would 
meet with the approval of those enlightened gentlemen who nursed 
and guided public opinion through the medium of the Public Press. 

The Amiable and Worthy Magistrate then passed his hand with 
great tenderness over his long white beard, and, applying his hand- 
kerchief to his eyes, said, with considerable emotion, that the 
defendant would now be discharged with a severe caution, for the future 
not to give way to those feelings of good nature which had led him 
into this difficulty, or it would be impossible to predict what grief and 
sorrow might not fall upon a certain class of her Most Gracious 
Majesty’s subjects by his untimely fall. And as to the prosecutor! why 
he must pay a fine of £5, and thirty-three shillings costs—the 
defendant to receive one-half the fine as a reward for his long, devoted, 
and meritorious conduct as a public officer and guardian of the people. 
He would add, that however questionable the conduct of the prose- 
cutor might be, yet he would in justice say that he left the Court 
without the slightest stain upon his character; at the same time, 
would beg of him not to do so any more. 


‘SUCH A COME-DOWN!” 
Or, EVERY CONTINENT ITS OWN MUSIC-HALL. 





Sone No. 1.—WE'LL TEACH ’EM WHAT'S WHAT! 
(Part Song by Dame Europa and the Spirit of Bounce.) 


Dams Evropa. ‘There’s a moribund empire, away in the East ; 
It’s a thing of no import, a bubble— 
And not to be held of account in the least, 
Yet it’s giving me oceans of trouble; 
Suppose such a trifle were worrying you, 
Now pray, Mr. Spirit, pray what would you do? 


Sprrit or Bouncz. Why, Madam, the thing is the lightest affair, 
Quite the lightest affair in creation ! 
And to me it is simply as clear as the air 
How to deal with this troublesome nation. 
Pronounce but a word in your motherly way, 
And, bless you! that nation will quake and obey. 


, Our envoys shall go with our potent advice, 
And the Turk will be down at their feet in a trice, 
Obeying their every word on the spot. 
We'll settle the matter! We'll show ’em what’s what. 


(Cuorvs repeated with much self-satisfaction.) 


Boru. 





No, 2.—THE OMNIPOTENT ENVOY; OR, THE EASIEST 
BUSINESS OUT. 
(Sung by Dame Europa’s Envoy, in the character of Jove.) 
My high imports has grown s0 great 
It's quite becoming a weight to drag ; 
My voice controls the decrees of Fate, 
And I’ve thunder-bolts in my carpet-bag. 
To do my mission—the simplest work !— 
With all the confidence out I go, 
And firm resolve to subdue the Turk 
By merely waving my finger—so. 
Cuorvus (with an amusing air of importance) :— 
The slee-ightest doubt of success I scout ; 
My boys, it’s the easiest business out! 
And should the insolent knave betray 
The air of one who objection moots, 
Or, filled with impotent pride, display 
The least reluctance to lick my boots— 
(Although my reason can scarce conceive 
The Turk would be such a reckless dunce) — 
By Jove, I’ il threaten to take my leave ! !— 
And crush the insolent knave at once! 


(Cuorvs, as before.) 





No. 3.—-GO AND HANG YOURSELF! 
(Sung, with much spirit, by the Troublesome Turk.) 





No. 4.—WITH MY TAIL BETWEEN MY LEGS; OR, THE 
SNUBBED ENVOY. 


(Suag by Dame Europa’s Envoy, no longer in the character of Jove.) 


No. 5.—SUCH A COME-DOWN! 
(Cuonvus for the World at large.) 
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OCIETY for the UTTER ABOLITION of VIVISECTION and 
other CRUELTY to ANIMALS.—The Government of this 
country having thought fit to recognise that cruelties are practised by 
medical men in the pursuance of what they consider to be their duties, 
we, the Siidecsiqned, hereby give notice that we shall call upon our 
legi to proceed yet further, and stamp out what is at present a 
dis to us as a nation. The notion that poor, inoffensive cats 
an shall even be looked at by surgeons thirsting for their 
blood is to our idea intolerable. Previous, however, to vivisectionists 





recei a fresh turn of the Parliamentary screw, we shall propose : — 
acletiee - poll flaying of cabhorses and the crimping of cod be put 
wn e@ police. 
(2.) That no beetle or cockroach be trodden on except with list 
wt) Tues nd jockey shall be allowed/Aiiiiaiey? Whip and 
> no jockey ow ‘carry and spurs as 
wall. Choice to be declared at the time of P 7 


(4.) That the slaughter of pigeons from traps be at once and for 
ever abolished, And that the slaugh be dittoed. ~ 
(5.) That this and the shooting of tame birds in preserves be no 
. j j * 


i thro a strange 
oda for the delectation of a cockney Guat mob ie kind per- 
i by all right-minded 


(7.) That coursing (unless by greyhounds who have theix teeth 
drawn) shall be considered intolerably « iy eet 
That the eowing of greyhounds’ teeth be declared an enormity. 


(11.) That the sale of “insect” powder and “ Catch ’em-alive-Oh ”’ 
ers be at once suppressed. ty 
12.) That all anglers impaling poor gentle worms cruel hooks 
be taken in custody. -B.—This also includes all men leaving 
their fish out of water. | 

(13.) That the knocking down of bullocks be punishable under the 
Act made and provided for assaults with intent to kill. 

(14.) And, lastly, that the action of parochial officials with regard 
to ancient needlewomen and out-door paupers generally be subject ot 
earnest inquiry. 

We, the undersigned, propose that when the before-mentioned 
first list of prior claims upon our charitable consideration has 
been disposed of, the question of Vivisection shall be proceeded with 


and prosecuted with the utmost rigour of the law. 
t-office orders and cheques to be made payable to the order 
of JO SMITH (SMITH, BROWN, and SMITH, Tailors, Tooley - 


street), of whom the fullest particulars as to future prosecution of the 
Vivisectionists may be obtained. «ss sie 
TAGE.—WANTED, a few YOUNG LADIES for the LYRIC 
STAGE. No previous knowledge required. Good 
guaranteed. Domestic servants and work girls preferred. Splendid 
costumes provided, and elocution taught by the hour, day, or job. 
Address, enclosing carte de visite and thirteen stamps for booking, to 
MARKER DOWN and MAGSMAN, Fryingpan-alley, Cow Cross. 
MaTEUR AUTHORS are invited to contribute to a new high- 
class weekly, discussing social, political, politico-social, and 
socio-political, as well as most other topics. Amateur authors wili 





derive much benefit and pave the way to long-wished.for popularity by» 


contributing to this serial. Poetry by the yard, or longer. and 
prices for publication to be obtained on application at the office, and 
all communications containing copy to be accompanied by cheque or 
post-office order, as per tariff supplied. Stamps as cash. Address in 
full confidence, EVETHIE and ELSHWER, Horsemonger-lane, 8. b.. 
‘YOCIETY for the PREVENTION of POVERTY.—The Committeo 
of this Society hereby give notice that they are prepared to 
resent prizes for the best treatise on the “‘ Urrgx ABOLITION OF TH» 
eel Acgp.” There will also be a second prize; subject : * How 
ro Prevent Passers-sy vrom Piryiva tHe Poor Bump.” The 
rize amounts are £100, £50, and £25 in each class. The Parochia: 
for the best essay on “‘ Tue ae or Ovut-poon Raurmyr 
ro AN AzsvrpiTy,” will ented at the forthcoming Philanthropic 
Council. PUABEZ FLINTY HEARS, Secretary. 
12, Hungryhouse-buildings, City,O. -- 
HE Secre of the SOCIETY for the PRESERVATION of 
DELICATE CATS and the PROTECTION of DESERVING 
DORMICE begs to acknowledge the receipt of TEN NOTES of ONE 
THOUSAND POUNDS each. 
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ScENE : 


The Midlinds, Jan., 1877. 


THE DELIGHTS OF ‘* THE CHACE.” 





Cs 


Time, 6.30 p.m. Dinner at 7. 


elated Porhunter :-—“ WuHuHicu 18 THB SHORTEST WAY TO MARTINGALE Hati?”’ 


MARTINGALE ’ALL. 
Let's SEE. 


Meditative Rustie :-—* MARTINGALE ‘ALL. 
(};° VE WORKED THERE A MATTER O' TBN YEAR! 


hIX-SIVIN FUT 0’ WORTER, THAT 18! 





UNREPORTED POLICE NEWS. 
(By Ovrk SpgciaL CoRRBSsPONDENT. | 


STEADHAM.—Usrocvnpsp CxrarGcr AGAInst A DPoLicrMAN.— 
Celtik Sedric, 1 X. E. Z., a tall, broad-shouldered man with black 
curly beard, was brought before the worthy magistrate, Jasper Bric- 
head, Esq.; Captain Butterheart also sat upon the bench. The 
defendant was charged with being in possession of one leg of mutton, 
cooked by the process of roasting, out of which a thin slice had been 
cut; one pigeon pie, two pots of jelly, ditto of ice-cream, and sundry 
other emall articles of food—as, one pheasant with a piece cut from 
the bre aust, half a Stilton cheese, a small Pp rtion having been removed : 
also with being in possession of three bottles containing wine. 

Mr. Gilbert Rightfoot, in coming forward to give evidence against 
he defendant, apologised that he had not been in th 


t e Court more 
than two hours waiting the case to be called, having met with a slight 
accident; his cab unfortunately getting in the way had been run into 
by the prison van; he was thrown out and had his arm broken, other- 


wise he would have been in the Court fully three hours earlier, as he 
understood tive hours was the regulation time prosecutors were expected 
to wait his worship’s pleasure. The witness was then sworn, and gave 


evidence that he saw the defendant receive the various articles mentioned ; 
they were handed to him through the arca rails; he put the things in 
his pocket and went away, followed by witness. On arriving at the 
police station, the witness entered also and charged the defendant 
with the offence, the various articles being found upon him; several 
se mi-military locking gentlemen prescnt made some exceedingly un- 
@uiplimentary remarks, and advised him to withdraw the charge, 
which he declined to personally, he had no vindictive feeling 
gainst the defendant, but upon public grounds he came forward, 
considering that those men ought to watch over the property of the 


THATS FOIVE MOILE FROM ’ERE, THAT IS, SHORTEST WAY? Let's sRE. 
GoO DROWN ‘RRR, THIS 'KRE LANE, AS FUR AS YE CAN GOO, AND THEN YE TURN T ROIGHT, AND THEN YE 
AN’ THERE AIN'T NO OTHER WAY TO GET THERE AS UO! KNOWS ON! 


MARTINGALE AH! 





Is. 


THAT 
WuHoy YE 
Au! BUT THAT'S ALL UNDER 
Goop NOIGHT, sik!” 

[ Proceeds meditatively. 


Tats ove Savorrge SNAFFLE’S, 








public, and not, as in many instances, help others to commit these 
petty pilferings. 

Mr. Winningside, Q C., who appeared for the defendant, said his 
address should be very short, as the real facts of the case spoke far more 
eloquently in his client’s favour than any poor words of his could do; 
the man standing there, now on his defence, was one of the very first 
min enrolled in that noble army—army of martyrs he might with 
much truth call them—for were they not made martyrs on every side ? 
blamed for what they did, and blamed for what they did not, and he 
fearlessly declared that his client was the noblest martyr of them 
all; that this man, after the many long long years of faithful service 
to his country, should be ruthlessly dragged up toa common felon’s 
bar, upon this trumpery prosecution—he might more properly say 
infamous persecution—was a disgrace to the noble land in which we 
live—a disgrace to the institutions in which we have our pride. 
What had he done; said the learned gentleman; let me ask you, 
what has he done to deserve this wanton cruelty? Why, sir, I will 
tell you: in a mcment of tender compassion, he had consented to 
become the messenger of a Geod Samaritan! to convey some trifling 
articles of food to one who was languishing in a prison *; O, shame! 
were we in such haste to fill our prisons, that we must drag men 
before our criminal courts for every act of charity performed? I 
positively blush to find that there is one man in all the land that 
would consent to brand his name with the indelible blot of infamy 
and shame which the prosecutor in this case had certainly done by his 
present altogether unaccountable proceedings. 

The Worthy Magistrate said this was one of the difficult and 
delicate ca-es to decide upon, which on rare occasions came before the 
bench. On the one side, the police were the publicly appointed 
guardians of the people, whose lives and properties they were autho- 


®* We are told this referred to some brothers, X.E. Z.—Ep. 


(Jaw. 31, 1877. 
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| rized and, indeed, expected to protect, and if they were found guilty 
of sny dereliction of duty, then, occasionally, and he might say not 
undeservedly, they were severely punished; in the present instance, 
there was obviously but one course to pursue, which he trusted would 
meet with the approval of those enlightened gentlemen who nursed 
and guided public opinion through the medium of the Public Press. 
The Amiable and Worthy Magistrate then pissed his hand with 
great tenderness over his long white beard, and, applying his hand- 


a a ee 


would beg of him not to do so any more. 


| ‘“SUCH A COME-DOWN!”? 
Or, EVERY CONTINENT ITS OWN MUSIC-HALL. 





Sone No. 1.— WE'LL TEACH ’EM WHAT'S WHAT! 
(Part Song by Dame Europa and the Spirit of Bounce.) 


| Dame Evropa. ‘There’s a moribund empire, away in the East ; 

It’s a thing of no import, a bubble— 

And not to be held of account in the least, 

| Yet it’s giving me oceans of trouble; 

Suppose such a trifle were worrying you, 

Now pray, Mr. Spirit, pray what would you do? 

| Sprrit or Bounce. Why, Madam, the thing is the lightest attair, 
Quite the lightest affair in creation! 

| And to me it is simply as clear as the air 

How to deal with this troublesome nation. 

Pronounce but a word in your motherly way, 

And, bless you! that nation will quake and obey. 


Boru. _Our envoys shall go with our potent advice, 
And the Turk will be down at their feet in a trice, 
Obeying their every word on the spot. 
We’ il settle the matter! We'l/ show em what’s what. 


(CuHorvs repeated with much self-satisfaction.) 





No. 2.—THE OMNIPOTENT ENVOY; OR, THE EASIEST 
BUSINESS OUT. 
(Sung by Dame Europa’s Envoy, in the character of Jove.) 
My high importance has grown so great 
[t's quite becoming a weight to drag ; 
My voice controls the decrees of Fate, 
And l’ve thunder-bolts in my carpet-bag. 
To do my mission—the simplest work !— 
With all the confidence out I go, 
And firm resolve to subdue the Turk 
By merely waving my finger—so. 
Corvus (with an amusing air of importance) :-— 
The slee-ightest doubt of success I scout ; 
My boys, it’s the ea-iest business out! 
And should the insolent knave betray 
The air of one who objection moots, 
Or, filled with impotent pride, display 
| The least reluctance to lick my boots— 
(Although my reason can scarce conceive 
The Turk would be such a reckless dunce) — 
By Jove, 1’ll threaten to take my leave! !— 
And crush the insolent knave at once! 
(Cuorvs, as before.) 


nn 





No. 3.—GO AND HANG YOURSELF! 
(Sung, with much spirit, by the Troublesome Turk.) 





i 


No.4.—WITH MY TAIL BETWEEN MY LEGS; OR, THE 
SNUBBED ENVOY. 
(Sung by Dame Eurcpa’s Envoy, no longer in the character of Jove.) 








No. 5.—SUCH A COME-DOWN! 
(Cuornvus for the World at large.) 
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kerchief to his eyes, said, with considerable emotion, that the 
defendant would now be discharged with a severe caution, for the future 
not to give way to those feelings of good nature which had led him 
into this difficulty, or it would be impossible to predict what grief and 
sorrow might not fall upon a certain class of her Most Gracious 
Majesty's subjects by his untimely fall. Andas to the prosecutor! why 
| he must pay a fine of £5, and thirty-three shillings costs—the 
| defendant to receive one-half the fine as a reward for his long, devoted, 
| and meritorious conduct as a public officer and guardian of the people. 
He would add, that however questionable the conduct of the prose- 
cutor might be, yet he would in justice say that he left the Court 
without the slightest stain upon his character; at the same time, 
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ca geod for the UTTER ABOLITION of VIVISECTION and 

other CRUELTY to ANIMALS.—The Government of this 
country having thought fit to recognise that cruelties are practised b) 
medical men in the pursuance of woat they consider to be their duties, 
we, the undersigned, hereby give notice that we shall call upon our 
legislators to proceed yet further, and stamp out what is at present a 
disgrace to us as a nation. The notion that poor, inoffensive cats 
and dogs shall even be looked at by surgeons thirsting for their 
blood is to our idea intolerable. Previous, however, to vivisectionists 
receiving a fresh turn of the Parliamentary screw, we shall propose : — 

(1.) ‘That the flaying of cabhorses and the crimping of cod be put 
down by the police. 

(2.) That no beetle or cockroach be trodden on except with list 
slippers or patent-leather pumps. 

(3.) That no jockey shall be allowed to carry whip and spurs as 
well. Choice to be declared at the time of weighing. 

(4.) That the slaughter of pigeons from traps be at once and for 
ever abolished. And that the slaughterers be dittoed. 

(5.) That this and the shooting of tame birds in preserves be no 
longer considered becoming of sportsmen. 

(6.) That the harrying of an uncarted stag through a strange 
country for the delectation of a cockney holiday mob (by kind per- 
mission of her most gracious Majesty) be regarded by all right-minded 
men as only inferior to Bulgarian atrocities. 

(7.) That coursing (unless by greyhounds who have their teeth 
drawn) shall be considered intolerably cruel. 

(8.) That the drawing of greyhounds’ teeth be declared an enormity. 

(9.) That rabbit-coursing in an enclosed ground be a certain threw 
months for everybody concerned. 

(10.) That skinning live eels be a matter for the magistrates. 

(11.) That the sale of “insect’’ powder and * Catch ‘em-alive-Oh "’ 

rs be at once suppressed. 

(12.) That all anglers impaling poor gentle worms upon cruel hooks 
be taken in custody. (N.bB.—This also includes all fishermen leaving 
their fish out of water.) 

(13.) That the knocking down of bullocks be punishable under the 
Act made and provided for assaults with intent to kill. 

(14.) And, lastly, that the action of parochial officials with regard 
to ancient needlewomen and out-door paupers generally be subject ot 
earnest inquiry. 

We, the undersigned, propose that when the before-mentioned 
first list of prior claims upon our charitable consideration hus 
been disposed of, the question of Vivisection shall be proceeded with 
and prosecuted with the utmost rigour of the law. 

All post-office orders and cheques to be made payable to the order 
of JOHN SMITH (SMITH, BROWN, and SMILH, Tailors, Tooley - 
street), of whom the fullest particulars as to future prosecution of the 
Vivisectionists may be obtained. 
ee LED, a few YUUNG LADIES for the LYKIUC 

STAGE. No previous knowledge required. Good parts 
guaranteed. Domestic servants and work girls preferred. Splendid 
costumes provided, and elocution taught by the hour, day, or jub. 
Address, enclosing carte de visite and thirteen stamps for booking, to 
MARKER DOWN and MAGSMAN, Fryingpan-alley, Cow Cross. 


MaTEUR AULHORS are invited to contribute to a new high- 
class weekly, discussing social, political, politico-social, suu 
socio-political, as well as most other topics. Amateur authors wil: 
derive much benefit and pave the way to long-wished-for popularity by 
contributing to this serial. Poetry by the yard, or longer. Rates and 
prices for publication to be obtained on application at the office, and 
all communications containing copy to be accompanied by cheque or 
post-otlice order, as per tariff supplied. Stamps as cash. Address in 
full confidence, EVETH! EK ana ELSHWER, Horsemonger-lane, 5S. b.. 
‘OCIETY for the PREVENTION of POVERTY.—The Committee 
of this Society hereby give notice that they are prepared tu 
a prizes for the best treatise on the ‘‘ Urrerk AnOLITION OF TH+ 
NDIGENT AGeD.” ‘There will also be a second prize; subject: “ How 
Tro Prevent Passexs-ny vrRoM Pitytnc tHB Poor Burp.” The 
rize amounts are £100, £50, and £25 in each class. The Parochia: 
-urse for the best essay on ‘* THe Repvuction or Uvt-poor Rei: 
To AN AxnsvrRp!ITY,” will be presented at the forthcoming Philanthropic 
Council. JABEZ FLINTYHEART, Secretary. 
12, Hungryhouse-buildings, City, E.C. 
NHE Secretary of the SOCIETY for the PRESERVATION of 
DELICATE CATS and the PROTECTION of DESERVING 
DORMICE begs to acknowledge the receipt of LILN NOTES of ONL 
THOUSAND POUNDS each. 
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(Jaw, 31, 1877. 


A NASTY NIG - 


List to the rain! how it 
Fast on the windows ‘tis pttorng: : 
Drenching the folks out of doers, 
Me —= — Shoals of pedestrians scattering. 
oy x a oh ———— A How can you wonder at folks 
* art HR RT = —s ca pe Feeling irate, and complaining so? 
‘ Bp ‘i a | Pes ee ss : Pluvius always evokes 
SAO Lots of abuse when it’s raining so! 
Fancy the cabbies to-night 
Driving about in the thick of it! 
Think of each ’bus-driver’s plight ! 
No wonder they’re heartily sick of it ! 
Think of the scanty-garbed folk— 
Tramps, whom the Law has its eye upon— 
Groaning ’neath poverty’s yoke, 
With nought but the Poke was} to lie upon. 


Notice yon woman's despair : 
Study her face—there is woe ia it, 
F urrowed with wrinkles of care, 
Long since a smile was aglow in it. 
Gaze on the infant she bears— 
Close to her bosom she presses it. 
Mark the poor clothing it wears— 
Sadly she hugs and caresses it. 


God bless the poor who are out 
‘To-night, for the rain to pour down upon. 
| ‘¢ Scum,” for policemen to scout— 
- Scum,” whom the Fates always frown upon. 
Think of these victims of woe, 
Ye who of money are squanderers, 
Surely, relief you'll bestow 
On friendless and shelterless wanderers ! 


‘aA Rat! A Rat!” 


AN evening paper gives a long account of the newest 

_ thing in Americanisms—the taming of whales. We at 
| once telegraphed to our own American, who, in reply, 
| informs us that he went to the address given and saw 
| something which was ‘“ very like 3 ee — 
a great man Shakespeare was, to be sure, to have fore- 
COLD COMFORT. seen what would take place in these days of enlighten- 


Rector’'s Daughter :—“ AnD HOW ARB YOU OFF FOR COALS?”’ ment, and learning, and liberal pen’orths of papers! 








Old Mrs. Brown :—“ Cotps! Lor sigssy, Miss, ['va av PLENTY ON ’BM Not so Dusty. 
THIs WINTBR. I MUST EXPECT 'BM WITH MY ROOM ATTICS.” A Mars. Savory of Islington has been compelled to 
R. D. :—“ Au, THAT'S ALL RIGHT, MY FATHER ALWAYS LIKES YOU TO BS apply to a magistrate before she could get her dust-bin 

WELL PROVIDED.” emptied. What an un-Savory affair. 
SOME RECENT DISCOVERIES. By Captain Boyton. That the rage for acrobats and clowns survives 


in the breast of the Roman. 
By Lord Beaconsfield. That Lord Salisbury isn’t as mechanicalas| By Miss Taylor. That Odger is a dainty subject for an after-dinner 
the majority. speech. 


By Dr. Kenealy. That Stoke isin favour of the Noisy Nuisances Te 
Removal Act. — A SHINING LIGHT. 
By Serjeant Cox. That a magistrate’s compliments are often A issn who money at usury lent, 
a tg Ay ae ae Who was wicked, dishonest, and low too, 
y 00 That if you want to have the best room in a prison | Wes asked br & victim of sixty- er-cent, 
7% — bea comedies eee When he died, where he hoped he would go to? 
Marahall. it takes a clever man to make Mr. Shake- “Oh, give me a ‘star for a home,” quoth the knave, 
epoare look wo new clothes. n myself and my gold Fate doth sever, 
ot F — ee rane ne hart Peed to denounce a man publicly No future more pleasant a miser could crave 
is o it in a pri © cree Than to live ameng shiners for ever,’ 
By Major O'Gorman. That being a Butt he belongs to a Butt, and eseneanneniiiaaniaieetniaamaes 
nBy dechbiek ee, That baby farming i A Treat 
y op bab is a bad thing to ' 
mixed up with. . om | A CONTEMPORARY heads an article, ‘‘The Charity Organisation 
By the Lerd Chief Justice. That truth may be below a judge’s | Society and the Treatment of Idiots.” We acknowledge the con- 
notice. nection of ideas, and for once feel satisfied. 






LIEBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT)]| IEBIG’S TONIC WINE. |q 
OF BEEF. A wine equa ling in flay ro Snes pw. and | A delivious drink, possessing the most astonishing in- IRCULAR 
combining the, putritive properties ef eolid f boon to vinerating poweis,—Stores: 184, CLOAK LANE, E.C., and Wine 
POINTED 


Taylor’s Patent «cus 


66 
Hand Machines, from 30s. Treadles, from 30s. Are the 


TAYLOL’S PATENT SEWING MACHINE COMPANY (LIMITED), 97, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON ; est.’’ 
80, HIGH BTREET, BIRMINGHAM. WORKS: DRiFFIELD, YORKs. Very Best 











C. BRANDAUER & 00,'S Mew registered “ press 
series’ these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
points ao rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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A WICKED WORLD. 


“ Here, for awhile, my proper cares resigned, 
Here, let me sit in sorrow for mankind. ’’— Gold smith. 








I oroan to see the wicked mena 
With which the world is haunted ; 
Describing them defies the pen,— 
The vice that’s daily flaunted 
Inspires with horror heart and brain, 
And burning indignation 
Full often fills my heart with pain, 
My mind with agitation. 
The world is full of vice and greed ; 
I blush for man—lI do, indeed! 


In practising my daily work 
(A work beset with trials), 

I’ve seen the ragged folks who lurk 
Within the Seven Dials. 

I’ve heard the paupers oft complain 
Of scanty parish aiding ; 

I’ve seen the men in Leather-lane, 
Who practise Sunday trading. 

Each pauper’s but an idle weed. 

I blush for man—I do, indeed ! 


I’ve lectured shoe-blacks day by day, 
And boys who sweep the crossing— 
I’ve told them in a quiet way 
The evils bred of tossing. 
I’ve urged them to abandon guile,— 
My arguments were striking ; 
They’ve only jeered me all the while 
(I think they call it ‘‘ miking ”’) ; 
Depravity’s their only creed. 
I weep for boys—I do, indeed ! 


Of wickedness no end of types 
Continually shock me, 
And “‘ roughs”’ with pewter-pots and pipes 
Seem overjoyed to mock me. 
To make them better I'd be glad, 
T’ would make my heart the lighter— 
Oh, everybody’s very bad, 
Except the present writer. 
But day by day I vainly plead,— 
I blush for man—I do, indeed! 








FACT AND FANCY. 


‘*¢ Tus large works at Cyfartha are still idle.” As Cyfartha is Mrs. 
Crawshay’s “ place,’ why not utilise the lady (and just now gentle- 
men) helps who are pining for a day or two’s hard work just to keep 
their hands in? — ‘‘Cuba reports prospects of a good crop.” Then 
cabbages will be at a discount this season, and penny “‘ smokes” three 
for twopence. = “‘ The Foreign Office is inundated with correspond- 
ence from lunatics and one-idea’d people.” None but lunatics would 
think of ‘“‘inundating” an office with correspondence—or would 
succeed. =- Advertisement commences, “ Revolution in Firearms.” 
There ought to be some good shooting before the question is settled. 
Let’s hope the survivors will be all discharged. — It is reported, says 
a contemporary, that there are 25,000 acres of land submerged between 
Lincoln and Boston. Our own idiot says he should have thought the 
Atlantic bigger than that. — Man in Sheffield kills himself by “ cut- 
ting his throat in the presence of his wife.’” Maybe he thought that 
if he failed in his attempt she would render him willing assistance. 
Several utterers of base coin are awaiting trial. If speech is silver 
and silence gold, what position among the metals does the utterance 
of base coin take? (Putty medals for pretty answers.) — A com- 
mittee is sitting to consider the ages at which ‘‘ General Officers should 
compulsorily retire.’ Not, we should think, while there is a chance 
of their being made Field Marshals. And no one not a member of the 
Royal Family expects to be made Field Marshal before he’s ninety- 


nine. This should settle the question. — Sir Henry James objects to | 
newspaper writers going to the play without paying. He can com- | 


fort himself with the assurance that they’re not allowed to do it long. 
There’s something besides money in this world, as he should know 


himself. But is Sir Henry James going to take a theatre—for | 


anybody ? 


The East-ern Question, 


We are requested by Mr. Quartermaine East to state that he has no | 
relatives in Turkey, and that, although he likes plenty of brim, he is | 


not a Hatti-Sheriff. 
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“ Mama!’’ 
Charlie :-—*‘ ARE THOSE ALL ANGELS IN THE WHITE PINAFORES ?”’ 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 
Charlie (after staring at the surpliced choir Sor along time in silent wonder) :— 


Mama :—“ WxRuL, DEAR.’ 








Baronial Hauls. 


A NEwsPAPER writer objects to a vendor of social tinsel advertising 
his ability to obtain the rank of Baron for those customers able and 
willing to pay the price. Surely the foreign honour which precedes a 
man’s name is not more Baron than that which is allowed to follow it; 
and while Doctors of Law and Philosophy are created at twopence a 
time, it would be well to reserve some respect for the person who can 
afford to spend five pounds all at oncein being made a Baron. We 
have seen a Ph. D. of Wienerschnitzlerschnappenheim selling hearth- 
stones; it’s only the extra figure which prevents our finding a Baron 
of Boomiindbladderbreitstein blacking boots. So let us be thankful 
for small mercies, and not carry the principle of true criticism too far. 





Not ‘‘as Bold as Bull-beef.” 


A Mr. Buttock applied at the Clerkenwell Police Court, last week, 
for protection from spiritualists, who, annoyed at his having exposed 
their deceptions, had promised him a ‘“ manifestation”’ all to himself. 
If Mr. Bullock had, as he stated, found spiritualism to be nothing but 
an imposture, how does he account for being sv much afraid? The 
magistrate truly stated that ‘‘ he had never heard a more nonsensical 
complaint.” It would seem after this asif there were not so much 
difference between a Bullock and a bleating calf as some people 


suppose. 


‘* Evil Communications ——.” 
Tue Secretary of the Discharged Prisoners’ Aid Society has been 


'committed for trial on a charge.of forgery. Probably he had con- 


scientious doubts as to his fitness for the duties of his position, unless 
he was duly qualified. But it’s easier to getin than out again—so we're 


| told ! 


Eye Game. 
Lorp Kriveen has accidentally shot a noble friend in the eye. 
Nothing like justifying one’s title, though to be thorough his lordship 
should have settled both “ een.” 
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, He followed up his letters tothe papers by publishinga | 
libellous memoir of himself, showing his extreme incapacity for litera- | 
tage; and this book sold better than all the rest of his writings put | 
together. “ Oh, it’s a dreadful thing to feel that youare enjoyinga | 
fame to which you have no right—a dreadful thing,’’ he said continually 


A TALE OF TRUE MODESTY. 


to. hisfriends. ‘‘ My writings are trash, aren’t they now? I am an im- 
, ain't I?” But his friends chuckled flatteringly and dug him 
in the ribs and said, ‘‘ How delightfully modest! ’’ 

Then Wayste Payper grew so depressed by the weight of his sense 
of unworthiness that he ordered a suit of sack-cloth and sent for some 
ashes; and he refused to write for less than twice the bribe which he 
accepted before ; and altogether it was becoming obvious that he could 
not his false position much longer. And one day there appeared 
in @ newspaper a criticism quite unlike any of the criticisms which had 
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been written on his works heretofore. ‘‘This man,’’ it said, “ has 
simply become the object of a reputation to which he has not the a 
elightest claim; his works, little above mediocrity, have been forced iG 
upon the public as the scintillations of genius; he is (as indeed he at 
himself admits) a person of very commonplace capabilities. It is time a 
that:this writer should be lowered to his true position.” Wayste | 4 
Payper read this criticism. a 
* * * * se a 
“ Tuas novel of mine is the most degraded rubbish anybody ever He did not gasp; but there was a dreadful lightin his eye. His € 
read in thiis,world!” said’ Wayste Payper indignantly to some of the | friends shrank away from his glance. He spoke at last. ‘“ And this 
fellows atthis<club whom he had just overheard criticising it favour- | isthesort of thing genius may hope to meet with in this world!” he 
ably ; “‘amd any man who could ever hint that it contains one word ed—‘ TH1s is how they would strive tocrush anobly earnedfame! , 4 
of even passable sense or one atom of merit is incapable of judging of | Thsthis is what——” i 
anything:whatever! The first volume is weak-minded imbecility; the | Amd:you should have seen the letter he wrote to that critic ! | 
second. volume is vague clap-trap; and the third volume is utter A 
drivel!” ‘What a charmingly-eccentric fellow! Says his own work’s ya | ; 
utterdtivel,’ whispered the group of acquaintances. ‘ Charming: ”’ ut get si 
Them Wayste Payper jumped up and thumped on his hat obtrusively, ne > | 
“‘ Whiere.are you off tonow?f” asked the group. ‘“ ! am going to takes) ry | | : 


a situation asa waiter—a: footman—an errand boy”’ he replied; “I]' 
am about to give up the literary profession entirely, as | am. quites|’ 


incapable of writing; goodiday.’’ ‘‘Oh,no! don’t !” screamed: the 
acquaintances; ‘‘ do continue to write these admirable novele—they 
are 80 good, we assure you.” ‘“*No!” said’ Wayste Payper.withhdecision ; 
‘‘T will not ; good aftermoon.’’ He went off and. took: a: situation as 
waiter at an eating-house ationce, and informed everyone he knew every 
time he saw them of his determination never to write another line; for 
he was so truly modest, and so blind to his own merits. ‘‘ I would stop 
the publication of that novel I have written, only it’s too late now,”’ 
he said, firmly. ‘As it is, no one—not even you—shall know that I 
have written the thing. Iam quite too ashamed when I remember it. 
Iam receiving unmerited praise; Iam a complete humbug and im- 
postor, I assure you.” In afew days somebody came to him witha 
newspaper, and said: “ There's a favourable criticism of your book in 
here ; you'd better read it.” “ No”’ he replied ; ‘‘ I will not read such 
fulsome nonsense—such undeserved flattery,’ and took the paper with 
him to a quiet corner. 

“ This work is more—far more—than full of promise,’’ the criticism 
said among other things; “it contains the unmistakable fire of true 
und)ing genius; it isa complete masterpiece ; it lifts the reader out 
of himself; the author, in this his first work, has proved himself the 
greatest of all modern writers. His name will indeed live.” Then 
Wayste Payper came out of his quiet corner, and his indignation knew 
no bounds; he sat down at once and wrote furiously to the critic, 
explaining in the most abusive terms that he was a complete humbug, 
and that the novel under criticism was the most miserable trash that 
had ever been written. This letter was published at once in the paper, 
and was read and admired by everybody as the production of the 
Greatest of Modern Writers. 

The criticisms on this letter were even more glowing than those on 
the book; and Payper wrote to all the critics who had done a criticism 
on it, setting forth in the most insulting language their utter mistake 
and the total worthlessneas of his own productions. ‘ My reputation 
could not be less deserved,” he often said to his friends; ‘‘my works 
are beneath contempt!’ Then dozens of invitations to dinner came 
to Wayste Payper trom great people desirous of making the acquain- 
tance of one so clever; and Wayste Payper unhesitatingly accepted 
them all, merely for the purpose of showing with his own lips how 
grossly everybody was mistaken with regard to him and his talents. 
Wherever he went, he always made a point of getting up in the middle 
of dinner and explaining that his writings were helpless drivel and 
that he himself was a talentless idiot. It was only by the offering of 
immense sums of money that publishers and editors could get him to 
write novels for them; and even when these novels were published, he 
would write continually to the papers, pointing out their utter worth- 
lessness. 

He would go into the fashionable libraries and expostulate with the 
people who came in and asked for his books. 

He was continually summoned by bookeellers for interfering with 
their sale and running down their wares; but he still persevered in his 
course of virtuous indignation, and his books did sell astonishingly—im- 











UNIVERSITY BOATRACE.—SPECIAL NOTICE. 


We regret being unable to furnish our second article on the forth- 
coming Oxford and Cambridge boatrace. Our correspondent has 
become so puffed up with pride (not unmixed with alcoholic stimu- 
lant) at having received a letter of thanks from both crews, enclosing 
him thirteen stamps each all round, that he positively refuses to work, 
except at double price and extra for expenses, and threatens to go 
into business as an aquatic tipster on his own account. Let him! In 
the meantime we shall do as we have so often done before—get some- 
body twice as good and not half so proud; and shall insist on our late 
correspondent resuming his old position of deputy assistant errand-boy 
as soon as he awakes to a true sense of his duties, and finds his proper 


level. 


Sights to See, 
Tux artistas of the Queen’s Theatre “ reposing 
evening. 
Alec Keen presenting a testimonial to the Middlesex magistrates. 
Lord Beaconsfield ‘‘ sweating’’ his coronet for the relief of the 


Indian famine. 
The ‘Turkish ambassador inviting Mr. Gladstone to address his 


guests at an evening party. 


’ 


on Wednesday 


An A-peel, 

TWENTY-FIVE serious accidents and ten deaths have been recently 
chronicled, all of then: owing to orange peel on pavements. As, just 
at present, our police confine themselves to assaulting ‘‘civilians,”’ and 
hiding themselves, they might be employed to keep the streets clear 
of this danger to life and limb. They might be useful orange Peelers 
if nothing else. 

Commercial Intelligence. 


Tue Market Report says, ‘‘ The market is very firm for dry hides.’ 
So it ought to be this season. There can’t be many about. 
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WEARY WAITING. 





‘* Man nevor da, batalways t> be blest.’’ 





A mAtpen sat fn her bower so bright, 
Deeming the days were “awful slow; ” 
She pired for morning, she pined for night, - 
Awaiting the coming ef im, you know! 
She'd plenty of money amd lands galore, 
And might have been happy the livelong day, 
But one thing she constanthy asked for more,— 
And there she was, wishimg her life away. 


A soldier went on his way through life, 
Bold and gallant and good was he, 
He never said no when the word was strife— 
He thought it was all im his work maybe ! 
But somehow or other this life was sad, 
He waited and watched for a thing called pay ; 
Although he’d much fighting he never was glad,— 
And there he was, wishing his life away ! 


A doctor sat in his dainty room, 
Taking his fees—as a doctor can. 
He took the guineas, gave out the doom, 
And the world believed him a wondrous man. 
But even he was inclined to pout— 
Desire for honours had turned him gray— 
The order for knighting him never came out,— 
And there he was, wishing his life away. 


And thus as we worry our way on earth, 
Tis ever the same o!d story still— 
One man has the honours, another the worth, 
And no one has always his own sweet will! 
We fix our desires on the topmost round, 
Fxme’s ladder is steep and we can’t all stay ; 
We look for success and it seldom is found,— 
And there we are, wishing our lives away. 


NEW LEAVES. 


Tue Valentine Double Number of Fu» But no, we will not 
be egotistical; we will be humble and diffident, as is our wont, and 
say what really must be said at the foot of this article. No one shall 
say we are proud, notwithstanding our pre-eminent position. J/ace 
aux Messieurs les Etrangers ! 

Some of Mr. Farjeon’s descriptions of scenery in The Duchess of Rose- 
mary Lane (Tinsley) are almost exquisite, and all are admirable. Not 
only the scenery of the country, but the scenery of town, and a very 
peculiar portion of town too, falls under the observation of Dickens’s 
disciple, and leads to noteworthy results. Like the great Master 
whose style he so much affects, Mr. Farjeon seldom writes without “a 
purpose,” and though this does not always add to the attractiveness of 
a work, it certainly, when that purpose is good, elevates the writer far 
above the mere ruck of novel splutterers with whom the world seems 
to be thronged just now. It also gives the book an additional claim ; 
and whether gereral readers will appreciate this or not, we can say 
that it would be a hard man or woman indeed who would not be 
occasionally ‘touched by the tendermess for poor humanity shown by 
Mr. Farjeon in these as well as in all ‘his preceding volumes. Like 
many another heroine of fiction, the youmg lady who bears the brevet 
rank of the novel's title is hardly the creature one would care to meet 
in the flesh ; but her selfishness gives vise'to so much that is good, and 
tender, and true, that-all lovers of human nature as it exists between 
the covers of books will do well to obtain ‘Zhe Duchess of Rosemary 
Lane and examine it for themselves. 

Nile Memories and Chimes and Knells (Charing-cross Publishing 
Company) are two small books, pamphilets in fact, of poetry. Their 
size constitutes the best recomm ion we can find forthem. Oneof 
them commences with an invocation for“*Someéthing todo.” We hope 
it will be something other than more “ postry.”’ 

Afloat and Ashore with Sir Walter Raleigh (Nimmo) is full of enter- 
taining facts and no less entertaining famties. ‘There is, of course, 
much that is sad in a history: of this gallant adventurer, but the 
reader can satisfy himself with the assuvanee that Raleigh’s end can 
make but little difference to that hero mow, considering how many 
more than the ‘traditional hundred years ‘have expired since he set 
them the example. 

Also from Messrs. Nimmo we receive Heroes of Charity, a record of 
the lives of those great men who must really have initiated the “‘ con- 
fidence dodge.”” For they bestowed all they had on the poor and 
suffering without bcing over-anxious to know about exact deserts and 





and a Tooth for a Tooth.” 


biographies, and gave up their lives to the work. After all, it isa 
good thing for some of these men they didn't live in these days of 
Organism, or they would most ecesfaimly have had A stopper put on 
their sinful way of giving quickhy em@ without Jengthened and exact 
inquiry. Howard, and Falk, and Pestalozzi, fortunately for them- 
selves, had not learnt the new @o¢tfime that promiscuous charity isa 
nation’s curse. Despite their ignorance, we shsll recommend a perusal 
of their lives and those of their congeners, the remaiming [erves of 
Charity. 

The Royal Blue Book (Gardiner) finds its way, of course, into the 
houses of all who belong to or are in any way interested im Society. 
Asa fashionable directory ard Parliamentary guide, it has no rival, 
its manner of classification enabling the largest amount of mformation 
to occupy the smallest amount of space. This is, however, but one of 
its advantages, chief among which is the power its possession gives 
the student of deciding who are and whe are not fit associates for the 
truly genteel of heart. We have already discharged all those con- 
tributorswhose names and addresses are not'to be found in the Blue 
Book, and raised the wages of the others ahilling a week all round. 
Novone shall say this isn't a fashionable journal, now! 

Recollections of a Sailor (Pewtress), though plain and unvarnished, 
are evidently real. The book contains much useful information, and 
is evidently the work of a man who has expenienced all the describes. 
As such, we have much pleasure in recommending it to the perusal of 
these writers of nautical fiction whose opportunities of observation 
have hitherto only been obtainable on dry land—among the driest.of 
dry seamen. 

The anonymous wit who said that “ the man who is his own lawyer 
has a fool for a client ’’ must have “ given up” as soon as Every Man's 
Own Lawyer (Lockwood) made its first appearance before a discerning 
public. That the public is discerning, is proved by the fact that this 
death-blow to pettifoggers and small landsharks has just entered on its 
fourteenth edition, is now fitted with all the latest legal improvements, 
and is warranted to keep in any climate. 

The Year Book of Photography is naturally full of bright as well as 
“light writing.” 

Some samples of playing cards we have received from Messrs. Hunt 
are noticeable. It doesn’t seem possible to lose money when using 
such pretty patterns. 

The Sportsman's Poeket Book (Sportsman Office, Boy-court) is a 
sportsman’s pocket book. Can we say more? 

It may be as well, though, to note here a literary item more astonish- 
ing than any which has preceded it, and likely to be no less popular. 
It is that we shall next week publish a Special Valentine Double 
Number of Fun, full of illustrations by the best artists and literary con- 
tributions by the most comic writers. That this will be the best thing 
of the kind ever produced will not surprise those who know the paper 
and remember how we always redeem a promise. We think nothing 
of being the best; we are used to it; but we wwi#l/ call attention to 
there being no extra charge. Though a double number, its cost will 
be only a single penny. 


A Paper Boat. 

AprENDED to a letter describing ‘‘ foreign parts” in Public Opinion, 
we find an editorial note which runs thus :—*‘ A*traveller informed us, 
some time ago, he met with Pudlic Opinion in Iceland.’ ‘This, and 
the fact that the Sage of Chelsea buys six copies a week, and reads 
each one right through, should be sufficient proof of the sterling merits 
of the paper. ‘A traveller,” who is probably of only mortal mould, 
may think it strange to find our varied contemporary in Iceland, but 
we should not be astonished to see it circumnavigating the globe, 
considering that it is entirely managed by an able Seaman. 


Teachimg his Grandmother. 

Tre Editor of a “Service” journal—not having the fear of the 
infliction before his own:eyes— strongly advocates that with a view to 
stop desertions, al! officers and men in the British army shall be tattooed. 
Proposals such as this are dlways cheap enough, but this particular one 
seems more than usually worthless, considering that.even the smallest 
boys in-ayregiment beat the tattoo easily. © — 





A Cockney One. 

Bvuxoz sent Vietor Hugo a hundred francs for a contribution to the 
Revue des Dewe Mondes, and said it was too much. Whatever the 
publisher's opinion was worth, it was certainly cent-francly. (We 
are:going to have this contributor French-polished.) 


Eye Church Law. 


Biss. Paavanwer says, “it’s allus the way with them here weligious 
parties when they squabble. They will allus have a High for a High 
If hes right we trust the coming one 


will be a wisdom Toeth. 
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A VISIT TO THE THEATRE.—WITH ATTENDANT ‘‘CONSIDERATIONS.” 






“* Stalls, sir ?’’ (odligingly) *‘ I'll introduce you to a gentleman who'll be hay pz to take 
your coat. Of course there’s no regular charg: for the introduction, but, &c.”’ 


M \\\\\We 


<> 
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** Well, yes, sir; you've given me the shilling for the p e and a trifle for myself ; 
but we generally look for some small, &c., beyond the actual, &c.”’ 





CUTTY 


**I can recommend a lady who will look after your lady’s cloaks, 
Of course, I, &c., some trifling consideration, &c.’’ f 
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Outside.—** Well, no yer honour, I didn't exackly get yer the keb nor 
open the door—but I looked on, and we generally gets, &c.’’ 


————— 
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[With Mr. Fun's apologies to @ certain distinguished Artist. 
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THE COMING SESSION. 


ALL HUMILITY 
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Whale.t' 1 
How-she means.to.treat us all ! 
Valentines she'll shortly send, 
Laden with inaniéy; 
Lots of money. lovers spend+— 
Bah! ’tis.only vanity! | 
Love.and ‘Cupid : 
Are-but stupid. 
Tokens.of insanity,! 
February, go your;ways! 
You're a month for wooimg-folks. 
Yours is sentiment( that pays, 
Only bent on: doimg.”’ folks. 
Seon.each lover: 
Will discover: 
He's:among the rueing-folks! 
= ae Fern ef ” knows: 
-but spooney lays are yours; 
Shertly, though, your reign will close,— 
Hight and twenty days. are yours! 
That's.a blessing 


Worth possessing— 
I detest.those ways of yours. 
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A Musical: Mem. 

A new song entitled ‘“‘Sometimes’”’ is. advertised 
and concerted considerably: Music by Arthur’Sullivan, 
words byy a: lady, of title. The iady of title devotes 
one line: to informing: us, relative to something, that 
she knows-not ‘‘from whither” that something comes. 
There’s too: much whither about that song for it to 
last long: Oar fashionable composer might try a lady 
of grammar next time. SOCIAL STATUS. 
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Boy :—“ Ou, 18 THIS THE PLACE WHERE THE PERSON WANTED A LADY 


Tue only place where a Conservative Government ; 1s ; 
TO DO A DAY’S WASHING? ’CoS MOTHER'S ENGAGED FOR TO-MORROW.” 


should be.—A Reform a tory. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | LOVE A LA JENNINGS. 


In wandering to and fro in the world, we lighted the other day on Ou, he kissed me on the for'ud, 
“The Granville,’ St. Lawrence-on-Sea, and marvelled much at its And he swore eternal love, 
vast and various resources for the general edification of those who Then a sov-er-ing he borrud 
seek a pleasing change from the monotonies of life; its external | From his popsy-wopsy dove. 
beauty, and its internal grandeur, the ample arrangements for quiet | Oh, he flung his arms around me, 
comfort, for luxurious ease, and healthy recreation, each in their turn Took my watch and handkerchief, 
calling forth our unqualified admiration, which we regret limited | Which his conduct did astound me, 
space prevents our giving in greater detail; at the same time we must | ’'T was so very like a thief. 
say how pleasing it was to find that which gives the last touch of | 
perfection to all this refinement and comfort, namely, the ready | 
courtesy and attention shown by the manager and each one of his 
attendants to the guests. If any sceptical reader should doubt these 
words, to them we say, “go and see; ’”’ and to those who believe them 
we give the same advice, ‘“‘ go and see! go and see!”’ 

At the Princess’s, where Jane Shore has been running for a long 
while now, there seems little diminution in either the attendance or | 
the interest. Miss Heath invests the character of the mythical 
heroine with so much womanly tenderness that wondering audiences | —_SSS—— 
return home fully convinced ae - Mes petty right, —~ | Who Art Thou? 
that if Mr. Shore hadn’t at the finish knocked the representatives of | yr, J. Lawrenca Haxtiton writes to the papers to propose that 
Oe ee et bance Py A By gy semen — re = | our a shall be doemaiee _ és — bronze, bric- 
pathy nor compassion. Such is the influence of ability on our moral code! | fare =. bonniiaie a0 ‘old Geskesiie oiled Ge = one No poe 

We were immensely pleased the other night at the Criterion with | in cases of delirium the old armour, &e. , would have a soothing etfect 
a bright litle picee by James Mortimer entitled Dorctiy's Strategem. | upon the patient. | We venture to propose that tho hundred. thousand 
have to caer the characters to a sympathising audience K ands —e vs oe 7 ne ee har : — 

; ; Bes oe | Kensington int wili be a blow to to sen 
PR py ee Soe oe oar es Me | oo = hospital, though some portions of it want doctoring con- 
George Barrett.’’ If they had gone a bit further and said it was | ee — 
sung in the best topical manner, they wouldn't have strayed at all from A T Total Wreck. 
the truth. After listening to some puffed-up celebrities, it is a treat Tue T pier at the Royal Arsenal, Woolwich, has been damaged 
to find three such artists as Rachel Sanger, Jennie Lee, and George | considerably by a steamship running into it. They had to repair 
Barrett playing in one piece. | that T for fear it should breakfast. 


Yet I always had a notion 
‘That this prigging little things 
Was that outcome of devotion 
Woaich a playfal nature brings. 
And my love would not have dwindled 
For my kleptomanic flame, 
If he hadn’t gone and swindled 
Lots of other gals the same. 
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ACT I. ACT II. 
| (An interval. Then enter OrviuisaTion again. He has more assurance 
RATHER OVERDOING IT. | now, and to some extent patronises Man.) 


Man in Ass savage state discovered smiling contentedly. CIVILISATION . ; ; 
peeps in timidly, then comes on, and bows with the utmost respect and | Pee ave. Se Gales Se 
diffidence. a) Would beg to submit to your careful inspection. 

CrvittsaTion (Aumbly). Ahem! You'll excuse me, I've called to; (Aside.) I’m drawing him cleverly into the trap, 

| His weakness in aid of my purpose enlisting ; 


D P , : ; 
2 ee See | Civ. Ahem! I've the pleasure of ealling again: 


inquire | 
(Assuring your grace of my service undying) | I'll bind him in slavery, innocent chap, 
ue 8 nme you may pone to _— | With fetters defiant of human resisting! 
might be the fortunate means of supplying (To Man.) Here’s Fashion, a truly desirable thing, — 
ay canines os, that I bear on my nore The ecmne of Seeedom vee looked upon rightly. 
re wor' yo anyone 8 recommendation— The Laws o ociety so ring— 
oe if you Se me, I'll me "7 ae | You'll find that they fit so exceedingly lightly. 
; nar-Gedue-i — : » _ | (Man takes the articles, while CrviLisation, growing puffed-up with 
See here, there are factories, physic, balloons success, hugs himself and chuckles, then goes out with an impudent 
H c a] le sr oe omer me ene) ? | look of importance. Man tries the new articles and finds them incon- 
ere 8 clothing 8 y Denignest O Oons ; sentent d leasant. 
And here's a delightful accomplishment—coo/ ing ! — bhi ae e me decidedly leas 
Man (aside). This party's commodities seem to be sound ; | . : : os 
A fellow might find them a positive blessing ! I oe sn ee capiaent sacempmnn sation. 
(To Crviz.) Just send me a few of the articles round— iia'o cealiies re Saban tte Chetiention | 
( With much amusement), I like that ridiculous notion of dressing! roo 8 = = ‘ Bo, 
Crvix. (cringingly). Believe me, I'm always delighted to take (He calls to Crvitisation. Enter C1vILisaTIon. He has acquired an air 
An article back should it lack your approval, of intolerable patronage by this time. On Man's requesting him to 
5 change the articles, he superciliously declines.) 


The slightest objection your Worship may make 
Ensuring that article’s instant removal. 
Erit Civt_isation humbly delighted. MAn tries the articles, and likes 


Civiz. What? Change you the articles? Likely! Oh, dear, 
My errand lies guite in another direction, 
In fact, I’ve a number of articles here 


them, 
Man. That Civilisation’s a party to know; (Commandingly.) Of which I demand your approving inspection. 
I swear there's an air of refinement about him. Look here, I have brought you-a ‘number of laws, 
By which you'll discover your freedom’s restricted. 


My early career was undoubtedly slow ; : ; 
I wonder how ever I managed without him! Some pleasure’s forbidden by every clause, 


He doesn’t attempt to dictate or command, Some harmless amusement you love interdicted. 


In spite of his stock of profound information ; (Shows him a selection of enactments for closing all places of recreation and 
A very respectful, amenable, bland, preventing anybody getting his living on the Sabbath, and making that 
Kespectable fellow, that Civilisation! day generally repulsive and unbearable to everybody. Also other laws 
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poke me out with lost umbrellas, hissing, ‘ He wants to be passed.’ 
I can bear it no longer. I will pay. I will goaway. Ah, here is 
someone! It is the lessee. The demons rush at him, pointing to me 
and jabbering, ‘He wants to be passed.’ He dives among the over- Sen: 
coats and is lost. The wretches will not let me go. They tie meina “3 
seat and bid me wait for the acting-manager. He is dying, and —. a: 
leave of his wife and children ; but they have sent for Sor me. a 
must wait now. I would not disturb a dying man and then run 
away. Everybody knows about me now. My shame is more tham I 
can bear. T “y are —s me in the stalls. They are ex 
me in the gallery. he acting-manager is coming again. ' 
physicians are bearing him to me on his bed. What do his pallid lips: 
mutter? ‘Wants tobe passed in? Whodoes? Oh, I will never Nd 
let him look upon my guilty face. I will fly. What isthis? I am < 
lued to the spot. The scene swims round, the fiends howl, the tae 
emons dance. Let meout! Let meout! I shall go mad!” 
‘“‘Come away,’ cried the Doctor. “ He's a dangerous now. ~ i 
He was brought here.a jabbering idiot by the stage doorkeeper of the ie 
Royal, and a press-card asking that he might be passed in was found) 
in his possession. Rum case, isn’t it?” ; ea 














for previnting anybody playing any game at any time anywhere, and 
sundry other unpleasant articl-s peculiar toan overdone civilisation. In 
Fact, CivruisatTion (with @ brain softened by inordinate conceit and 
arrogance) having no really new articles to offer, is beginning to indulge 
in fantastic tricks of refined meddling.) 
Crviz. When Civilisation, sir, chooses to drive, 
You'll have to submit to the pace and the distance ; 
You’re ruled so completely you couldn’t contrive 
To waggle a finger without my assistance ! 
(MAN considers the state of affairs fer a moment, then, with a sudden move- 
ment of disgust, he flings away all the artwles supplied by CivILISATION.) 
Man (to Crvit). Be off! I'll return to my primitive bliss, 
Tm sick of your plan of oppressive vexation. 
When Civilisation is coming to this 
It's time to get rid of your Civilisation ! 
(He returns to his savage state; while Crvitisation shrinks off abashed, 
but, let us hope, wiser.) —CurtTAin. 
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A PRACTICAL TEST. 


*,* The following curious composition was picked up. in West 
minster Hall the:other morning by the sweeper when going his rounds. 
As a rule that functionary divides all he discovers during the exercise 
of his duties with the Speaker of the House of Commons, after deduct- 
ing a-small tage for the occupant of the Woolsack in “ another o 
place’’; but as: this struck him as being too good to lose, he at once a 
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forwarded it here. It arrived just as our paper had gone to press, but 
ee corner the magic initials H. S., with the address in 
Be 


.. a 
es 


U*p*r -place, we at once stopped the press and put the poem in 
believing, as we do, that a journal's duty is ever to its readers. 

don’t think much of the style, but that in a case like this is a 
secondary consideration. Neither do we profess to understand the 
slang phraseology—or, as the writer would doubtless call it, the spirit 
“‘ wheezes.”” But such as it is, here it is. 
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Tu spirits are a potent lot, 
And always can contrive 

To rap upon a given spot 
With anyone alive. 

They thrum the banjo, tap the drum, 
Or scribble on the slate, 

When they are called they always come, 
Insorutable as Fate. 

I am no sceptic sneerer who 
Would ridicule the good, 

I'll swear the spirit taps are true, 
Though not well understood. 
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Arter the experience we have had of the present slightly wet and 
occasionally warm Winter, Mr. Fun thinks the above is likely to be a 
costume much in request during the Dog Days. As the Philosophers 
and Meteorologists say, the seasons are in a transition state, so give 
your orders for the new Midsummer Fashions while they're to be had. 
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No. 461A PASSING STRANGE STORY. 


‘‘'Yxs, he is quite beyond recovery. Every now and then a gleam 
of intelligence hovers on his eyelid and plays about his whiskers, but 
he relapses instantly into the terrible condition in which you now 


behold him.”’ 


‘Dear me, Doctor, you have a curious collection of idiots and 
What is 


lunatics in your asylum, but for choice, give me this one. 
his history 7” 

‘¢’'You shall hear it from his own lips.” 

The Doctor—he was the famous Doctor Alexander Forbes Winslow 
Soothing Syrup—took a card from his pocket, on which he wrote these 
mysterious words: ‘‘Mr. Dash, acting-manager, Theatre Royal,— 
Please pass one.” Then he handed the card to the idiot. The poor 
wretch shrank from the Doctor's pasteboard as though it had been a 
boa-constrictor. He cowered in the corner of his cell, and a quiver 
passed over his whole frame. Then he jabbered a bit and finally 
darted at the card, seized it, and waved it frantically above his head. 

‘“‘ It was a fiend who gave it me,’ he shrieked. ‘ In a moment of 
madness I took it. I had been an honest man till then and paid. 
Ha! ha! I see them now, the demons of the entrance hall, who glared 
at me and frowned. I see the coat and umbrella devils who told me 
to stand out of the way. I see the checktaker fiend who cocked up 
his nose and pitied me, who shouted at me that the acting-manager 
was far, faraway. They told me gently he was dead and couldn’t be 
disturbed. They hinted that he was a bold, bad man and dangerous 
to disturb. I hear again, now after long years, the mocking laughter 
of the imps who sang in chorus, ‘ He wants to be passed,’ Dusky 
forms in black and white bob eut from pay places and corners, and 
stare at me, moaning,‘ He wants to be passed.’ Ha! where is the 
acting-manager? He is here! Heisthere! He ghzes at me and 
flies up the spiral staircase. The female demon with programmes 
catches sight of me and spits. I am hated, loathed, and despised. 
My brain is swimming, my face is: burning, my throat isdry. I can- 
notmoeve!  Ishrink under a-seatin the entrance halli The fiends 








But this I mean to certify : whene’er I’ve made a mull of it, 
And look like getting chokey—chokey means, you know, the mill— 
I'll seek me out a lawyer, one who understands the hull of it, 
And let Aim turn the tables with a vengeance and a will. 
I do believe in spirits, for I’ve made a living out of ’em, 
And wouldn’t say a syllable to traverse my own boasts,— 
But when you've had your troubles, and don’t want a second bout of em, 
Engage with Serjeant Ballantine—he’s worth a thousand ghosts. 


A One-and-two-er. 


A GENTLEMAN, writing in Beli’s Life on the subject of cricket and 
cricket “amateurs,” as distinguished from cricket “‘ gentlemen,” says 
that in all other sports ‘‘the word ‘amateur’ is y under- 
stood to mean one who plays for money, and not for pay.” We 
always thought there was a slight confusion as to the amateur quali- 
fication, but now it seems a little worse confounded. After this we 
shall never meet a real live “ genelman ham-a-twoer”—as so many 
of ‘them call themselves—without thinking he takes both the money 
and the pay, by virtue of his twofold qualification. Strangely enough, 
though, some of these twoers are, as the Marchioness said of y 
Brass, terrible one-ers as well. 


‘‘ The way for to go for to do it.” 
An F-.S.A. writes to the Times to say “ wafer” only means “ gaufer”’ 
after all the row as to it's etymology. Let’s hope he won't gaufer to 
be too positive, or we shall have to find a wafer to teach him the true 


meaning of the word. 


Wise Words. 
Tue men who are staunchest in laying down the law that a man 
can always succeed who tries, generally had their ing done for 
them. —s they are quiet enough about it till success has 
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ANOTHER. 


Street Boy :—“ Git a ’anp ons, Marsy. Brtty’s Gorn’ TO sEN’ ONE AT ’IS UMBERELLAR, AND WEN ’B LOOKS OUT, YOU ’N MB ‘LL 


LAND "IM ON THE JoRR. GOT A 8TONE IN MIBRN! 


It's THE OLE BLOKE WOT GIV’ US THE SHILLIN THIS MORNIN’. 


Loox sHaRP! ” 





NEXT YEAR’S NOTES. 


Tue action brought by the London School Board Messrs. 
Grinder and Canine, the teeth manufacturers, has ended in a verdict 
for the former. The Board sought to recover the sum paid for 1,000 | 
set of teeth supplied for the Grand ts’ Pronunciation class on the 
ground that the teeth had neuralgia in them, and did not enable the 
old people to pronounce according to the Board’s recent alterations. 

The racing at Kingsbury during the past week brought a thought- 
ful body of Christian workers together. The tea and ooffee booths, 
under the direction of Lord Shaftesbury, were an immense success, and 
Dr. Jones’s “ H s between Races’’ were admirably sung by the 
crowd. The Kingsbury Resident's bay gelding, ‘“‘ Brother Bung,” 
won the big race from the colt farmed by the Sunday School Union. 
The Resident was so elated by his success that he started another night- 
porter for the virtuous late straight away. 

The discussion of the question, ‘‘ How to suppress the traffic in 
brandy balls,” is continued in the Quarterly by the Right Hon. 
Robert Lowe. Mr. Chamberlain is to reply next month, and the 
world is eager. 

Mr. Jones, solicitor, applied yesterday fora summons against several 
well-known magistrates for falsely pretending that they understood 
the law and administered justice, thereby deceiving sundry of Her 
Maj nr e 8 subjects “ by palmistry or otherwise.” The Assistant Judge 


| requested time in order that he might consult the accused before 
granting the summons. The solicitor courteously accorded this 


favour. 


Water on the Brain. 

AccorpincG to a Kensington local paper, the body of an infant was 
found recently on a door-step in the neighbourhood. The same 
authority states that at the ensuing inquest the jury returned a 
verdict of ‘‘ Found drowned.’”’ What a wet winter this has been to 
be sure! The water seems to have found its way everywhere, even to 


the wetting of a jury’s “ other eye.” 


Convincing. 

A patty contemporary argues that Dr. Slade must know very well 
that the legal quibble on which he got off does not leave him less 
condemned. Of course he knows it. Why, he actually appealed 
against his own conviction! 


—_—— 





NOTICE.—On Wepnespay NEXT, F ss. ram 
THE VALENTINE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 


ProrussLy ILLvusTRATED.—ONE PEnny. 
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PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


Role Wholesale L onden Agente—N. J. POWELL & Co., 101, Whitechapel, E.” c4U TION. —If Cocoa thiekens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 
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THAT FELLOW CUPID. 
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‘* Bless me !’’ said Cupid—(for it was the nineteenth century, and And wherever he went he came across portraits of his younger self in that ecan 
he wasn’t so young as he had been.)—‘*My werd! To think attire. ‘*‘ That’s him wot ened to dress like so i pang vulgar ie 7 


I could ever have gone about like that! Di-graceful!’’ 
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* Confound it all!’ he screamed at last; “if they are eo fond of that kind of costume, I'm Dut the proper authorities soon settled tho! matter. 
| hanged if they shan't have e nough of it!’ And he ordered a ballet dress, 
Vor, XXV - oa ee ee ee _ eo — ‘ 
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SEASONABLE REMINDERS. 


1. To Sensational Ben.——2. To the ‘‘ Astonished Native.”’——3. To the Great Bear.——4¢4. To the Turkish Official——5, To J. Bull, Esq.——6. To 
the Horse Guards. 


} The properties were put in hand, and on an early da 
7” : THE BISHOP'S VALE NTI NE. The heavy father went to church and gave the a 
T'ne Bishop to the purpose spoke, and sitting in a stall a The worthy Bishop, overjoyed at gaining such a wife, 
A powdered, painted coryphé felt what they term a “ call. Took Sadler’s Wells, Her Majesty’s, the Park, and Queen’s for life. 
She heard that mitred man proclaim in language plain and terse From eight to nine he lectured on the “ pro’s ” especial chance 
‘The influence of the ballet-girl for better or for worse. Of doing good in comedy and pantomime and dance. 
Upon her well blacked eyelash stood a little shining tear, Then on in gauzy petticoats the Bishopess would bound 
And * Oh,” she cricd, ** I'll do my best within my humble sphere.” With twinkling feet to prove to all his arguments were sound. 
With gentle words that Bishop urged the members of the stage The millions flocked to see the pair—of course the millions would, 


In all they did to cotton to the scruples of the age. 
But most he charmed that Ballet-girl by begging her to show 
A moral elevation when she raised her tiny toe, 


| And in a year and fourteen days the whole wide world was good. 

| 
That strict respectability might chill the naughty toff, | 

| 

| 

| 

| 


The other bishops, mad with rage, their mild moustaches twirl, 
They're married men or each of them would court a ballet-girl. 


And he who came to laugh and leer might go away and scoff. 
The Bishop's little speech was done, the crowd had passed away, 
In drama and in pantomime their varied parts to play ; 

And on the boards that very night a Ballet-girl was seen 


A Good Deal too Ambitious, 


An instance of that conscientiousness which it is better to be with- 
out was given at Worship-street, the other day, when a man of 


To pirouette and raise her toe with quite an altered mien. | respectable appearance was charged at the instance of the North 
Her solemn movements seemed to say, “Oh, gentlemen, I would | Metropolitan Tramways Company with refusing to show his ticket. 
You'd go away from here to-night determined to be good. | At the station the prisoner refused to give his name and address. He 
Observe in me a modest miid’s demeanour, look, and tone, repeated his refusal when before the magistrate, but deigned to say 
A model for your women fo)k to mark and make their own.” each of his negative actions was governed by principle. The magis- 
At first the audience only laughed and thought the woman mad, trate fined him five shillings, but though he admitted possessing the 
But presently they understood, and felt extremely sad; money, prisoner preferred going to prison ‘‘on principle.’ Some 
They owned aloud their naughty ways, and got their money back, _ | people may deem this man a hero; we are satisfied to call him an 
Determined, like that Ballet-girl, to follow virtue’s track. ‘idiot. Principle is all very well in its way, but it’s not the sort of 
For just a week she held her course and edified the place, _ thing for people who don’t happen to be in a position to command its 
E’en Quakers came behind the scenes to learn a modest grace, best companion, interest. Questions like this, involving the highest 
And missionaries home on leave would sit the ballet through | principle, should be left to Lord Derby and other gentlemen who have 
To learn what sermons limbs could preach when talking wouldn't do. | it in their power to be peculiar and get admired and advertised 
There nightly in a private box the good old Bishop sat, | accordingly. 

And sighed, “ Oh, if I only had a Bishopess like that, | : ? 

I'd take a playhouse for a time and star her in the Bill. A Frisky One. 

I have a mind to marry her! Odds bodkins! and I will.”’ Tue San Francisco News Letter is perpetually injuncted by Judge 
His mind made up, he left the box and asked the lady’s hand, | Wheeler from writing against the moral and commercial value to 
She went and told the manager, the chorus, and the band ; _ humanity of a sweet thing in speculators cognominally known as Clay. 
And when the curtain rose again, their troth upon the stage | We sympathise cordially with the smart social whip who finds a Wheeler 


A Bishop and a Ballet-girl did publicly engage. | interfere with his leaders. 
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A DISTINCTION WITH A DUFFERENCE. 


Youthful Maiden (who has received quite “ a lot” by post) :—‘‘ Wuy ANNIB, WHATEVER A\E YOU MOPING THERE For?’ 
Mature Maiden (only too evidently forlorn and forgotten) :—‘‘I was ONLY THINKING, DEAR, O THAT I WAs A DOvE!”’ 
Y. M. (sharply) :—“ Au! I seg, LOOKING AT THE DOVES AND THINKING OF THB DOVE-ERS”’ 





| 


VIGOROUS VALENTINE VERSIFICATION. 


WELL, as you seem anxious to know, and as Valentine's Day is | 
close at hand, I’ll tell you how it was I came to be married and settled | 
down in clover here with everything a man can wish for, and the | 
missus thinking me the greatest poet in all the world. But you must 
promise never to say a word about if. | 

(Of course the listener promised—and that’s how we came to possess | 
the story.) 

I always had, as you know, a passion for writing verse, and it was 
only the envy of some editors and the stupidity of others that kept | 
me out of the leading magazines. I used to be always eending copy | 
round from one to another of these incompetents, and always with the | 
same result. It was always, ‘‘ Declined with thanks,’ or “* Not up to | 
our standard ’’—a deliberate untruth which led me to retort heavily 
and anonymously—or, ‘‘ Very good, but our staff is quite complete.” 
While if I had only half the ability and a little interest to back it up, 
I might have been editor of a magazine or comic paper myself in a 
tithe the time it took me to get nothing but rejections. For I never 
saw anything in any of the so-called light literature of the present day 
I couldn’t have beaten all to pieces when my hand was well in with 
constant practice. 

Finding after a long while that there is no chance for true ability 
unless it is supported by influence or accompanied by tremendous 
cheek, I at last thought I would make an effort in another direction. 
And after one or two attempts I succeeded beyond my most sanguine 
expectations. I called on a maker of valentines in a large way of 
business, and persua?ed him to let me do the verse to all the coming 
novelties. When I once got his permission, I didn’t take long getting 
to work, I can assure you, and though the pay wasn’t great, the 
labour was congenial. 

Ugly ones and Landsome ones were all alike to my muse. The 
artists used to bring the sketches in, and when I had we’l considered 
the subject, I used to write what was to go underneath. Then it 
would go to the printer’s, and I felt that if I was not known to fame | 


| 





personally, my work was read and admired wherever the Hug ish 
language is spoken. I don’t mind admitting to you that I am the 
author of those famous lines reen in so many shop- windows and carried 
next the hearts of so many pretty girls, which commence thus: — 

‘* Love is a fierce flame, and burns so fast 

That my bosom is on fire like any 20-h -p. furnace blast, 

And if you will but call me thine 

I'll always remain yours to command and be thy Valentine.” 

Then as to ugly ones, they were really of use t> me in serving out 
those who had been personally unkind in the days when I s'ruggled 
for position in the mags and weekly papers. 1 used to think 1 was 
describing an editor of the ‘‘ Not up to our standard” sort when I 
wanted to say anything particularly cffensive, and so on through the 
various degrees of answers to correspondents, whether in the papers 
themselves or under the flap of a correspondent’s envelope. Indeed, I 
used to class the ugly valentines by mental names corresponding with 
the styles of rejections in previous days. When I wished to be not 
so deliberately offensive as slily sarcastical, I called that the “ Very 
good, but our staff is quite complete” kind. It was an editor of the 
previous class, however, that I had in my mind whenI penned the 
bitter sarcasm which sold so many thousands of a hideous valentine. 
It ran something like this :— 

‘You handsome fel!ow, now I daresay you think youreclf qnite 

clever, 

The look of you pute m: all in quite a shiver, 

It would be satire and sarcasm to call you quite capable of any crime, 

And 80 you never aha)l be quite my Valentine.” 

Although the pay warn't much to begin with—a shilling for a 
stanza of eight lines and no pay for refrains after the first verse - the 
accuracy of my style and the purity of my rhythm soon began to tell, 
while the power of my sarcasm had before long so terrible an eff+ct 
that the proprietor came to me one morning and eaid, ‘ Snooks, I will 
not wait to be asked, but will give you your own terms in tke future, 
feeling sure that a mind s9 evenae as yours is bound to be will 
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take no undue advantage.’ I replied with that diffidence characteristic 


of me. ‘‘ Mr. Judkins, you will find me not unworthy of the confi- 
dence you have reposed in me; I will take half the gross receipts, and 
you, ser paying the expenses of advertising, printing, and engraving, 


may keep the rest.” I am sorry to say, for the credit of humanity, 
that he was in no way inclined to agree to this, and we were very 
nearly parting, but as no one had as yet made me anything like so good 
an offer, I at last closed with his, which was in effect that we should 
divide the net profits on all valentines, Easter and Christmas cards, 
etc., that were published by the firm after—and on this he Jaid much 
stress in his meanness—a/ter all preliminary expenses had been 
deducted. It was, as you may understand, subsequent to this that I 
did my Valentine to a Money Grubber, which you may remember. In 
it occurs the following :— 

‘‘Oh, grasping, greedy, grubbing chap, 

The world must wonder what you're at. 

It’s casting pearls before a jolly old swine 

To write about you in this Valentine.’ 


This, which took me a deal of time and no end of trouble, rankled 
in his mind somewhat. Butthe end wasat:/hand. Having done so much 
work that was really good, I didn’t care to hide my iight any longer 
undera bushel. We had those valentines I have mentioned reissued 
with my name printed on them, and “ With words by Percy Plan- 
tagenet Montgomery de Snooks” became quite a common announce- 
ment in the papers. As we advertised well, of course we received 
plenty of excellent notices. I often used to laugh in my sleeve when 
editors who had rejected my copy in early days now said the work 
was “exquisitely tender in its melting) monodies,’”’ or “ scathingly 
satirical when its vigorous versification was thoroughly understood.” 
It is noticeable that the editor who wrote that last was the very speci- 
men of the “ Nut up to our standard” style I had in my mind when I 
penned the verses he so praised. 

Well, one night when I was in the zenith of my fame, I met at 
dinner a valentine maker who was the great rival of Judkins, or 
rather who had been until I had come to Judkins’s rescue. I was 
introduced to him, of course, and after some affable conversation he 
led me into the conservatory and said, ‘‘ Mr. Snooks, I am a devout 
admirer of your work. I have often wished to be introduced to you, so 
that I might say, ‘Percy Plantagenet Montgomery de Snooks, I have 
a daughter whois young and lovely. I have money, and sums invested 
in securities ; I have leasehold and freehold property——.’”’ Here he 
broke off abruptly and darted away, bringing back a lovely creature 
whom I had been admiring all the evening, and who now admitted by 
her blushes that I was not indifferent to her. Then, continued Mr. 
Yappstick— Yappstick was his name, perhaps you'll remember it as 
being connected with a very large business—then, continued he, “‘ This 
is my daughter; take her, and be happy. Bless you, my children!” 
At this moment our host and hostess joined us, and I was relieved of 
the difficulty of accepting or rejecting the offer at once. 

But in the morning I went to Judkins, and asked him what more 
he intended doing for me. He replied that I was already doing a 
good deal better than I had any right to expect, and was even then 
profiting by the advertising machinery he had set in work, and was 
only a duffer after all if people had but the sense to tee it for them- 
selves. This was enough for me. I left him there and then, and 
within a week was wed to Sophonisba Yappstick, Ina year Judkins 
was glad to sell his interest in the valentine business at a ruinous 
sacrifice, and ultimately died in the workhouse. He had the cheek to 
rend to me when he was at his last gasp, but I gave his messenger a 
word or two which proved better than foolish sympathy and money 
assistance, |']] warrant. Long before this, though, old Yappstick had 
himself died, leaving us the whole of his vast wealth, and that’s how 
it is I am so comfortable and so different from what I was when I 
used to meet you a few years back. 

We gave up the valentine business when the old gentleman died, 
and bought this place, where I so unexpectedly ran against you the 
other day. I don’t do much verse-writing now, but occasionally, when 
the idea eeizes me, I scribble a comic song for my particular friend, 
Cadboy, the champion comique, and some of my things have been 
tremendously successful. It doesn’t do, however, for a gentleman of 
property to have too much to do with literature; it’s a bit low when 
you've got land and expect to become a county member. But this I 
do mean to say, that whenever I hear of fellows trying and trying, 
and not getting on in journalism and literature, I know at once its 
because they haven't got the ability and the genius which pulled me 
through in the face of those discouragements and disadvantages I have 
just related, 
Se eeeeeeeneeneeeticeeneesssoseeeneneetiaets 


A Distinction well earned. 


One of the sporting papers speaks of an old gentleman as the Nestor 
of the turf. As the gentleman in question is a frequent contributor 
to the sporting literature of his country and is a tremendous authority 
on pee and “strains of blood,’ we shall propose that in future 
he be called the Mares’ Nestor. 





F all the girls I know 

) O) or care to tell, 

There’s none I love so 
true as blue-eyed 
Nell, 

Her presence warms my 
heart as would light 
sparkling wine. 

My Nell is tall and fair, 
and bright and glad, 

A merry girl not likely 
to be sad, 

So I’ll no other maid for 
my true Valentine. 


Yet when I think upon 
the married state 
My theughts will often 
wander to sweet Kate, 
The little dark-eyed dar- 
ling! would that she 
were mine ! 
On any wintry day I’d 
walk a mile 
To hear her sing or see 
her winning smile ;— 
I must have little Katie 
for my Valentine. 


Tinea thue’s young Jessie with the rich brown hair, 
As good a girl as man could wish to share 
His fortune, from glad youth to fitful life’s decline. 
Her graceful beauty all devoid of art ; 
Her truth-like eyes proclaim a loving heart — 
Young Jessie! would that she were my sweet Valentine. 


And now I think of Mary, young and dear, 

A darling soul that’s born man’s heart to cheer, 
To guide his way, and all his better thoughts refine ; 

With her the home hearth would be joyous day, 

Her gentle love would drive each care away, — 
I cannot lose sweet Mary for my Valentine. 


Now here’s a pretty list! What shall I do 

To make a choice when all are good and true ? 
When either would turn darkest day to bright sunshine. 

Besides, I know at least a dozen more, 

Or counting up might make “the lot” a score, 
And every one I'd wish to be my Valentine. 


Well! this same puzzle I must leave to you, 

Good kindly-hearted reader, tried and true ; 
My fate into your hands I gladly now resign. 

Say, is it Kate or Mary, Jess or Nell? 

Or shall I have the other “ dears’’ as well ? 
A dozen tied together for my Valentine. 





Stranger than Strange. 


Tue Birmingham Post has most likely been affected by the utter- 
ances of Mr. l‘orbes, who is so very much annoyed at people daring to 
get cut to pieces and otherwise killed and disfigured on his railway at 
his expense and that of his directors and shareholders. Perhaps 
actions for libel will in future be brought by railway managers against 
papers that dare to say that any real harm has happened to anyone 
through “ accidents” by collision or otherwise. Should Mr. Forbes 
have his own way and the publication of particulars te made penal, 
we cannot recommend any course better than that already adopted by 
our Brummagem contemporary, which tells of an accident near 
Chester, wherein all the carriages were much injured, and many were 
thrown off the line, while the engine and tender were ‘‘ smashed to 
pieces.’ The Po:t then proceeds:—“ Strange to say, none of the 
passengers were hurt. Several were very much shaken, and one or 
two complained of more gerious injuries. Mr. Cuzner, choirmaster of 
Chester Cathedral, was a gocd deal cut about the face. The driver of 
the express was not much hurt, but the fireman was severely injured. ’ 
As the Fost itself says, strange to say, indeed! 


Granted. 

Mr. Danrex Grant has been requested to come forward “ presently ” 
as a candidate for Marylebone in the Liberal interest. The country 
- o with him, ‘Ihere are several things it wants a Liberal 

rant for. 
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A VALENTINE DESIGN. 


Were I to send a Valentine to you, | 
Swest guardian of my heart—I'd choose a rare one, 
And its design should ba entirely new— 
(Were I an artist, I'd at once prepire ons). 
‘‘ The Growth of Love,” as subject I'd select 
(And Love's a pleasant theme, though. some deride if) ; 
Conventional ideas [ would reject, 
For into several phases I'd divide it ! 


Phas: 1 should show my darling ere she grew 

To womanhood—a blue-eyed, budding flower— 
A fairy, crowned with locks of goldea hue, 

In ignorance, as yet, of Love's sweet power. 
With fancy still unfettered, so to speak, 

A heart-free maid, with Eros unacquainted ; 
With tiny dimples, playing hide and seek 

About her cheeks, with twin blush-roses painted. 


Phase 2 should bring my hero on the scene ; 
And graces in the maiden he'd discover. 
To cause him to acknowledge her his queen, 
And strongly plead to be accepted ‘‘ lover.” 
Herein I'd strive to show them as they wooed, 
And rambled oft through meadows decked with 
daisies, 
Whilst overhead the skies were azure-hued,— 
And next I’d show the chiefest of my phases. 


Phase 3.—The time, a snowy winter's day, 
The scene, the house wherein the damsel’s dweiling. 
As o’er the twain the firelight’s shadows play, 
She listens to a tender tale he’s telling. 
The lover, toying with each golden tress, 
Propounds a certain question to the maiden, 
And trustfully she whispers to him, ‘ Yes,” 
And both their hearts with happiness are laden. | 


* * * * * 


And when my Valentine was finished, dear, 
I'd choose myself to carefully convey it ; 
N > post-officials would I trust, for fear | 
Unthinking ones might injure or mislay it. | 
And, darling, no reward I'd claim but this, | 
Your loving glance, for that would well repay me ; | 
Still, e’en should I demand of you a kiss, 


I've not the slightest doubt, love, you'd obey me! | 





‘‘SUSPENSION” OF IMPARTIALITY. 


A RESPECTABLE man, who in an unfortunate moment thrashed his 
child a little too heavily for refusing to obey him, has been sent to 
prison for six months, with hard labour. We do not object to this pro- 
vided the same sauce is served out all round; but we should like to 


EFUN. 


| 


know why Mr. Hammersmith Bridge remanded the father because, at | 
the first examination, he was afraid ‘‘if he then passed sentence his | 
indignation would cause him to be unjust’’—and then, on the second | 
day, gave him the heaviest amount of punishment it is in a magis- | 


trate’s power to inflict? 
same court, under the same magistrate, hulking ruffians who commit 
brutal and unprovoked assaults upon passers-by receive punishment 
ridiculous in its lenity ; why wife-beaters of a ferocious type have no 
need to fear the full extent of the law; and why old gentlemen of 
feeble intellect are so ready to express sympathy with what they know 
so little about, when other people have to pay the penalty? By all 
means let brutes and ruffians suffer, but let them all share and 
share alike, and don’t demand of one unfortunate an extra 
the clemency meted out to others. Perhaps, in addition to the ques- 
tions we have asked, payers of parochial rates will do well to ask who 
is to Bridge over the time that this mar will be prevented from 
working to keep a large and hitherto well-cared-for family ? 


Showing his Hand. 


A rEw evenings since, Mr. C. A. Ferrier gave a reading at the City 
of London College, “ illustrating” Scottish and English poetry and 
humour. During ‘‘the interval,’ and thereby preventing it from 
becoming an interval, Dr. B. W. Richardson, F.R.S., who took the 


chair, read a poem anda scene from one of his own plays. It will | 
not surprise many of our hearers to learn that the play selected by the | 


worthy doctor who would so revolutionise our way of living and 
dethrone those most cherished and time-honoured monarchs Precedent 
and Practice, is entitled Cromwell. Nothing like following an illus- 


Also, we should like to know why at the | 


rice for | 
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A DOUBTFUL 


‘oung Lady Swell :—‘*I WANT A VALENTINE, PLBASB.” 
Shopman (urbanely) :—‘‘Is 17 FOR A—EBR—LADY OR A—ER—GENTLEMAN P” 


A LITTLE TOO GOOD. 


I sent my love a valentine and covered it with kisses, 
Ere trusting to the penny post to take it on its way. 
‘¢ Believe me, dearest, loveliest, and tenderest of misses, 
I’m your devoted servitor for ever and a day. 
There’s nought that you could ask of me that wouldn’t be a pleasura : 
I'd drink your health in everything that’s sold across the bar,’’— 
(My love she is a Hebe, and a perfect little treasure ; 
And by Lush and Liquor’s “ ladies”’ she’s regarded as the star.) 


I got an answer speedily— indeed, ’twas unexpected ; 
It came before the day was out (by last snburban post). 
“* Well, now this is attentive—in this quarter she’s affected, 
She has heard of my successes, though I’m not the one to boast.”’ 
I tore the letter open, and admit I came a cropper, 
When a dirty piece of paper in the envelope I found, 
And read, “ Ser, I like your nocions hand your promises are proper, 
I should like a Sealskin Jacket hand the price is £20.” 


oe 
Novel Noose, 


Tug real name of Mr. Marwood, it is stated on authority, is Fisher. 
Perbaps that accounts for his always casting such a long lire. 
Talking of this Fisher of men, reminds us that still another authority 
states he is ‘‘an ardent disciple of anti-vivisectionist doctrines.’’ Of 
course, it is only natural that he would prefer to see the subjects, if 
not the doctors, ‘“‘ hanged first.” We trust the anti-vivisectionist 
agitators like their latest supporter. They are welcome to him for us 
as a decided acquisition to the ranks; but we are afraid they won't 
think him a very great Ketch. 


Erin go (Alham) bragh, 
Tue Duke of Connaught went to the Alhambra the other evening 
and took his suite. When his mama was asked if she knew he was 


> > mae 
- 
ty Sty tee 


~ 


~ “4 cA 
ee 


r Pn el ads 
ad ee eer gee eg ae 
“ a 


aw > 
i 


« 
Ber. 


. ; > Po 4 5% Z a = - : or : 
- Si ee Tae Lode yt agl eleeaggt aay es aye om 7 


. 


* 
« oye 


=> ate 


en. 


women ©. a 
~~ es 
erase . 


| . . 


atin eae ce les A tan Fang: apenas 


bet aaa’ 


- Sno 


omer eee 
a 


C= ates = ~ 


) 
| 


IN i de ete os Ex 


me 


_—e 


a 


trious example, no matter how original one may wish to be in out, she replied, “ Oh the Co hty boy has e to the 
el y A hea? ’ » yes, mnaughty boy gon 


' 
sss SSS Se, 








a 


REFINED CRUELTY. 


-—-——-— oo 


¢ Ne . 
Li Sie 
ro a s 
‘yh Py 
Be 
Se Se 
ke * 


WO to wee ie. to Tei Te 
i A aad 


ee ae 


‘“Tr's QUITE TOO BAD or HARRY TO BB 80 JEALOUS AND CUT MB JUST BECAUSE I’vVE HAD SUCH A LOT OF VALENTINES, ISN'T IT, DEAR?” 
“Cur you, DEAR, IS THAT ALL? How wovuLp YOU HAVE LIKED IT IF HB HAD SAID ‘CoME LETTERS BE HAPPY TOGETHER, AS MY 


(;BORGE DID LAST YfAR WHEN HE TOOK THE WHOLB LOT AWAY IN 


‘THE SAME OLD GAME.” 


**On Wednesday morning about 200 of the poorest inhabitants of Lower Gornal 
attended early service at the church, the attraction being the distribution of 100 
loaves, given by Sir Horace St. Paul, to the poor owing to bad trade. The vicar 
preached to them on the text, * Ye seek me not because of the miracle, but because 
of the loaves,’ saying that bypocrisy had more to do with their presence there that 
day than relizion.’ —-Daily Paper. 








A parson, who points us the way we should go, 
Regards his new hearers with conscious misgiving. 
‘* How shocking,” he thinks, * for a vicar to know 
Not a soul of ’em comes for the eloquent flow 
Of the gracious discourse which has got ms a ‘living’! 


**’Tis sad to see common folk finding us out, 
And coming to church with their bread-winning wishes. 
It's injury flat! for there isn't a doubt 
That as soon as they’ve /oaves they'll be raising a shout 
For our clerical rights, both the loaves and the jishes.”’ 








‘*‘ Beware o’ Widders.”’ 


A wrpow in Liverpool has been charged with concealing the births 
of, or killing, five illegitimate children. In a fit of originality, the 
Southport Daily News heads the TPolice-court account, ‘“ Alleged 
Wholesale Matricide by a Widow.’ We have good authority for 


the ability and general ingenuity of widows, but even Tony Weller's | 


best sould hardly be ex 
without them she must 


ted to possess a plurality of mothers, and 
y the alleged wholesale matter-aside until a 


new development, or at least a more fitting opportunity, occurs to her. | 


| drink.” ‘T 


HIS POCKET! Wasn'T IT CRUEL?”’ 








| A Long Pull and a Strong Pull. 


| Tue gentleman who edits the advertisements in the Newcastle 
| Chronicle is evidently a humourist. Otherwise he would not have put 
‘under ‘ Situations Vacant,” the following :—‘‘ Wanted, Overhead 
Traveller, to lift 10 to 20 tons.”” When asked why he classified it 
thus, this rising Newcastrian comic man said, how was he to know 
it wasn’t a human being that was wanted—they didn't teach crane- 
aay where he went to school? Not bad, was it, for one so far 

Vorth ? 


‘‘ The Good Shepherd.” 


| On the back page of this number will be found an advertisement of 
a ‘“presentution plate,’ bearing the above title. We have no 
connection with the venture beyond advertising it in the ordinary 
way; but as the picture has been submitted to us for opinion, we have 
| much pleasure in saying that it seems to us to be worth considerably 
| more than the money asked for it, and should therefore find “no end” 
| of purchasers. 


| Ashetonished. 

| “ Cxcrt1a Ase” writes vigorously to deny the statement made in 

a musical pamphlet by V. F. Routh, that “ Dibdin was the slave of 
he lady is the great song-writer’s granddaughter, and hits 

‘‘the slanderer” hard. It isn’t often that an attack on a dead man 

causes the Ashes to cry out, though such a result has often been 

threatened. 


Whur is looking about you like lending at sixty per cent. >—Because 
it's a case of use your eye. 
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SOME VALENTINE VARIETIES. 
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The Coster’s Valentine : no joke begins The owl the type of wisdom is, but 


The Cabby sometimes gets anextracup. A A Spicy S vell now here you see; he 
i and ends oft with his ‘* moke.’’ not the howl on this one’s phiz. 


sixpence extra makes *‘ Jehu” gee up. is as well as swell can be. 


C 


\ VW V4. 
- 14 


i 
AN “4 
ny/ f 4) “ 
4 \K y oe " “a 
“ y ED yD iy 
7 {AAW 
i 4 / 4 Wi 
' \ { 
~ ’ 
° 4 


— 4 = a. — 
> ~ in —_ 


A motto forthe ancient dame This lady fair, with plaited Origin of species thinks worthy of 
might be *‘ Oh, Robur, tresses, doats on her mention this learned old boy 
toi que j’aime.’”” dresses and addresses. with his ** bones’’ of contention. 


**The people say I like cold meat. Of Ritualism he’s a shining 


light, though oft perhaps does 


My heart is often on 
wrong when he does ‘‘ rite.”’ 


the ‘ beat.’”’ 








FACT AND FANCY. A VALENTINE. 


OreNiNG of Parliament. “Fine words butter no parsnips.” The | py Qup Own ANGLO-GerMaN. Depicatep ro M. Evosne Riuuat. 
proverb is homely but apposite. = Still more new newspapers. The . 
newness of the papers is a good deal newer than the news contained Your eyes, my love, are Himmel blue, 
in them. = Conservatives are trying to get up an excitement against Your sunny smile my Aimmel’s true ; 
Tchernayeff similar to that of General Haynau and the brewers’ This valentine I send to you 
draymen. But they forget our own experiences of the ‘‘ unspeakable . From Rimmel. 
Turk” since then.= A contemporary says, “ Kid for ladies’ bonnets is For that which comes from Him'’ll show, 
the latest novelty.’? And yet kid for ladies’ arms is as old as the In sweet design and words that flow, 
world itself! — ‘The average age of ferrets is six years.” That's I'd have you hold me here below 
what you may call ferreting out a fact for the sake of fancy. — Spain Your Himmel. 
is oe. 5S an arene, journal to be “‘ the first Cee into which 
spinach was introduced,” Then Gammon must have been its in- Only his Due-drops 
digenous home after all! = Immense consignments of American meat : . — =e ee an 
find immediate sale at all our ports. Justice is at last being meated | 1 oneal = saeme 2 oo reg eee te eee 
out to our money grudbers at last. = Les Droits de l’ Homme has been : t ke n fe b him of hi (8) toke 6 P 
suspended for six months, and the publisher sentenced to three months | °&7* #*¥mpt to rob Aim of Dis z = 

8i’l vous Play. 


imprisonment. And this isin a Republic! Reformers, be warned in | 
Ir is stated on high authority that theatrical lessees are not able to 











time! — A member of the Eden Conservancy Board has been fined for | 
having an unclean salmon in his possession. The defence, that he had | . h Pomog focsabl 
no soap, was not considered sufficient. This was both arbitrary and | #bolish fees because the present plan is so feesable. 


tyrannical. ee | Musical Mem. 
Unrg.ine.—Ir is proposed to tax cats. For the benefit of the public | Tu new song, “‘ The King’s Highway,” is written in the key of the 
purrs, of course. street. 
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THE NEWEST THING IN CITIES. 
(Warranted Not To FAIt.) 


HE City was finished; a beautiful ex- 
perimental city by the sea, built forthe 
promotion of a healty state of mind. 
No thought, no expense, no trouble 
had been spared in the arrangement 
of everything in such a way that it 
should favour the object of the scheme; 
everything about the place set forth 
symbolically one of the great attributes 
of a healthy state of mind, uprightness, 








SL straightforwardness, simplicity, and 
© 80 on. 
ad Fa The houses, perfectly upright, 
i F looked upon one entirely straight 
’ street leading to the sea (chosen 


as a neighbour on account of its well-known greenness and 
child-like habit of swallowing everything). It was calculated by 
the promoters—all perfectly simple-minded men, mostly lawyers, 
ritualistic clergymen, and stockbrokers+that the influence of the 
place upon any person who could be induced to reside there fora 
month or so would be such that a healthy state of mind would of 
necessity result, even in opposition to the wishes of the resident. (ver 
the two upright gates of the city were sculptured doves bearing lilies ; 
the city had no nooks or corners (except right-angles), everything 
being on the square; as much green grass as possible had been intro- 
duced about the place; two lambs skipped:all day in a little enclosure 
in front of each dwelling-house; and in; every house was a volume 
of Tupper’s works. Of necessity the houses were arranged as uncom- 
fortably as human ingenuity could devise, for the purpose of checking 
all tendency to physical indulgence, which so sadly undermines the 
health of the mind; there were no fireplaces, and all the rooms were 
inside out, the roof being at the bottom, and so forth. 

So the city was advertised, and the promoters, simple-minded men, 
waited for people desirous of attaining a healthy state of mind to 
answer the advertisements and take leases of the city’s residences. 
But no one came near the city, and week after week those promoters 
waited in vain; and after a time it was decided that someone must be 
forced to take up his residence in the place, and make a beginning, to 
encourage others. So the promoters went out and captured the most 
innocent-looking man they could find, a genera] agent, and forced him 





with fearful threats (sweetened with great rewards) to live in the ex- 
perimental city. At first he found it intolerably uncomfortable, and 
vowed that the mind-simplifying influence of the place did not affect 
him in the least; but the promoters advertised him largely as their 
first successful “ subject,” dwelling on the increasing simplicity of his 
mind in large letters. 

Still, he swore the place affected him no jot; but the promoters 
advertised him again as the simple-minded agent of Somethingopolis, 
until the thing created a stir. 


L'EBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT] 


OF BEEF. A wine equa'ling in flay 
i i avour fine : 
combining the nutritive Properties Of Belid food. “ian 


the weak, travellers, and oth Nealere 
e . 
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TAYLOU'S PATENT SEWING MACHINE COMPANY (LIMITED) 
0, HIGH STREET, LIRMINGHAM., DB 


50s. 
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A deiicious drink, possessing the most astonishing in- 
A boon to | vigorating powers.—Stores: 12, CLOAK LANE, E.C., and Wine 


97, CHFEAPSLOUE, LONDON 
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look in his face convinced everyone of the beneficent influence of the 
city. And, somehow, people began to flock in with commissions for 
the simple-minded agent until he began to make money so fast that 
he could not count it. 

Then, suddenly, he thought he did begin to feel the go-d influence 
of the experimental city, and said so to his promoters, who smiled and 
patted him, for they had always had faith in their city. And the 
agent began to grow exceedingly rich, owing to his great reputation 
for health of mind; and by and by other men (most of them lawyers, 
agents, money-lenders, and such) seeing how greatly his mind had 
improved in health, began to have a yearning for their own minds to 
be influenced in the same way, And many of these men were not 
doing well in their professions or callings; but they looked upon 
health of mind as their chiefest aim, and having no thought for any- 
thing else, came to live at Somethingopolis. 





And the sculptured doves, and the uprightness of the houses, and 
the simplicity of the sea and of the lambs so began to influence their 
minds for the better, that ere long they were one and all enabled to 
place their names to testimonials in the public newspapers thanking 
the promoters of the city and testifying to the completely healthy and 
upright state of their own minds. 

Many of them described their symptoms of accession to health 
minutely, and set forth how that they were now incapable of the least 
deceit or sharp dealing, owing to the city’s good effects. And the 
business of all those testimonialists increased greatly, until after a 
time no one would think of employing any man of business unless the 
same were a resident of the city of Somethingopolis. But one day, as 
I must tell you, terrible things occurred ; for the houses became less 
upright, and the road grew crooked, ani the lambs refused to skip, and 
the sea lost its greenness and grew quite deep; so that it was felt by 
all the inhabitants of that city that there was something wrong, some 
discordant element in their midst. 

And so it came to be discovered that the general agent had so 
swerved as to misappropriate a sum of money belonging to one of the 
promoters. 

So the general agent was cast forth and lost his reputation, and was 
unable to get his living anyhow, and went down in the world ; but the 
lambs took to skipping again and the houses became once more 
upright. And everyone dealt fairly with the promoters in future, and 
the inhabitants became healthier in mind, and got more patronage 
every day; and the experimental city of Somethingopolis was a 
complete success. 


Featherly Counsel. 
Ir is proposed to settle a grave difliculty by substituting Imperial 
for Colonial Federation, New song for the difficulty smasher, “ I'll 
strike you with a Fedder-ation.” 


Welchosen. 
TuereE is a town in Wales named Llanpumpsaint. When that 
statue of Sir Wilfrid Lawson is ready we hope this place will be 
remembered. 








C. BRANDAUER & CO.'S New registered “ press 


series’’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 





Stationer for a Sixpenny Assortcd Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 


‘* Are the 
‘; Very Best.’’ 
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Then the agent was taken about and shown, and the really innocent 





points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
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Gentleman :—“‘ I HEAR YOU HAD BAD LUCK ON Faipay, JEM!” 


Huntsman :—“ Luck, str? I parizvg ysr! A LoT 0’ THEM BLARMED TOWNIBS COME OUT A ’OLLERIN’ AND A SHOUTIN’, A PRIGHTENIN’ 
THE POOR FOXES OUT 0’ THEIR SEVENTEEN SENSES! THE QUEEN OUGHTER MAKB A LAW AS THBY SHOULDN'T BUILD NO TOWNS NOT WITHIN 


TEN MILB 0’ A PACK OF ’oUNDS!’’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue charming collection of water colours now exhibiting at the 
gallery of Messrs. Agnew and Sons, 5, Waterloo-place, is an epitomised 
history of this branch of art in England. We here find beautiful 
examples of Girten, De Wint, Turner, Coply Fielding, Cox, W. Hunt, 
Stanfield, Pyne, Cattermole, and Mu!ler. Of more modern artists, all 


‘‘The Lock,’ B. Foster; ‘‘ Interior of Bamberg Cathedral,” F. W. 
Burton ; ‘‘A Flower Girl,’ F. W. Topham; two important works 
by T. Richardson ; two beautiful examples of poor Fred Walker, both 


Millais, originally designed for a wood block ; and a grand example of 
North, ‘‘On the House Tops at Algiers,” are amongst the most 
important features of the show. There are a few works by foreign 





and a fine Rosa Bonheur, in *‘ The Forest at Fontainbleau ;’’ but if we 


had space to pick out the gems of Messrs. Agnew’s exhibition, we , 


might as well print the catalogue from No.1 to No. 168. The exhibi- 
tion is an intellectual treat to all lovers of water-colour painting. 

‘‘A harmony in blue and gold” is Mr. Whistler's wonderfully 
decorated ‘‘ Peacock Room” at Prince’s Gate, Kensington. It is after 
the manner of the Japanese. Mr. Whistler has founced his forms for 
ornamentation on the eye and breast feathers of the peacock. On the 
ceiling and lower part of the room, the decoration is blue upon gold, while 
above the dado the same design is repeated but reversed—gold upon 
blue. On the floor is a plain blue carpet; altogether a beautiful 
harmony is produced, such as is rarely found combined with such 
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WINGY Hira, 


UNWARRANTABLE RUSION. 








represented at “‘ their best ”: ‘‘ The Quarrel at Cards,” Sir John Gilbert ; | 
“The Boar Hunt,” F. Tayler; two large pictures by E. Duncan; 


painted at the house of his friend B. Foster; a clever little bit by | 


artists, a good Israels, two chalk sketches tinted with colour by Freer, | 
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BOOKS. 


Booka, books, books! 

Is the cry in hovel and hall, 
Books, books, books 

At every railway stall ; 
The march of intellect strides 

With footsteps rapid and strong, 
And the deepest lore no longer hides 
In heads of friars with fat old sides 

Who kept it all so long! 


Books, books, books! 
Orations and sermons and themes! 
Books, books, books, 
Poems and tales and dreams ! 
Most of them horrible stuff! 
Some but fit for the fire! 
A tall old folio, brown and bluff, 
With its letters crabb'd and paper rough, 
Is better worth its hire! 


Books, books, books! 
To buy, to borrow, to lend! 
Alas! of making of many books 
Will ever there be an end? 


Whisky and Waterford. 


gorgeousness. tt tte | Mr. Berr, M.P., has received the freedom of the eity of Waterford. 
| Without referring for one moment to the quality of the sp eches, we 

The Chef Sauce. | May point to the intimate connection between Butt and Waterford, 

Tue French President has invented a new sauce for salmon. The aan wonder why Isaac was left empty so long. ‘None Butt himself 


great dish is now Saumon, sauce Macmahonaise. can be his parallel” as a Buttress of the Home Rule party. 
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OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOATRACE. 
Pornzr, Twilight, 
l AM glad, sir, that you see the 
advisability of allowing me to 
(* resume my duties as guide and 
po to all friends of rowing. 
Some writers of established reputa- 
tion andadmitted powers would be 
objectionably inclined, and might 
refuse to resume: their operations 
after the : notice pub- 
lished. by you with regard to me 
and my work a week or two back; 
but I amofdifferent mowld. Asa 
triend of mine oftremarkable powers 
of original, obserwation said of me 
recently, I combine the wisdom of 
the dove with the guilelessness of 
the serpent. And the knewledge 
that you have been trying for some 
time to do’ without me, amd have 
searched the sporting papers in 
vain to find a suitable successor 
to one who, though humble as 
to his: abilities, is justly proud 
of his position, is a sufticient 
revenge for the slights and in- 
dignities you have put upon me and the petty jealousies you have 
shown of my superior fame. What though I was the errand boy 
once! Why, that cometitutes my chief claim to a thorough know- 
ledge of sporting matters. I should have thought everyone knew 
that you can’t make silk purses out of sporting writers’ ears. And 
even from the broad point of view, all I will suy, sir, is, that. if you 
consider it wrong for a man to have risen to be the honour and 
prophet of this journal from the honest, if obscure, rank of errand boy 
—why, then, I say, sir, that—well, that you re another. 

But to disassemble, and t» get on with the true object of this veracious 
narrative. My endeavour has been, as you well know, to procure as much 
information as is possible during the past couple of weeks concerning 
the probabilities of the forthcoming aquatic Carnival upon old Father 
Thames. And as the Thames is the river on which this Carnival is to 
be decided, and as this Carnival will extend from Putney to Mortlake, | 
say, without fear of contumely or of contradiction, that the Thames— 
and the Thames between Putney and Mortlake—is the place to obtain 
the desired information in the requisite style and quantity. ‘lhe 
notion of men going down to Oxford and to Cambridge for the purpose 
of finding out what is about to happen at Hammersmith, is, to my 
mind, a gross and palpable error involving, among other things, much 
extra and additional expense. [+t those who will blind themselves as 
to what is the correct thing to do, 1 studied the interests of my readers 
and went to Putney. From Putney to Mortlake by way of Hammer- 
smith and Barnes is the natural course, the course taken by the crews 
themselves, and what could be more in accordance with the duties of 
vaticinatory vegetation than to spend a day or two on the banks of the 
very river where, in a week or so from now, the rival crews will be 
disporting ? 

Such were my thcughts when, entering on the now placid and peace- 
ful Putney, I commenced my search after information special and 
exclusive. Gazing on the lofty sign of the Fox and Hounds, I was 
at once inspired with the notion that as this was always the head- 
quarters of the Oxonians, where could better information be obtained 
with regard to their condition and chances? I entered, and casting an 
eagle eye around (without damage, I may observe, to either it or any 
of the bystanders) at once singled out the man who would be most 
likely to give me the desired information. He was the landlord, and 
to him I accordingly addressed myself. 

“My friend,” said I,in my blandest and most dulcet tones, “my 
friend, I want half o’ stout and bitter, and the straight tip.”’ lor one 
moment his face was overcast with doubt, but the next a ray of light 
seemed to illumine his soul, and beckoning me cautiously into a corner, 
he observed. 

‘Oxford's sure to win. But pray goody keep it dark—dark as the 
cerulean hue which flaunts mv humble flagstaff when the crews arrive 
in Putney. Be secret, safe, and above all expeditious in putting on your 
pieces and obtaining odds.’” With these words, and a mysterious nod 
which he informed me was used on these occasions instead of a wink, he 
jesuitically made his way into his bar parlour and surreptitiously 
disappear: d. 

For awhile I pondered. ‘‘ Shall I,” thought I, ‘“ shall I hurry back 
at once to the great metropolis, and after putting all the money I can 
spare on Oxford, be the first to give to the world the certainty of the 
Isis sons’ impending victory? Or, shall I in the interests of Fun’s 
subscribers, go farther on, even at the risk of faring worse? Aftera 
while, and stimulated to a sense of duty by the stout and bitter, I 
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wandered forth determined to see at least the water whereon the 
struggle would in course of time ensue, and then determine my future 
line of conduct. 

‘‘ Ah, Putney, Patney!” soliloquised I, as pacing down its placid 
high street I thought of the tumuitamd the turmoil I had seen there 
in the course of many seasons. “Ab; Putney, how soon, indeed, will 
all this tranquility be changed. How soon, alas! will those calm and 
contemplative osbmen, now absorbed im politics and tha light literature 
of the age, become clamorous and eager! A little while, and yon 
small boy so deeply immersed in the pagemof Pennydreadfuldom, will 
be steeped to the soul in blue of both kinda: See that smug tradesman 
seated in his shop, with nothing more upon his mind than the question 
whether it shall be tripe and inguns.or sassingers and mashed for 
supper. A week hence, and it will dawn upon his dull comprehension 
that he cam: turn-an honest penny out-of the occasion, and forgetting 
tripe and.evem: sausages in his eegerness, he will know no rest until 
once again.a victory is:givem: to light ordark blue, and peace resumes 
its pristine sway o'er Patoey.”’ 

by this time I had resched'the river's edge; thie: noblé: river: taking 
its headlong course to the sea, and chafing-as:obstructions:roseup here 
and there suddenly to its: wayward path. It wassa-solemn and an 
impressive sight. Not a soul was to be seen upom: the tow-path, and 
the plash of one solitary bargee’s equally solitary oar was all that 
could be heard in the upper reaches of the river:. Belowin the distance 
was the Distillery ; above; but equally in the distance; was the Soap- 
works; right and left were the churches of legendary lore, and crossing 
the bridge there was for once a passenger; and in that passenger's 
hand the usual halfpenny. Grand, solemn, impressive was the scene, 
and as I gazed the spirit of poesy seemed to possess'me. 


‘* Oh, turgid Thames, as by you sweep and I amon your brink, 
You make me feel as if I'd had a drop too much to drink. 

Your flashing wave 

Invites to lave 
The poet, who is so entranced he scarce can breathe or blink— 
The poet, who forgets the world when he begins to think. 


“Oh, fu-gid Thames, as you run by at such a rapid pace, 
Pray give the poet half a tip about the coming race. 

Some omen show 

As on you go 
That he may earn a lasting fame that nought can e’er efface, 
By prophesying who will win and who wiil get a place!”’ 


I waited and repeated this once again, but no omen came. But 
stay ! what was the policeman, clad in the darkest of dark blue, who 
ordered me to move on and not kick up such a row—what, I say, 
could he have been but an omen in favour of Oxford! 

And now for the Star and Gurter, the home of the Cantabs. Let me 
at once away to interview the host of that famous establishment, and 
transmit the same in due course to my readers. But first of all 
remember my advice and my omen, and get on Oxford without more 
delay. A trifle from winnings is all I ask, anda small present of game 
or an Anglo-Poriugallon of oysters is by no means disagreeable to the 
real talent of which I am an honoured, if unworthy, representative. 


[ Bosh.— Eb. } 


NOTES. 


Taz Amalgamated Society of Wreckers have adopted as the 
Society's toast of honour ‘* The Late Founder.” 

The Court of Arches will shortly assemble to decide the right of a 
clergyman to refuse to christen an auctioneer's son ‘' O-bid-higher.” 

The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals have 
abandoned the prosecution of the bulls who gored each other, because 
Mr. Knatchbull Somebody proved they were merely beefrending each 
other. 

Nares dined recently with the Grocers. Why not with the game 
dealers? He'd be more at home in the Pole try line. 


‘‘Pour Encourage: les Autres.” 

Tue Liverpool Courier, in a report of the Bootle School Board 
meeting, reports, among other unpleasantnesses, this: “* Mr. Glasgow 
here left the room and destroyed the quorum.’’ We have searched 
the rest of the paper in vain for an account of the coroner’s inquest, 
or a magisterial examination of the culprit. Perhaps the quorum 
deserved it, but even then we can hardly see how the cause of educa- 
tion is to be served by wholesale massacre like this. Unless, indeed, 
the action is to be taken to heart on the Voltaire-Byng principle ; 
then the amount of good that might come of it is inmeasurable. 


In the Two-lip Trade. 

‘GENEVA is described by the ex-Pére Hyacinthe as the most infidel 
and immoral city in Europe.’”’ And that Hyacinthe possesses ex- 
Pére-ience will be admitted by even those who do not admire his 
‘‘ flowery ” style of elocution. 
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Possessgp of wealth and vast estates, 
A man may oft defy the Fates, 
And shape his actions to his will, 
Despite of Fortune’s boasted skill 
In thwarting, nine times out of ten, 
The best laid schemes of mice and men. 
For sample's sake 
Suppose we take 
Of men who always had their whim 
That curious fellow, Gurton Grimm. 


The only heir to gold and lands 

Which passed at manhood to his hands, 
Free from the fetter called a wife, 

To cramp and cripple ways of life, 

Young Grimm resolved through his career 
His wayward barque himself to steer, 

To do all things he had a mind, 

And only when he felt inclined. 

His watch he crushed beneath his heel, 
Forbade the village bells to peal ; 

He smashed the movements, cut the weights 
Of all the clocks on his estates. 

For how can one to freedom climb 

Whose actions are controlled by time ? 
The rules of life this man defied, 

And argued with, he merely cried— 

‘‘ T’ll eat and drink and go to bed 

Just when I take it in my head.” 


He kept his word, and often dined 

At six a.m. I even find 

He once upset the household quite 

By breakfasting at twelve at night; 

And when he strolled about his lands, 
His servants walked behind in bands, 
Conveying dainties duly spread,— 

A chair, a table, and a bed, 

That he might, if the whim arose, 

Fat, drink, or even take & doze, 

Defying rules he travelled, too, 

The whole surrounding country through. 
No Bradshaw's guide confused his brains, 
He took no heed of time or trains, 

No “*’spress just gone’’ his spirit vext, 
He sat and waited for the next. 


The village parson marked his whim, 
And openly would jeer at him, 
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And joking, ask if death would find 
His lordship when he was inclined. 
The fancy nettled Gurton much, 
That Death might come with sudden touch. 
“ Alas!’ he musmured with agigh, 
‘‘T may not be inclimed to die.”’ 
Continuens thought 
A notion brought, 
And Gurton straight made up his mind 
That when he died he'd be inclined. 


Next day at dawn, with Parson Brown, 

He sought.a distant seapart town, 

And from high and slanting cliff 

Survey’d “the homeward-veering skiff.” 

‘“‘ Here, parson,” oried he ; “‘Gurton Grimm, 

In death as life, will have his whim.” 

Then off the cliff he —— and went ; 

The bottom reached, his breath was spent, 

But still he had eneugh to shout— 

‘‘ My slanting body here stretched out 

Behold, good sir, and then deny 

That Gurten Grimm's snelined to. die.” 
‘Monat. 

Your praise I-claim for Gurton Grimm, 

Consistent even to a whim ; 


He lived just as he had a mind to, 
And when he died he was inclined to. 





Not of the ‘‘ Examiner.”’ 


Ma. Parxtneon, of Church-street, Preston—we give his full address 
as he deserves all honour—generously wrote to the Home Secretary 
and nobly requested that the reward for finding the remains of Emily 
Holland should be divided ‘‘ between the family of Fish and the parents 
of the murdered child.”” How rarely it is we find our common humanity 
prepared to sacrifice its own interests like this for the good of others! 
The people of Preston ought to regard Mr. Parkinson as well 
worthy of a testimonial for his self-abnegation. To our thinking Mr. 
Parkinson's merit is not a whit the less prominent because the reward 
didn’t happen to be his to give away, but was rightfully the property 
of Mr. Peter Taylor. (‘To prevent mistakes and avoid the necessity of 
‘‘disclaimers’’ we beg to state this is not Mr. Peter Taylor, M.P., 
admirer of garotters and whilom opponent of Mr. Robert Buchanan.) 








By Report. 

Tsar the truth will out now and again, even by means of a 
“‘reportorial’’ or typographical blunder, is shown every day, Here 
it is again in a cutting from a report of acrowner’s quest. ‘The 
fureman of the jury said the verdict was one of manslaughter. There 
appears to be little doubt he is insane.” So little that the verdict of 
the reporter might be taken as read, not only with regard to this 
particular foreman, but to a large proportion of foremen and juries 
throughout the country. The unfortunate part of the business is that 
on this particular occasion the foreman was exceptionally smart, and 
the prisoner as mad as a March hare—or a Middlesex magistrate. 


_  — 





Operatic. 
Tue performance of Auber’s Masanie//o seems to be the signal fcr a 
political row and hubbub in Belgium just now. Its announcement 
causes the people to come together in a Mass an’ Yell, oh ! 
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** You'll believe me, ma’am, at this price there is no profit whatever. I lose so much by it that I have been driven to the extremity of engaging 
two hundred extra assistants.’’ 
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**My dear young lady, it was useless to struggle against fate! Business got so bad that I was px sitive y forced to purchase this villa and retire ’”’ 
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THE NEW CONDUCTOR. 


(WE SINCERELY HOPE HE WILL KNOW HOW TO CONDUCT HIMSELF.) 
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THE MONDAY ‘‘ POPS.” 


I ort attend St. James's Hall, 

When concerts classical are held ; 
Of course, I have to take a. stall, 

’Tis thought the ‘‘ thing ’—so I’m compelled. 
One's forced to float with Fashion's stream, 

ich onward runs, and never stops, 

Else-one would forfeit all esteem. 
As everybody knows—the ‘‘ cream ”’ 

All patronise the Monday ‘‘ Pops’’! 


I don’t see:toAy I should attend, 
For: chamber-musie I'veno ear ; 
I caa't the: programme-comprehend, 
Nor yet pronounce-the names, I fear. 
All ** fagues,’’ “ sonatas ’’— gems unique— 
All ** variations ’’—‘* scherzoes ’’—** ops.” —~ 
They all appear to me bat:Greek.— 
But still I go—yes, every: week 
I take my dose of Monday “ Pops.” 


I'd rather heama.comic song, 
For that’s a thing [ understand ; 
I’m well aware:it’s very wrong;. 
But musie-halis to me are “ grand.” 
For e’en when Biilow plays, [ nod— 
My head upon my bosom drops ; 
And though it may seem somewhat odd 
I'd rather witness ‘‘ Sweeney Todd ”’ 
Than sit out dreary Monday“ Pops.”’ 


Yet folks around exhibit glee 
(Their joy;.alas! I fail to share) 
When somebody’s quartet in ‘‘ D ’ 
Is wafted on the evening air. 
And much applause is oft bestowed 
On players having heads like mops ;— | 
And Fashion's: stern, relentless code 
Enacts that it is u /a mode | 
To figure at the Monday “ Pops.” 


A MYSTERY. 
Ir was a dark night; not one star ventured forth to display a 
solitary twinkle, and, moreover, it was raining. Not that that's a 
rare occurrence in England, but on this occasion it was rainier than 
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DROPPING IN: TO ‘‘HAVE A DRAIN.” 


AN Incrpust or THR necenr SuHowerry WINTER. 
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robbed! Then why that dreadful blow? What had he done to 


| deserve being felled to the ground ian such a manner? After mucl 


| 
} 
| 


| 
! 


ever, and Muggins had no umbrella. Up tothe present he had been | 


unable to afford such a luxury, for Muggins was only a cheesemonger's 
assistant, and, as you may suppose, his salary was not of the 
largest ; nevertheless, he was a young man of a hopeful turn of mind, 
and expected a rise sometime or other. 

Well, as [I before remarked, on the night in question it rained, and 
Muggins had a long way to go home. ‘‘ This is a pretty state of 
things,” said he; ‘‘the busses are crammed, and cabs it won't run 
to. I'll have to trudge through it I suppose.” So, manfully 
buttoning up his coat and lighting his humble “ clay,’ he started. 
Visions of home rose before him, and he fondly pictured to himself the 


wife of his bosom ready with smile and supper, proudly caressing a | 


dimpled dot of an infant—an infant of the mature age of six months 


(the first). In his mind’s eye he saw the fond and doting mother’s , 


pride, when her “ precious petsy wetsy,’’ on being told to “look at its 
dada, then,”’ vented a series of semi-suppressed ‘coos.’ And he not 
unnaturally yearned for his family and his fireside. 

As he was trudging along in the wet, anxious for the wifely 
welcome, a happy thought struck him. “I'll take a short cut by way 
of Vauxhall Bridge,’ he exclaimed; so he bent his steps in that 
direction. On reaching the pay-place he cheerfully parted with the 
necessary ‘‘ brown,” and passed on to the bridge. Defiant of the 
drenching rain, he plodded on. But as he was reloading his pipe, 
when he had reached the middle of the bridge something impelled him 
to gaze over on the eddying waters beneath; when, suddenly he 
reeled backwards, as if struck by a dreadful blow, and fell sense- 
less on the pavement! 


Upon returning to consciousness, he clutched the railings of the | 


bridge and pulled himself up, and then proceeded to take stock of 
himself. But no, nothing was gone—he had still in his pocket the 


fourpence with which he left the shop (minus the halfpenny he had 
paid the toll-keeper). He felt in the rearward pocket of his top-coat ; 
there was still the half-pound of fresh butter he had arranged to take 
the ‘‘ missus,” only it was certainly a trifle flattened by bis fall. He 
had no marks of violence upon him that he could discover, no san- 
guinary gore was welling from his nasal organ. He had not been 


searching he found a policeman. That intelligent individual, of 
course, could not enlighten him. He wandered home sadly, and told 
his wife. 

* oe * * * 

Next morning, on proceeding ciutiously, very cautiously, over the 
bridge, on his way to work, he discovered what had caused it. He 
scented danger afar off, this journey, and turned back and went 
another way. And, what on earth do you imagine it was, O reader? 
Why, it was the peculiarly strong odour of the river at that spot that 
had knocked Muggins backwards; and I'd advise you all to avoid 
Vauxhall, or you might perchance suffer as Muggins did. 

‘And now I come to think of it,’ said Muggins, “I suppose that's 
what they charge the ha’penny for.”’ 


Conservative Caution. 

A PROVINCIAL contemporary states, in all gravity, “the most 
fanatical Moslems are most persistent newspaper readers.” Here the 
case is different, fanaticism is a necessity of the persistent writer. 
Insanity is the only right of the persistent reader. No wonder our 
provincial contemporary, whicn is persistently Conservative, is shocked 
and astonished. 





All the Fun of the Fair. 

Miss Crara Grirrirus, actress, has been staacking the face of Mr. 
Fair, actor. We sympathise with the lady's desire to make a Fair hit, 
but hope she won't do it again. ‘the complainant was a man, and 
ought to be able to take care of himself; but no one likes to see a Fair 
face smacked. 


The Peaceful Slope. 

Ir is stated that there are now “‘eight Kussian warships at San 
Francisco.’ This in itself should baa suflisient evidence of tae Czar's 
Pacific programme. 

O. H. M. 8. 

Tue Prince and Princess of Wales went to see the Jneisidle Frires 
the other night. It’s not so lomg since they used to go and see the 
Invisible Queen. 
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HOPE DEFERRED. 

| Little Girl looking at Old Lady's jewellery :—“ Pieass, GRANNIE, GIVE ME THOSE BARRINGS ?”’ 

Grannie :—“‘ No, pgar, I cAN’T SPARE THBM NOW, BUT WHEN I DIB ALL MY RINGS AND MONEY WILL BE YOURS.” 
Little Girl :-—“ Writ, Grannis, BUT HOW SOON WILL YOU DIB?” 








WHIFFS AND STRAWS. | MY ‘‘UGLY ONES.” 


Lorp Braconsris_p has declined to allow a short history of the Yrs! here they are—a quire or so—unanimously hideous, 
Early Christians to be dedicated to him, on the ground that he is an Of animals purporting to be likenesses of me ; 


Early D' Israel light. Oh, take them up and laugh at them, you needn't be fastidious, 
The Home Secre has been invited to take an active part in the From sensitive annoyance on the subject I am free. 
Eastern Debates. Being a case of Cross versus Crescent, he feels a| In fact, I think the senders ought to treat with an apology— 
personal interest in the matter. | If any mere apology can clear a tarnished fame— 
The First Commissioner of Public Works is working up anamateur| The moderately inoffensive samples of Zoology 
West-end Christy troop. They will sit ina Rotten-row, with him- | They’ ve libellously ticketed with my forbidding name. 
self for the Hyde-park corner man. A Donkey may be foolish, but no Donkey of gentility 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson is arranging a female society for the abolition Would ever condescend to be so great an ass as me ; 
of gin drinking. He calls it, ‘“‘ The Geneva Convention.” I can’t believe a Monkey with the least respectability 
Mr. Jenkins intends to support the Premier's policy. He says that, In antics would indulge to my contemptible degree. 


as member for Done D. he must. The greediest of Pigs would be aghast at my voracity, 
The surliest of Bears my depth of temper couldn’t touch, 
The cunningest of Foxes couldn’t compass my mendacity— 


I'm certain the suggestion would annoy them very much. 


My character’s, in point of fact, disgraceful to humanity ; 
I've no redeeming feature you can possibly detect. 

A mass of loathsome paltriness and idiotic vanity, 
I'm utterly contemptible in every respect ; 

Which seems to me enough, without becoming argumentative, 
To prove no ugly valentine can hurt me in the least— 

How ever low an animal they make my representative, 
It's flattering to me and most insulting to the beast! 





‘‘L’Union fait la Force.” 


We have been requested to say a word for the Printers’ Art Union, 
the sixth annual drawing of which will take place at the Cannon- 
street Hotel on the 24th prox. After carefully studying the pro- 
spectus, and seeing what has been done, as well as what is about to be 
done, we have arrived at the conclusion that the Association is so 
genuine an affair that it requires no recommendation from us beyond 
a reminder that the secretary's address is 3, Raquet-court, E.C., where 
full particulars may be obtained. 


‘* Jack’s Delight.”’ 


‘ A ProvinctaL paper states that as a proof of the mildness of the 
season, full blown roses were gathered out of doors at Kinnerton by 
Mrs. Frost. Can it be that our old friend Jack, who hasn't been seen 
all this season, is laid up and has to depute some small duties to his 
missus? Anyhow, it seems strange that the mildness of the season saeieneniadindataainaae tens 
should be proved by Frost nipping the roses! Tue New Drink PATRONISED BY TH8 PowsRs.—Mulled Porte. 


Ask Lord Elcho! 

Tux escape of a lunatic, whose chief desire is to shoot a Lord Mayor, 
is announced. Why aman whose mania took this simple and harm- 
less turn was imprisoned we fail to understand. Perhaps it was for 
| fear he should shoot someone else in mistake, 
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LETTERS FROM A RESIDENT. 

Ir is possible that we only dreamed the following letters from 
Hygeiopolis, as we cannot find any trace of them when we look for 
them in our letter-rack, and are obliged to write them ou’ again 
entirely from memory. Moreover we find, on inquiry, that Hygeiopolis 
is not yet built, and that, as a consequence, we can't possibly have a 
correspondent resident there; so we suppose we must have dreamed 
them. But it’s very curious and perplexiaog. 

From Jones To Brown 1n Lonpon. 


Letrer No. 1.—Hygeiopolis, Tuesday, Eighteen-hundred-and-some- 
thing. My dear Brown,—We've just moved in here, and I can't say 
we're exactly comfortable yet, you know, as we're not quite used to the 
new state of things. We haven't the usual bother of getting the 
furniture in its place, as furniture (not being considered conducive to 
health) is not allowed in Hygeiopolis ; but, on the other hand, we find 
it some trouble to climb up and down the pole (we've no staircases, 
as they’re not considered conducive to health) to and from our rooms. 
We do miss the fires a bit—(fires ain't considered conducive either)— 
as it’s freezing, and we think that it would be more comfortable to have 
carpets and curtains —tha’ is, if they didn’t harbour disease. 

I don’t like to be hasty, or I should almost be inclined to say it isn’t 
comfortable. Smith and his family have moved in, and we 
were just going to have a quiet pipe over the matter when the medical 
officer came round and said smoking was forbidden, as it isn’t con- 
sidered conducive. Confound it, sir—mustn’t smoke! I wouldn't 
have ventured to say it, but it’s Smith’s opinion too—it—— Sir, it 
ISN'T comfortable ! 

Letrerk No. 2.—Hygeiopolis. My dear Brown,—We haven't got 
quite comfortable yet. The pole-climbing is still irksome for twenty 
stone, especially as it’s obliged to be greased to prevent its decaying 
and infecting the air. Smith agrees with me that it would be nicer to 
have bedclothes, as it’s ten degrees below freezing; only it wouldn’t 
do, as impure air clings to ’em so. 

Smith and I had just taken some sugar and lemon and hot water and 
things up to a quiet corner, and were about to consider the situation 
over a glass, when the medical officer called round and said that hot 
drinks were not considered conducive. Smith burst into tears. I can 
see that Smith pines for his pipe and his glass; it’s telling upon him, 
and he’s visibly paler. I’m out of sorts a bit too—a good bit, I think. 
I miss my paper; you see the medical officer says the poisonous gases 
given off by the printing ink render newspapers anything but 
conducive, &c. Brown, I am not happy. I have lost two-stone-six, so 
has Smith. 

A new resident has arrived. I think he is one of the directors or 
something. He expresses satisfaction at everything. 

Letter No. 3.—Hygeiopolis. My dear Brown,—I am miserable, 
and Smith is miserable; so is everybody. We pine for everything, 
and we've all lost five-stone-two more, We hate going about without 
hats, only they prevent the escape of impure air, you see. The new 
resident (who I am sure is one of the directors) alone is well. He says 
he gets better every day, and it’s dreadful to see him looking so well. 


Smith and I have resolved to try ita bit longer, in hopes of getting 
like him. There's some mystery about him. He won’t let any of us 
enter his house. We want fires; Smith pines for the fireside of his 
youth, but you see fires cause such draughts, and all that, that they’re 


not to be thought of. Smith is going melancholy mad. 
Letrer No. 4.—Hygeiopolis. Oh, Brown! We e2n’t bear it! 


We've all lost seven-stone-five more, and we pine for everything more 
than ever! Smith goes about muttering idiotically about firesides and 
pipes and hot grog; and my wife says I talk about hats and staircases 


in my sleep. 


That new resident is healthier than ever; he’s revoltingly and 


boisterously healthy! He says he wouldn't go back to the old com- 
fortable state of things for worlds. 

It has rained for three weeks. This would not be of so much con- 
sequence if we had roofs to our houses; but roofs are said to confine 
impure air so. There is a mystery about that confoundedly healthy 
new resident! He won’t let us enter his house. I tried to get in by a 
subterfuge the other day; I told him his house was afire, and made a 
bolt for the door when I had decoyed him out, but he was too quick 
forme. Smith (who is worn down to a miserable skeleton by pining 
for his little comforts) swears to solve the mystery of the new 
resident's health or die. We are a// miserable skeletons, and have all 
lost three-stone-one more since I began this letter. Oh, give us back 
our little comforts! 

Lzetrer No. 5.—Hygeiopolis. Brown!! The mystery of the 
healthy new resident is cleared up. Smith did it; at least he led us 
on. We all went in a body to the new resident’s house and surrounded 
it. Then we gota ladder and climbed in at his first-floor window, and 
there, in a comfortably-carpeted room, with the curtains drawn, that 
resident was sitting before a roaring fire and sipping hot gin and water! 
Smith is now a gibbering idiot, and we all return to town by the next 
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NOT SO EASY. 


I am sitting by the fireside, and I think I'll write a story, 
Or a poem or an essay which shall magnify my name ; 

I experience a yearning for the thing that’s known as glory, 
And as other men have got it why should I not covet fame ? 
Why should I not be an author with my name in largest letters 
On the walls and on the hoardings, in the advertiser's page ? 

I will start at once and bind myself in literary fetters, 
Buy pens and ink and paper, and on something new engage. 


Here’s a ream of splendid “ bluewove”’ and of ink about a puncheon, 
The largest ‘‘ magnum-bonums”’ and the poroupiaest “ quills.” 
(Before I start I think I'll go and get a bit of luncheon, 
For being in a hurry is the deadliest of ills. 
Besides, I must consider out my plot and its conclusion, 
And whether it’s a poem or a narrative im prose ; 
And then I’ll sport my outer oak to guard against intrusion, 
And next—and next for glory as my fervid fancy glows.) 
’ ca * eo e 
I have had my bit of luncheon; I have thought the matter over, 
And it will be precious jolly when the narrative is done ; 
I shall make a mint of money, and be constantly ia clover, 
For a work they say’s half finished if it’s only well 
A narrative will be the best to try my maiden hand on, 
For everyone likes stories in theee novel-reading days, 
A poem (when I find a theme to do the special grand on) 
Will next add to my laurels, or as poete call them, bays. 


“* Once upon a time a hero”’—pshaw! but that is in the old style, 
“ OF but honest parents I was born”’ is staler still; 

I intend to dash off chapters in the boldest of the bold atyle,— 
I only want a notion and I’m at it with a will. 

“‘ Said Brown one morning early’’ wouldn't bea bad beginning, 
Though what he said’s a poser when you want it to be smart; 

“’ Twas in great London's wilderness where toiling is and spinning” — 
Now that seems pretty promising; let's take it for a start. 

* * + * 


ao 


Still I’m sitting by the fireside, with my pens and ink and paper, 
Still I’m struggling with the story which refuses yet to flow, 
Many weary hours have vanished since I lit the midnight taper, 
[ am hungry, I am thirsty, and I’m full of grief and woe. 
I am numbed with lengthened struggles—see, another day is breaking, 
But no farther with my story have I got than you're aware. 
I will give this matter over, leave to other heads the aching, 
And be satisfied to know the torture writers have to bear. 


’ 


‘¢A Prophet is not without Honour——.’ 
Ir has often been thought by those who have benefited by the ixtro- 
duction of the penny post, that the inventor of that blessing ought to 
receive a testimonial or memorial of some kind. As, however, Sir 
Rowland Hill is a modest man and has little beyond his merit to recom- 
mend him, he has so far gone untestimonialised. Sir Rowland is now 
eighty-two years of age, and so it is considered about time to begin. 
Not unfittingly, the movement has been put on foot in Sir Rowland’s 
native place, Kidderminster. Now that the proposition has been 
fairly brought on the carpet—particularly as it 1s the Kidderminster 
carpet—there is every reason to believe the greatest public benefactor 
of modern times will not go many years longer without some small 
meed of the public's recognition. 


After Ruskin. 
We read dreadful accounts of adulterated food in Sheffield, and 


worse accounts of the local cookery. ‘There is evidently a field fora 
chef in Sheffield. We have heard a good deal about Sheffield ware. 


The dainty will have to ’ware Sheffield. 


My Own! My, &c.! 
Tus Emperor of Germany has been pointing out to his grandson 
‘‘ what ought to be the guiding star of a soldier's career.’” We know 
without any pointing out what is the guiding star of a soldier's career 
here if he lives on his pay.— Star-vation. 





The Dickens! 
Tux Prince of Wales has been dining with a Mr. Sikes. Things 
must be looking up with our old friend Bill; butthe Heir Apparent, if 
he keeps low company, should keep it—from the Court Newsman. 





Stopped to take up. 


A Lonpon and North-Western train was seized the other day for » 
Poor-rate. This was a bond fide case of dis-training, but the train 


must have been going at a poor rate to be seized. 
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aes THE NEW EDUCATION. 


My little boy is home from school, 
And puts me in a passion, 

At learning I am quite a fool 
According to the fashion. 

I'd tutors and professors once, 
And spent some years at college : 

This stripling proves me quite a dunce 
In every branch of knowledge. 


They've only just begun, I learn, 
Efficient education— . 

Our Latin and our Greek they spurn, 
To aid our degradation. 

My baby says I cannot spell 
A word without a blunder ; 

Are old folks able—who can tell— 
To write their names, I wonder ? 


The modern tea cher alters all 
(See passim Lyon Playfair). 
The scholars are the brats who squall 
From Minories to Mayfair. 
Such excellence our infants reach, 
This wondrous Board should rather 
Resign the clever child, and teach 
The ignoramus father. 


Blind Benevolence. 


Me. Paasz, M.P. for South Durham, has taken charge 
| of a bill “to abolish punishment by death.” We have 
| known of several instances of evading punishment by 
| death, but there is a novelty about this new style of 
abolition which is likely to be much too radical for a 
Conservative Parliament. A flippant enemy of the 

_ dangerous classes spoke of this measure as a hash—we 
don't think it as good as that, it is merely a Pease 
pudding. 


| 
| A Cricketal Objection. 
| 
| 








A ConseRrvaTivs post-prandial cackler hazarded the 
suggestion at a politi banquet that Mr. Disraeli 
never stumped the country in search of popularity. He 


WELL SCHOOLED. 


Policeman :—“ Now THEN, YOUNG MAN, YOU OUGBT TO BB IN SCHOOL.’ 








Smaliboy :—“ Scuoo.? UGH! THERE AIN'T NO MORB SCHOOL FOR me! got popularity, unfortunately, at one time, and now the 
I'vE PASSED ALL MY ASAMINATIONS AND TOOK MY DEGRBE; GOT IT FRAMED AND country’s bowled out, so it might as well have been 
"UNG UP IN OUR BEST Dxror-in’ Room.” | stumped. 

THEIR ANSWER. Mr. Cross Purposes. 


Pourtictan.—No. Mr. Gladstone never hurt himself in the way Last week we reflected on the six months with hard labour earned 
you describe, and his nasal organ is not chipped. You are probably | by a man who, in a fit of passion, thrashed, a little too severely, his 
thinking of the last division during the right hon. gentleman’s | daughter, aged twelve, who refused to obey him. Perhaps the best 
premiership, when the Ayes had it and he consequently fell upon his | commentary on what we said and what has been said of what we said 
Noes. will be said by the following, said by the Dudley correspondent of a 

Actor.— We are sorry, but have no power to remove your crumpled | daily paper. ‘ Enoch Hartshorne was charged to-day with a murderous 
roseleaf. You are a perfect Colley Cibberite. assault on his daughter, eight years of age. The girl asked for some 

Turx.—There may be something in what you say, but we should | bread, and he thrashed her with his belt until she was a mass of 
hardly think that Lord B. sympathised with the Turks because they | bruises. He was sentenced to 21 days’ imprisonment.” After this, 
had a Mid-hat Pasha. So far from wearing three, the one on top of | the crime of the first man would seem his hitherto respectable behaviour 
the other, his lordship wears none. At least, you wouldn't call it a hat | and the aggravated circumstance of the additionally heinous fact that 
if you saw it. | the daughter was sufliciently plump and well-fed to make a worthy 

axp Hunt.—Your offer to give us the command of an ironclad is | magistrate feel an interest in her welfare. As for Hartshorne, we 
declined with disdain. We shall maintain that the present naval | think he has been treated with undue severity for merely mixing him. 
administration is a sink of iniquity in spite of it. Your ships go down, | self up with stirrup, instead of sweet, oil. 
and your regulations don’t. —— 
NS | Like Master, like Man. 
Drawing the Line. A Mr. Brann, formerly cook to George IV., who was made a bank- 


A Srerrin tradesman has suffered severely through his hat having rupt in 1843, has just received his certificate. Not a bad specimen of 
‘“‘a brown leather lining coloured by a poisonous aniline.’ He has_ the Brand either, considering the little peculiarity of his late sacred 


registered a vow to wear hats in future without anilining. | Majesty and his estimable fraternity. 












JOHN HEATH'S 
Postal Telegraph Pens 






With Turned-up Points. S 
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MALAPROPOS. 


Mama (who is anxious for her eldest boy to show of{):—“ Dip BVER ANYONE SEE SUCH A TIRESOME BOY! Now wuHaT pip I TEtL rov, 


FREDDY, WA8 THE TENTH PLAGUE ?”’ Freddy (jumping at it) 


NEW LEAVES. 


Debrett, the most popular of the Peerages, is again to hand, and is 
no less welcome this year than it has hitherto been. In the same 
volume is the Baronetage, and as the greater should always contain 
the less, this in turn includes a Knightage, the whole being personally 
revised by and published under the supervision of those whose names 
ap within the limits of the book’s charmed cover. Replete with 
iafowms tion not only as to our titled aristocracy itself, but about 
younger sons as well, Debrett becomes as useful as it is ornamental, and 
contains in its often most interesting if sketchy details, plots sufficient 
for a thousand novels, each one a thousand times more sensational 
than its predecessor. 


In A Long Madness (Charing Cross Publishing Company), the author 
shows at times possession of considerable power, as power has to be 
measured nowadays by lady novelists. This is such comparative rank, 
and even this is so often obscured by the writer’s endeavours to soar 
aloft, that if it were not that some purpose or other is sure to be 
served by every book issued from the press, we should advise Miss 
Lysaght to rest satisfied with what she has already done, and tempt 
providence and the critics—curious combination !—no further. If 
also it were not that a tiger who has tasted blood is easier turned aside 
from the path of duty than a woman who has once imbued her hands 
in the ink of printers! 

Cloister Laach (Longley) is the first of five short stories, and for one 


of those reasons which are better known to small authors than to us, | 


gives its name to the book. Though short, and not without some 


shorter with more than a suspicion of advantage to any but the friend- 
liest of readers. 
Diversions of Hollyoot and The Lucky Bag are two elegantly bound 


little books of the kind with which the firm of Nimmo has for many | 


years been identified. Soundly and, not infrequently, very cleverly 
written, we feel sure these books will both be extensively used as 


means of encouragement to those boys and girls who have already bean 


good, to go and be still better. 


VoL. XXV. 








:—** THE PLAGUE 0’ THB FIRST-BOKN !”’ 


| The Garden Oracle (Gardeners’ Magazine Office) is a fruitful 
| shillingsworth. 
|  Satires and skits upon our present political, domestic, and religious 
“situations” are fast becoming a nuisance even to those few who 
began by believing in their utility. The Spirit of the Age (Bemrose) 
| contains, however, much that is really clever, and shows that for 
| once a pamphleteer may have some show of rhyme and rhythm, if not 
| of reason, on his side. This condones many of the writer's otherwise 
| heinous sins against good taste; but even as it is, the brochure might 
| be reduced to half with a decided advantage in quality. The pictures 
are peculiar. 

The first issue of the Political Library for the People (Mullan and 
Son) is entitled ‘‘ The Turks in Europe,” and is from the pen of no 
less forcible a *‘ fellow’’ than Edward Freeman. We commend this to 
the somewhat numerous class on whom soft words are wasted. 

| The Flying Horseman, the Insurgent Chief, and the Guide to the 

| Desert form the second instalment of stories by Gustave Aimard now 

| being reissued by Vickers. ‘he merits of these are sufficiently estab- 
lished to require no recommendation from us. 


An Altard Heading. 


Hymen is evidently in disfavour in Sydney. Here is an announce- 
ment from the Sydney Morning Herald :— 
MARRIAGES. 


| LEADER.-— December 1, accidentally, Ernest Fitz Leader, aged 18 years, eldest 
son of the late Michael Fitz Leader, draper, Oxifurd-street, 8)duey, leaviog 


- | bis beloved mother to mourn his untimely end. 
suspicion of promise, Cloister Laach and its companions might be still | 


Untimely end is by no means a bad synonym for matrimony. 


Abbey go Lucky. 
Tus robbery from Battle Abbey was completed long before the 
servants got wind of it. They didn’t get wind of it, because the 
Duchess’s Abbey gales were out of the way. 


Cigars orf A Goop Branp.—The Speaker's. 
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THE MERCIFUL HOUSE AGENT. 


ing somewhere in Hackney. 
Kocks at 





Hoves AGENT. 


Woman, worn with grief, and evi- 
dently not over-fed. 


ee 


AGENT. 
called here to say 


to-morrow. 
away ,— 
with sorrow. ( Weeps ) 


Woman. Have mercy, sir; 
r—ah! very poor; 


we re 


food are crying! 

AGENT (drying tears). 
that. 
sure ; 

I want the house—— 

Womay. And, sir, my hus- 
band's dying ! 

AGEnT (bullying). 
course; there's always some 
excuse— 

verty or other ‘‘rot’’ you're pleading 


Some 
No nourishment can I afford 





W oman. 


AGENT. The deuce! 


Why, all you people think about is feeding! 
Don’t talk to me of poverty— it’s stuff! 
And as for food, were you to work you'd get it; 
You lower classes never have enough. 
Clear out by morning, or you'll all regret it. [ Brit. 
Scans 2.—ZJnterior of aforesaid dwelling. Time, next morning. In 
corner of room Man ducovered dying as fast as hecan. Nothing cover 
Aum but a few rags. Wife ad several emaciated children huddling 
around the empty grate. Exter AGENT. 
Still here! Good gracious! I’retty goings on! 
I fear me I must forcibly eject you. 
(Te Man.) Come, move yourself, ‘tis time your ‘ lot’’ was gone. 
(Aicks rags off Max. Child cries.) 
You squalling brat, your mother should correct you. 
(To Man.) Get up and work—— 


AGENT. 


Woman. Ob, sir, you urge in vain. 
Remember, 'tis a dying man yeu speak to: 
One writhing in an agony of pain-—— 
AGENT. Oh, yes, you're very feeling, mild, and meek, too. 


No doubt you are as loving as can be, 
A wifely pattern, a domestic model ; 

( Fierce/y.) But once again I tell you, ma'am, that he 
And you and all your brats must toddle! 
Alas! his racking cough— his haggard looks 

Oh, darn his cough! He's sbamming, I've no doubt, 
ma'am. 
(Seeing Woman in tears.) Drop sentiment—that’s very well in books; 
Allow me jast to take these windows out, ma'am. 
(Calling in myrmidons.) You'll see to this affair, my worthy men ? 
Take out the window frames, and let the air in, 
To stop their getting water, you may then 
Nail up the kitchen door. And lest they share in 
The pleasures of a tire, you next may tie 
The chimney up. These matters must be seen to. 
What though her husband's dying? Let him die! 
l've said I'd make them vanish, and I mean to! 


Returning later on, he finds Man dead. Throws corpse 
in gutter.) 
AotEnNT. Just fancy, what audapity to die! 
(To Widow). I've no time, ma'am, with you to hold communion. 
You'l/ get another hushand by and by,— 
And that’s your nearest way to Hackney Union! 





Woman. 
AGRDT. 


( Brit, chuckling. 


(Bundles widow and children into the street. Then goes home to lururiate. 
After dinner his eye catches u paragraph in the popers relative to a case 
ef death from starvation—a thing which very seldom happens.) 


Acsunt (read.ng’. What's this I see? Can I believe my eyes? 
A person perishing from sheer starvation ! 
The world around him heedless of his cries— 


(Shocked.) Good gracious me! And in a Christian nation! 





E>. ter 
duor, 
whweh is opened by a wretched-looking 


ya 1.— Exterior of a squalid diell. 


Pray, pardon me, I’ve just 
You'll have to quit this residence 
Ere morning you must vanish right 
To give you notice fills my heart 


My children, clothed in rags, for 


I can't help 
You'll have to go, be 


Oh, yes, of 








BASSISHAW BRAZENOSE. 


BassisHaAw Brazenoszg was devoted to art from his cradle. He had 
a Raskinian contempt for a badly-designed spoon handle at two 
months, he lisped the cant of the studios at halt a twelvemonth, and 
on his second birthday delivered an interesting lecture to his mother 
and the cat on the defective drawing and bad colouring of the pictures 
in his toy book. To the carping criticiem of infancy succeeded the 
fervid devoticn of childhood. Between the ages of 6 and 12 he was 
lost 79 times, and upon each occasion was he fuund in a public picture 
gallery 1 st in contemplation of some famous chef d’wuvre. Utterly 

lectfal of everything else, he learned to read just well enough to 

out the * Lives of the Painters,’ and mastered the geographical 

and historical facts that Italy, the home of art, was in the South of 

Europe, and that the principal event of the reign of Victoria was the 
birth of Master Ouless, AR A. 

Of course, when he became a man he was poor. What could you 
expect under the circumstances? Now it happened that at about the 
poorest point in his career, just when he hadn't a bob to pay for his 
admission to his dearly loved galleries, it fell suddenly to be the fashion 
to decorate the walls of hospitals with works of art. Old masters and 
new masters, national heirlooms and private gifts, found their way in 
quick succession to those asylums, the qualification of admission to 
which is an uppleasant one. ‘‘At last,’ exclaimed the penniless 
Bassishaw, “I shall have op ities of enjoying my beloved 
pictures’’ He took a list of the various hospitals in which certain 
masterpieces were distributed, and the first he came to was a Paul 
Veronese in the London Fever Hospital. He routed out a case of 
typhoid that very night, caught it, and was taken to see Paul. In 
two months, to his great regret, he was discharged cured. He had to 
break his leg and both arms to see a Salvator liosa, and inflict a scalp 
wound on himself to get a glimpse of an Andrea del Sarto. His 
admiration for Tintoretto and Zucarelli cost him a middle finger and 
a big toe, and he had to work up a consumption to get to the Chest 
Hospital and a small collection of Correggio gems. 

So far the arts were kind. Had he stuck to the old masters all 
would have been well; but alas! in an evil hour he got a touch of the 
Turner complaint, and became enthusiastic over the mustard pot 
examples. On the eyening that he left the Small-pox Hospital, where 
he had been admiring a Paulo Ucello for six weeks, he heard that two 
Turners had been presented to the Ophthalmic. The word worried 
him, and he asked an explanation of a friend and got it. ‘‘ Where the 
blind coves has to go.’’ ‘Oh,’ said Bassishaw, ‘then I'll be off at 
once and qualify as I go along.’ He'd blinded himself beautifully 
by the time hed reached the hospital, and they put him in the ward 
with the Turners at once. ‘It’s very dark,” he remarked, as they 
tucked him in. ‘“ Of course it is to you, my poor man,” said the 
nurse; *‘ you're blind, and can’t see. What a pity, and the Turners 
just in front of your bed.’’ ‘Oh, blow!” howled Bassishaw, ‘I 
never thought of that. I’ve done it this time.”’ 

He got up and dressed himself, and gave a boy twopence to lead 
him home ; and now he reads ‘‘ Stones of Venice’”’ in raised letters at 
the street corners, and swears when anyone talks about Turner. 








LITERARY GOSSIP. 

A DISGRACEFUL assault was committed the ether day on Mr. J. R. 
Planché. Some wicked individual put him in a halfpenny wrapper 
and dropped him in a pillar-box, addressed to a friend who had asked 
that the Somerset Herald might be posted to him. 

It is announced that Mc. Tennyson is writing for the Nineteenth 
Century. No student of his works needs to be told that. 

The editor of a contemporary has arranged for a series of articles by 
well-known literary men without their consent. Mr. Allingham com- 
menced the series. 

Mr. Robert Reece has constructed a burlesque for Mr. Toole, which 
is capable of being played ten minutes or ten hours, may be worn as 
am overcoat, given 4s an encore, published as a sermon, used as an 
umbrella, twisted into a pipelight, or worm round the hat as a fly 


paper. 


Disclaimer, 


Wes have been requested by Mr. Brown to say he is not the Brown 
so frequently recorded in these columns as saying something 
Mr. Brown says he never did such a thing in his life, and the report 
that Brown said so-and-so and so-and-so is likely to do him much 
harm among those who don't Brown to such doings. We 
have much pleasure in confirming Mr. Brown's statement that he is 
not the Krown who belongs to us, and we trust that no further impu- 
tation will be cast om the character of a worthy man. 





Note. 
Ir is asserted by the High that the Ritualistic martyrs are bricks. 
They are—Rubricks. 
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OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOATRACE. 


Soarpworks, Sunset. 


EFERRING to my article of last week. I 
think proceedings terminated with the 
omen in favour ef Oxford. | say I think, 
because subsequentevents have been of a 
kind to absorb all the spare attention 
that is at my disposal. Not only have I 
been successful in obtaining a decidedly 
favourable and educated opinion about 
one side, but I have also obtained it 
about the other. What could be better, 
or more incline a man to the gift of pro- 
phetic tongues, than this? There is in 
sport, and in aquatic sport in particular, 
nothing like having two strings to one’s 
bow —to one’s bow-oar, as my friend, the 
jocund Palinuras, would say—and so I 
am in the singularly happy position of 
finding them both. You, gentle, if some- 
what sceptical reader, may say, ‘‘ but the 
erews can’t both wim.” No, my young 
and evidently enthusiastic friend; but 
when you have been associated with sport 
as long asI have, you will be satisfied, 
and perhaps a bit over, to have two good 
tips in a race which can’t both lose! 

Palinurus, the friend I have just re- 
ferred to, is great at boatracing. He lives 
at Putney when not at Hammersmith, 
Barnes, or Mortlake. He it was who made 
the famous remark about Fleet-street. 

Somebody was praising Fleet-street, and saying what a grand it 
was, and how the commerce of the whole habitable world rolled down it 
every day, when he was suddenly brought to a full stop by P. “ Sir,” 
said he, “ Fleet-street may be all very well to the unsophisticated and 
to the mere commercial mind ; but, sir, no thoroughfare is truly great 
that has not occasionally the spectacle of an aquatic Carnival to pro- 
duce an Ovation and gladden the spectators. Here, on the peaceful 
banks of Father Thames, I dwell, and here I behold what is to me 
far fleeter than Fleet-street itself, an Oxford or a Cambridge eight. 
I care not who makes a nation’s laws if I may row its eights!” It is 
needless to say that the boastful citizen was suppressed after this, and 
left for home soon, a saddened and a wisened man. By the way, 
while on thesubject of Palinurus, I may tell you it was he who wrote the 
famous boating song so much in vogue with all oarsmen who are oars- 
men and not mere land-lubbers, which runs thus. (Pray excuse me, 
you who know, for introducing so hackneyed an effusion, but many of 
my readers are only as yet learning to be oarsmen, and may not have 
heard it, and I wouldn’t have it on my conscience to keep what is so 
intrinsically valuable from them.) 


“ Life is like an outrigged gig 

When the feathers homeward fly. 
See the oarsmen how they dig, 
Each as merry as a grig, 

They'll be happy by and bye. 
Now they’re spurting, speeding, sliding, 
To the goal they’re safely gliding ; 
Opposition all deriding, 

Hearts are beating high. 


‘* Life is like a racing boat 

When it's fixed with sliding seats. 
See the captain make a note 
How his ship has got to float. 

ame ae aT aed aa bleats, 

* Go it, bos’un! s , good gunner! 
Steward, prove yourself a one-er ! 
Maintop-men, go in a stunner!’ ” 

(More I cannot quote.) 


I have always been lost in admiration at the way in which the 
writer of the foregoing manages to reveal his intimate knowledge of 
the terms used m boatracing for the various positiems of the men. 
The moral, too, conveyed is singularly fine, and often when I have 
heard the song sung and the chorus energetically joined im at the 
dinners and other social gatherings of the Oxford and Gambridge 
boat clubs, I have felt proud to think I, too, have im my tite been a 
one-er, & gunmer, a bos'un, a maintop-man, a captain,and a @teward, 
as well as a coxswain and all the other things which it behoves a 
thoroughly practical representative rowing man to bein theeourse of 
his career. And now, having proved to you my thorough efficiency for 
my present position, I will get on, and as my friend P. would say, vati- 
cinate the victorious. 





FUN. r 


Following the precedent which had already wrought me auch signal 
suecess at the Fox and Hounds, I went on from the place where the 
policeman greeted me at Putn+y, until the far-famed Star and (rarter 
gladdened the sight of one who, though an ardent disciple of temper- 
ance himself, is not insensible to the thirst of ethers. Who also is 
neither narrow-minded nor selfish, nor givem#o @ing himself to the 
nape of the neck in the byways and then spoating *teetotalism in the 
highways But this (as [ somehow think I have heard before) by the 
way. Thinking only of the boatrace and the special information | 
might now get, I entered by the river gate, and passing the massive 
portals soon stood within the bar. And, standing there, I paused to 
look round and to ruminate. Alas! Alas, femérue worth and real 
representative merit ! 


Oh, little are the mariners who dwell in Putney Reach 
Aware that I’m the one who can the boiling of ‘em teach. 
Oh, little do they fancy, as I'm lighting mp@igar, 

That I can tell the winners - and the losesg—from afar. 
For aye with earthly honour— yes, for Will it be thus, 
One man is ever minus and another one ; 
And as I stand here silent— here, the Simuem Pure, the star, 
They're worshipping another chap withimiiis’wery bar ! 


Behold ‘em flock around him, twig eachweuibémee from his lips, 
Behold the smallest utterance becomes She best @f tips ! 

Behold ’em ask him questions till the stands aghast, 
Behold ’em give him drinks until he’s gettimg tipsy fast ! 
Behold ’em crouch and grovel, as the mighty man they view, 
And listen as he tells ’em which he thinks the winning hue! 
Behold ’em coldly shouldering the Simon Pure, the star, 

And worshipping another man within this very bar! 


And this in happy England, where, as everybody knows, 
Through crediting the ignorant, we've met unnumbered woes. 
And this in happy England, where—I won't unduly boast— 

A man should have the honour if he knows he knows the most. 
And this in happy England, home of all that’s good and great, 
Where everything is always best and nothing second-rate. 

To think that I unnoticed stand—the Simon Pure, the star,— 
Now could I drink my rival's blood within this very bar. 


I have put these few thoughts in the shape of a poem, because my 
soul is too full for prose. There was this man, in flannel tr— 
unmentionables, I mean, even in my anger J will ever regard the pro- 
prieties—in flannel unmentionables, boating jacket, straw hat, and 
thick scarf, being worshipped and having his opinion taken as though 
he were a demigod, while I, with a splendid brand-new suit of best 
black doublemilled on and an overcoat to match, a beautiful hat and a 
clean collar, was never even asked for an epinion. When I volun- 
teered one nobody seemed to take any notice, and so littie impression 
did my new suit make, that if I hadn’t mustered up enough courage— 
no slight quantity, I can assure you—to ask a fourth time for my half 
o’ stout and bitter, the gay and festive young barmaid would have let 
me go till now untended. 

Who was this man, that he should have his opinion taken while a 
true authority stood unheeded by? Who? Why, a man whose only 


| qualification was that he could row! That he had rowed in many 


regattas and races, I wastold. But what of that? What has manual 
dexterity to do with brain-power? What is matter when left 
unchecked by mind? Why, if this sort of thing is to be allowed, 
we shall have hodmen teaching architects their business, and palette- 
scrapers setting-up as Royal Academicians. The thing’s intolerable. 
So far as my education goes, the chief merit of being connected with 
the press is that it shows you are able to give valaabl« opinions on any 
and every subject without either preliminary practice or contempo- 
raneous coaching. Jama pressman; I, therefore, must know mure 
about Oxford and Cambridge rowing than any man who is merely 
himself a rower. 

But a truce to this. I had to tell you of a tip. I got it,and how 
do you think it was? When I had screwed up sufficient pluck to ask 
the splendid creature behind the bar for my modest quencher the last 
time, she said as she gave it to me, ‘‘I hope you're for Cambridge.” 
‘‘ Why?” asked [; “ doyou think they'll win?” ‘ Think,” said she, 
‘“‘T’m sure they'll win.” And basking in the full flavour of being for 
a second time so superlatively successful—a flavour which more than 
compensates me for the insane worship of an impostorial person— I 
will again, for a time, leave the reader to ponder pleasurably over 
my lucubrations. 

[ We were at first somewhat doubtful about this man, and were, more 
than once, inclined to regard him and his work with icion. But 
the accuracy of his knowledge, not alone of aquatics, but of journalistic 
propriety as well, is so brilliantly set forth this week, that we have 
humbly apologised for our remarks and suspicions, and have raised 
his screw to an unheard-of sum per week. Also we have agreed to 
allow him twopence a day extra for expenses while he is still on the 


warpath —or is it the toepath /—at Putney.— Eb. | 
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THE SUPERIORITY OF ‘‘MAN.” 








“It’s on'y Bill’s ole woman. He've bin a kicking her a bit, and he knocked the top of ’er ’ead orf, and she ’ad to ’ave it put on agin.” 
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| 
“Wy am Ia weepin’! Wy ’ere’s a pore creetur ’as bin an’ fell down and put a finger out o° j'int! Oh, yer needn’t grin! It ain’t a woman nor a pleeceman 
nor a dorg now—It’s a man— it’s pore Bill ’isself!”’ 
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“YOU CAN’T GIVE AWAY WHAT YOU NEVER HAD.” 


—OLD SAW. 


Street Boys :—* CHUCK US A POLICY YER ’ONNER, WILL YER?” 


Lord B. :—“’AW REALLY, HAVEN’T SUCH A THING ABOUT ME—NEVER HAD!” 
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HONEST INDIGNATION, 


Taoven all my days has fortune dégged 
My footeteps-with disaster, 
back is-raw-from being flogged’ 
Fate, the cruel master: 
Life might have brought, I must'confess, 
A fairer consummation, | 
Had I been able to suppress 
My “ honest indignation.”’ 
When quite a lad Inever saw 
A big boy beat a small one, 
But heedless of hia-“‘ Hold your jaw!” 
I had to slang the tall one. 
I'd goad him on, till red with rage 
And mad with irritation, 
He'd thrash me soundly to assnage 
My “honest indignation.”’ 


When orators commence to rant 
At any public meeting, ! 

And utter wicked lies and cant, 
I feel my temples heating. 

I howl them down, and oftentimes 
T’m taken to the station. 

To certain minds the worst of crimes 
Is“ honest indignation.” 

I write an essay on the men 

ae went for “ Beer and Bible; ”’ 
y feelings permeate 
And slap! I’m in for bel.” 

I’m brought before the bench forsooth ! 
Disgraceful degradation, | 

Isecause I dare to write the truth 
With “ honest indignation.” 

Oh youth, who read these verses, keep 
An eye upon your feelings, 

Laugh loudly when you ought to weep 
And wink at shameful dealings. 

Don't breathe a word in aid of right, 
Or list to woe's narration, 

Lest you, like me, be ruined quite | 
Through “ honest indignation.” 
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A Sew Sew Affair. 


THE woman who charged a Cardiff doctor with tearing 
her wounds open is accused of “ colouring facts.’”’ She 


certainly caused them to be read. WHERE ! 


TWO CHERRYTIES AT A BITE, 


Ir says little enough for our much vaunted charity when two ‘such 
institutions as the French Hospital and the “‘ Dreadnought ” Society 
have to make special appeals on behaif of their fast sinking funds 
For nearly ten years the former has had an existence at the corner of 
Lisle-street, and during that time poor miserable foreign waifs and 
strays innumerable have there received a helping hand on the road to 
health or been recipients of those last sad offices which must be 
doubly soothing to those whose lot it is to die away from the land 
where first they saw the light. In fact, among those who will have 


their little pleasantry, the house is fondly known as Lisle de France. 


We are sure there are many of our readers who only want to be aware 
of the existence of such an institution to contribute their mite. Of 
the other charity, which should be even nearer and dearer to us as 
a maritime nation, it is sad to learn that, while £3,000 remains 
uncollected, our seamen will ‘“‘ Dreadnought” so much as the cloud 
which at present overhangs the only hospital which may be said to be 
wholly and solely theirs. We are told that he who gives quickly 


gives twice ; on that principle, we have coupled these two deserving 


applicants—those who are naturally slow may thus ease their con- 
sciences by paying the difference in cash. For this latter, stamps, 


post-orders, and even crossed cheques are—so we are tuld—now and 


again found excellent substitutes during a dearth of the hard 
material. ed eT 


On the Cards. 


A “patient” the other day leaped through a second-floor window 
of the Military ‘oo at Dover, fortunately without sustaining any 
serious damage. “Brown says it’s a curious name to 
whose impatience caused him to be in such a deuce of a hurry that he 
= — an ace of breaking his neck rather than wait to descend 

e stairs. 


& man. 
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A SCOTCH JOKE. 
On Scotch Railway, Feb., 1877. Time 8 p.m. 





Traveller :—‘* WRLL, WHERE ARE WE NOW?” 
Guard :—“ WEE, stR, A DOWNA JIST KEN! 


Wr'RE 1’ THE SNAW SOME- 
A’LL BE ABLE TAB TBLL YE FAN IT COMES DAYLICHT!”’ 








Strange Immunity. 


Amonc the many strictures which have been published on the con- 
duct of an East-end house-agent—who merely did, we suppose, what 
he has been in the habit of doing for years, but on this occasion had 
bad luck in commencing on a family the head of which was spiteful 
enough to die—one slight matter has been overlooked. We have been 
waiting patiently for someone to ask under what new school of 
medicine a doctor tises who states in evidence that the taking 
away of doors, windows, etc., did nothing to accelerate the death of a 
man suffering from acute lung disease. It looks at first sight as if 
this doctor must be a homceopathist, but that the disciples of Hahne- 
mann wouldn't have gone in for such a wholesale dose of the “ similia 
similibus.” Anyhow, the notion is decidedly new, and as such we 
commend it to the notice of those who are always looking out for 
novelties—and missing them when placed, as it were, beneath their 
very nose. 


Old Clo’ Remade. 

As the admirers of the Prime Minister seem to think that his 
present position is too exalted to allow him to be humorous, they are 
trying to see what fun, in the shape of anagrams, they can get out of 
his title. A malicious correspondent sends us the following four 
transpositions of “ the Earl of Beaconsfield ”’:— 

Fie! the cad of noble earls. 
Eh, Ben, old clo’ are safe fit. 
If the old clo’ are safe, Ben, 
Be the real of old fancies. 
| And-d propos of this, in the name William Ewart Gladstone we find, 


Well, lads, I mean to get war. 








Tux Pracs ror Dun Honses.— Dunstable. 
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‘“MIND YOUR STOPS.” 


Old Woman who always has a grievance :—** Wet, Miss, 0’ courss J] OvGHTN’T TO GRUMBLE, BUT I DO HAVE THB RHEBUMATIZ BAD AND 
THE PLACE I8 UNCOMMON COLD AND DAMP; RUT IT WON'T BE FOR LONG—IT WON'T BE FOK LONG.” 
Young Lady :—‘‘ AH, AND WHAT A BLESSING {[T WILL BB, Bippy, FOR US ALL WHBN YOUR TIME COMBS.” 
[ N.B.—She intended to add—* to know you are so well prepared,” but Biddy collapsed before she could get to that. 








WHY MIOHAT PASHA FELL. 


I went and asked the little bird who knows a lot of things— 
(A knowledge which I greatly fear much melancholy brings)— 
What really was the reason that the mighty Pasha fell, 

Who seemed to be the only Turk to manage Turkey well. 

I hinted to the feathered sage I found it rather hard 

To swallow all the rummy tales in ‘‘ special’’ columns starred, 
Because I found that most of them in detail differed quite, 
And as they all were different they couldn’t ali be right. 


He smiled, that little bird, he did, and “‘ Tweet-a-tweet!” he cried; 
Then led me by the dexter arm a little way aside, 

To where his cosy nest was perched beneath a spreading oak ; 

We both of us sat down in it, and then that birdie spoke: 

“Oh, pleasant Mr. Whatshisname, of this unhappy ian 

You ask if I can tell the tale—I fancy that I can, 

For not so very long ago I met him up a tree, 

And being full of griefs he made a confidant of me. 


“ He called the Sultan naughty names, and said he was a Turk 
Who'd make a thousand promises intending all to shirk ; 

He told me in a whisper how a Firman and a Hatt 

Were little things of no account on which a monarch spat ; 
The brand new Constitution, too, he said was all a sham, 

A thing got up to help a dodge— not worth a single gramme. 
That was not his expression quite, but like a decent bird, 

I use it as a substitute for Midhat’s wicked word. 


‘* Now all of this he might have borne, he told me with a sob— 
Official Turks are trained to wink at trickery and job; 

sut when he found his master meant to stick to all the pelf, 
And make his Vizier keep the laws he trampled on himeelf, 
He changed his tack and up he took some paper and a pen, 
And wrote his Lord he meant to be the honestest of men, 





And turn a new leaf over straight. Alas! it brought disgrace— 


He turned it o’er too quickly and it made him lose his piace.” 


| I thanked the little chatterbox, and calling on Argyll, 

| I begged his Grace to warm the Turks and Benjamin in style. 

| He drove away to Westminster, and fixing Beaconsfield, 

| He warmed his wicked Government and smote him till he reeled. 

| I watched his lordship wriggle like a fish upon a hook, 

| While he for all his Turkish tricks was soundly brought to book. 

| The nation read the proven charge. ‘‘’T'were good,” I heard it say, 
. # If V. could sack her Vizier ia Hamid’s easy way.” 


Fashionable Chit-Chat. 


THE Westminster Papers gives this month a portrait and biography 
of the most celebrated modern writer on games of skill and chance 
combined. Had the writer of an otherwise admirable memoir con- 
sulted us, he would have gained and we should have lost the following 
intensely true story. Said Lord Jones, speaking of a lady who was 
fond of cards and disputatious.in her fondness, “ Don’t you think the 
Countess of Robinson a very splendid woman?”’ Answered the Duke 
of Smith, “ Well, yes, if it were not for her little peculiarity. I can 
stand a woman with a mild cigarette, but I hate such strong and 
| extreme measures.”” ‘‘ Why, whatever do you mean?” asked Lord 
'J. “TI mean this,” replied the Duke of S., “I never once heard 
the Countess catch it hot in an argument, but she immediately called 
for ‘‘ Cavendish”’ to back her. 


Domestic Consideration. 
Lapy (fo Sprvant tho has given notice three days after her arrivai). 
| But if you didn’t mean to stay, why did you take the place ? 
| Ssgrvantr. Well,’m, when I see you at the Registry-office you looked 
| 80 tired and fagged, I took your situation out of charity like. 
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WARD HUNT, THE DELIVERER. 


. HE enemy’s fleet was in sight, 
. and the nation in tears sat upon 
the shore waiting for the enemy 
toland. The noble army had been 
telegraphed for and was expected 
to arrive, but in consequence of 
females of six being employed by 
the post-office as telegraph messen- 
gers, it was conjectured that the 
message was lying on a doorste 
=) while the bearer played battledore 
~“3with a friend. The ironclads built 
waspecially for the protection of the 
island could be put in fighting con- 
dition in two years, but the enemy 
wouldn’t wait. The Royal Family 
had collected their jewels, put their freehold estates up to auction, and 
left for their Indian retreat some days before. Several Field Marshals 
were encouraging the crowd to heroism from Bath chairs, and Mr. 
Ward Hunt, with tears in his eyes, begged humbly for someone to 
explain the naval position to him. Too late his pride came down, and 
he offered to sacrifice himself upon any altar the country might see 
fit to erect. But for the generous watchfulness of Captain Bedford 
Pim, twice he would have fallen on the ferrule of his umbrella and 
died like a Roman general. The enemy came nearer. The impudent 
joke died on the pallid lips of Lord Beaconsfield. The fingers of Sir 
Stafford closed tightly on the few remaining coppers he had saved for 
the nation. ‘The Marquis of Hartington fell on his knees to Mr. 
Gladstone and acknowledged him as his leader, and Mr. Smollett 
offered to take charge of the ladies during the absence of their 
husbands. A few minutes now and the guns of the enemy would open 
fire. At this juncture, the Duke of Cambridge and the Field Marshals 
were removed to the National Safe Deposit Company's bomb-proof 
vaults. Bang! came the first shot, and then—and then down under 
the sea, without a word of warning, went the leading vessel. Gradually 
as they neared the shore, it became perceptible that one by one the 
enemy’s ships were foundering. What could be the meaning of it ? 
Were they commanded by English officers? No. Were they built 
from English designs? No. Suddenly the solution of the mystery 
occurred to Captain Bedford Pim. The enemy’s vessels jad struck 
upon the sunken ironclads around our coast, and were totally wrecked. 
With a wild yell of joy, the nation turned to its deliverer and bore 
him on their heads to the metropolis. And Parliament voted one 
hundred thousand pounds for a statue of him, and underneath it was 
written, ‘‘ Ward Hunt, the Deliverer.”” And this inscription was the 
joint invention of Dean Stanley and Mr. Tennyson. And when the 
famous First Lord grew old and sat in arm chairs and cackled, he 
would point to his statue with pride in the Park, and remark to the 
nursemaids, ‘* You see, my dears, I didn’t do so badly after all.’’ 














‘© Go it, old ’un!” 

WE are informed by the Hon. Sec. of the London Athletic Club that 
the Right Hon. the Lord Mayor and the Lady Mayoress have kindly 
consented to open the new grounds at Stamford Bridge, Fulham, on 
the 28th of April. It may surprise a good many cits of the old 
school to find that the athletic movement has advanced so far that 
the Lord and Lady Mayoress think it quite the correct thing to enter 
themselves for an “‘ open”’ competition of the L. A. C. 

Ritchiedly Managed. 

Tue small-pox excitement in Limehouse has led an inhabitant to 
refer to the hospital as“‘aden.’’ Mr. Ritchie has taken up the subject 
as member for the Tower Hamlets, and is doing his best to preserve 
the Hamlets from the Prints of Den mark by getting the hospital done 


away with. 


Meatempsychosis. 

Tue meat difficulty is solved. The Americans send us over fresh 
meat at 8d. a pound to meat it. Vengeance is meated out to the 
butchers who kept meat up, and if you give a son of toil a pound of 
American beef it is a pleasure to watch himeat up the lot. It is but 
meat something of the sort should have happened. 


A Heavy Bill. 
‘- Aw Habitual Drunkards Bill is to be introduced in the House. As 
the Habitual Drunkards Bill is generally chalked on the door, we 
presume it will take more than one member to carry it. 


A Hayle Storm. 
Tus inhabitants of Hayle seem to be in the habit of holding excited 
meetings. They've nearly had a free fight now over “ Regeneration.” 
Hayle'fellows well met evidently. 


FUN. 
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THE SUPER. 


Tue Super brooded, and his mien 
Was sadder than it once had been; 
His aspect grew depressed and drear ; 
He couldn't take his daily beer; | 
With pipe unlighted 
He'd sit in corners, and ap 
Completely blighted. 


A perfect super, too ; correct 
In each particular respect. 
He'd mastered that unconscious stare - 
That stiff uninterested glare 
Without expression— 
Which lends so elegant an air 
To his profession. 


He’d duly trained his arms and legs 
To move as if they hinged on pegs ; 
Unless my memory be weak 
I’ve heard him positively creak 
In genuflexion ; 
You had to wind him up to speak. 
He wae perfection ! 


Each night he had to hand a seroll 
To him who played the tragic réle; 
To see him moving stiff and grim, 
With grandly automatic limb, 
In admiration 
The house completely rose at him 
With acclamation. 


Yet troubled was that Super’s mien, 

For each successive night he’d seen 

Within the actor's eye appear 

A look that spoke of woes that sear— | 
Of injured feeling; 

A look reproachful and severe, 
And yet appealing. 


Now there had fallen to his part 
A deeply sympathetic heart. 
He grieved the actor's glance to read ; 
With some unfeeling, heartless deed 
It seemed to tax him ; 
He thought: ** Why does he mutely plead ?”’ 
And went to ax him. 


‘Oh, Super!’’ sobbed the actor ; ‘* why 
This careless apathy of eye? 
When boxes, galleries, and pits 
Applaud my fine impassioned bits 

With warm devotion, 
Across your eye there never flits 

The least emotion ! 


‘‘ Oh, cease to work as in a groove, 
And move as human beings move ; 
And when I shout and bang my breas! 
Evince a spark of interest — 

Of animation.” 
The Super went away opprest 

With hesitation. 


How could he go epertng from 
The ancient rules of superdom ? 
Could he, presumptuous, disgrace 
The old traditions of his race, 
And go revealing 
A wholly unexampled trace 
Of human feeling ¢ 
His brother Supers’ pikes were long ; 
Their vengeance could be deep and strong— 
No matter! The ensuing night 
The Super’s acting reached the height 
Of animation. 
The actor chuckled with delight 
And exultation. 


Each fellow-Super standing by 

Observed it all with glaring eye. 

The passion of revenge is strong ; 

A Super’s brandished sword is long 
And swift and hissing : 

Next night from out the Super throng 
A man was missing. 


—_—_— ——_ 








os aire ag 


ee ee ee ee 


+ comes * 
(Ee 9A eee 


. . 
* or me 


* 
> +. aa" 

o See ey A ee 
=. - 





















eGD 


Se a 


ANY EXCUSE BETTER THAN NONE. 


Tommy :—“ Gig US A RITE O’ YER APPLE, BILty.”’ 
Future Diplomatist :—‘‘ Can't po rHat, Tommy. 


BITE OF A PUDDIN’ APPLB.”’ 


GOOD JUDGMENT. 


Mr. Wrnrow Rorertson promised Aquarium shareholders and the 
public generally that he would show them something new if he but 
got the chance. At first the something new was an increased prospect 
of dividends, but though this was a very good something indeed for 
the former, it was nothing to the latter beyond a confirmation of the 
freshly aroused notion that after all the Aquarium was a very 
agreeable place, and a place to which ‘‘ people’ were beginning to go. 
Now there is a second something which should interest everybody 
directly and at once. The notion of ‘‘ A Vision of Music” is above 
all things a novelty, and as the performance is as entertaining as it is 
novel, we trust that instead of expecting a long explanation from us, 
readers will investigate for themscolves. It is, we know, treading on 
dangerous ground to invoke comparisons, but to our fancy this 
‘** Vision of Music” is 4 Vision of Judgment which equals any that has 
gone before it, despite the ability and the eminence of the “ hands”’ 


engaged. 


He Must Abdul Times. 
Txe poor Sultan has had another attack of that nasty toothache. 
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THE NEW AMUSEMENT. 


Wuane'er through London’s crooked ways 
I roam on others’ deeds intent, 
My vagrant footstep me betrays 
(I will admit [ have a craze 
To ponder over each event). 
For nothing sets my eye aglow 
Like that which everyone has met— 
A bill which lets the nation know 
Once more the owner has on show 
“‘This House to Let.” 


I always knock and ask the rent, 
The landlord’s name and where he dwells, 
The reason why the tenant went, 
What was his greatest discontent, 
And how about the gas, and bells ? 
I always turn each corner out, 
No cranny did I once forget ; 
And thus I learn a deal, no doubt, 
Of what would else be lost about 
‘This House to Let.’’ 


And if the tenant still be there, 
I iove to con his chattels o’er 
And squat within his easy-chair, 
And ask him when he goes, and where, 
Until he seems a little sore. 
But if this tenant stands it well 
(This tenant with possession yet), 
I find out how it first befell 
He came within this house to dwell— 
‘“*This House to Let.”’ 


And thus I run around the town, 
Till almost everywhere I’ve been ; 
And whether bills are up or down 
The end my work will surely crown, 
| And every house by me be seen. 
So will I wander round and round, 
Regardless if it’s dry or wet, 
And street by street you may be bound 
Will hear my knock if in it’s found 
‘‘ This House to Let.” 


Don’t YER SEE THIS 
"ERE APPLE'S A PUDDIN’ APPLB, AND I WOULDN'T LIKE TO GIVE A FRIEND A 


Proper Position for a Horseman of Undoubted Pluck. 
| —The Mastership of the “Craven Hounds.” 


Blank-ney Enough. 


Ir is said that the Mr. Chaplin, landed proprietor and horsey person, 
who thought the time had come when anything might yelp unnoticed 
at the heels of one W. E. Gladstone—and who was taught so salutary 
a lesson~—is to be solaced by a peerage for his scourging. He is, on 
dit, to be called Lord Blankney, after his seat in Lincolnshire. Not 
a bad title either for one whose honour has rise in his acres instead of 
in his abilities. Money may be the root of all evil, but property is, 
undoubtedly, the fount of all honour and goodness. Still, a man 
must have some ability to get himself born rich; and so, perhaps, 
having done that, he deserves to reap the reward that follows. But 
Gladstone needn’t have let go quite so smashingly ! 


A Major and a Minor Evil. 


Masor O'Gorman is about to come forward as a benefactor to his 
species. He considers the life and limbs of Her Majesty's subjects of 
equal value with those of Bulgarian peasants. He will, therefore, at 
an early opportunity, introduce a Bill to compel the retail orange- 
monger to sell his wares peeled under a heavy penalty. The miscreant 
who asserts that the Major's object is to get up an Orange riot in 








His great troubles seem to be new viziers, new constitutions, and | order that he may have a turn with a shil—— what ye may call it, 
neuralgias. is beneath contempt. 
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THE MOANING CONGO. 


By Ovr Lunatic LavReEAtsE. 


Ou, far away where the hills are black, 
And the heat of the lava makes them crack ; 
Where trees go mad in the August light, 
And the sun sets awfully late at night ; 
There, where the daffodil shakes its bells, 
The wonderful Moaning Congo dwells. 


The Congo's figure is weird I ween, | 
With its body and beak of Lincoln green. 

Its tail and muzzle are pink and blue, 

And its eyes are the colour of Irish stew. 

It sings a song with a Runic rhyme, 

And twiddles its thumbs to mark the time. 


Ah, woe to the hunter who hunts alone 

In the range of the bellowing biped’s moan! 
Ah, woe to the maid whose feet shall stray 
Where the young of the Congo jump in play! 
For never a soul escapes his wrath 

Who crosses the Moaning Congo’s path. 


Yet kiddle-a-winks both here and there 
Are dotted around the monster’s lair. 
Linen and shutter and surgeon too _ 
Wait for the straggling strangers who, 
Not in the know of his whereabouts, 
Fall in the Congo's grinding snou's. 


Cavalry sit on the neighbouring plains, 
Brought by horses and trams and trains; 
Chiefs in armour and shirts of mail 
Wait with the salt for the Congo’s tail. 
But nobody ever the brute could see 
Save and excepting only me. 


Worm Cakes. | 

Sir A. Lusk, “ from his seat in the House,” objected | 
to the reflections cast upon shipowners by Mr. Plimsoll | ——_ : : : 
and his followers. Said the worthy Alderman, “If you | —— Seeman anne - il 





tread on a worm it will turn.” The comparison is apter ; 

than the comparisons of Sir Andrew Lusk as a rule. A LOST OPPORTUNITY. 

Worms have unfortunately just now much too much of Skimmer :—“I say, SuiMBLY, HAVB YOU HEARD THE NBW8 ?—YOUNG 

a share of British ships and British seamen. And PLUMPER HAS JUST BURST UP FOR TWENTY THOUSAND.” 

judging bong me ee in which = 18 paren, ee Slimely:—“ Dear, pgpan! Twenty THOUSAND, IS THAT ALL? WHy AT HIS 

very mention of coffin-ships is suggestive of worm-wo Acs iF I’p HAD HI NG > . , ; 

Nap henge oes pes, ot he, van > Oe 8 CHANCES, HANG MB IF I WOULDN'T HAVS SMASHED FOR 
INFORMATION FOR THE PEOPLE. | More of it. 


WHEN a young couple are joined together in holy matrimony by a | Ose of those provincial papers that profess to know, and often do 
Bishop they are mitred together. | know, a great deal more about London than the folk who live there 
All competitive examinations are passing events. | says, ‘‘ Changes are being discussed at the great office where Mr. 
Even Father Thames isn't a hero to his valley, it gets a rise out of | Walter holds sway. . . . Sir G. W. Dasent, who formerly held 
him sa often now. | the position, has been approached on the subject, but declines.” The 
The promise of the late Emperor of the French to invade Germany | “’ position’’ means that@f Editor of the Zimes. Asan Irixh friend of 
was sugar to the people. It was a Sack-a-Rhine matter. | ours remarked it wouldn’t be Dasent to expect “Sir G. W.” to take 
Count Andrassy is a man of note. | the “ position” with all his brand new and blushing brevet honours 
| thick upon him. With all the rumours afloat, not one has hit upon the 
‘Stranger than Fiction.” | — _ = co bony *, ver saventing a new patent 
A new paper has just been started which boldly asserts its purpose SULOmee Gee ee eee Sane ie ee Soe ee to be te 
in one oe : Sensation. Considering the age 7 live in, F gp Lips first to give the only truth about this great governmental change. 
seems as if this somewhat ominous title were an infringement of the 
rights of our Daily News. If anything more sensational than that Jug-glery. 
which is served up in ordinary course by ordinary newspapers isto be | Someone advertises in a Nottingham paper, “A Set of Stone Jugs 
found, the new paper must have discovered a new criminal code and a Shilling.” Sikes (not the Prince of Wales's pal) says he can’t make 
new lot of coders to match. Certainly we have so exhausted the old | out why anybody should want a set of stone jugs; one ata time is 
list—according to the old papers—that the new venture promises to be always enough for him. 


a Ity indeed. é 
novelty indee ' On the Q Tea. 
Wait for the Wagner. A younG lady aged fifteen has been charged with attempting to 


“Herr Waoner is conducting his own music in London this | Kill her brother by putting poison in his ‘tea bottle.” What will 
season,” says a musical organ. Let us hope he will conduct it to | the Lawsonites say to this method of making tea bring a man to his 





some secluded spot far from the respectable community. We haven't | bier ¢ ieisosiiien 3 

got over the Bulgarian atrocities yet. Yankee Pankee 
ee Eee ak Our American Special telegraphs, “ For a long time past the issue 
Lock what we've Cot. | of the presidential election has been involved in : Hay A We have 


Mr. ArtTuvr Sutiivan and Mr. W.S Gilbert have each of them | cabled him back to wire when he’s wi hy 
generously presented a cot to the Hospital for Children. When the | — soni ltt sciso wired to, and not Til-den. 
little occupants are tired they will find the one a good composer, and | Tue Nitualists are about to issue essays on the illegality of Lord 
the other a’graceful gift from one ‘‘ Bab’’ to another. Penzance’s decisions. ‘They will be the Pen’s answer to the Penzance. 
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OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOATRACE. 


tue Powrr or tue Parss anv APPRECIATION oF True Anttiry. 
ISN VY THEKRAT AND THR SeLeish#Ness CF Eluman Nature. Morar: 
10 ne Denverep vy tue Reaper. 

NNERED SIR,—I'ma 
pore feller as gets a 
bitcf a living on the 
topath when there's 
anything goin’ on 
there, and me and my 
pals looks for'ard to 
the Oxford and Cam- 
bridge race with a 
good deal more in- 
terest nor you can do. 
When the swells 
begins to run up and 
look at the bhunder- 
graduals a-playin’ at 
‘ard work, [ as my 
oppertanity, an I 
avails myself of it. 
And I may say, 
’onnered sir, a8 my 
line applies itself par- 
tickerlary to swells. 
Aunt Sallies and three 
shies a penny's low, 
and don’t take ’cept on 

Satterday afternoons 
or on the day itself; but my bit of hanky panky allwes goes down. 

Sometimes when I as a good pitch and sling out the kidment I do 

very well indeed, and sense I lernt plate-spinning and toe-eating all 

alite, I could do very well if the boatrace lasted the year round, or 
real talent was pensioned off during the winter, as I’m told it is in 

Republican countrys, where everyone is cqual, and if anyone is better 

orf than anyone else it isthe pore down-trodden son of toil or the 

true artiste like him who now adresses you. 

But I don't want ter ockerpy your time, and I'll tell you in a few 
words what itis I want. I ’ave red yore reporter's hearticles on the 
boatrace with a grate deal of pleasure, and have wonderd how it was 
he as obtained so much valuable information, for though I have been 
on the topath for more nor 20 Oxford and Cambridge's, and ’ave bin 
doin’ ground and lofty tumbling, likewise conjurin’, for a matter of 35 
years come next Micklemass 12-month, I can assure you your reporter 
perfeckly electrifies me and all in our kitching with the amount of fresh 
light he throes on the subjeck of roeing. 

We (me, bill Sikes the broad worker, Charley Bates the magsman, 
and a hole lot of us as knows the river well) are quite of the opinnion 
of your reporter, that there’s a good many things aboubt roeing that 
roeing men don't know. I could tell yer a lot, but there’s know dout 
your reporter noes it just as well. Wen we was a-sittin’ together the 
other nite, we wus a-talkin’ of how clever the hearticles were, and how 
much the man who wrote 'em must no aboubt roeing, and I ses, ses I, 
bloed if I don’t rite to the editor and let him see there's some chaps 
as erpreceshates a bit o' good work. 

An’ now, sir, as I’ve dun this, and shown that we are ready to 
admire abillity wen we see it, p'raps you'll let yore reporter, who I’ve 
known for many years, say a kind word for Signor Chickaleariboy, 
whose performances on the topath are much better than may be eeen 
in many a prinsely and palacia] music-hall. One good turn deserves 
another.— Yewers trewly, Sionork CHICKALFARIROY. 

P.S.—Plees do not say to yewr reporter that I say I noe him, as he 
particklerly ast me knot. But I thought yew would like to no asa 
nitem of ontray news, as the French call it. 








—— Hore, Putney. 

Mr. Bony Phace presents his compliments to the Editor, and begs 
to say he is enraptured with the articles which have so far appeared in 
Fun about the boatrace. Splendid in their humour, unequalled in their 
pathos, and displaying a knowledge hitherto unequalled of the inner 
life—the Rosicrucianity, the Freemasonry, as one may say— of boating 
circles. The Editor of Fux has full permission to make what use he 
pleases of this testimonial. 

(f re-open this to say I shall be glad to send youa case of wine or 
spirits on condition you can give mea turn in future articles. Your 
reporter has promised, and that’s why I wrote above to his dictation, 
but I whispered to my boy to bring it back on the quiet when your 
representative sent him to the post, and now I have added these 
few words, as I think there’s nothing like going straight to the fountain 
head. Of course, you won't tel] him 1've said a word, as he's particularly 
anxious you should think my testimonial is what he calls the 
spontaneous outburst of aquatic and unasked-for appreciation.) 
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Str,—If you will allow me to express an opinion on a matter which 
to me and many others is of the gravest import, I should like to say, 
in all good faith and without the slightest wish to be unnecessarily 
severe, that a more unmitigated duffer ora finer specimen of the low 
class cockney igiot than your boatrace reporter I never met. How is 
it that you have managed to engage with a man whose ignorance 
is positively overwhelming, and who doubtless never saw either a 
race or a river until he was sent out by you; while I, an ex-member of 
a University eight, who knows all about it anda good deal more, am 
lett out in the cold? I would have explained to your readers the 
exact particulars of the shiftings of the men, the reasons why, and all 
about it, with the real, true, and only correct tip, which I, the 
champion sculler of my time and champion writer on aquatics now, 
alone can give. While, as it is, you have been gulled by as impudent 
an impostor as ever tried his hand at sporting. Trusting you will at 
once discharge the present man and appoint me, and awaiting a line 
from you to that effect,— Iam, Xc., Party-CoLtourEeD Livg. 

[ Whatever may have happened with the other correspondents, it is 
evident tis man has not (as yet) been squared. And as squaring seems 
to be half the battle of the true appreciation, and forms one of the 
chiefest turnpikes on the road to fame, we should recommend our 


representative to ‘‘ part ’’ at once.—Ep. | 


A REMINISCENCE. 


THereE was a fine fellow named Gladstone, 
Whom Chaplin attacked in a cad’s tone, 
But W. G. 
Gave a thrashing toC., 
Which altered this low stable lad’s stone. 


High Charging. 

Mr. Hicarn, ().C., when charging the Grand Jury at Preston, 
remarked that the recent great increase in the rate of crime was con- 
sequent on the recent great increase in the rate of wages. It is to be 
hoped so true a Conservative as this will never be in favour of 
increasing the charge for charging a british jury. An increase in the 
rate of law pay might with much more show of reason result in an 
increase in the number of lawyers, and a greater blow to the com- 
munity than that it would trouble even so great a statist as Mr. 
Higgin, Q.C., to discover. 


Novel Application. 


Ir is reported that the Bishop of Ely intends ‘ holding a confirma- 
tion especially for undergraduates, at Cambridge, about Easter.’’ Some 
of these young gentlemen require anything but confirming in their 
habits. A boating undergrad. thinks it'll be a good thing for tle 
present style of rowing, as he hears confirmation is the finest thing out 


to prevent “ backsliding.”’ 


A Star-tling Fact. 

Ir takes nine years for a ray of light to travel from Sirius, the dog 
star, to the earth, so that the inhabitants of the former place are just 
beginning to see what happened here nine years ago. Siriusly speak- 
ing, they are quite as well off as the Conservative party with regard to 
European affairs. 


Baconian Logic. 


We are glad to hear that Messrs. Nurdin and Peacock’s effort in aid 
of the Cheesemongers’ Benevolent Institution was so successful an 
eggsperiment last spring that it is to be repeated this. The concert 
will be held on Easter Monday at the Albert Hall, and judging by the 
list of artists engaged, as well as by the positions of the promoters, 
there can be litile doubt it will be found ‘ quite the correct cheese.”’ 


The Odour of Sanctity. 


A rresH English cardinal has been created. The new dignitary is 
one of the famous Norfolk Howaréa, and with his creation must come 
another change in the never changing. The celebrated cardinal 
crimson must now necessarily become a ‘‘ Mahogany flat.’’ Lodging- 


house-keepers please note. 


‘¢ One Trial Sufficient.”’ 


A mepica. student of Bristol indulged in adcse of landanum to 
cure his neuralgia. The disease totally disappeared, and only the 
family undertaker and the “usual arrangements’’ remained as 
evidence of the remedy. Friends at a distance will please etcetera. 
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THE DANGERS OF PRE-SCIENTISM. 
HaS 
eatery ¥ a SING of one who lived before 


Of twenty thousand feet or more, 
And when he had a mind to stray 
‘his thing was always in his way, 
And (owning danger deuce a bit), 
H{e always tumbled over it; 
Whereas, had science rendered clear 
The why he tumbled over here — 


| There chanced to be a precipice 


<. 


~ 


Those happy ages when 
The lamp of scientific lore | 
So much enlightened men. 

I merely wish to represent 


' 
| 
! 
| 
) 
f 








~~3 
(f The — pangs he under- (Explained “ attraction”’ as the cause; 
\\\ on ; ‘Concussion ”’ ; * gravitation’s’”’ laws) — 
— While caverned in the black Why then indeed he might have deigned 
— TeCess To own the flouted danger bore 
SSS Of primitive unlearnedness. A real existence, and abstained 


— From falling over any more. 


—— It’s easy for the modern mind, 
enki —— Which has (to so express it) 


6é pat 9”? 
The reasons, rigidly defined, 
For that and this and this and 


sut no—the man, unheeding, smiled 
At danger ev'ry day : 
‘* A lot of non-existent, wild 
Delusions!’’ he would say. 





that ; 


A lucid scientific clue 
To each event included in 
Its ken, to how did I begin ? 


I know—I mean that I condemn 

A lot of modern folks who gibe, 
And level ridicule at them 

Who didn’t —weren’t—as [ describe. 
Say danger hovera on the wing, 

For instance: Were it not insane 
To flee in terror from a thing 

Whose nature one could not explain ? 
Till science properly provide 
In terms unswervingly exact 

That danger’s why and how and whence, 

No man of self-respect and sense 
Could feel that he was justified 
In looking on it as a fact. 


My hapless Ancient was a man 
Of sense and self-respect ; 

His want of science was his ban— 
His fortune’s one defect. 


He knew that dangers could be found 
Tn ev’ry mortal thing around ; 
He hadn't to begin to learn 
‘Chat water drowns and fire will burn ; 
He also knew the chances are 
You'll suffer if you tumble far. 
Yet, though he knew as well as you 
That things do happen in this wise, 
The reason why he couldn't sci- 
Entifically analy se. 
When, some abyss or precipice 
Confronting him, he chanced to fall, 
He'd simply stare, quite unaware 
The earth’s attraction caused it all ; 
And, far too proud to recognise 
A thing he could not analyse, 
He put aside the danger, with 
Impatience, as a groundless myth. 
‘When science evidence should bring, 
"T'was time enough to own the thing. 


Now it was most unlucky, this, 
For, right before his cabin door 








\ 
— 
= The mind embracing in its view 


Observing ‘** WAy should water drown *”"’ 
When solar rays came scorchiog down, 
A cool siesta he would take 
For hours, submerged beneath the lake. 
Man cannot, though, for aye defy 

Hard facts, invincible and grim— 
No— even though the ow and why 

May not be very clear to him: 
That Ancient suffered in his health, 
And dissolution came by stealth. 


THE JEWEL ROBBERY. 


A Tare or UnpiscoveRnED CRIME. 

Ir was a wild and mysterious robbery, and under the circumstances 

it was no wonder it wasn’t found out. 
. * a. 

‘“‘ Jane,”’ said the Duchess to her maid, “‘ I have a hundred thousand 
pounds’ worth of jewels in this room. In order that they may be quite 
safe, lay them about on the dressing table and the chairs.” ‘ Yes, 
ma‘am,” answered Jane, with a curtsey; ‘‘and as an extra precaution 
I will leave some of them in the drawers locked up, and 1 will also 
leave the key in the lock.” 

Having satisfied themselves that all was safe, the Duchess and her 
maid left the room and proceeded below, where they encountered the 
major-domo. ‘‘ Major-domo,” said the Duchess, * as there is an enor- 
mous amount of valuable property upstairs, kindly arrange to have all 
the servants below at the same time, and all the guests being at dinner, 
we may consider the house and one hundred thousand pounds’ worth 


of jewellery quite safe.” 
* 7 


* 7 - 


* Bill,” said the first burglar, “if we borrow two long ladders of the 
builder, and walk up to the mansion with ’em and put em up agen the 
bedroom window, it ain’t likely as anybody ‘ll see us. Come on. 
That's right. Now put the ladders firm, and just go in and bring the 
jewels out. You can take half-an-hour, because its nothing unusual 
for not a soul to be about upstairs in a house with fifty people in it. 
Got the lot? Allright! We'll go and take the tickets to London 


and go home. 
* * * . o 


‘¢ You ses,”’ said the great detective from London, “ we're on the 
track, but it’s such a difficult case. You see, they got two ladders and 
carried ’em through the town and along the high road, and there's so 
few people would notice two men getting into a Duchess's bedroom 
window, and the police in the neighbourhood of course can’t find out 
how they got the ladders, and nobody can imagine any body in the house 
was‘init’; 80, yousee, it’s a mysterious affair. But we're on the track.” 

* * * * a 


The Times, March 8th, 1880: “ The last set of family jewels in the 
kingdom was stolen this morning from the owner's house in brcad 
daylight. Two policemen were in the room at the time, as well as the 
butler and housemaid, but they noticed nothing particular. ‘Lhe 
detectives are, however, on the track.” 


Rare Birds! 

Tue Prince of Wales has been visiting the Master of the Vale of 
White Horse Foxhounds. With such an extraordinary counter- 
attraction the Prince must have been relieved for once of the mobbing 
which as arule attends on Royalty, and which, though but the out- 
come of ignorant curiosity, passes current among the credulous for 
exuberant loyalty. We have in our time read much of peaks, passes, 
and glaciers, have roamed the Yosemite Valley and lingered in the 
Wale of ’Ealth; but a Vale of White Horse loxhounds is indeed a 


re- Vale-ation ! 
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‘“'NO GRATUITIES.”,-—-A TALE OF A RAILWAY. 














** un want to go by train, Mum é 
[He effects the unprecedented move, and receives a gratuity. } 





| 
| 
** Want your ticket, Mum? Hush! Trust to us and there will be no difficulty. I'll get your ticket for you and he'll look arttr your‘rips. We’.l manage it 
for you.’’—[They succeed in their desperate mission, and receive gratuities. | 
| 
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‘* Very clever of my friend to find ycu a nice carriage, Mum. You shall continue ‘* Had a nice journey, Mum? Very clever of our friends to manage so well for 
y : eh ey 9 weily ?? ° = : a . ae 
in it—J can do this for 3 sud will He recsives a gratuity. you. Dreadful desperate business, Mum !’'—[They all receive gratuities. } 
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(Which is really of more importance than the Eastern Question.) 


AWFUL APPARITION SEEN BY OUR BUTCHER. 
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THE WESTERN QUESTION. 
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My hair’s turning grey with annoyance and grief, ST West SSeS” SSE SS = = Ser 
And sorrow is bending me double, SAS OSS aw oe 3 
' * _ 7 . . - 


! So I’ve plunged into poetry just for relief, 
For something to soften my trouble. 
I swear like a trooper, though formerly mild, 
And my heart once as light as a feather,— 
For day after day I’m disgustingly riled 
(I’m certain ’tis years since I capered or smiled) 
Because people chatter (it makes me so wild !) 
Of nothing on earth but the weather! 
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The sole conversation wherever I wend 
Is on this detestable topic, 

And should it continue I'm certain ‘twill tend 
To render me quite misanthropic. 

In ’bus or in train they will never refrain, 
They'll never depart from their tether, 

But talk of the fogs, of the frost, of the rain 

With platitudes bordering on the insane, 

And make me distracted, again and again, 
With “‘ What do you think of the weather fF” 


Then, oh, for a Lear’s, or a Richelieu’s curse, | 
To cause them to tremble and grovel : 

Oh, why can’t an Englishman strive to converse 
On something a /itt/e bit novel? 

Brother Britons, I would from the rule you’d depart, 
Forsake it at once—altogether— 

Pray struggle to be interesting and smart, 

And whenever we meet in the world’s busy mart 

| Discourse upon Politics, Science, or Art, 

Anything else but the weather! 
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Mild. | 

A “ CHRISTIAN young man’s literary society '’—curious | 
to think that Christian young men and their literature | 
should be different from other young men and theirs— | 
met the other night near Finsbury to inquire into the 





question, “Is smoking injurious?’”’ One young man 
undertook to prove that it was—beyond doubt—to the 
tobacco, and proved it by smoking a mild twopenny 
| till it was ruined past all recovery. 


NOT A “‘HOMING BIRD.” 


‘‘ Now THEN, YOUNG MAN, AIN’T YOU A THINKIN’ 0’ GETTIN’ ’OME ?”’ 


‘’ Yesu ! ]’vE BEEN THINKIN OF ’T F’ SHOMB TIME, AN’ COME T’ CONCLUSION 
‘T WOULD RE ’TEMPT ‘TENDED WITH CONSHID’BLB PBRSHONAL RISHK !”’ 


Goop name for a journal devoted to cardplaying. 
—The Whistminster Papers. | 


wish to make, but to-morroy, sir, we will meet and abolish these 
| cumberers of the land.’ ‘ We will,’ replied the House in chorus. 


| CALIPASH AND CALIPEE. 


. 


a 


| CHAPTER I. 


“IT nop,” said the Countess of Calipash, ‘‘ that it is a mother’s first 
duty to nurse her offspring.” 
front door in the Earl's face and went off with her baby in her arms 
to see the crews practice. But somehow or other in the hurry and 
excitement of taking a ticket for Hammersmith, she put the baby 
down on a seat in the waiting-room and forgot all aboutit. Of course, 
she was sorry when she perceived her loss, but as the Earl had friends 
to dinner she hadn’t time to inquire about it when she got back, and 
so the heir to the title and estates of Calipash was lost. 


CHAPTER Ii. 

Five and twenty years had elapsed since the events narrated in our 
last. It was the height of the season, and the Strangers’ Gallery of 
the House of Commons was thronged. The Peers to a man were in 
the Lower House, and a coronet glittered upon every other brow in the 
Ladies’ Gallery. For on this night the youthful member for Grimy- 
shire, John Calipee, was to introduce his bill for the abolition of the 
House of Lords, the equal division of property, and the turning of 
private estates into pleasure grounds forthe people. When the young 
politician rose you might have heard an eyelash fall. ‘‘ Mr. Speaker,” 
he said, ‘“‘I rise to move the first reading of this bill,’’ and then he 
went into details. 


There was no standing against his argument, and the bill was read for 
the first time. ‘‘ Gentlemen,’ exclaimed the Speaker, leaping on the 
table and dashing his wig to the ground, ‘this is a great and glorious 
measure. Away with useless formalities. Let us read it a second 
time.” ‘* We will!” shouted the House, dividing; and the bill was 
read a second time by an overwhelming majority. ‘‘ Mr. Speaker, 


And with these words she slammed the | 


And after the details he warmed up and let the | 
House of Lords and property have it straight from the shoulder. | 


And then they adjourned. 
CHAPTER III. 
It was the following evening. Again the House was crowded with © 
peers and peeresses anxious to hear their doom, and members anxious 
to settle it. But there was an uneasy feeling on the Ministerial and 
| Opposition benches. Hon. members had been thinking matters over, 
| and they were not quite so determined as on the previous occasion. 
| Still, the iconoclast rose amid thunders of applause. ‘I am proud of 
this moment,’ he exclaimed. ‘* When the bill has been read a third 
| time to-night, a vile and infamous institution will have been swept from 
| the path of progress, and by me, an humble son of the people, a waif and 
| stray of humanity, found five and twenty years ago deserted and 
| abandoned in the first-class waiting-room of a railway station on the 
_ Metropolitan and Hammersmith line.” 
_ here was a shriek in the Ladies’ Gallery. A peeress had fainted. 
There was a rush from another part of the House, and in a moment 
| the Radical hero found himself locked in the arms of the Earl of 
|Calipash. ‘*My long lost boy!” exclaimed the delighted nobleman. 
| ‘* Heir to my title and estates, and all my boundless wealth, come and 
‘‘ Gentlemen,” shouted the Speaker, “if this 


| kiss your mother!” 
J will 


| interruption continues I will mention the parties by name. 
now put the third reading of this bill to the vote.” 
CHAPTER IV, 
The noes had it by one vote. And the one vote which lost the till 


' was that of its Radical proposer. 


Naturally, under the circumstances. 


Exsackly so! 
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you are a brick,” shouted the delighted Calipee, ‘‘and I venture to ask A Tvurcoruite contemporary makes out that the Ozar is extremely 
that this House will have the bill read a third time and passed, say anxious to sack Gortschakcff. ‘The other day it declared he wanted 


to-morrow evening. I am not now quite perfect in a little speech I , to sack Constantinop!e. 
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THE REAL REASON. 
Little May :—“ Pueass, Erugt, GIVE ME SOMETHING TO MAKE AN ULSTER FOR DOLLY.” 
Ethel (who doesn't like being disturbed) :—‘‘ OH NEVER MIND, DARLING, THE WEATHER IS NOT AT ALL COLD.’’ 
L. M., (innocently) :—“ Ou, nut I WANT IT TO WARM DOLLY, AND NOT THE WEATHER !” 


DOWN IN THE WORLD. 


In the days when the poet was young, 
He was feted and petted galore ; 
And the friends of his youth, when his lyrics were sung, 
Would grant all he wanted and more. 
But now they have fled from his gaze, 
And cannot, alas! be recalled ; 
They style him a humbug, and laugh at his lays, 
Because he begins to get bald— 
Which makes him a little bit galled! 


In the days when the poet was young, 
Who so brilliantly witty as he ? 
And the jokes were caught up as they tripped from his tongue, 
And folks would invite him to tea. 
Now his once raven tresses are grey, 
On his grief no compassion’s bestowed : 
And when he'd fain borrow, they answer him “ nay '’— 
And mock each poetical ode— 
And tell him “to go and be blowed!”’ 


In the days when the poet was young, 
He was reckoned the first in the land: 
And roses and things in his pathway were flung, 
And ladies proposed for his hand. 
But now he’s in need of a friend, 
And wrinkles have furrowed his brow, 
The ladies to pet him will ne'er condescend ; 
He exists, but they trouble not how — 
Ah, nobody “ lushes” him now! 


In the days when the poet was young, 
Full often at skittles he'd play; 
And many’s the time he has lovingly clung 
‘To a lamp-post and hiccuped a lay — 


A sort of “ Lulliety’’ strain. 
But, alas! ’tis undoubtedly clear 
Iie’ll ne’er be enabled to do so again ; 
For times are disgustingly queer— 
Pray, send him a trifle for beer! 


Not in ‘‘the Know.” 
LatELy two troopers of the Life (cuards were refused admission to 


a place of entertainment ; and again we hear of a Royal Engineer being 


requested to leavea skating rink because ‘‘redcoats were objectionable.”’ 
What is the secret and dishonoyrable act of which our army has been 
guilty, that makes what should be the badge of a most glorious pro- 
fession the signal for social ostracism? Why isa military uniform a 
badge of shame as well as of servitude? We are up toa good many 
things at 153, Fleet-street, but fairly confess this one puzzles us. 
Perhaps that’s where the joke lies! 


Technical Talk. 

Tue Ha'peny is struck with a bright idea apropos of American fresh 
meat. ‘* Why,’ it asks, “not consider the grazing capabilities of 
Western Ireland?’ The only reason we can see is that it wouldn't 
‘“ nlease the pigs’”’ to allow any cattle to graze in Western Ireland but 
the most Irish of Irish “ bulls.” Even these, however, would be 
better than Home Rule bullies. Bully for you, little Ha’peny. 


A Paradox. 
Tue Labcur News states that schoolmasters are ‘still in demand ”’ 
And the home demand is not likely to be soon supplied if the school- 
master will insist on keeping so persistently ‘‘ abroad.”’ 


No Chance o’ lor. 
Tue Lord Chancellor is complaining of the block of business in the 
Court of Chancery. They work that court on the block system. 
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SUSPERCOLLATION. 


A Trvre LONDON 


JOHN vAWKINS was @ man who studied the laws of his country with 
immense avidity, and who, whenever he could get a chance, insisted 
on his friends and neighbours studying them too, or at all events 
benefiting by his studies. Whenever he got even half a chance, he 
would explain to his friends and fellow-workmen the true meaning of 
political economy until they were vaguer on the subject than they had 
been before. But then their first vagueness arose from their knowing 
nothing at all about it, and their second from knowing too much, 
which, as Jawkins himself said, was a good fault if a fault at all. 

Jawkins, as you may imagine from his having fellow workmen, vas 
by no means a swell. He was a horny-handed son of toil, and was 
proud of it. Most proud of it when its profession enabled him to do 
without the toil and stand upon a platform as a public, and paid, 
declaimer of the wrongs of the working classes. He was extremely 
bitter against the Upper Ten, who wore broadcloth and never indulged 
in aprons. “‘ Work!” shouted John Jawkins, when someone once said 
that what he called the Upper Ten worked a good deal harder than he 
or his class considered possible, ‘* Work!” what nonsense. How 
could they be Upper Ten if they worked; besides, I never saw one of 
‘em with an apron on in my life.” And it was no good trying to 
make John Jawkins believe that a man could work without an apron 
on. He had tried it himself, and knew better, and that settled the 
question. He admitted there were a good many more than Ten 
of the swells he objected to on principle, more than ten hundred— 
perhaps ten hundred thousand—but that was the iniquity of it. In 
the good old days when everything was proper, and the working man 
was treated with the respect and consideration he deserved, there were 
really only Ten of the Upper Class who were allowed to do without 
work ; but now they had increased and multiplied, and taken shameful 
advantage of the power originally granted them by the working men 
who insisted on the signing of Magner Charter when the first ‘I'en of 
the Upper or privileged class were selected. It was a shocking abuse 
of the privilege freely given up by the working classes, that there 
should be so many fine swells about, and John Jawkins, when roused 
on the subject, talked political economy more, and made his friends 
vaguer, than ever. 

‘** Don’t tell me!’’ he would say over and over again, “about your 
barristers and your lawyers and their labours. It’s all a pack of 
nonsense about theix work! 
writers on papers end clergy and officers—why their lives is one con- 
tinual round of pleasure. And I tell you what, they’re all on’em, 
with their black coats and shiny hats, a continually sucking the blood 
of the working man, and the sooner the whole boiling of ’em’s done 
away with the better for the country. Pshaw! J know what toil is, 
and I'd bet there's more ability about polishing the fretwork of a piano 
properly, or laying down a good drain-pipe, than in all these here high 
class and Upper ‘len amusements. I know what's what, I do, and a 
swell’s the natural enemy of the working man, I'll swear.” John was 
just then working up a lecture on the evils of an hereditary aristocracy, 
which accounts for his being so unusually fervid, and on this occasion 
so full of facts. 

When the Liberals were in power, and didn’t do what he thought 
the correct thing, Jawkins opposed them with all his might and main, 
and when the general election came on he ran for Parliament, and 
very near succeeded in getting in as a Conservative working man ; 
that is, he had lots of sympathisers, but as he hadn’t the money to pay 
the preliminary expenses, he had to retire without going to the poll. 
This made him even more severe against the Upper Ten, and so he 
became “‘a Radical, attached to no party, sir, but prepared to denounce 
them both at a fitting opportunity.” 

As domestic. policy was particularly Jawkins’s look-out, he busied 
himself most with watching the movements of the Home Office, and 
though this was by far the best conducted part of the Government, it 
wasn't long before he found a grievance. For a time Mr. Cross 
hanged every murderer with punctuality and dispatch, but at last, like 
other Home Secretaries, he began to waver in his stern duty, and for 
once a murderer was let off, or, if not let off, let off the hanging. 
Jawkins didn’t care much for murderers, for or against, but he saw 
here was a chance, and he “stumped” the working man on the 
matter, and earned many twopences admission. 

By and bye a somewhat harmless murderer was hanged, despite the 
efforts of his friends, just to balance the other one who was respited ; 
then, for apparently no other reason, a most atrocious brute was 
allowed to eheat Mr. Marwood at the eleventh hour. This gave 
Jawkins much fresh work, and he went down to the Office and 
publicly denounced the Home Secretary and all the Upper Ten. He 
did this two or three times and got much celebrity for doing it. He 
was paragraphed in the daily papersas ‘“‘an eccentric demagogue,” and in 
one or two weeklies of a working class as a “ great and noble patriot, 
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And your physicians and doctors and | 








never ceased to denounce swells, and to point to the happy fatnre 
when all the world would consist of working men, and the proudest 
blazon on the British flag would be a well-used apron. 

At last the time came when another murderer was in due course 
respited, while a much less guilty and more mad one had jast before 
been hanged. ‘“ Now,” thought Jawkins, ‘‘I will alter my tactics. I 
will no longer go to the Home Office, I will straight to Newgate on 
the morning, and at the hour when this young man ought to have 
been hanged, will there denounce a brutal Conservative partiality. It 
is sure to get in the newspapers more than ever, and I shall be able to 
eo threepence admission to my lectures on the evils of an Upper 

en.” 

So down he went, and just at the moment when the murderer ought 
to have been on the scaffold, knocked at the door of Newgate. To his 
surprise he was asked in politely, and it was evident he and his little 
game were known. But he struck his attitude and commenced, 
‘‘ Minions and myrmidons of an unjust Government, you have allowed 
three murderers to escape the last penalty of the law——.”’ 

Here he was interrupted by the Ordinary and Governor, who told 
him he was just in time, as they had made up their minds to hang a 
man who was not a murderer, and thus balance the business and ease 
their consciences, Jawkins was at once pinioned and taken out in the 
yard and hanged with much indignity, being cut down and buried 
without even an inquest, and with only half the usual quantity of 
quicklime. And the greatest wonder of it is that nobody seems to 
have cared sixpence about this great public patriot, or even to have 
taken the trouble to call at the gaol and ask how he liked it. And 
what would have been far worse to him, if he could have known it, he 
didn’t even get a newspaper paragraph, the whole affair was con- 
sidered so far beneath the regular reporters’ notice. 

And our opinion is, that we shouldn’t mind many more murderers 
being let off hanging, provided the omission would but lead to the 
suspercollation of several oth«rs of the Jawkins kidney. 


TIME’S WHIRLIGIG. 





The Briton’s heart were wont to 


cheer, 
Time was when English beer and 


beef 
Were thought of food the chiefest 
chief. 
But now, how changed the Briton’s 
way ! 
He scorns the common tap to-day, 
And when he takes his meal is fain 
To call for claret, hock, champagne. 


Time was when port and “ sherry 


wine”’ 
Were thought the product of the 
vine, 
When beer with meat was voted 
good, 
And fizz was hardly understood. 
Time was—one hardly dares to 
mT) think— 
ee *Y When no one drank the present 
HA \\. xX drink, 
SS ® But nourished were, beyond 4 doul*, 
On good old English ale and stout. 


Ah me !— but worse is yet to come! 
No wonder I am getting glum, 

No wonder I am grey with grief, 

For now we've lost our English beef. 

Oh, English feeders find it rough, 

To have to eat this Yankee stuff ; 

And gone for aye’s a nation’s pride 

When such invasions may betide. 

7 o oe = 

But why should I be sad, and say 

I pine for things of yesterday ? 

Much rather should I shriek with joy, 
With rapture that has no alloy, 

To find the butchers erst so hard 
Hoist skyward with their own petard, 
To find the ones who used us worst 
By latest change the most accurst. 





Tue Liberal whip has been the guest of the Conservative whip for 


willing to shed his blood on principle for his fellow labourer,” and the | several days. There's a smack of goodfellowship about these whips to 
twopences came in faster than ever. During all this time Jawkins | which everyone must a(whip)cord approval. 
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LTEBIG'S TONIC WINE. 


A delicious drink, possessing the most astonishing in- 
vVieoraling powers.—Stores: 12, CLOAK LANE, E.C., and Wine 








A WAITER 
his dinner. 


It is on 


WHICH OF ’EM. 


TH®RB Once was an Earl known as Durby, 
Who funkily fancied the Russ 

Might incline to be Russ in that urde, 
‘Lhe scene of the Conference fuss. 


There once was an Earl known as Darby, 
So oily and soapily sleek, 

The words of his le ader were barby, 
But his were delightfully meek. 


There once was an Earl known as Dareby, 
With a beautiful faith in himself, 

Who fancied B.’s shoes would his share be 
When B. was put up on the shelf. 








A Martyr to his Art. 
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A SINE QUA NON. 


Country bookseller to miner (who has previously invested in a dictionary) :—‘* Ou, YOU MUST LOOK AMONG THB S's FOR SCISSORS, NOT THE Z's.” 
Miner :-—“ Writ now's O1 To KNow? Wor's rT GOOD OF A DICTIONAIRY WITHOUT A HINDEX?” 


Gross Flattery. 
Tus is a strange thing to find in the advertisement columns of a 


| daily paper of large circulation : “ A flat wanted (where there are other 


| flats) in a good part of London.’”’ 


Whene’er we take our walks abroad 


| how many flats are only too anxious to make their flatness known! 


at pt gy in Ireland, choked himself while eating 


he was waiting to oa would be called a waiter. 





To the Fly. 


in Ireland that one who couldn't wait because 


Wuere does the Kingsbury Rasident grease his wheels ?>—Where ? 
Why, in the Haxell’s hof course. 
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VERY BEST.’’ 


LIEBIG’s LIQUID EXTRACT 


& BEEF. 


ombining the nutritive peepertian of solid food. 


e weak, travellers, 


ca. ere. 


A wine equa'ling in flavour finest port, and 


5 COCOA ESSENCE! 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION, —IS Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stare’. 


A boon i& 


CADB 


And yet one has to be advertised for! Perhaps, though, as advertiser 
wishes him to be among others, he wants the exact and proverbial one 
flat who makes many. Even then he might save his money by going 
at once to S:. Stephen's and tossing for choice between Whalley and 
O'Gorman. 





Data. 


Victron Hvco, speaking of a recent Republican anniversary, 
remarked, ‘‘ When night returns we must relight our great dates like 
torches to light us.” Master Fun, home from Harrow, says he never 
made light of dates, but they were more than torch to him. They 
were torcher. 





His ’Team. 


A CORRESPONDENT attempts to argue in a contemporary that ‘on 
the score of humanity, steam on a tramway is preferable to horses.”’ 
On the score of fact, we beg to add that whenever we have travelled 
we have noticed the steam on the horses and not the tramway, 60 we 
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series”’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the , 
points being rounded by a new process. .—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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Dealer :—“* Reason! An, WELL, IF YER WA8 TO ABST MB WoT FEzeuse ’B ’AD—— 


PEACE! 


Tue Northern warriors doubtful hand slips slowly from the sword, 
And “ Backwards!” runs along the lines of his wild arméd horde 
Whose eager eyes were strained across the famous border stream 
To where the rich fulfilment lay of Russia's cherished dream. 


The ruddy glare of belching flame dies out along the skies, 

The trampled herb rears up its head, the sounds of labour rise ; 

The careless footstep rings again, and briskly to and fro 

With easy hearts and laughing lips the women come and go. 

For when the wanton winds of March were sounding winter's knell, 
Aslant upon the O.ive Branch the sweet spring sunbeams fell! 

A sacred emblem as of old to bid a deluge cease, 

And show amid the seas of blood the Ararat of Peace. 

Peace! For how long? Ah! who shall say, while men with cruel eyes 
Would tramp o'er leagues of murdered souls to grasp a paltry prize. 
While kingly lips blaspheme their God, and link his holy name 
With all the crimson deeds of war and rapine’s blackest shame. 


Looking out for Squalls. 
GeNERAL IGNATIEFF, 80 say those who know, is to visit London 
specially to obtain the services of an eminent oculist. It is evident 
the General wishes to have his weather eye well opened while there is 
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Intending Purchaser :—‘' WEL, BUT IF HB’S ALL YOU SAY, WHAT RSASON HAD Mr. WHATS-HIS-NAMB FOR SELLING HIM f” 
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Breaking Butterflies. 


Mr. J. S. Sruart-Guennis, the gentleman who did such service to 
| the Conservative press and party by nct seeing anything not fit to 
| be seen during his travels in the Atrocity districts, has just issued a 
| pamphlet contradicting certain statements affecting his honour and 
| veracity put forth by a well-known special correspondent in another 
| pamphlet published some months back. Were it not that after «a time 
| these things become singularly wearisome, it would be well if some 
| disinterested third party would issue a third pamphlet, giving the 
' world his view of tha matter and explaining the real ciuse of the 
' squabble Except—and this is an additional reason for not doing it — 
| of course for the fact that the world—the great world, we mean, and 
| not the little one—cares less than nothiug for the private doings of 
| either of these extremely self-important pamphleteers. The eyes of 
| Europe, like those of Mr, Samivel Veller, are not million-power 
| magnifying microscopes. 


| 
| 


Ex-Kewsable. 
Dr. Hooxsr, on behalf ofthe Kew Gardeners, hassuccessfully opposed 
the granting of a licence to a public-house near the entrance to the 
_grounds. It was urged that the pub. would cause drunkenness. 
| Temperance is, therefore, the horticultural watchword of the day, and 
| visitors to the famous grounds must refresh upon the strict Kew Tea, 


yet time, and this without any of the eye-falutin’ so common among | 


oculists. 


Stowe that! 


| Quid pro Quo. 
| Tur Stafford House Committee has forwarded two hundred pounds’ 


Tus real original hero of © Uncle Toms Cabin™ has been visiting worth of quinine to the poor Turkish soldiers. ‘This is a delicate way 


her Majesty at Windsor Castle. Heisanamiuable old gentleman, and, 
therefore, the rumour that Noyalty has a liking for *‘Old Tom’”’ is 


probably well founded. 
A Barba Dose, 


Tus freedom of the City of Cork has been presented to Mr. Pope | 
‘‘The Irish Whisky Drinker” says he prefers Hennessy | at the result of the Oldham election. 


Hennessy. 
un Corked. 


of recompensing them for the large doses of steel they gave the 
| Bulgarians. a 
| A Por-sign of the Times. 


Ir is stated that the Earl of Beaconsfield his expressed his disgust 
If he inherits the antipathies 


| of his race, Old ham ought naturally to be objectionable to him, 
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MY POEMS! 


It’s sadly but supremely true, 
However zealous his devotion, 
The poet never can imbue 
His reader with his own ¢mction ; 
The reader wi// not catch the notion, 
But blinks his eye and nods his head 
And shuts the book and goes to bed! 


Now my productions not a whit 

Shall! suffer from this imperfection, 
But will unfailingly transmit 

A just and accurate reflection 

Ot ev'ry varying complexion— 
However subtle, strange or rare— 
The soul's emotions ever wear. 


The poems J intend to write 
Shall so embody psychic phases 
In all their mystery and might 
And all their esoteric mazes, 
That ordinary words and phrases 
Will be unable to convey 
The sense of them in any way. | 


The means I've cunningly designed 
By which I shall convey sensation 
Are very subtle and refined 
And difficult of explanation! 
The consequence of inspiration 
Too vague, mysterious, and grand 
For human minds to understand. 


The alternating light and shade 

My thoughts assume, ‘tis needless hinting, 
Could not be properly conveyed 

By letters, syllables, and prizting. 

The finely graduated tinting 
That marks my changcful psychic fires 
Some finer medium requires. 


I fancy that this co-between 
For repreducing inspiration 
Will be some kind of vague machine 
Of half-impalpable formation ; 
A psycho-physical creation, 
Tn which you touch a sort of spring— 
I couldn't quite describe the thing. 


I fancy, too, my plan combines 
A cunningly arranged succession 
Of arbitrary marks and signs 
Conveying each some fixed impression ; 
And all desirous of ingression 
Within my mysteries must start 
A-learning «ll these sigrs by heart. 


Of course (as it will be inferred) 

My works are not for circulation 
Among the pitiable herd 

Who are without imagination ; 

A rigid course of preparation 
Will fall to those in whom there lurks 
A noble wish to read my works. 


1 think the most successful trait 
Of my mysterious invention 
Must be the admirable way 
In which it balks my comprehension : 
It is supertiuous to mention 
That poetising never fails 
Where vaguences palpably prevails. 
One hundred pounds per vel. will he, 
For work so wondrously “ <fllated,” 
A price by which a bard like me 
Could never be remunerated, 
Although this price wil! be abated 
By quite three-quarters, out of hand, 
To those who, reading, widerstavd, 


‘‘Oh, that some Power.” 


Mr. Ruski thinks that «!l men who are in any way mad should 
be at once hanged out cf the way. ‘ With supreme pity always, but 
inexorably, hanged.” Mr. Ruskin is possibly right, possibly righter 
than he has been for a long while. But its correctness is not the only 
reason why we should not have expected this particular statement 
from Mr. Ruskin. 
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NOT TO BE FOILED. 


(A Srory or tue Tow-ratu.) 


Jim Jonson was really one of the cleverest fellows that had ever 
been born; he had an aptitude for everything and atalent for every 
accomplishment. 

Under these circumstances it was evident that a brilliant career 
under the direct auspices of Fame was only waiting for him to embark 
on it. The car of Fame waited, as it were, at his door, and he had only 
to descend his steps and jumpin. So he was not at all particular as 
to what profession he took up, and gave himself lots of leisure before 
he began to make his way. At last he thought he might as well take 
to the parliamentary line and become prime minister in a year or two; 
so he put up for his borough and got into Parliament. Now, althcugh 
he thought he had an aptitude for government, such was really the 
case, a8 would have been proved, had he ever had an opportunity 
of displaying it: but things went wrong with him, and he always got 
on the speaker's blind side, and never could find a place, and finally gave 
it upin disgust. Never mind, he decided to take tothe]Jaw and become 
Lord Chancellor; and, although he had one of the best heads I ever 
knew and could speak brilliantly, he never got a brief; so he gave that 
up too. After this he failed—(although he had an immense talent for 
painting)—in becoming [resident of the Royal Academy; went into 
the army and— (although he was as plucky as he conld be and magnifi- 
cently qualified fora soldier)— could xot get to be Field Marshal Commend- 
ing in Chief; wrote some of the grandest poems in the English tongue, 
but never reached the status of Laureate; and went in for the Church 
and stopped far short of the Archbishopric of Canterbury. He began 
to get very low-spirited over the job, and felt inclined to give up Fame 
(which was really his due in some line or other) as a wildgoose-chase. 
However, he thought he would have another try or two, and aimed a 
little lower this time; made some trials as an actor, and—in spite of 
his showing the true mettle of a tragedian—failed again; tried big 
forgeries, but could not get his name into the papers, owing to the 
perverse stupidity of his victimsin always forgiving him—and gave up 
Frame. lHenceforward he meant to be a hermit, to keep himself to 
himself, and to hide himself right away in the obscurest position of 
life that he could find. A policeman’s life wastoo public; 20 wasa 
cabman’s ; and so wasa cat’s-meat man’s, and he was sorely perplexed. 
But one winter's day as he wandered along the tow-path at Putney, the 
river looked so lonely and deserted that he thought if he could only find 
out some way of existence which shou!d keep him to that spot he could 
be as obscure as mortal could wish. Then all of a sudden he saw it all 
clearly; he had a notion; he would buy a boat and ply up and down 
by that desolate bank as a waterman, and hide his nothingness that 
way. So he bought the oldest boat he could find, so that nobody would 
patronise him; let his hair grow over his eyes, and passed his time in 
dismal meditation in company with a solitary dog which he had con- 
ceived an attachment for on account of its being utterly neglected and 
let alone by all the world. 

When anyone came by he would make a point of gazing away over 
the river, so that he should not be noticed or accosted, and for some 
months he got on very well. Butit was at the beginning of March 
that a gentleman beautifully got up in flannels strolled along the tow- 
path, obvionsly looking for something. When he saw Jonson -he 
stopped suddenly and muttered: ‘*A waterman—ha! He looks as 
if he'd know all about it—He’l/ give me a tip!” First he went up 
humbly and obtained favour with the dog, Then he came up and 
touched Jonson reverentially all over. ‘* You can teli me who's going 
to win, can’t you?”’ he said worshipfully. ‘ I’ve often longed to hear 
the opinion of a real live waterman; here’s gold; I’m the Duke 
of co 

Jonson didn't know anything about it, and said nothing. Then the 
Duke went away and whispered to all his friends about the mys- 
terious, silent, old waterman who must know all about the race; and 
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all the Duke’s friends came down to the strange old waterman for 
a “tip.” 

Jonson still said nothing, but this only increased their belief in his 
ineffable knowledge of races, and their anxiety for his acquaintanc». 
Then all the Duke's friends invited the waterman to their places, and 
went proudly about arm-in-arm with him (for it is Fame to be seen to 
converse with a waterman at boat-race time.) The more he avoided 
notice the more he obtained it; his name got into the sporting papers 
as the mysterious old waterman who had the straight-tip ; and in three 
days he was the best known man between Putney and Mortlake, and 
had made a considerable fortune. As the race-day approached the 
anxiety of all those great people for his tip grew toafrenzy; geld 
flowed in by cartfuls; fifty noblemen surrounded him every day and 
clamoured for a chat with him, and when I last saw him on the day 
before the boat-race the Duke had just offered him his only daughter 
in marriage as a final bribe for the tip, and Jonson had accepted. 
‘¢T knew my talents would lead me to Fame some day,’ he said to me ; 


‘“ and here I am!” 





‘* MARCH.”? 


Now March is here, and Boreas is growling ; 
He obstinately roars throughout the day ; 
Through keyholes whistling, and down chimneys howling — 
And struggles hard to blow us all away. 
Miss March delights in showing off her powers, 
And visits us ere springtime has its birth, 
Pats trees in order, and arranges flowers, 
And makes new dresses, teo, for Mrs. Earth ! 


This windy weather, though, is apt to fret one, 
It spins one’s hat along the muddy road,— 
And hats are scarce, it’s hard enough to get one— 
(The poet's hat is scarcely a /a mode), 
The wavs of March are lion-like, at present ; 
This fierce demeanour, though, is nought but sham, 
Ere long she'll be more peaceable and pleasant, 
And “ exit’’ with the meekness of a lamb! 


Come, March, my girl, don’t blow us all to pieces ! 
Remember clothes cost money now-a-days— 
(And money is a thing that soon decreases) 
So strive to be more gentle in your ways. 
* * * * 


In March comes Lady-day, that’s not a mirth-day— 
Moreover, I’d remind you in my rhyme, 

The lith is the present writer's birth-day— 
So send in all your gifts and things in time! 


The Spirit of the Times. 


A sTEAMsHIP which arrived in the Mersey the other day contained 
a consignment of donkeys for the Marquis of Salisbury. It was a 
hardened Radical who, after the brilliant and never-to-be-forgotten 
services so recently rendered by the noble Marquis to England, re- 
marked that consigning asses to Salisbury reminded him of a certain 
supererogatory movement known as sending coals to Newcastle. 
Maybe, though, this hus some occult reference to the extraordinary 
envoy’s colleagues and the trouble he has with them, and even if it 
hasn't, we, after mature consideration, think the notion not at all a 
bad one, though perhaps just now it is hardly the correct thing to say 


it quite so openly. 





Hard to Swallow. 


In a breach of promise case at Leicester it was urged on behalf of 
the defendant that, for thirty years he had been in the habit of taking 
five pills a day, or a total of 54,750. Perhaps that was why he was 
ordered to administer the plaintiff a draft for £150 and costs. 











HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ow the occasion of his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales taking 
the chair at the 119th anniversary dinner of the Orphan Working 
School, on the dth inst., the capacity of the banqueting hall at 
Willis’s was tested to its utmost. What this spacious room will hold 
whea its every corner is occupied, and the diners are without elbow- 
room in the very centre, we are unable to say ; but whatever the exact 
amount is, it must have been fairly represented during the Prince's 
chairmanship. ‘The occasion being that of a true charity, the guests 
enjoyed their well-served dinner in the way which becomes those who 
are hard at work in the interests of others; and as it is universally 
admitted that charity should always commence at home, there was no 
harm in the crowded assembly being charitable to itself and dining 
sumptuously before commencing the more serious business of the 
evening. lather the reverse, for it is as well known as the proverb 
itself, that as good eating closes the stomach it opens the heart, and 
there is no time when a man feels so inclined to be generous and just, 
affectionate and agreeable, as when he has dined well, and good 
digestion waits on appetite. We have said the room was crowded to 
its utmost limit, but we have evidence there was no lack of elbow- 
room when the time came for the pocket to be called on. In effect, 
the subscriptions gathered for this excellent institution show that in 
a good cause the difficulty of being too tightly packed to get at one’s 
money is unknown. An amount guaranteed in one evening of nearly 
£7,000 speaks at once for itself and the extent and quality of the 
company. ‘The usual professional singing was dispensed with, and 
even the music was of a faint and intermittent kind, but when the 
healthy, happy looking boys and girls were marched round the room, 
they gave a specimen of their vocal powers in a simple Gregorian 
which, to many present, must have been far pleasanter than the most 
dulcet music or melodious singing. The Prince was an excellent 
chairman, the toasts were fortunately few, and, with the responses, 
short and sweet, and there can be no doubt the condition of the 
Orphan Working School and Alexandra Orphanage will be con- 
siderably improved by its 119th anniversary festival. 

Still unsatisfied with the extraordinary achievements which have 
made their names a synonym for wonder and astonishment, Mesars. 
Maskelyne and Cooke have developed a new feature of their enter- 
tainment and occasioned fresh consternation and gnashing of teeth 
among those who would gull the groundlings into the belief that 
much more common-place occurrences thaa those promoted at the 
Egyptian Hall are the result of spirit manifestation. Upto now the 
larger part of the performance was in the hands of Mr. Maskelyne, 
but, as if to show that he is weary of concealing so much wonder- 
working power in his own bosom, Mr. Cooke comes to the front and 
adds to the laurels already the property of the firm, with Mr. Morton 
for principal custodian. 

Mr. F. Chatterton’s harp recital at St. George’s Hall on Wednesday 
last possessed all the features which have hitherto given this gentle- 
man’s play pre-eminence. It was also noticeable fur the introduction 
of a young lady relative and pupil whose p'ay was almost as spirited 
as the leaseeship of her father, Mr. F’. B. Chatterton, at Drury-lane. 

There were one or two theatres that, under this head, we had intended 
noticing more or less eulogistically, but unfortunately we find our- 
selves forestalled. On consulting the advertising columns of the 
daily press, it will be seen that the managers of certain houses have 
taken on themselves—and perhaps righteousl y—the task of criticising 
their own wares and publishing the results. Having thus settled the 
matter for themselves, they might consider it unfair were any one to 
interfere even on their side, and might issue a fresh manifesto. 
Besides, it would not be easy for a poor professional scribbler to 
emulate the enthusiasm with which these pieces are received—by the 
managers. 


‘* From Grave to Gay.” 


Tue writer of a capital series, called ‘‘ London as It is,” now 
appearing in the Penny I:dustrated, spe1ks of the City being silent as 
the grave were it not for the clatter of the news-carts. We thought 
it was publicly known that noise and clatter generally do prevent a 
city from being silent as the grave, though why the grave should 
insist on being so much more silent than the gay we are decidedly at 
a loss to discover, and haven't the time to search. Nor is it necessary 
for the purpose, which is to speak well of, and not scoff at, a 
really clever sample of our illustrated London news. 


Against the Field, 

Mr. Justice Firtp, in a recent breach of promise case, requested 
counsel to read a certain letter ‘‘as a man” and then throw the case 
up. ‘The barrister retorted that he was there as an advocate to do his 
duty to his client, and he objected to be calleda man. Mr. Justice 
Field then explained that he was ‘‘a man” himself. We are glad to 
have the information. A good many of our judges at present are old 
women. 
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There was a leader-writer on a dsily paper who, about February, began As March approached his nights became restless and burthened with uneasy 
to waste with care aud turn from his food. nightmares. 
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‘Whenever the leader-writer heard a knock at his door, he started At length the dreaded summons came. ‘“ Jeffintop,’’ said his editor, “‘you must 
¢ wildly from his chair. write me an entirely new article about the boat-race—something never 
written before.”’?’ The blow had fallen / 
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COMMENCEMENT OF THE CHARITY SEASON, aly 


A PUBLIC FESTIVAL. 1 





TS SS Sse 


RE aK 7PM, np 








| | i 


Mascn 14, 1877.} FUN.  —_ By 


‘* FOR CONSCIENCE SAKE.”’ i Pies Sees 
A Burowar’s * Lay.” Baste eee 


Wuen aberrations overtake 
Our gaudy clerical advisers, 
They’ve but to cry, “ For conscience sake! ”’ 
To count in scores their sympathisers. 
So if to gain my bread I thieve, 
This fact should shield me from invective— 
I conscientiously believe 
The laws against the thief defective. 
But no one seems, that I can see, 
To greatly sympathise with me. 


‘‘ Church law alone”’ they say, “ we heed,” 
And, profiting by their instruction, 

Immediately I proceed 
To make the logical deduction. 

I scorn the laws of honest mcde, , 
I am a burglar by condition, eon == 

And only to a burglar’s code em YN , 

Tih | Sia 


Do I intend to yield submission. z= sf Ts eo wets 
But no one seems, that [ can see, —=— SS ) bi | i | | It ) | || 
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To greatly sympathise with me. = ! i i] if 
When “ cracking cribs” (a term we use Ds ST: a 
Repeatedly in our profession), \\ 
I’ve frequently expressed my views a 
While gagging parties in possession. Ws 
‘¢ Excuse the liberty,” say I, sS 
‘‘ Although I’m given thus to stealing, ae 
It’s merely done to satisfy =: 
My conscientious state of feeling.” 
But still they don’t, that I can ree, 
Exactly sympathise with me. 


When J defy the nation’s laws, 
I do it solely from conviction ; 

I disobey the judge because 
I don't admit his jurisdiction. 

But ‘‘church”’ success I'll scarcely win 
(Burlesque of sacred things while dreading), 
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And till I take to rushing in ms cee ca 
Where angels have a fear of treading, | 
There’s no one likely, I can see, AN UNSELFISH PROPOSAL. 
Fo greatly qyengetnae wn me. Bill Sikes (to mild gent who has lost his way in the thick of the Dials) :— Ysr 
| a WANTS TO GO TO RUSSELL-STREET, DOES YER? AH, YOU'LL ’AVB TO GO THROUGH 
Tr Time was made for slaves, the market has not been | A WERRY LOW NEIGHBOURHOOD. But I’M GOING THAT WAY MYSELF, AND 
overstocked. They've never much on their hands. | I'LL SEB YER SAFE THERB BY A NEAR CUT.” 


( Iwill not say, sir, your own sense of what is right and proper 
OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOAT-RACE. _ should have sncrhanen es from publishing dabeenie 80 cntheui 
A REMONSTRANCE. cone hy ow “ face - ae? will mney say, . eam all ee 

‘ : ‘ | sho most aware that publicans are not in the habit of presentin 
Cambridge crowe will have been coon dispexting on the Themes: claa | Pressmen with presente, unliss they require at least double the cash value 
in their light and dark blue bunting, and merrily preparing for the | '” Pyrat’ f _ eave you to = K this — ao ree * y — | leisure 
Carnival of annual aquatics and the Ovation of the general public. | “" — ak ¢ spn Neti’ athe y oe . +. Apology — Be 
Ah, sir, it is fine down here in Putney, now. No longer the school- | ro a + Y - 3 20 ee ee See en 

| Lam, &3., our SpectaL Boating CoRRESPONDENT. 


i : es ~~» 
b tagnant, and the cab bl alm. | 
oy stands stagnant, an e cabman is oblivious of his former calm. | ccd wate: Wile te eee th eae time deed eae dea bee 6 
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No more do the tradesmen tranquilise by the Putney equivalent for | culendih taliedd ctateinide dex tnak Gemmmens, tad tha Coane Veehie 


vines and fig-trees, and it is estimated that nearly sevenpence was | °F ; , é 

taken in that number of minutes by the dauntless one who keeps the | Number of Fun, which I may as well tell you will be issued the Wed- 
bridge, and who, I firmly believe, must have kept it in the brave days | nesday before the boatrace. Perhaps, Mr. [litor, you ought to be 
of old, for full description of which see Thomas Babington | informed that the price of the Double Number of Fun will be still 
Macaulay’s lay. only aPenny. Perhaps also, Mr. Editor, you ought to be told to give 
Talking of lays reminds me of your latest—some letters which I | your orders early for the Grand Double Boatrace Number of Fun, for | 
have had pointed out to me, sir, in your excellent and influential | which there will be no increase in prico—no extra charges. Dear me! 
I wil] , what a lot of telling you editors do want to be sure! 


characterise those productions as unexampled audacities, fraudulent 


productions which could never have emanated from the brain of a true | RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 
and honest Briton, proud of the isle that gave him birth, that isle in 

which there is annually rowed a race of the kind dear to the sons of saree ye On ee ert Sent SFM, 
the Isis and the Cam, the Thames and, aye, even to the minor streams tals thee oikkank Gane ves 
which adorn and fructify this great and glorious nation. No one, I | After squabble and aa 


feel sure, who had the interest of this race at heart—this race of | rhe. ‘ 

which I am the one and only acknowledged authority—would descend Which lasted 6 number of days. 
to so degrading a tissue of absurdities as was contained in the 
effusion of your last number, which, as I have said before, I should ¢ 

not have seen had it not been pointed out to me, and which I should So we gave him the Navy 
even then have taken no notice of if I had not felt it necessary for the ‘To send to old Davy, 
honour of my name as your special correspondent, and for the sake Which cost us a hatful of blunt. 
of the friendships [ have made among the most eminent oarsmen | 
since [ have been entrusted with the aquatic department of your 
journal. 


There was a sad duffer named Hunt, 
Who couldn't have managed a punt— 


} 
——_ ————————————————— | 
Sirk Harpincs Girrarp fought a Collier t’other day. He had been | 


journal. If I may be allowed to use such an expression, 
out in the coald so long he was glad to scramble for a Launces-ton. 


> oq — 
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ALARMING OCCURRENCE. 


(Brown has just bought a patent safety double aciton reversible indiarubber waterprcof mackintosh.) 


“On, I say, Sarrzy ANN, Do Look! Drip you HBEvBER! 


A GOOD NIGHT'S WORK. 


(Banc THE ADVENTURES OF BuGoIns AND BLoGGINS ON A Mission | 


or CHARITY.) 


Ir was a wet and windy night, and winter was not yet over, let the | 


almanacks say what they would. According to them it was early 
spring, and the weather was genial and the lark up-springing, the sun 
once again had returned to almost absolute possession, and the over- 
coats and extra blankets of the 
In print, the weather was of the kind when the lazy grasshopping 
vagabond might cast off all restraint and know that the worst that 
might befall Lim or his family was a night in the open air under a 
genial sky anda friendly haystack, and when with the casual ward 
to supply his necessities and the Disorganised benevolent to find him 
in luxuries all would be happy and admirable for six months at least. 
Thus much for print. In real right down sober earnest, the weather 
was far more wintry than it had been all the winter. The wet 
poured down in torrents, except when the wind cast it horizontally 
against the walls of the houses, in the faces of the way farers, or swirled 
it in swiftly eddying circles until it wrapped round poor unfortunates 
as closely as the garments they did not possess should have done. It 
may have been Spring, kind, genial, gentle Spring in theory; it was 
Winter, hard, hungry, pinching, and devouring winter in fact. It 
was winter, and Buegins and Bloggins were making the best of their 
way to the first big charity dinner of the Lordon season, Sir Thomas 
Kafoozleum, K.C.B., in the chair, and half a score thousand pounds 
guaranteed on the subscription list. 

‘“‘Ah!” said Buggine, when he had got his evening clothes on and 
stood by the fire in his cosy dressing-room; ‘tab, what a splendid 
thing charity is! Let me see. Twenty thousand pounds in hand, 
and ten thousand more promised. What a grand notion, after 
deducting fifteen thousand five hundred and fifty-five for Organisation 
and working expenses, to hand the balance over to the Committee for 
Supplying Wooden Whisky Bottles to Wild Irishmen. A _ very 
wonderful thing indeed is charity. and on such a night one’s conscience 
feels more than usually placid. It is no joke to brave the elements 


Szs! 


or might be pawned with impunity. | 


THERE'S A MAN BBEN AND TURNED HISSELF HINSIDE OUT.”’ 








on a night like this, and take a hazardous journey to the other end 


of town. John, is the brougham ready ?” 

‘Yes, sir, and waiting.” 

‘‘ Well, then, hold the umbrella carefully over me till I get inside, 
and tell Brown to drive very carefully.”” And Buggins was about to 
step from his door-portal into his comfortable carriage on an errand of 


_mercy and compassion, when he caught sight of a seeming bundle of 


rags crouched up in a corner of the doorstep away from the wind and 
rain, and giving no other evidence of humanity than a moan anda 
shiver occasionally. 
““What—what’s that ?’’ said Buggins, pausing. ‘A woman, eh ? 
Wet through and unable to move, eh? Drunk, of course. What do 
you say? Dying, you think? Nonsense. Nonsense. Dear me, I 
can't have this round my door. John, run across to the station-house 
and tell °em to send a couple of men and a stretcher to take this 
drunken women away at once. Drunk—of course she’s drunk. Stop, 
hold the umbrella over me—and drive on, Brown, Philanthropists’ 
Tavern, and go steadily. Dear me, what a disgraceful thing!” 
Bloggins was going to the same dinner, but he hadacab. Not but 


_ what he could afford to keep his carriage as well as Buggins, but he 


was, as he repeatedly said himself, a man of simple habits, and pre- 
ferred giving what he had to spare to the pxor. And as there wasa 
cabstand close round the corner, and he always managed to get a lift 
home when he wanted it, he saved money and had at least as good a 
service as if he kept his carriage. Waiting while his man went for 
a conveyance, Bloggins also communed with himself. 

“What a magnificent thing is charity! Fancy, thirty thousand 
pounds for Wild Irishmen’s Wooden Whisky Bottles, and only 
fifteen five fifty-five for Organisation and current expenses. It’s 
maznificent. England ought to be proud of her institutions! And 
to think I am one of the foremost pioneers of this happy inauguration, 
and shall have to return thanks for the toast of the Stewards and 
Officers to-night! Ah, it’s a fine thing to be truly charitable, it's a 
splendid thing to be really humane——.” 

‘*Cab at the door, sir!”’ 

And without finishing his soliloquy, Bloggins departed for the 
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dinner, having previously swathed himself in wraps until he resembled 
& modern mummy in an incomplete state of preparation. On its 
way, Bloggins’s cab had to pass over Waterloo-bridge, and it was 
while Bloggins was fumbling in his pocket for the twopence toll and 
growling at the cabman for not going Westminster way, which was 
quite as near, and while the cab waited, that a wretchedly clad woman 
with an infant in her arms approached, and begged, for the love of the 
great Giver of all, a penny to buy bread for her starving child. For 
herself, she said in rapid tones, she cared nothing, though she had 
wearily walked all day on the old old search for the man who had 
deceived her, but the child was dying of hunger; and, ‘“Oh!”’ she at 
last shrieked in desperation, ‘‘ spare me one ha’penny for this poor 
innocent, or I don’t know what I may do in my distraction.”’ 

Bloggins paid his twopence to the tollkeeper and ordered the cab- 
man to drive on sharp. And as he gave him his fare at the end of the 
journey, he read cabby a sharp lecture on his going the wrong road 
and subjecting his fare to the importunity of a “draggle-tailed drab 
whom I would have given in custody if I could only have seen a police- 
man. She and her brat to annoy a man going to a charity dinner. 
And to think that J, who have for years been one of the chief 
opponents of promiscuous and Disorganised charity, should have been 
so disgracefully annoyed!” 

The dinner was a tremendous success, and the notification of the 
amounts received and guaranteed provoked spontaneous and con- 
tinuous cheering, renewed over and over again when the balance-sheet 
was read and it was discovered that but a fraction over half the sub- 
scription had been expended in Organisation and other managerial 
expenditure. Both Buggins and Bloggins made speeches, and it was 
subsequently admitted by them both, as they rode home together, that 
this was an evening without parallel in the history of true charities. 
Buggins, in returning thanks for the Stewards and Officers, dilated on 
the benefits Wild Irishmen were sure to receive from the distribution 
of Wooden Whisky Bottles, and what a grand effort of the truest and 
best Organised charity it was thus to help up adown-trodden country. 
Bloggins, in proposing the Guests and Subscribers, confined him- 
self more to the main point, and said that happy indeed they, the 
givers, must feel when they laid their heads upon their virtuous 
pillows, to know how well they had bestowed their evening and their 
money. In an impassioned burst of eloquence, he concluded with a 
desire that the company would never forget what giant strides charity 
had taken in their time, nor how truly great its Organisation became 
when expenses were reduced to the merest fraction over half the 
amount subscribed. At this the cheering was deafening, and when it 
had subsided the chairman paid a brief but well-merited compliment 
to the promoters, and the gathering dispersed, Bloggins and Buggins, 
as we have already described, going homeward together. 

* * * 7 . 


‘*Dear me!’’ said Buggins in the morning, as afier reading an 
account of the previous night’s proceedings, he turned to the general 
items. ‘‘Dearme! Why that must be the woman who was on the 
doorstep. Died during the night of privation and exposure, accelerated 
by being left strapped on the stretcher for several hours at the station- 
house, owing to the temporary absence of the femalesearcher. Would 
have recovered, would she, if attended to in time! Dear me, what a 
nuisance these people are to be sure—flinging themselves about on 
respectable people’s doorsteps and dragging them into their Disorgan- 
ised muddles and miseries. And I shall have to hang about and give 
evidence at the inquest. Perhaps, though, it’s as well. I shall have 
an opportunity of expressing my opinion of the dreadfully disgraceful 
state of things to which we're drifting by means of the practice of 
promiscuous almsgiving.”’ 

o * * * * 

** Well, now!” said Bloggins, as he folded his paper afresh, ‘‘ what 
a shameless creature! To think she should have flung the poor little 
baby over the parapet and then jumped in herself. What a good 
thing it was I had sufficient strength of mind to resist the impor- 
tunity of so thoroughly Disorganised an impostor and living proof of 
the only pure principle of true charity.” 


—ee 


Novel Ashociation. 


At Ash the rector and the schoolmaster have each been fined for 
too-severely beating one of the scholars. We should have thought 
Ash the fit place for the precept of Solomon to be well grounded (or 
rather ground-Ashed) into the minds of the rising generation. Such 
interference on the part of the magistrates when the real authorities 
are actively engaged in properly planting (Ash-planting, we mean) 
the seeds of knowledge, can only be regarded as Ash-tonishing. 


Roomany Bye. 

Ir is reported in Jersey that a gipsy fortune-teller who has just 
died “ kept fourteen dogs in her room, which used to sleep in a circle 
and make room for her to lie in the centre.” This, it is hardly 
necessary to supplement, is merely room-er. 
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‘HANDSOME IS AS HANDSOME DOES.,”’ 


A Docoret Detivery. 
IS but an ugly scarecrow 


Before you stands, 

Nought better than to 
make birds fly 

From off the lands 
Wherein are sown in 
ridges and in hollows 
Temptation to the truant- 

playing swallows, 
Rooks, pigeons, starlings, 
martins, thrushes, 


sparrows 
(And lest you find the fea- 
thered limit narrows 
Unduly ere the list be 
out, 
You may add those 
Of what you think be- 
yond a doubt 
This country knows). 


I'm not a gorgeous sight 
to view, 
As one may see, 
And yet in truth, ’twixt 
me and you 
(Or you and me), 
I serve my turn to them who sent me hither, 
And frighten crowds of thieves I know not whither. 
And if a few, the craftiest of creatures, 
Alight on me and peck my funny features— 
You can’t expect a thing of shreds 
To perfect be ; 
You don’t expect it of the heads 
Of this countree. 


That “lets me out.” 
To you I mean. 
Don’t think an honest scarecrow may 
Be never seen. 
Don’t think because my occupation’s humble, 
That on a deeper depth you cannot stumble. 
Tis said that he who, fearless, does his duty 
Should carry off the palm for manly beauty ; 
And though I’m but a scarecrow, I 
Possess the vous 
To beg you'll take a turn and try 
Your Upper House. 





And what I eay 


GREEKER THAN GREEK, 


Tus Times, referring to the recent trial of two powerful gunboats of 
a@ novel kind intended for the Chinese seas, says that, ‘“‘ the Chinese 
empire is being made acquainted with the Greek Alphabet under novel 
and striking circumstances.”” ‘The d/pha and the Beta, the Gamma and 
the Delta have already gone out, but as the boats under special notice 
in the leading journal, and calling for the remark quoted, are the 
Spey and the Tay, it would seem as if itis the British empire which 
‘“‘is being made acquainted with the Greek Alphabet under novel and 
striking circumstances.’”’ Whatever the Chinese may think of the two 
additional letters, we in England are thankful, and admit that the 
introduction could not have come with better grace than from a journal 
which has done so much to ornament and diversify the orthography 
always and the syntax sometimes of our own common and vulgar 
tongue! 


The Day and the Deed. 


A CLERGYMAN at Little Compton has been fined for assaulting his 
man-servant because the latter would not go to church on Ash- 
Wednesday. It would seem by this doubly fine specimen of muscular 
Christianity as if the rev. gentleman wasn’t over pleased at having to 
go there himself. He was a little too fast, as it turned out, even for 
such a fast day. 


Taxy Waxy. 

An old gentleman of Tadcaster has been sent to prison for two 
months for saying ‘‘ Dash the Queen!”’ during divine service in some 
schoolrooms. He pleaded that he was thinking of the Queen's Taxes at 
the time. The excuse was unavailing. We are expected to pay 
through the nose, not through the lips. 
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“Now THEN, THOMAS, If YOU LIKE TO COME DOWN TO THE Brewery 
I'LL GIVE YOU A PINT OF OUB BEST BITTER.” 


“ THANKBE, SUR, BUT I DOANT THINK MUCH OF THAT THERB BIITER RALP, 
IT'S TOO DELICUT; AND IF ALL THE SAME TO YOU, 8UR, I'D RAYTHER ’AVE SUMMAT 
AS GRIP8 THE MOUTH LOIKB—SUMMAT YEW KNOW AS AVE BIN SHOOK UP A 


LITTLE AND TAASTES WSLL OF THB CASk.” 








NEW LEAVES. 


Amone the American literary novelties which occasionally mark a 
new era in the history of light writing, we know of none which has 
achieved a@ greater or more deserved popularity than Helen's Babies, 
already noticed in these columns. To increase the claims of this 
popular little work, Messrs. Warne and Co. have found a way of 
' adding novelty on noveltv, and issue an illustrated edition which may 

be considered unique. The forty-two pictures are well drawn and 

capitally engraved, and as illustrations to a story-book should do, cast 
quite a fresh aspect on many of the scenes and make them doubly 
attractive. For this reason Warne’s handsome new edition can be 
cordially recommended to those who have already an ordinary copy, as 
well as to those others who have not yet made an acquaintance with 
the now famous pair of precocious youngsters. 

The Nautical Magazine has this month special claims on all who go 
down in the sea in ships. 

There is a readable article on Dickens's Hard Times in the Atlantic 

Montrly. 

Among the works of Gustave Aimard now being issued by Vickers 
under the editorship of Mr. Percy B. St. John is one never before 
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A VERY GCOD MAXIM! 


I’m well aware that grief and care 
Are apt t» be unpleasant, 

And well I know a spell of woe 
Is not a wished-for present. 

But why despair? Her sulky air 
tate soon will be resigning— 

"Tis eer sllowed the darkest cloud 
Can boast a silver lining. 

When cet upon micfortune’s tide, 

I. ok always on the brighter side! 


Although your dreams of brilliant schemes 
Misfortune oft may scatter, 

Affect a smile, and ail the while 
Cry d la Vic., ‘‘ No matter!” 

And day by day pursue your way, 
Let failure ne’er dismay you— 

Though Fortune ponts, disperse your doubts, 
She'll very soon obey you. 

Though now she may your suit deii-e, 

Look ever on the brighter side ! 


Suppose you woo, no doubt you 1o, 
For courting’s in the fashion— 

"T's daily shown that mankind’s prone 
To feel the tender passion. 

‘Though she’s inclined to seem unkind, 
And may at times repel you, 

Eschew distress, a loving ‘‘ Yes’”’ 
Your sweetheart soon may tell you. 

So persevere and win your bride, 

And look upon the brighter side! 


Yes, Fortune's still our slave at will— 
If lovingly we treat her— 

If we essay the proper way 
And strive to gently greet her. 

Oae soon forgets her freyuent “ pets ’’— 
They’re only meant to try us; 

Our griefs anon will all be gone— 

She can’t for long defy us. 
S> let it always be your pride 
To look upon the brighter side! 


| Turnspitz. 

| Acc »rp1ne to Reuter “ Prince Nikita wants Spitz.” 
This is, of course, in consequence of his joint negotia- 

| tions with Servia; but he can’t expect to rule the 

| roast. 


| 


published in England, the Missouri Outlaws. With it come the Indian 
Scout and the Prairie Flower, both well known to lovers of this kind 


| of literature. 


> 


Art Union of London. 


Tue subscription plate of this famous society for 1877 is for once 
the same as the principal prize, ‘“‘ Joseph and Mary,” by E. Armitage, 
R.A., doubtless well remembered by the majority of our readers. We 
have seen a proof of the engraving, and need only say this year, as 
may in truth be said every year, that those who get nothing con- 


_tained in the list of special prizes will still be in possession of an 


article well worth the money invested. 


Jonzs had to put down his horses when he married, but he has a 
pair of nags still. His wife and mother-in-law. 





‘NOTICE.—On Wanesinax NEXT, 
THE BOAT-RACE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 


ProrvsgsLy ILLUSTRATED.—ONE Pgnny. 
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THE FERRY FIEND, (AS SEEN EACH YEAR AT THE BOATRACE.) 
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The Ferry Fiend entices his victims to embark. 


He lands them on an island whence escape is impossible. 
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Success of the Fiend’s scheme. 
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WELL WORTH SEEING. 


©» 


Englishman :—‘* Dip you 8BB THE CREWS AT THEIR PRACTICES 


Monsieur Alphonse de Soho :—‘‘ Au, ¥E8, 28 OXFORD AND zs CAMBRIDGE EIGHT; BuT I HAVE BEBBN TOLD ZE GREAT SING OF ZB SBASON 
WILL BE YEN VAT YOU CALL zB TwICKBNHAM AIT AND zs CHISwick AIT ROW OFF ON ZE WATER.”’ 





HOBART PASHA ON RUMOURS. 


To tHe Epiror or Fvun. 


Sira,—In the interests of that fair play which I demand for the 
Turks, and of that English pension which I stick to myself, I beg to 
be allowed to mention the following untruths now spreading about 
Constantinople, which I regret to say are seized upon with avidity at | 
so much a line by newspaper correspondents and sent off painted and | 
disguised to the cities of Europe :— 

1. That the Sultan whips paper money with a birch to increase its | 

circulation. 
2. That Midhat Pasha’s banishment is owing to the Court Milliner, 
and that he was sent away in a tin pot. 


3. That large packets of sweetstuff and hampers of balls are for- 
warded daily from Russia for the new vizier, who won't accept 
them. 


On inquiring into these rumours after my return from the Black | 
Sea I got the following result :— | 


(Question. How do you know the Sultan whips his paper money to | 
increase its circulation ? | 

Answer. Because whenever anyone asks him for money he whips 
out a bank note,and I know he wants to increase his circulation 
because the editor of the London Turkey Rhubdard has the largest in 
the world, and they're great friends. 

Question. No. 2, refer above. How do you know this? 

Answer. Because Midhat Pasha owes the Court Milliner a good 
deal, and I thought this might bein the bill. I think he was sent 
away in a tin pot because I heard his friends say he'd gone to pot, 
but had plenty of tin. 

Question. No. 3, refer above. How do you know this? 

Answer. Because the new vizier acknowledged he'd been invited 
with his sweet to several balls by the Russian Ambassador, but had 
declined to go “ for the present.” 


“ 


ute _ 





Now these, sir, are the rumours on which the fate of Turkey hangs. 


By inserting this in your valuable paper you will oblige an English 
pensioner and Turkish Commander. 


Constantinople, March 13th. Hoxsart PasuHa. 


THE FISHERS’ GRAVE. 


‘*Fully two hundred and fifty men and boys were drowned on that stormy 


| night.’’—Daily Paper. 


Wicp roars the storm upon the sea, 
Wild sorrow on the shore,— 

The women weeping woefully 
For those that never more 

Shall bring their boats up to the land, 
These stalwart men and brave; 

The women weeping, wailing, stand,— 
The boats sink in the wave. 


A cry comes from the raging deep, 
The women wring their hands, 
They shriek and cry and madly weep,— 
Mad waves beat on the sands. 
And far away, beyond our ken, 
There, vanquished in the fight, 
Full five times fifty boys and men 
Went down that stormy night. 


A dreary night to those bereft, 
Lone loved ones by the shore ; 
Yet sound the little children slept 
Amid the wild wind’s roar. 

And when the morning sun uprose 
O’er sandy shore and lea, 

No message came to tell of those 
That lie deep in the sea. 
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PUTNEY NOTES. 


1. A“‘tidey” position. ——2, Dark blue and light (fingered) bluee-——38. Comfortable till the tide turns. —4. ‘‘ What am I doing, sir? Why taking these poor 
little lost things home.””— —5. (Geese in the way.) ‘* Ain’t it fine? they are all looking at us, and shouting.” 








OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOATRACE. 


Our SpectaL CoRRESPONDENT GIVES THE OnLy ABsoLuTge Tir oF 
THs Strraicgut Sort. His INVESTIGATIONS AND THEIR RESULTS. 
Tue Epiror’s Norse THBREON. 


Q IR,—In my last I was only able 

@ ) to offer you a few words of 
respectful remonstrance on the 

danger of allowing interlopers 

a - to obtrude themselves upon the 
sacred threshold of journalism; 
but now, ah, now! well, read 
on and you shall see for 
yourself. Some men, writers 
of eminence and prophets of 
position, would have trans- 
ferred their services and have 
sent their contributions in to 
the editor of the Times or the 
Clerkenwell News after the 
perpetration of the outrage to 
which I referred in my last; 
but not so your humble ser- 
vant, who may be irritable and 
hot-tempered, but whose 
honour and fidelity are only 
to be equalled by his prophetic 
foresight and argumentative 
ability. But, sir, on this 


9g 





sliding-seats, thwarts and riggers, strokes and strc‘2s, coaches and 
gigs (the former with the gig-lamps), tubs and pumps, coxswains and 
boatswains, steaks and stakes, feathers and flannels, and all the other 
little essentials which go to make up the grand total which is included 
in the one word Oxford-and-Cambridge-blue-ribbon-rowing-from- 
Putney-to-Mortlake-on-the-Thames. 

Says the time-honoured maxim, let us speak of a crew as we find 
it, and never by rumours be led; for if fortune at times is unkind, it 
has aye left the winners ahead. By this, the concentrated wisdom of 
centuries, I have always allowed myself to be managed, and may con- 
fidentially assert that I have always been governed by what has been 
going on at the time, have ever looked upon the sunny side, and never 
allowed any ideas of the excellence of that which is not present to 
come between me and what I happen for the time being to be 
gazing on. Thus, asI find the Oxford crew best at the time I see it, 
so also do I perceive the beauties of the Cambridge style when next I 
give myself up to a study of aquatic excellence, and they are the 
models [ take on which to base my argumentatively leading articles 
on aquarian attributes in the daily papers. (So the secret’s out, is it? 
—and you do these wonderful articles, do you?—Ep.) Conscientious- 
ness in journalism, as you will see by this, though a rare and oft- 
times exotic accomplishment, is not quite dead amongst us; it is, at 
all events, possessed by me, and its possession is best proved by the 
manner in which I arrive at a truthful decision of the aquatic Carnival 
a the consequent production of the never-to-be-forgotten public 

vation. 

Well, sir, and now to business. But first I should much like you 
to read a little effusion, which, I trust, only foreshadows the happy 
days to which it refers. Judged by the present rapid growth of the 


auspicious occasion, let us have | desire for rowing and the demand for rowing men, they cannot be far 
a truce to compliments, which, | off, and so I will place them here, that all the world may know who 
as you and my readers must | was the true prophet when the time for a realisation of the prophecy 
by this time well know, I | arrives. The afflatus descended on me one evening when [ had spent 


have an intense dislike to, and let us get on with the great work we | many hours on the towpath studying the rowing of the crews, but it 


have in hand, the decision of the superiority of the Oxonian or, as the | was not until many hours had 


and the day was audibly breaking 


case may be, Cantabonian colleges when represented by sinews and | outside my study window that the thought assumed the definite 
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_ 
shape in which, I am proud and happy to say, it is now sent to 
you. 
As I've trod the tumid towpath, trudged by Thames’s tawny flood, 
Basked at Barnes or sauntered slowly by the Soapworks, 
Careless, crossed the course at Craven (which a caution is for mud), 
Stayed to watch the crab-like workmen at the ropeworks, 
I've been often struck with sorrow when a-gazing from the bank 
Where the ozier with the weeping willows growing ; 
I've been often struck with sorrow, and my life’s become a blank, 
And my agony I can't refrain from showing; 
For I can't help thinking, thinking what a happiness "twould be 
If all the world were rowing men, like—let us say, like me! 


When I've crossed the bridge at Patney and by Fulham homeward 
sped, 
Still my brain's been full of fresh aquatic scheming; 
When I've sunk to silent slumber after I have gone to bed, 
I have passed the night by Thames’s side (in dreaming). 
I have thought the time had come when every school was set afloat 
(Every school, that is, for gentlemen—and college), 
That the “ higher education ’’ was the way to row a boat, 
That aquatics was the noblest of all knowledge; 
And I've wakered from my slumber and it’s saddened me to see 
The world is not all rowing men, like —let us say, like me! 


But this, after all, though excellent in itself, as without the slightest 
egotism — you know how I dislike egotism—I feel sure it is, is not the 
business upon which I set out. Leaving, therefore, the t 
which, though gladdening, is’still more remote than I should like it to 
be, of the days when the highest honour at our Universities will be 
the Rowing Professorship, when ro graduate will be without his 
sculling degree, and the stroke-oar is at the héad of a sliding-scale (or 
rather sliding-seat) of recognised aquatic fellowships—leaving all this, 
I say, we will turn to things as they are, and at once vaticinate the 
immediate future, and discover the course of an impending fate :— 


Descend, ye Muse, and when descending say 
What is most likely on the boatrace day. 
Will Cambridge lead along the water-way, 
Or is it Oxford will the longer stay ? 
Descend, ye Muse, and honour me I pray 

By saying which will win in this affray. 
(Poetic lieensers aver I may 

Thus hold the exigence of rhyme at bay.) 
Descend, and make me rapturously gay— 
(And if you'll come expenditure I'll pay, 
Yes, even if you come upon a dray ; 

Nor when the bill's sent in, exclaiming ‘‘ Nay! ”’ 
Set up a wild and idiotic bray 

Enough to turn a young hyena grey)— 

By telling me the words that I must say 

To find the winner on the boatrace day! 


That's what J call an invocation. Well, after it was done, I'll tell 
you what happened. The exertion consequent upon producing such an 
afflation, if I may so call it, made me feel eidareliy drowsy, and I 
sank, if not to sleep, into that sort of cataleptic state which ever pre- 
cedes a special and prophetic vision. Methought that I stood upon 
the side of a splendid stream, far more beautiful than the Thames at 
Putney, for it possessed not only a towpath and a Soapworks on one 
tide, but it had them repeated again on the other. Besides that, there 
were Putney Bridges of the real regulation sort at every hundred 
yards, and while packs of Fox-and- Hounds pervaded the towpath there 
were, as if to compensate the light blue mind for this, piers of the 
Putney Bridges suffused with Stars and Garters interspersed with 
Cedars, not of Lebanon, but of Putney. Three shies a penny and Aunt 
Sarah Fitzroy-Somerset (elder branch), toss-or-buy, almond butter- 
cakes, and ginger-beer a penny a bottle were mingled with the three- 
card trick and itinerant boxing; and all was lovely and magnificent 
to the man of boatrace mind. 

Suddenly there stole upon the air the sound of sweet sad music, and 
I heard a voice chanting slowly. Shall I tell you what it said? I 
will. But prepare yourself and steady your nerves, as when it came 
on me, I can assure you I was flustered indeed with the majesty of 
the performance. You will notify that the sourds of the music break 
in most melodiously, and adda solemnity fo the prophecy not to be 
obtained elsewhere at the price; certainly not for double the money, 
which is another and a lasting proof, if one were wanting, of the 
extraordinary cheapness and excessive super-excellence of your double 
number at the single, and really singular, priee of only One Penny. 
But why doI digress? ‘This was what I heard the voice say, mixed 
as it was with the strains of a music of most strange and saddening 
sweetness :— 

‘Child of earth and (toorallooral) son of fancy, you should list to 
(toorallooral) what I say. Come to us and (toorallooral) we'll inspire 
you all the (toorallooral) livelong happy day. Never mind if (too- 


— 













me ee ae ‘ eer ee eee 





— 


FUN. 


[Marcu 21, 1877. 








rallooral) Cambridge colours look like (toorallooral) sailing past the 
post, Oxford’s time is (toorallooral) safely biding, they will some day 
(toorallooral) rule the roast. Never mind if fancy fetters leave your 
(toorallooral) prospects in a haze. Cambridge men are (toorallooral) 
just the boys to (toorallooral) set the Thames in bluest blaze. Never 
mind if (toorallooral) latest rumour says that (toorallooral) light 
blue’s sure to win, Oxford undergrad’s are (toorallooral) likely to 
achieve what they begin. Thus it’s (tooralloorallooral) and it’s 
woorelloge’ when we come to (toorallooral) on the (looral) boat- 
race day.”’ 

It seems rather a pity that I didn’t catch the whole of the last 
sentence, and it may be that where I have marked the passages inter- 
cepted by the sound of spherical music, I lost a consonance which 
materially affected the value of this specially obtained and miracu- 
lously wrought tip. Still, such as it is, there it is, and I venture to 
call on, not only you, sir, but the readers of this journal to say have 
I not safely done my duty, and, starting at the commencement of the 
training of the crews upon their respective rivers, brought my clients 
safely through and landed them at the finish, with as full particulars as 
it is possible to obtain, of the absolute winner and the no less absolute 
loser? And in the full confidence of acknowledgments from future 
winnings I will now resign the proud position I have hitherto 
occupied, and subside, till boatrace blooms again, into the ordinary paths 
of practical and powerful, if anonymous and individually un- 
recognised, journalism. 

*,* Feeling acutely the amount of service rendered to his paper 
and its readers by this correspondent, the editor will have much 
pleasure in heading a subscription to his memory with £100, as a 


testimony of general worth and a recognition of the fact that he 
alone has prophesied the winner of the Oxford and Cambridge boatrace 


for 1877. Palmam, etc. 





‘‘“MIND THE GREASE!” 


BiatanT innovators and others who take no delight in the calm 
and peaceful contemplation of the Past, with its good old ways and 
time-honoured pleasures, may go to Putney as they please upon the 
boatrace day. Mr. Fun, deeply sensible of what is due to himself 
and his position, stands by what has been considered right since the 
days when no man’s mind went back to the contrary, and at 7.30 a.m. 
on Saturday next, the 24th inst., will start from this office fully 
equipped as above. For further particulars see Small Bills. The Pig 
will after the journey be roasted whole, and any subscriber who is 
unable to call may have his portion forwarded on receipt of post-card. 


Theatrical Effect. 


SapLEr’s Wz 1s, the oldest theatre in the metropolis, is to see yet 
another change on the boatrace day. A company of boxers have, so 
we read, engaged it for a display of “the noble art.” There is some 
chance now for a special novelty, as it would be well worth a walk- 
over to “the Wells” to see a man knocked into the middle of next 
week by what would, after all, be but a coup de thédtre. 
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GREAT COMMONS RACE IN WHICH HE IS NEVER TO TAKE PART MORE. 
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ARRANGEMENTS FOR THE BOATRACE. 


/ 


We are happy enough to be able to lay before the public the 
following correspondence throwing light upon some of the incidental 
arrangements for the forthcoming boatrace day. We need hardly 
state that we have become possessed of these letters by the most crafty 
and unscrupulous means :— 


No. 1.—From A. Quarrick Durga, Esa., To CHAncz. 


March 14th, 1877. 
My Dear Cxuancs,— Excuse the liberty I take in addressing you. 
Although I’ve never enjoyed the honour of a reg’lar introduction to 
you, I feel that we ain’t altogether entire strangers to one and other. 
In fact, I’m sure you will not forget that I have always left the 
management of my boat entirely in your hands whenever I’ve 
ventured on the flowin’ and treacherous river. This being the case, I 
feel as I may make bold to ask you to be so obligin’ as to do me a 
great favour. Now me anda friend of mine, Mister Elpliss Iddeat, 
are a-goin’ to hire a boat for the boatrace day, and we propose to do 
ourselfs the honour of bein’ the upholders of a time-honoured custom. 
There must be someone every year to get across the course and foul 
the race, and we two are a-goin’ to undertake the duty this year. 
Now I want to ask you to manage so as we just happens to get into 
the middle of the river when the race is coming up, and with hopes as 
you won’t mind bein’ so good as to do this for us,—Believe me, yours 

truly, A. Quarticx Durra. 


No. 2.—F rom Cuance To A. Quatrick Durra, Ese. 


March 19th, 1877. 

My Dzar Sin,—In reply to your favour of the 14th inst., let me 
say that I have known and penne you for a long time past, your 
uniform and unswerving confidence in me during all your aquatic 
escapades having afforded me unmixed delight. I distinctly recollect 
several occasions on which I very narrowly escaped tle pleasure of 
fatally capsizing you and your friend, Mr. Elpliss Iddeat. 

Touching your request, I regret to say that my engagements for the 
boatrace day will be so numerous and engrossing as to leave me very 
little leisure to devote to your plan. 

I will, however, do my best for you, though I think you might 
safely have left the matter in the hands of one who is, I believe, a 

eat bosom friend of yours (and with whom I have frequent dealings), 
gor Mr. Reckliss Stew Piddity.—I am yours, &c., 

CHANCE. 

P.S.—I have spoken to Mr. Boreas about your scheme, and he says 
that if you will carefullv fix up your sail so that it will be impossible 
to lower it at the right time, he will manage the rest for you. 





No. 3.—F rom Mr. Pyxxe Poxxitt to Fatner THames. 


Look ear, guvverner, I want you for to be so obleegin’ as to be so 
kind as to do this ear. Wot I mean is I'm afeard as I sharnt be abul 
for to karry on my corling on boatrace day werry well on erkount of 
the nasty interferin’ watchfull ways of Pleece Cunstable Dubble X. 
Look ear, [ want you to serround ’im on a iland so as he carnt git orf, 
and then I can git on with my werk rippin’.—Yours to kermand, 

P. Poxxitr. 
No. 4.—Fsrom Fatuer Tuames to Mr. Pyxxe Poxxrrt. 

I don’t mind surrounding Police Constable Double X. when you 
have got him on to the island; but J can’t get him there. You'd 
better write to Rumovr—he’ll assist you in that part of the business, 
I dare say. Hecan do anything almost.—Yours, THAMES. 

No, 5.—Faom Rumour tro Ma. Pyxxe Poxkxirr. 


Degar Srr,—Your note to hand. I have considered the matter 
touching P. C. Double X , and think I can help you materially in the 
matter. I will whisper in Double X.’s car that there’s something 
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proceed thither; we will wait until he gets on to some part easily 
surroundable, and then our friend Thames will do Ais portion of the 
work—see? I don’t really think this can fail, and when Double X. 
is once surrounded you can pick up as many watches and purses as you 
like.—Yours, Rumour. 





No. 6.—F rom Pennrar Lynegr, Esa., To Misrortuns. 


My pgar Misrortuns,—We have been chums for a long time and 
have helped one another in many ways. You have given me plenty 
of subjects to write about, and I have forced yeu upon the public in 
compelling them to wade through my wordiness in order to get at 
insignificant facts. You will hardly credit it, but I am hard up; fora 
subject, I mean; and you are the only one who can help me to it. 
Could you manage some dig catastrophe for meat the boatrace? For 
me, mind, solely—you mustn’t let any other reporter be on the spot at 
the time. If you could manage some frightful accident, quite close to 
me, so that I could report every detail from actual observation, you 
would make my fortune at once! Look here, if you could get the 
police to let the crowd on to Hammersmith Bridge and then let it go 
down crash just as the race comes underneath—eh? But there—I’ll 
leave it to you. You know best, but do something for a fellow, and 
believe me yours, P. Lyngr. 


No. 7.—F rom Misrortune To Pennrer Lynegpr, Esq, 


My pgak Pen,—lI’ve been racking my brains sorely about your 
catastrophe. You see, there are lots of things I could do, but then there 
are such a number of other reporters about every where, and they would 
see as wellas you. Might manage to get both the crews poisoned just 
before the race, in the dressing room at one of the boat houses? I'll 
think over it. More anon.—Yours, M. 





No. 8.—F rom Mr. Morspypps MisanTHruprPig TO THE CLERK OF THE 
WRATHER. 

I say, give’em a good sound soaker this year, with a good allowance 
of nasty cutting wind—I think I can trust to you, eh P 
No. 9.—From THE CLERK OF THE WeraTtTHeR TO Mr. Mornyppe 

MISANTHRUPPIE. 

Believe you, my boy! When did I ever fail where dirty weather 

was wanted? J’// give it ’em!—Yours always unseasonably, 
Focarz Crowpisoy, Clerk of the Weather. 





American Humour. 


Six persons have been trampled to death attempting to escape 
from a church in New York. It is said by the Yankees that this was 
a case in which a stampede was made to prevent the oft-threatened, 
but never yet performed, evolution of preaching to death by wild 
curates being putin operation. J adging, from our own experience in 


this line, we are not af all sure we wouldn’t have preferred to suffer 
what really happened to staying and taking the chance of ‘ what 
might have been.” 


Mem. for Dr. Schliemann. 

Brown, who has been reading the Debates recently, says he’s 
astonished to see the Declaration of Paris put down at such an 
absurdly recent date as 1856. At the very earliest, he says, it must 
have taken place in the days of the ‘‘Old Masters.” And he drags 
off all sceptics to the National Art Galleries and convinces them at 
once. 


Mem. for the Board, 


Tere are certain schools where children are taught like parrots. 
They are called pre-parrotry schools. The pupils are exercised in 


wrong going forward on the Osier Beds; he will take the bait and | pretty polly-syllables, and one boy is often the cock o’ two classes. 
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NOT A BELIEVER IN IT. 


Doubtful Party in boat :—“ H1 tuHere! sov sik! Wes want TO Go TO THE BoAaTRACcg.” 
Crusty old Purty, not at all doubtful:—“ Go on, THEN—BLESS YOUR BYES! Don’? MIND ME! J'D BE THE LAST TO PRBKVENT YER MAKING 
WC88 FOOL8 OF YERSELV88 THAN YER LOOKS NowW!”’ 











THE LATEST RELICS. A MARCH WIND. 


A private dispatch from Dr. Schliemann to this journal announces Tx hosts of Europe pause; events stand still; 
that the following wonderful things have been discover.d by him at Diplomacy steps in with tricks sublime. 
Mycenz :— They cannot raise the wind to start the mill, 

The chignon of Heien of Troy at the age of 14. So in the middle of a March mark time. 

The original Plaster of Paris in case label'ed, ‘‘ Madame Venus, sonpnnembae praia 
St. John’s Wood House, Champs Elysées.”’ | A Day’s Work. 

Wet Towel supposed to have been worn by Homer round his head | fg. Joun Munpy Garpiner has been dismissed from his work and 


while composing the Iliad. _ ordered to quit his house at a week’s notice in conse f t 
. 7°. . : | quence of events 
Tenpenny Nail presented by Vulcan to Achilles and worn by the connected with the recent Wilton election. Asa Liberal M.P. and 
latter as a scarf pin. the Daily News have taken his case up, his offence may be guessed. 


Desiga by local undertaker for the tomb of Agamemnon. “5 per The Conservatives who get rid of Mundy have stolen a march on the 
cent. for prompt cash’’ in Greek characters at foot. | Radicals who want to do away with Sunday. 
eae Caprtestes knitted by Penelope for Ulysses. Ss oicieeaceinaieeeaindetadiieais 
Gold coin supposed to be part of conveyance in which Jupiter visited | ; eal 
Manae Repiam tileaihia. : . Horrible Indignity. 
Dapac, date and superscrptin illegible; a portion of the coin has | A puMB man under remand hanged himself in the Hens of Dalen 
B Ti ies Beet tion the other day. It wounded his dignity to be turned over to awal 
Orpheus oe of bis tiaees tend ne oan ax Agetete | the magistrate’s decision. The “ worthy’’ one hadn't perception enough 
— to know that he was by his action converting a human being into a 


ee e aos ; ; | 
nd a variety of other highly interesting articles too numerous to piece of furniture—turning a wife-beater into a regular * dumb- 


mention, which have been forwarded to the friends of the survivors. | a 








‘Spring, Spring!” | An Unfounded Charge. 


Le Foilet contains i : : .|. Ir is rumoured that “a well-known publisher is about to be 
F to kill SS ‘Goer tae ea cen : oe | knighted for meritorious services to literature.’’ We should think he 
spring guns, and, as a married friend of ours insists, considerably more | well deserves it if the accusation be at all correct. Ourselves, we are 


dangerous. His vital part, poor fellow, is evidently in his pocket— inclined to return a unanimous verdict of Not Guilty in the least. 


now! 
= oo Mors the Pity. 
Note and Notes. Tus Admiralty have entered into an arrangement with a Captain 
GangRaL Jonatierr sent “an additional Russian note” to our | Coffin to raise the Vanguard. He is the Coflin and the undertaker 
Cabinet the other day, and same evening went to hear Albani in | too, and there is an appropriateness about his connection with such a 
Rigoletto. Pronounce Wriggle letter, and business and pleasure come | job which is delightful. Except tha‘ the task is a resurrection rather 
under the same head. | than an interment. 
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Angelina (waiting to see the crews row back) :—‘“* You CAN TELL WHICH MUST HAVE WON, Epwin; CaMBRIDGB WERE LEADING WHEN 
THEY PASSED HERE.” 

Edwin (a great authority) :—‘‘ ER—YAAS—AND IF THBY STAYED THBRE ALL THE WAY—ER—THEY'D GO IN FIRST; BUT—BR—IF OXFORD 
CAME UP AND PASSED THEM AT CHISWICK, OR—ER—THE BATHING PLACE, AND—ER—KEPT IN FRONT THEN RIGHT AWAY, YOU SBE THEY L 
win. UNLESS—ER—CAMBRIDGE SPURTED AT THE BripGE’’——/(And so on, and so on, through a long list of eventualities.) 

[ Mr. Fun thinks Edwin must be a boatracing writer for a sporting paper. 





A SATISFACTORY EXPLANATION. 


Tue Philadzlphi« Ledger states that among the luxuries purchased 
for use of the U.S. Senate during the past year were ten gallons of 
eau de Cologne, thirteen gallons of bay rum, eighteen bottles of 
Martinique snuff, and a hundred pounds of camphor. There are such 
a lot of things about the Republican Senate which require keeping 
sweet that no one is at all astonished at the amount of camphor and 
Cologne used, nor does anyone doubt the necessity of a Senator being 
thoroughly up to snuff. But a question having arisen as to the use of 
the bay rum, we inay inform all whom it most concerns that bay rum 
is by some considered a never-failing remedy for baldness. And the 
baldness of the platitudes given off in the American Upper House are 
worth a journey to discover, and might, when found, convert many a 
sceptic to the value of a legislative assembly respectable on account of 
its antiquity, if for no other reason. 


‘* How it’s Done.”’ 


AN energetic artist proposes to publish immediately after the boat- 
race what he describes as a ‘‘ Result Chart,’ the purpose of which will 
be to give the relative positions of the crews at various points. Seeing 
the difficulty there is in obtaining this information under ordinary 
circumstances, and the difficulties which have been smoothed over by 
‘the kind permission” of the crews, the projector of this “ Race 
Chart ’’ may fairly be considered a Chartered Libertine. 


An Old Soldier. 


A GFNTLEMAN named Walker, a lance-corporal in the Guards, who 
accused himself of the murder of his brother, has been discharged. 


The Long Firm. 


Ws are informed that Messrs. Sultan, Turkey, and Pasha are doing 
an extensive business and obtaining a great deal of credit on false 
representations. They refer to the well-known house of Beaconsfield, 
Derby, and Co., who always give answers calculated to inspire the 
inquirer with confidence. The police authorities suspect connivance 
and conspiracy from interested motives, and some startling revelations 
may shortly be expected. Meanwhile, the Trade Protection Associa- 
tion, managed by Mr. William Gladstone, has its eye upon the “ firm.” 


i: Home Produce. 


Mas. Jucarins read the other dav that Captain Barnaby is takiag 
his present journey by the way of Kars. ‘“Lor!’’ says the old lady, 
“them tramways is everywhere; but if the pore soul only wanted 
trouble of that sort, why didn’t he ride from Euston-road to Igit two 
or three times a day. He'd have found them one-horse boys as rides 
in front up the ‘ills equal to any savages in Herzy Room or any other 
room that’s out there, I'm sure.’’ (And so he would.) 








| A Fell Epidemic. 
| A GossIPING contemporary gravely says, ‘“‘ The death of Andrew 
Bogle of Tichborne notoriety is announced.” So someone has 
succumbed to that most singular of diseases at last. The community 
could well spare one or two others obviously suffering from the same 
infection. 
An Ignis Fat-uous. 
A suip named Star of Greece has just accomplished a marvellously 
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He hadn't murdered him, for the reason that Guy Fawkes didn’t use | short passage from the Downs to Calcutta and back. As she slips 
torpedoes when “‘he blew up the Parliament, the king, and all his | along at such a rapid rate, it is proposed to render the name Star of 
ministers.” Walker hadn’t got a brother, and the story was found at | Grease, a title which candle-light none 80 much as those who under- 
the end as it was in the beginning, all Walker! stand her “‘ mould’”’ of form and “ composite” construction. 
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OF POWER.” 


ii. 


‘“ THE BALANCE 


Dedicated to Howlers on Anti-Vivisection. 


Cabby (to Jones, who wants to run down to Putney and back, but who is afraid 
the horse—evidently already overworked—can't do the journey):—*' Go ON, GUVNOR, 
JUMP IN; I'’vsB GOT "IM STRAPPED UP 80 TIGHT ’E CANT FALL DOWN IF WE 
ON'Y SIT ALL OUR WBIGHT AN’ BALANCER IM.” 


| lh 
BOOKS OF THE SEASON. 
“Tue Jokes of Justice, or the Miller of the Law Courts.’’ A com- 


plete collection of the puns, jests, witticisms, and humorous utterances | 
of Her Majesty's judges. 

‘‘Captain Thingamy’s ride to Banpury Cross on a Jerusalem pony.” 
With an appendix showing why the Duke of Ditchwater ordered him 
home to publish his adventures in penny parts. 

“The Professors Keiboshed.” A complete answer to the theories | 
of Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, and Co. By Master Tommy Suckington, 
Y.M.C.A. 

‘Curiosities of Advertising,’ with notes on the Vice-Chancellor’s 


Court as a cheap Medium. By a London Manager. 

“‘ How to Invest, Where to Invest, and When to Invest.”” A guide 
tosafe speculation. With a preface by Albert Grant, Esq , and a short 
introductory poem by the Chairman of the Stock Exchange. 

A sad story for 


“My Weekly Edition, or Friday and Failure.”’ 
little newspapers, by the Proprietor of the Times. 


GicrtpEp Suame.— The City Comyanies. 


TAYLOR’S 
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THE VERY BEST.” 








| 'EBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT 

OF BEEF. Awine equa'ling in flavour finest port, and 
| eambining the nutritive properties of sulid food. boon to 
the weak, travellers, and others. 


‘L'eBia’s TONIC WINE. 


A delicious drink, possessing the most astonishing in- 
Visoraling powe's.—stores: 12, CLOAK LANE, &.C,, and Wine 
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er 
C. BRANDAUER & co.’S New registered “‘ press 
series”? of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the , 
points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


PURE-—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starc’. 





THE MOMENTOUS QUESTION. 


Wuere’sr the present writer goes 
The present writer's worried ; 
| Just now, as everybody knows, 
| ~The sporting world is flurried. 
| Folks chatter of the rival crews, 
And in my ears they din it; 
Selecting their respective hues, 
They read the latest Putney news, 
And frequently my brain confuse 
With, ‘* Who's a-going to win it?” 
Now, why should J be troubled thus, 
And driven to distraction, 


The merita of each faction ? 
Each Oxford partisan declares 
That Cambridge “ isn’t in it! ” 
Then suddenly the brute prepares 
To give himself aquatic airs, 
Aad says (as if the writer cares!) 
That ‘‘ Oxford's bound to win it!”’ 


Anon there comes the other side, 
Good manners quite forgetting. 
(Why, some of them have even tried 
To trap me into betting! 
But not for me. J've never bet, 
Nor will I e’er begin it.) 
Yet certain of the Cambridge set 
Essay to catch me in their net, 
Exclaiming daily, ‘‘ Don’t forget, 
The Light Blue’s sure to win it!” 
Away, ye wicked sporting men, 
Who prate of things aquatic, 
Be heedful of the poet’s pen, 
Tis stinging, if erratic! 
Continually, day by day,— 
Yes, every blessed minute,— 
Men who knowingness display 
By winking in an artful way, 
Buttonhole the bard, and say, 
‘* Who’s a-going to win it?” 


| Through hearing Londoners discuss 


Blue Ruin. 


Tue man who lost his money over the University 
Boatrace was heard to declare that he'd d/ued his 
coin. 


e 


A Statue-tory Declaration. 


| Aw effigy of Dr. Jenner, who, perhaps, did more good for poor 

humanity than any other man that ever lived, has been burned by 

the anti-vaccinators of Banbury. The infamy which the doctor has 

in the town of cakes is, after all, not very different from the fame he 

| possesses in the square of Trafalgar. 
choose the least, and we, in the event of becoming at any time awfully 
great, would think it preferable to be a whole burnt offering at Ban- 
bury to standing a well-smoked guy in London. 


Of a choice of evils, one should 


Wooden Wooden do. 


Tus Lord Chamberlain has refused the renewal of licence to a 
London theatre because it is unprovided with stone stairs. 
appointed lessee may allude to his lordship in the words of the poet 
| as one who “slew his hopes with a stony stair.”’ 


The dis- 


Stage-struck. 


Wuart the greatest of star histrions cannot hope to have a mono- 
poly of.—Super-excellence. 












select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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ART EXHIBITIONS. 


Tue Society of British Artists, better known as “ Suffolk-street,” 
is above the average this year, but it is strange how slowly the newer 
style of work makes headway in this gallery. Of between eight or 
nine hundred works there really is little to call for special attention, 
so very even is the level; but we may mention “‘ The Way the After- 
noon Goes,’’ A. Hopkins, a very clever study of a young fisherman. 
‘“‘ At the Good Intent,’ W. L Wyllie, is good in feeling and character. 
‘“‘ Returning from Market,” E. G. Cobbett, is a very important contribu- 
bution. “Prima Donna,’ J. A. Fitzgerald, is a quaint notion. 
‘“‘Oystermouth,’’ G. Sant, is a fine bit of seacoast work; so also is 
“ Setting Crab Pots,” E. Ellis. Looking at “ The Birth of Venus,” A. 
J. Woolmer, one cannot help feeling that the full-grown lady “ wid 
nothings on” has really been born much too often; what a pity it 
seems in this case! Wipe the figures out altogether, Mr. Woolmer, 
and you will havea very attractive we “‘A Hurdy Gurdy,” Miss 
Meyer, is a capital bit of work, and “‘ A Coast Scene,”’ E. Hayes, one of 
the best marine pictures in the gallery. ‘“‘A Quiet Mill Pool,” 
J. Aumonier, is a fine bit of work; so also, in a very different way, is 
“On Guard,” by Seymour Lucas. “ Black Pots,’’ Gosling, is a deli- 
cate and graceful bit of Thames scenery, but our readers will find 
much to interest them in the exhibition, and we will conclude our 
notice with the hope that another year will see a strong infusion of 
new blood in the society. 


TOO MUCH ZEAL.—A GROWL 
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Makcu winds, so they tell us who teach us our way, 
Assisted by ensuing showers, 

Produce in good season—I think it's in May— 
Spring's sweetest and loveliest flowers. 


Thus an old saw reset 
May console us for wet, 
Or for wind or for what not that's like to befall us, 
As a verdict with cash 
May console for the lash 
Of the satirist-stinger, and what he may call us. 
March winds, so they tells who know ’em the best, 
Blow winter away and bring summer; 
They simply obey Madame Nature’s behest— 
e way that they do it’s the numb-er. 


YOL. XXV. 
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The Society of Lady Artists have opened their gallery in Great 
Marlboreugh-street with no less than seven hundred and fifteen works, 
most of which are ofa very pleasing character. While there is noth ing 
of a high order, yet the works of some few artists stand out pro- 
minently, such as ‘‘ The First Kiss," Madame C. Bisschop; ‘ Scho ol- 
fellows,’ E. Hine; ‘*A Happy Thought,” Mrs. Backhouse; 
‘‘Tzanami,”’ Louise Jopling, one of the most important works in the 
exhibition. ‘‘ Early Spring,’ Hilda Montalba, is graceful in design and 
beautiful in feeling throughout; and “ A Fountainin the Villa Borghese,” 
Laura T. A. Tadema, is one of the very best pieces of work in the 
gallery. Original designs for “ Beauty and the Beast,” E. V. B., are 
graceful in design, in parts good colour, but generally weak in draw- 
ing. The exhibition is very interesting, is a good shilling’s-worth, 
and to those who have a little money to spend, very good little 
pictures are to be had at very modest prices. 





Race and Sex. 

Tue new Parisian police regulations only allow betting in the 
grand stand. The entrance is 20 francs for gentlemen and 10 francs 
for ladies. This has given rise to a new race of beings—the female 
betting agent. Tnese ladies are mostly the wives of betting men, who 
call them their bettor halves. 


Tus Question ror Next Wsex.—The Easter Question. 








IN SEASON. 
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March winds are undoubtedly things that are good 
(With asthma, rheumatics, catarrh too), 
But I fancy they’re oftentimes misunderstood, 
And carried a trifle too far too, 
For when cold seizes folk 
It’s considered no joke, 
They forget that it’s done at Dame Nature’s persuading. 
As they snivel and sneeze 
And convulse by degrees 
There's nothing for March but a march of upbraiding. 
March winds then are things we must have in their turn, 
As seasons keep coming and going, 
But they might just for once the world’s gratitude earn, 
And not be so zealous in blowing. 
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OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE BOATRACE. 


Tur Worx Cowrtets anp Svccre*s anp Fame in Fourvurm Yxrars 
EsTABLISHED. 


Oe ges pt LTHOUGH in the capacity of 

a your special correspondent 

' during the training of the 

} crews I took, to a certain 

~ extent, my leave last week, 
, .- I think it would be unfair, as 
4° /° well as somewhat ungraceful, 
were I not to give a slight 
sketch of the race itself. To 
att«nd on what the leading 
journal pronounces to be 
chivalrous surroundings, right 
up to the day, and prove one- 
self to be without peer among 
the prophets, and then to be 
cut off, as it were, right in 
one’s prime without an oppor- 
tunity of showing what one 
can do in the capacity of 
special describer of the aquatic 
Carnival itself, would never 
suit your humble servant and 
commissioner to command. 
And so here goes for a piece 
of description which alone may 
. stamp the year 1877 as un- 

equalled in the annals of University boatracing. 

Among the chivalrous surroundings (see the Times) of the day was a 
want of soap which is without parallel since public executions dis- 
appeared from amongst us. Whether it be that in the daysof chivalry 
soap was unknown, and ds preux chevaliers, sans peurs et sans reproches, 
rubbed themselves down dry, or that the early rising of Saturday 
morning begot hurry and hatred of cold water, it behoves me not to 
say; but there is the fact that the chivalry of the present age, so far as 
boatrace surroundings go, consists of «qual portions of drink and 
dirt, seasoned, somewhat more than to taste, with blackguardism, 
blasphemy, and general rowdyism. At any similar meeting of the 
last ten years, the absence of what the magnates of Printing-house- 
square are pleased to call chivalrous surroundings would have been much 
better for the boatrace and all concerned init. At the same time it 
would be well to ask why, because a concourse of idlers, loafers, roughs, 
and itinerant mountebanks choose to make the training of eighteen 
undergraduates, and finally the race day, an excuse for demonstrating 
their numbers and variety, the words of chivalry and the deeds of 
hero-worship should be applied to these same undergrads, and disallowed 
other rowers whose only fault would seem to be their want of power 
to attract the denizens of dirty courts and stifling alleys, glad of any 
excuse for a turn in the open ? 

I rather fancy I ought to apologise for intrnding not only a digres- 
sion, but a serious argument here, but I am buoyed with hope that 
those young gentlemen whose capacity for cheap sneering would be 
destroyed for ever were it not for the opportunities offered by a comic 
press, will see in this little interlude the real right down funny writing 
for which they are ever pining, but never seem to obtain, In such 
case, all I shall ask is'a suitable recognition in the form of a contribu- 
tion tothe testimonial already preparing for me; and this, with the 
knowledge that a good action is its own reward (failing all other), will 
be sufficient for me. Well, then, now for it. 

A pressman from the Temple bound, cried, ‘‘ Boatman do not tarry, 
for I have paid a sterling pound, and you must go to Putney.” Of 
course, in obedience to such a command, the sails were at once unloosed 
and the anchor cast adrift. Such was the hurry that this useful and 
ece-fairing implement, now principally used by the umpire, was not 
properly weighed, and I am unable to give you its exact avoirdupoise 
I know it is usval to publish the pounds and ounces of everything con- 
nected with the boatrace, and cannot understand how so common an 
occurrence as the weighing of the anchor could have been forgotten 
on board our steamer. But never mind, some allowance must he made 
for the early hour named for the start, and the festive character of the 
occasion. Merrily, merrily with the stream the press-boat gaily glided, 
and some were light, and some were dark, and some were undecided. 
Some went below to get a nip, and some to break their fastees; I strayed 
aloft and got a tip among the steamer’s mastees. I looked along the 
broad expanse of stream and tide and towpath, ‘“ Twill much the day's 
delights enhance: one hour, and therell be no path. And when 
they, standing fetlock deep (they who have come for pleasure), see both 
row by with measured sweep, their joy will know no measure. And 
when they find their feet are wet, and cold, and numb with waiting, 
they'll cry, ‘ Ah, can we e’er forget the way we're dissipating!’ As 
on and on the rowers row, the wind comes chill and bracing, and Brown 

to Jones says, ‘ There they go! and, blow me, ai»'¢ they racirg |!’ Away, 
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away, past Ait and Church, past Bathing-place they’re spurting ; sce 
Shafto gives a sudden lurch, his prospect thus perverting. Away, 
away, ‘mid tumult hoarse, the railway bridge now shooting, 
though here some cads break on the course, the issue’s past disputing. 
Away, away, they near the goal, old Phelps's gun is ready. Hurrut, 
they're home, and, on the whole, the race was swift and steady: The 
course was long, the pace severe, the struggle hard and doubting, and 
when begun ’twas not so near ‘all over bar the shouting!’ Allo’erthe 
world the tell-tale wires say what has been and done it,—say, though 
their stroke-oar never tires, the Oxfords’ haven’t won it!”’ - 
The mysterious voice ceased, and so goodatip did this prove that I have 
not a word to add to if now the race is won and over, save and except 
to call your gracious attention to the fact that I alone have broken the 
spell that has so long hung over special describers, and that for once 
here is a perfectly novel and not neccssarily incorrect way of describing 
the Oxford and Cambridge eight-oared and blue-ribboned boatrace. 


THE GREAT REMEDY. 


By a Lapy or A Cerrain AGRE. 


As sets the sun beyond the western hills, 
And twilight covers earth with mantle grey, 
So have the golden beauties of my day 
Sunk in the azure night !—like sparkling rills 
Hiding ‘neath hyacinths and daffodils 
In shady nooks where sunshine cannot stay !— 
So from my life its bright tints fade away, 
And wintry whiteness all the future fills! 


A thin grey cloud has gathered round my head, 
As round a mountain top in Alpine sky! 

Its silvery treeses tell of glories fled, 
Their curling shidows on life’s ocean lie. 

Let the dark past be buried with its dead! 
Life shall be bright for me, for I will— pys! 


‘¢Our Old Nobility.” 


Tue Hereford Journal has been “ taking a rise”’ out of the Post- 
master-General, Lord John Manners, about his meddling and muddling 
with the press and its privileges, postal and telegraphic. It must say 
a lot for the popularity of the Conservative party that a practical pro- 
test to the action of a Minister has to be issued by one of the country’s 
oldest established and most staunchly Conservative papers. If the 
rise could be taken out of this hereditary autocrat and ninety-ninth 
rate scribbler of verse, so a8 to leave nothing but his merit to support 
him, what a tremendous cropper we might have to astonish the under- 
lings in St. Martin’s-le-Grand. Try again, Mr. Jones. Itis amusing 
to find a gentleman of your cognomen teaching such a thoroughly 
representative aristocrat Manners. 


Poor Posterity. 


An American journal advocates the construction of a wondrous time 
and fire-proof chamber in which specimens of the literature of to-duy 


' may be preserved for the benefit of the scholars of ap. 5€00. That 


some Darwin of the future may prove man’s descent from a brainless 
race? Better not! 


A Tar die Act. 


Her Mavesty has been invited “to do a tardy act of justice’’ by 
granting compensation for the eighteen years’ loss of pay and allow- 
ances of the late Lord Dundonald. Considering his marvellous 
services when in command of the Syeedy, we think a “ speedy act of 
justice ’’ would be the better expression. 


Palepaple Choice. 

Messrs. Wi1xts anv Co., of Long Acre, have issued some packs of 
playing cards containing on the backs the arms and boating colours 
cf Oxford and Cambridge. That is, some packs are Oxford and some 
Cambridge. After the result of Saturday, it would be both invidious 
and supererogatory for us to inform the economic which are likely to 
‘ last’’ the longer. 


The Duke’s Motto. 

Tue Dake of Richmond is exercised in his mind on the question of 
floods, and is determined to prevent them. Whatever we may think 
of his Grace now, he would certainly have been an antediluvian 
acquisition to the world. The subject is congenial. We always 
expect Dux to take to water. 





Literary Mem. 

Tue eminent author who observed that no man isa hero to his va/:t- 
de-c/ ambre, must at the moment have been in a lackey-daisical state of 
mind as well as a confirmed valet-tudinarian. 
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A MUCH NEEDED ORGANISATION. 


Wui ts efforts are daily being male to bring about the suppression of 








indiscriminate pecuniary charity, it is to be observed with regret that 


the vice of bestowing indiscriminate moral charity is ever largely on 
the increase. People wil/ bestow their moral-charity (which is really 
a valuable article, and one which ought not to be recklessly wasted, 
the supply of it being even smaller than that of pecuniary charity) 
upon the most undeserving objects. If this crying evil goes on 
increasing, society will be undermined and crumble; and some step 
has long been necessary tending to the prevention of this catastrophe. 
Under these circumstances we have much pleasure in introducing our 
own entirely New Original and Patent Moral Charity Organization 
Society Unlimited, which has for some time past been doing really 
useful work, quite quietly, and on the sly. 

This society found things in a most disorganised and deplorable 
state ; really low and nameless people were found in many cases to be 
existing upon a large and entirely undeserved supply of moral charity ; 
the most unscrupulous pretenders were everywhere rewarded with 
large quantities of the article; culprits were pardoned for all sorts of 
dreadful solecism, in some extreme cases even persons who had the 
unblushing audacity to be meedy being forgiven in this unthinking 
way. By aint of earnest and laborious efforts the society was enabled 
to do some little towards correcting this state of things. Its first step 
was to inquire rigidly into the merits of all cases coming under its 
notice. The revelations were something fearful to contemplate and 
are a of remark. The following are a few of the cases inves- 
tigated :— 

Case 1.—A young man was found who had been awkward enough 
to sit down on, and suffocate, Lady Fitz-Pug's lap-dog. He had 
certainly been tabooed by society for some short period, but had sub- 
sequently been completely forgiven, and was now received every where 
with open.arms. On investigation it was discovered that the young 
man was entirely undeserving of any moral charity whatever, as this 
had not been by any means his first offence. On the contrary, at 
intervals extending over a long period of time, he had been guilty of 
the most unpardonable escapades. 

During the season of 1873 he had actually trodden upon two trains, 
torn six s°ts of “ gathers,” and sat upon one bouquet and two fans; 
during 1874 he had trodden upon one more train and discharged some 
tipsy cake into a lady's lap; in 1875 he had upsct Mrs. Colonel 
in a waltz; and so lately as 1876 he had spilt port wine over an écru 
silk and trodden on the Dowager Countess of *s bunion twice in 
five minutes. 

He was therefore refused all moral charity, and ostracised. 

Case 2.—An eccentric party was discovered, also in constant receipt 
of undeserved moral charity. It appeared that he had long ben in 
the habit of wearing his clothes until they were gositive’y shiny at the 
seams and even occasionally patehed! of walking down Regent-street 
with a gingham umbrella, a wideawake, and a clay pipe ; of purchasing, 
carrying home, and eventually cooking red herrings for his consump- 
tion; of living in one room on a third-floor; and in short of 
conducting himself generally in a most poverty-stricken manner. 
Folks were overheard to say, ‘‘ One can forgive his eccentricities; he’s 
very rich, you know! ” and, **Extremely odd! But one mustn't 
mind! So exceedingly well off!” And this pretender was received 
and caressed in the best circles. 

On instituting inquiries the society found that he was not well off; 
thet his income did not exceed seventy pounds per annum; and that 
his seediness was actually the result of inexcusable poverty! This 
flagrant piece of impositi»n was at once exposed and moral charity 
with regard to his “ eccentricities’’ withdrawn. 

Casr 3.—This case was, perhaps, the most disgraceful of any. It 
was that of a gentleman, moving in goed society, who positively 
refused to allow his wife to be seen, and shut her up in a back room 
He was excused for this freak on the supposition that the lady was a 
native of Turkey and preferred to adhere to the customs of her 
country. 

«Poor fellow !’’ people said; ‘“‘we ought to pity him rather than 
condemn him! Such an absurd pusition to be placed in!” 

It was subsequently discovered that this impostor had married his 
cook!!! 

Other cases, however, were brought under the eye of the society in 
which the circumstances were entirely reversed, the objects of 
investigation being deprived in whole or part of that amount of moral 
charity which was really their due. The following case was one of 
the most notable. 

A stout, elderly lady was condemned for what was generally looked 
upon as her ‘ vulgarity,’ 80 much so that people refused to associate 
with her. Among her other peculiarities she had a way of taking 
a bone in both fists at dinner, drinking soup from a wine-glass, swear- 
ing at her coachman, glaring at her vis-d vis through her eye-glasses, 
and going down three times to supper. She had been repeated!y 
described by those who knew her as “low,” “ ill-bred,” ‘‘ vulgar,” 
and “coarse,” people being under the impression that she was sub- 








only done “on principle,’ 





Sisting on an allowance made her by a wealthy grocer, her uncle, and 


was the daughter of a successful milkman. It turned out that she 
was the nearest relation of a duk~, and had a large income in her own 
right. Mora! charity was therefore at once extended to her in large 
quantities, and she was pronounced “ delightfully eccentric!” 

Another case. A clergyman of the Church of England had been 
looked upon with something of suspicion and condemnation for certain 
practices which he was wont to indulge in at his church. It appeared 
that he was accustomed to stand on his head in the pulpit, attire him- 
self as a circus clown, and otherwise behave in an unusaal manner. 
The society discovered on his own authority that all these things were 
’ and the minister was at once forgiven and 
applauded. 

* * * * e 

The society hope before long to report still mere extensive progress 
in the right direction. Meanwhile subscriptions of moral charity, to 
be bestowed on deserving cases, may be forwarded to the Fun office. 





THE FATHERLY ADVERTISER. 


Iy you’ve given your intelligent attention to perusing 
The ubiquitous advertisements we modern people see, 

You must frequeatly have found yourself affectionately musing 
On the advertising people—how delightful they must be. 


There's an air of affability pervading these productions, 
And their authors are so obviously patronising you 
With their gracious information and their fatherly instructions 
As to where you ought to purchase things and what you ought to do. 


Such exceeding satisfaction it apparently affords them 
To receive you to their bosoms and to give you their advice, 
That I'm full of veneration and of gratitude towards them 
For their affable attention, which is fatherly and nice. 


Here some advertiser's butter is the freshest in creation, 
Or his coffees — (twenty medals)—are the finest ever seen ; 
And he feels that not to give you this important information 
Would be selfish, inconsiderate, ungenerous, and mean. 


Such an advertiser, holding you in fatherly devotion, 
By a feeling for your interests exclusively is led ; 

And you find you're overpoweringly invaded by a notion 
That he'd talk to you paternally and pat you on the head. 


There an advertiser's pickles (though the grandest yet provided) 
Have been purchased such a bargain that you'd positively stare ; 
And he couldn't think of gaining an advantage so decided 
And foregoing the felicity of giving you a share. 
Such an advertising party, though unnaturally knowing, 
Is a generous, impulsive sort of dog, you seem to think ; 
And his careless gen rosity is always overflowing, 
And he'd take you by the buttonhole ss cunningly, and wink. 


I’m particularly grateful for the kind consideration 

Which protects me from the artifice, the swindle, and the snare, 
By informing me that counterfeit and worthless imitation 

Are (excepting by the advertiser) offered everywhere. 


Then my sense of degradation and abasement may be painted 
At my ignorant remissness, and I wonder I survive, 

When [ read that some commodity with which I’m unacquainted 
Is ‘‘ the wonder and astonishment of everyone alive.’’ 


May the advertiser flourish! He’s a creditable party, 
And his open-hearted manners seem to set you at your ease; 
And the world is more affectionate and sociable and hearty 
When it has a lot of affable advisers such as these. 


And I'm frequently affected by a comforting delusion, 
When I happen a* some fatherly advertisement to stare, 
That the advertiser (starting, in the flesh, from that etfusion) 

Will affectionately cuddle me and name me as his heir. 


SITUATIONS VACANT. 


Ficutine Potman to the Morning Advertiser. 

Bottle Holder to Mr Chaplin (during the temporary disablement of 
Lord George Hamilton). 

China Mender to Mr. Gladstone. 

Bo'sun to Mr. Ward Hunt. 

Pickle Mixer to Mr. Le Hunt Doyle. 

Field- Marshal of the Hatcham Volunteers. 

Umbrella Holder to Dr. Kenealy. 

Ballet Master to the Bishop of Manchester. 

Undertaker to the Charity Organization Society. 

Envelope Director to Admiral Rous. 

Grammatic Critic to F. B. Chatterton, E:q. 
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A PROVIDENT MIND. 


Mrs. Muggins :—“ Wet, Mrs. Gussins, I was Just A GOIN’ TO WHISPER TO YER THAT OUR Mary HAnNN ’ERE IS TO BE MARRIED 


TUESDAY WEEK.” 


Mrs. G :—“ Lawxs, Now! an’ I AM GLAD TO HEAR IT, MY DBAR, THOUGH YOU MUST EXPECT A SOIGHT 0’ TROUBLE; AND I DO ’OPE WoT 


THE GREAT FACT. 


A Bvirvr in a Bungalow was chirruping a lay; 

The Pilgrim leaned upon his staff as is the Pilgrim’s way. 

The Bulbul ceased its tender note, the Pilgrim raised his head, 
Then both began a-gossiping, and this is what they said. 


Bcisvi. 
O, tell me, Pilgrim, worn and weak, from lots of distant lands, 
Exactly how in everything just now the matter stands. 
Has Abdul given from his throne the speech that Derby wrote ? 
Has Ignatieff succeeded yet his Russian scheme to float ? 


How many vessels are there left to keep the British seas? 

Has Lytton settled any scheme to give the natives ease ? 

Still stands the London Stock Exchange where it was wont to do, 
Ere Yorke took up their little tricks and made poor Cotton blue ? 


Come, tell me of the fate of Crowns and troubles in the East, 


Of plagues which rage through all the lands attacking man and beast ; 


Explain Jules Simon's attitude and Bismarck’s foreign views, 
In short, my Pilgrim from afar, I want the latest news. 


PiItGRI™. 


I much regret, my Bulbul sweet, I cannot grant the boon, 

I haven't been in Europe since last Saturday at noon. 

Then all affairs were blotted out and nothing much was done, 
Except tospread it through the world that neither Blue had won. 





Bully for Bull. 


Some wicked wag has been putting it about that all American beef | 
Well, we know the Yankees have often boasted they 
could cow us. TPerhaps they are doing it now. 


| 


| 


with THE Rartway Accipgnts, Soorcrpes, HypropHosny, AN’ THINGS ABOUT, LET ALONE AS A H&MPRBROR EVEN MAY ’AVE THE MBASLES, 
’ ’ 
REIN’ MOST DANGBROUS TO HUP GROWNS, THAT YOUR ’USBAND U’LL SUBSCRIBE REG’LAR TO OUR Buriat Society.” 








IN THE STREET. 


Brown. I maintain, sir, that though the old savages might have 
‘artered weapons and gewgaws, the sale of food was unknown among 
them. 


| Jonzs. Nonsense! Why, they had pedlars who went about and 
| sold it. 
' Brown. It is not true, sir. 


Jones. You are an ill-informed man, sir. Read Smith’s “‘ History 
of the Savage,’’ and you will find several instances of Tommy hawking 
quoted. 


THE SUGAR FAMINE. 


** We are threatened with a total failure of the sugar supply.’”’—Daily Paper. 


JANE without sugar now must drink her tea, 
Unsweetened too must William's liquor be. 

So slight a matter gives them both the hump. 
What difference does it make tothem? <A dump. 





Ab Sit o Men. 


Gapat results are anticipated from the first sitting of the Turkish 
Parliament. Our artist who attends to the table of our contents on the 
beautiful bills issued to the trade, aware of the fact, wanted to 
do this :— 

First Sitting of Turkish Parliament. Effect on the “Sit” uation. 
We withdrew Ais situation at once. 


By the Castellan. 


Way do nearly all “over the water” busses and trams pass by 
|“ the Elephant?’ Because it is the main trunk road, of course. 
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A MODEL HUSBAND. | 


My name’s Bill Pugg; I'm a workin’ man, 
Which persition in life I'm proud on! 
And I'll tell yer my hist’ry as well as I can, 
For troubles I’ve got a crowd on. 

I’m married, yer see, and my stuck-up wife 
Te sorrer and sech-like drags me ; 

She jest upon worries me out of my life 
By the ’orrible way she nags me! 


| 

She ses I’m a. brute (which I’m sure I ain't) 

‘Cos I now and then gives her a-bruisin’ ; | 
And, lor bless yer ’art, she's ready to faint 

If I now ard agin goes boosin’. 
She calls me “a wretch as negleets my kids, 

Which goes without togs and wittles,”’ 
’Cos [ goes with my mates and “ blews ’’ my quids 

On gallons o’ beer and skittles! 


Why, yerd ’ardly berlieve it, but last night week, 
When I'd bin on a sort o’ spree like, 
She up and she give me no end o’ cheek, 
So, o’ course, we couldn’t agree like. 
I argied a bit, but ’twos all no good, 
She sed I wos wuss than ever, 
And sed as she'd leave, ah, that she would, 
Then she bellered, so ’elp me never ! 


So I up and I lands her across the “ jore,”’ 
Which sent her a little bit reelin’. 
Then I kicks her all over the kitchen floor, 
And the hinfants set up a-squealin’. 
Then I planted her one in the features, too, 
Then she give a big yell and fainted ; | 
And now, bless yer, she’s all over black and blue, 
And both of her eyes is “‘ painted.”’ | 
* * * * 
Wot d’yersay Tam? Wot! unkind? Se 
And the kiddies is all a-cryin’ ? Zz 
Oh, expectin’, was she, to be confined ? 
And now she’s fast a-dyin’ ? 
J can't help her dyin’, she shouldn t have “ rowed,” 
And a pretty fine nation this is, 
If a bloke, when he’s putupon, ain't allowed 
To wallop his bloomin’ missis! 
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Tus ’Auntzep Man.—Our married man’s eldest boy MAN !” 


objects to the Marriage with the Deceased Wife’s Sister 
Bill. He says it’s an Aunty Billious Pill to swallow. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


SoMEWHBRE about seven years ago an opinion was expressed in these 
columns as to the amount of merit and the reverse to be found in Mr. 
W. 8S. Gilbert's adaptation of Great Expectations, then produced at the 
Court Theatre with but scant success. Quite apart from any con- 
sideration of the ability displayed in patchworking Dickens's most 
sensational novel into a comedy-drama, not altogether intelligible to 
the uninspired, but fascinating beyond measure to the others, it might 
not be amiss to wonder why the management of the Aquarium 
Theatre, hitherto so awake to a sense of public desires and require- 
ments, should have made afresh effort with a comparatively distasteful 
production. If they wish to patronise the same author, he has much 
other and better, ¢.e., more popular, work, and this latter qualification 
should mean better in its best sense to a theatrical lessee. Better, too, 
from an entirely different point, we think the other work of Mr. 
Gilbert which originally saw the light in Sloane-square, as it certainly 
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OMMON STUFF. 
Bounderby, pompously, and with the intention of putting“that Yankee 


Yankee fellow, coolly:—‘“‘ Aa, I WAS WONDERING HOW TO ACOOUNP FOR 
YOUR BEING 80 ALLFIRED AWKWARD!” 








| task of criticising under these circumstances becomes so much more 
than usually cheap that we wonder enterprising lessees don’t oftener 
give the energetic young wielders of alternate gali and grovel a half- 
holiday of the kind. 

ac tenaal in aid of the Metropolitan and City Police Orphanage 
at St. James’s Hall was, as it was bound to be, a most unequivocal 
success. With such a purpose, and such singers as Mr. Lewis Thomas 
and Miss Emily Mott, Miss Banks and Mr. Edward Lloyd as the 

| bright particular stars of the evening, how could it be otherwise 7? 
The Drawing-room Entertainment given last week at Myddelton 
Hall by Mr. and Mrs. Henri Clark was a decided success. For this 
result the performers have to thank Mr. G. W. Hunt, their librettist, 
no less than themselves. ; : 
| jaa the Easter amusements that are being advertised every- 
| where, and about which there isso much parade, we doubt if one will 

be found to excel the Easter amusement afforded by a glance through 
ce assortment of Messrs. Marcus Ward and Co.'s seasonable cards. 


' contained much more that was original and less that was purely transcript. | Ags speci 


mens of colour printing we have never seen their superior ; 


Adaptation has now-a-days become so merely mechanical, and has | they are bright without being tawdry, highly-coloured and yet not at 
been given out to do ona principle and at a price worthy of nothing | gj} glaring. 














so much as the results achieved, that it is like using a polished razor 
to chop up firewood to ask the author of Pygmalion and Dan’l Druce to 
cobble up a play from Dickens. The cast is as much abroad as the 
constructor, and we can only regard the new effort at the Aquarium 
as, in effect, so much talent thrown away, or, to use an expressive 
vulgarism, gone wrong. The scenery is well coloured, and so are Mr. 
Belford's efforts, especially in his final ecene. 

During the last fortnight, the “ National” theatre at Drury-lane 
has been chiefly associated with burlesque. And unfortuna‘ely with 
burlesque in no way connected with any broad grins but those the 
management would be better without. 

The little musical piece, Contempt of Court, advertised for production 
at the Criterion, was withdrawn at the last moment, for some reason 
said to be, by those who know, the danger of doing it On Bail. The 


| Mistaken Identity. 

Tue “ Poplar Champion ””—by the way a lady—has: been sentenced 
| to fourteen ae with hard for assault. ‘his must be a mistake, as we 
| happen to know that the Pop’lar Champion of the present day is a 

man—which ‘is name is Bill—and deals extensively in wood choppings 
| and old china. 





A Drop too Much. 

A varmer living at Debenham, near Ipswich, “left his bed early on 
Thursday for the ostensible purpose of g-tting some drink. He was 
found later in the day in a pond.” Friends, either at home or at a 
distance, will have the satisfaction of knowing that he at least found 

| what he was in search of. 









FUN. 


THE CARRIER. 


[Marcu 28, 1877. 
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Meanwhile a young couple waited for the arrival of their wedding-cake, And slowly that parcel glided from youth to prime, from prime to 
to be married. superannuation, where it had been put down to await the cart. 
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And still the couple sat, waiting. * * * * It was late in the next century that a carrier delivered the remains of what 
had once been a parcel containing acake. ‘* They’d made extry ’aste 
with that parcel ’cos it was important,’’ he said. 
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THE FATAL BOATRACE. 


Mr. Fun himse’f on the evening of Saturcay last at Putuey. 









follows. 


Jabez Teafighter was as estim- 
able a young man as it would 


day’s walk, though why anyone 


pedestrianise on such a purpose 
it is not for me in my humble 
capacity of lecturer to decide. I 
only know that it is thus excep- 
tional merit is discovered, and I 
say again that the longest walker 
on the 3lst of June would have 
had his work cut out, and have 
eclipsed the fame of Mr. Weston, the Wobbling Wonder, before he 
would have found a more truly good young man than Jabez 
Teafighter. 


Jabez was not only good himself but he was the cause of much 
goodness in others. He never went out without a parcel of little 
books, each one detailing the horrors of drink and what a burning 
shame it is to smoke while the poor South Sea Islanders might have 
cocked hats and cork soles with the money. And he never missed an 
opportunity of delivering one of these, and a homily too, if he only got 
achance. And as Jabez Teafighter always carried a Gemp umbrella 
and a red nose, a watery eye and a rusty suit of black, no one will 
doubt he was a very good young man indeed, and a great boon to the 
other young men of whose society Jabez Teafighter was perpetual 
pamphleteer and honorary secretary. 

Jabez had for a long time been revolving it in his mind, and had at 
last determined that this year he too would go to the boatrace. Not 
as a@ roystering and swaggering holiday-maker. Ah, no, he had too 
long looked with horror on the ways of those who believed in aquatic 
Carnivals and other temptations to which poor human flesh is heir ; 
but as a trand snatched from the burning, and as one capable of 
holding forth eloquently on the horrors of such ill-timed merriment 
while the Hawaiians were without hat-bands, and the poor ill-used 
Turkish soldiers had only one boot-jack between every two of them. 
No, he would go as a caller of converts to the right path, and so, 
seizing his hat and umbrella, and selecting a contribution box fitted for 
the occasion, Jabez departed on his mission of peace and goodwill, his 
bosom the ponseaner of a tranquil joy and his pocket the recipient of 
enough cold meat and bread to last him over the journey. 

It was a pleasant sight to see Jabez on his self-imposed errand of 
mercy and good fellowship. He might have stayed at home and 
enjoyed himself reading the tracts he so liberally bestowed on others, 
or writing out a fresh anecdote of how a worldly young man while in 
a dram-shop once said ‘‘ Blow me tight,”” and was blown tight at once 
and remained so for ever. Or again, he might have derived much 
spiritual pleasure from getting the story ready for the society’s printers 
of how a little girl, aged two years and nine months, when asked to 
fetch half a pint of beer for her wicked mother’s supper, said, “ Alas, 
dear parent, I have borne many of your misdeeds in silence, but this 
is a crushing blow. Much as it grieves me to refuse you I must, as I 
have vowed never to enter a public-house.” And how the wretched 
mother’s conscience smote her, and she followed this sweet young thing 
to the perennially early grave an altered woman. All this he might 
have done, but he preferred to work in the interest of humanity, and 
to brave the horrors of a ge to Putney on the boatrace day, 
Alas! good Jabez, ’tis sad to think how like a rose-bud in full bloom 
thou wast robbed of that innocence which was thy chiefest charm! 
The rest must be told in the words of one of the good young men of 
Jabez’s society. I am utterly unequal to the task. 

“‘ How it came to pass I cannot say, but Jabez afterwards explained 
that the cold and damp were so intense, and the c¢fforts he had made 

80 overpowered him, that he was obliged to go in and ask for a glass 
of water at a public-house, and that the sight of so many people 
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handed one then—a Morgan attic affair. 


a condemned prisoner to be married a fortnight before. the date of his 
execution. The humanity which discovered a way to make the gallows 
palatable to the victim is praiseworthy. 


drinking overpowered his sympathetic soul and acted on him as a most 
intoxicating stimulant. To this day ho declares somebody must have 
put it in his drink when he wasn't looking, and have kept on in spite 
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of his oft-repeated remonstrances, and that over and over again ho 
told them that it was unfair to fill up a man’s glass while his back 
was turned. All I know is that suddenly on the evening of the boat- 
race, Jabez burst into our midst as we were singing, ‘“ Welcome, 
water, how I love thee!’’ and presented a shocking spectacle. His 
coat was slit up the back, and the tails tied round his neck, hia hat 
was bashed in to concertina pitch, and his empty collecting box and 
umbrella were balanccd somehow round his waist, while his face was 
coloured with patches of soot and red ochre which had run all over 
his clothes. There he stood, a disgusting and disgraceful picture, and 
as he in-isted on challenging everyone to fight, and actually emote the 
head patron of the society a dreadful blow on the nose, besides making 
use of language he could never have known till that day, what couid 
we do but call the police and send him away to the station-house? As 
he couldn’t pay the forty shillings fine, he had to go to prison for tix 
weeks, and of course when he came out of such a place it wasn't likely 
we could have anything to do with him.”’ 

And yet the fickle world will say there is nothing criminal about 
allowing the annual recurrence of this terrible temptation to all good 
young men. 


TRIALS AND VICISSITUDES OF A SANDWICH. 


bie our lives are in the gloaming, and the night comes hith:r 
ast, 

Stern Mem’ry beckons back again the sunlight of the past. 

The task becomes a torture as we sadly reckon o’er 

The delights and the ambitions that are flown for evermore. 

The last of my compaxions disappeared this very morn ; 

He has left me to my solitude, neglected and forlorn. 

Alas! my sole employment is to heave the bitter sigh, 

And recall my double birthplace in the cornfield and the stye. 


But away, fond recollections! A distinguished Poet sings 

‘* That a sorrow's crown of sorrow is rememb'ring happier things.”’ 
Why dwell on reminiscences that summon me so far, 

While pining ignominiously within this tavern-bar 7 

I vainly seek from dawn till eve to tempt the outer world 

With coagulated mustard and a corner crisply curled. 

The most untutored epicure would spurn me where [ lie, 

And the famine-stricken mendicant would coldly pass me by. 


Can aught retard the wing of Time? Say, visionary wild, 
Canst look to feel in middle age the freshness of the child ? 

The eruel hand of Destiny—no failing of my own— 

Hath struck me down in sorrow here—stale, crumpled and alone. 
Three days agone, or little more, my brief career began! 

I then was topmost in the crowd, the leader of my clan. 

We braved the rivalry of beef—of buns—of bread and cheese ;-- 
We braved, to speak in metaphor, the battle and the breeze. 


That merry time is over: it was yet for me to learn 
All the horrors of an atmosphere that made my edges turn ;— 
And the fumes of the tobacco, and the odours of the drink, 
And a hundred other miseries too deep for pen and ink. 
While ghostly waiters flitter on their duty to and fro, 

- I courted public appetite where lunchers come aad go ; 
But they deemed me all unfitted for their palat«s or their teeth, 
So they lifted me, and bore away a friend from unc erneath. 


And thus my life has crawled along till not a hope survives 

But that of being bolted by the boy who cleans ' he knives : 

I have my doubts about him—he’s a hungry looking brat, 

But I hardly dare to fancy he would stoop so low as that ! 

I might be handed over to the kittens or the pup; 

But my mustard is against me—they wou!d cock their noses up. 

I believe, if I were offered them for food this very day, 

That the dog would never touch me, while the cats would run away. 


ee 





Following Morgan. 


A CONTEMPORARY remarks, ‘“‘ When the Burials Bill now before the 
House of Lords comes before the Commons it will be vigorously 
opposed. Mr. Osborne Morgan, who is generally witty on thi- subject, 
will have an opportunity of flavouring discussion with a little attic 
salt.” The champion of the Nonconformists’ attack will be a lft- 


In Suspense. 
In Southern Colorado the other day, the governor of a gaol allowed 
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‘“ ESTIMATES GIVEN.” 


First Cad :-—“ Ou, THERE'S A TOFF! 
CamBRIDGB,”’ 

Second Cad :—‘' AIN'T NEITHER, 'E AIN'T. 
"APORTH ©’ ALL 80RTS, ’E I8.”’ 


‘*‘TO BEARD THE LION IN HIS DEN.” 


In the case of the now notorious rate levied by two overseers of 
St. Martin's, Ludgate, heard at Guildhall, the solicitor on behalf of the 
levy was not inaptly spoken of as Mr. Layiton. This gentleman was 
very anxious to prevent Mr. Beard, who appeared for the ratepayers, 
from being heard. It would seem from the report, as if not only the 
levying but the Bearding, and, in fact, everything but the paying, is 
to be done by these overseers, who have, so far, carried their oversee- 
ing to the extent of overdoing, and expect that, as they rule the roast 
at Ludgate, the parishioners will stand quietly by and allow themselves 
to be overdone. Mr. Layiton laid it on thick for the Newspaper Press 
and Mr. Beard, but we fancy both can take care of themselves, and we 
have been informed by special wire that, in spite of Mr. Layiton’s 
arene. Mr. Beard was perfectly comb-posed and never ‘“‘turned a 


LT 


Allspicer. 

A THEATRICAL manager has complained to the Lord Chamberlain 
that on inquiring the way to Sasinghall-street he was told by the 
Vice-Chancellor to take the first to the left and Haska gain. He says 
it’s an insult. 
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| 
| THE BEAUTIFUL MIND. 


Fitz SopHocies Simmons was down at the heel, 
And was out at the elbows and knees, 
Loss of linen he buttoned up high to conceal, 
And his hat had encountered the breeze. 
| But far above glossy and well-fitting things, 
Or pockets extensively lined, 
He'd the blessing which lofty intelligence brings, 
And oh, such a beautiful mind! 


He lived in a little and ill-smelling street 
In a garret remarkably bare, 
And here at his leisure, by way of a treat, 
He would ponder, and gaze in the air. 
| If the landlady dunned him or mentioned her rent, 
| Or a neighbourly loan was declined, 
He would pray that his foes might have time to repent, 
For he had such a beautiful mind! 


For him there was much to behold in the sky, 
And the gutter that ran by the kerb, 

He would track on it’s passage the musical fly, 

With a rapture no sound could disturb ; 

' He could gaze upon vacancy’s self with delight, 
While he harked to the song of the wind, 

Oh, time brought him nothing but bliss in her flight, 
For he had such a beautiful mind ! 


There was something his delicate soul to entrance 
In the depths of a pewter or pot, 
He would gaze into one with a sorrowful glance 
| That proclaimed he was musing a lot. 
| He would rescue from ruin a stump of cigar, 
Crust or peeling, bone, refuse or rind, 
Then thank for such godsends with fervour his star, 
For he had such a beautiful mind. 


While brutal and dull-pated men were at work, 
Demeaning themselves for a wage, 

At a post or a corner he’d patiently lurk 
And reflect on the vice of the age. 

To have carried a burden his brow would have stained, 
And to “ sweat’’ was, he felt, unrefined, 

So a penniless loafer he always remained 
Because of his beautiful mind, 


Srarrorp is the capital of Potteries, and Stafford is 
the leader of the gone-to-Pottories. 


Ab Ovum, 


A DISAPPOINTED suitor threw an egg at Vice-Chancellor Malins the 
other day. We are justly proud of our eggsemplary judges, but don’t 
like their most inconspicuous merit to receive such eggshaustive testi- 
mony as this. Such conduct is, to say the least, ineggsplicable, and as 
it results in the making of much mess somewhat eggspensive, eggstraw- 
dinnery, and ineggsqcble. 


Slippery Customers. 

A youne gentleman who married a young lady from a skating rink 
has just got a decree nisi. A man must have a nisi for the pro- 
prieties who picks up a wife in five minutes at such a place. A court- 
ship on roller-skates is hardly likely to lead to the common wheel of 
the pair. 

A Salt and Assault, 

A conTsmMPoRARY remarks that, “of all the naval matters brought 
forward none is so important as that mentioned by Lord Charles 
Beresford, torpedo defence and attack.’”’ If Lord Charles is anxious 
for information on the subject of attacks of any kind, perhaps Lord 
Marcus could put him up to a Tidy wrinkle. 
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ON THE RACK. 


I nave been through my alphabet carefully twice— 
O’er my vowels and consonants once and again ; 
I have studied them all in a fashion precise, 
But my labour is hopeless—my efforts are vain. 
Could I find the initial the rest were secure 
(For one letter would set the remainder correct) ; — 
What a plague for a sensitive soul to endure 
Is a word you remember but can’t recollect. 


’Tis a simple machine ; you need never go far 
For a tea-bibbing circle where hostess or host 
In the front of the fire has it hung from a bar, 
To retain the caloric in muffins or toast. 
I have seen it in infancy—seen it in youth— 
And shall frequently ses it in age, [ expect. 
It possesses a name—though, to tell you the truth, 
’Tis a name I remember but can’t recollect. 


Bat it is not alone in a matter like this— 
Which is hardly a matter that matters at all— 
That a treacherous memory serve3 one amiss, 
And the things that you know you can rarely recall 
I've devoted my time to perusing the Bard | 
For the purpose of quoting his verse with effect ; 
Yet it often occurs, when I’m not on my guard, 
That the line [ remember I can't recollect. 


{ 
If I go to the Opera once in a way, 
Or indulge in a Monday or Saturday “ Poup.,” | 
I am haunted, of course, through the following day 
By a tune that I cannot let utterly drop. 
It is with me, though vaguely, the minute I wake ; 
In the course of my shaving I stop to reflect 
On a quaint modulation, a run, or a shake, 
In the air I remember but can't recollect. 


I am worried and vexed from the morn till the night 
By the scraps of old memories left in my head. 
I should never complain if they vanished outright, 
And the who of the brief reminiscence were dead. 
But my semi-revivals are bitter to bear— 
’Tis to these that [ mildly but firmly object ; — 
Not the things that oblivion has blown into air, 
But the things I remember yet can't recoliect. 


A CasinztT Pictuns.—The Ministerial group. 
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NEW LEAVES. 


Taktno advantage of the present turn of public opinion Eastward, 


Messrs. Warne and Co, have added to their list of cheap Chandos | 





FUN. 











Classies the Koran, ‘‘commonly called the Alkoran of Mohammed. | 


Translated into English from the original Arabic. 
notes taken from the most approved commentators. To which is 
prefixed a preliminary discourse. By George Sale.” There! We 
don’t think we could say one word more for the book than it says for 
itself, unless it be to remark that we found it very pleasant reading, 
and much like Shakespeare, particularly in the circumstance of its 
being so extremely “full of quotations.” 

Those curious in the way of journalistic memoranda will find plenty 


for ashillingin May’s British and Irish Press Guide, which is replete with | 


statistics, not only interesting to the idler, but valuable to the man of 
business. It is astonishing what a lot of important papers manage to 
exist without anyone but themselves being any the wiser—or any the 
worse off. 

The Humorous Works of the late Gifted Hopkins (Jas. Blackwood 
and Co.) are embellished by eight whole page illustrations by Phiz 
It is not at all unlikely that the late Gifted Hopkins died of his own 
humour. There is certainly enough and to spare of it. Those who 
like a loud style of comicality will find much to amuse them in this 
book. 

Mr. Hibbs’s little work, Prussia and the Poor (Williams and Norgate), 


is a thoughtful contrast of systems of relief, and a wholesale denun- | 


ciation of some of them too well knownin England. The statistics 
— make excellent reading at a public banquet for the benefit of 

@ poor. 

Messrs. Cook and Son, having explored the world and paved the way 
for countless generations of excursionists, have now turned their atten- 
tion homeward, and produced a Handbook for London, which, with its 
maps and itineraries, is quite a curiosity of cheapness. So are some 
of the cab fares, which we should like to see Messrs. Cook and Sun 
themselves offering to an unconverted cabman. 


VOL. XXV. 


With explanatory 
| gift books for which this house is eelebrated. 
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Advanced Think:r :—“ Au! I pon’T BBLIBVE IN WACCINATION, I pon’; I 
HAD A CHILD 0’ MINE WACCINATFD ONCB, AND BLOWED IF HB DIDN'T TUMBLB 
OUT OF THB TOP B8TOREY WINDOW THB NEXT DAY AND BROKE HI8 ARM, HB 





It is true 
that originality has its deepest depths, and no less patent that Mr. 
W. Frank Buckland has plumbed them. 

From the firm of Nimmo we have received another of the modest 
It is The Fam on the 
Fjord, a Norwegian story by Catherine Ray. This is a good book, 
and one which will be found acceptable by many beyond the mere 


boys ard girls for whom it was, when written, unostentatiously 


intended. 

A handsome volume is Modern Mazie (Routledge), and a most 
interesting. Not only does Professor Hoffman explain how all sorts 
of tricks are performed with and without machinery or confederates, 
but diagrams are given so that the young magician may steer clear of 
the wrong path and see how easy it all is if you only know how! We 
don't know whether to be pleased at finding we are in a fair way to 
rival all previous prestidigitateurs or grieved at discovering how easily 


'we have hitherto been misled and astonished. Somebody please buy 


a copy and tell us what to do! 

Though the British Bird Preserver comes within the category of 
“‘ Warne’s Useful Books,” it is devoted entirely to an ornamental pur- 
pose. It is a manual for the preservation of birds, not from death, 


_but from decay afterwards. 


Mr. F. Barnard, a gentleman named Lelons, “and others,” are the 
illustrators of The Euster Annual (Moxon), promoters of which must 
have an extra amount of confidence in the patience of the reading 
public. 


THEIR FAVOURITE POET. 


ANIMALS ....+6..-. Dry den. Soldiers...... Camp belle. 
GHRODED cc cccccccces Moor. SOMO cosccecs Bar ham. 
Cricketers .......- Bye run. Colliers ...... Coal ridge. 
Coachologists...... Shelley. Pugilists Mill fon. (Fr) 


In the Bridal Wreath and other Puems (Charing-cross Publishing 
|Company) the author says he has striven to be original. 
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THREE REASONS, 


A WeatuHeR PRopHesy. 


‘‘T am waiting for the summer,” sang the maiden at her loom, 

‘ For I can't let Johnny kiss me with the old folks in the room, 
Tn the bright and balmy weather we can wander, he and I, 
Where there's no one to observe us but the hedges and the sky.” 


‘‘T am waiting for the summer,” sang the spirited lessee 

Of some gardens much affected by the cockney on the spree. 

‘‘ When the Londoners are frying in the sun’s excessive glare 
They've a knack of getting thirsty, and they like the open air.” 


‘‘T am waiting for the summer,” sang a famous Russian chief. 

‘‘ We have worked it very nicely, thanks to clever Ignatieff. 

When the snows and rains are over, we can fall upon the Turk, 
And commence that Holy Warfare which in winter wouldn’t work.’ 


In the summer, lo! the maiden took her Johnny for a stroll, 
In the summer went the people to those gardens by the shoal. 
In the summer over Europe rang the battle cry afar, 

And the betting was divided 'twixt the Sultan and the Czar, 


THE VENDETTA. 


By Over Lrnatic Linger. 


OME time on a dark and 
electric evening in the sub- 
urbs of the metropolis, a 
raan, evidently a centenarian, 
might have been observed 
riding a tame elephant in 
the direction of the Bethnal 
Green Museum. Ever and 
anon he would draw from his 
pocket a statue of the Prince 
Consort and regard it with 
mingled scorn and affection. 
At this moment the moon 
emerged from a total eclipse, 
and a man lying concealed in 
a lamp-post by the roadside 
caught sight of the centen- 
arian’s face and exclaimed 
softly in Greek, ‘“‘ It is he!”’ 

Alarmed by the sound of a 
human voice, the latter slid 
down the trunk of his con- 
veyance, and, striking a 
Roman candle, peered into the 
surrounding space. Before 
him, in the full panoply of his 

office, stood the Chairman of Quarter Sessions. “‘ Ha, ha! I know you,” 
he shrieked; ‘‘ you are my enemy!” “ I am,” was the solemn reply, ‘‘ and 

I have sworn to have your blood.” ‘ But you know not who I am, 

ha! ha!” shrieked the centenarian, his elephant and the statue of 

Prince Albert working convulsively in consequence of his agitation. 

‘You know not wheI am!” The Chairman of Quarter Sessions 

paused for a moment, and then hissed the answer from between his 

pearly teeth. “I do. Further disguise is useless. You are the 

Custos Rotulorum.” There was a wild yell of agony, and a thud. The 

centenarian had swooned on the macadam. The Chairman of Quarter 

Sessions vaulted lightly on to the riderless elephant, and vanished 

into the night. 

7 





a * * * 


In a deserted and lonely portion of the Archipelago, the Chairman 
of (Juarter Sessions, clad in the picturesque costume of a brigand, was 
entertaining four ruftians at tea. The currants of Corinth, the buns 
of the Bosphorus, and the figs of Phoenicia glittered on the marble 
tables, and the revelry was at its height. Suddenly the eyes of the 
Chairman became bloodshot, and solemnly raising his cup he exclaimed, 
“Comrades, the oath!’’ One by one each brigand rose and lifting 
his teaspoon tothe firmament, exclaimed, “* Death to the Custos Rotu- 
lorum.”” As the last echo of those fearful words died away, a man on 
an elephant crept cautiously from beneath the sofa and, keeping in the 
shadow of the room, stole out unobserved. At dawn on the following 
day, the same man hailed a gondola from the shore. 

‘* Where to?” asked the boatman. 

‘“‘ London—double fare if you land me at the Temple Stairs ina 
fortnight.” 

Then the man folded his arms and turned towards the rising sun. 
A puff of wind blew the disguise from his face. It was the centen- 
arian! Jt was the Custos Rotul.rum. © * * 
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Thirty years had passed and left their mark upon the ages. In the 
busy labyrinth of life two fates had crossed and recroseed but never 
met since that night in the Archipelago when the one had vowed death 
to the other. And yet—but of this more anon. 

It was winter in the Palwocrystic Sea, and the long mantle of night 
enveloped two human beings crawling with resolute steps to the 
North Pole. One was mouoted upon an elephant, and the other wore 
the uniform of a Chairman of Quarter Sessions. Suddenly the reign 
of Winter was over, the glorious sun burst out, and the rivals beheld 
each other. The Custos Rotulorum would have turned and fled, but 
he was frozen to his elephant and his elephant was frozen to an 
iceberg. Slowly that berg floated on towards the Pole, and the ice- 
berg of the Chairman of Quarter Sessions floated in the same direction. 
‘* Vengeance!” shrieked the would-be murderer ; “‘ the vow of my life 
will be accomplished. I shall slay the enemy of my race; but soft, 
I must dissemble. I will converse with him. Do you know, O, 
Custos Rotulorum, that Serjeant Cox has bought Serjeants’ Inn, and 
is selling it a penny a slice on a barrow for the benefit of the 
Spiritualists? ”’ 

“Go on with you,” said the unsuspecting victim. 

They were the last words he ever spoke. 

The Chairman of Quarter Sessions had taken the opportunity to 
cork his face, and thus allay the suspicions of the occupant of the ~ 
approaching iceberg. A moment, and the twain met at the Pole. 
Seizing it with both hands, the murderer swung it violently round 
and dashed it on to the skull of his neighbour. 

The Custos Rotulorum gave one shriek and fell backwards into the 
Arctic Zone. 

And the Chairman of Quarter Sessions got back to Smith’s Sound, 
where he died of brain fever, brought on by anxiety caused by looking 
for a policeman to give himself up to. 

Farewell, sweet Custos Rotulorum ! 





A NOBLE OFFER. 


I’m frightfully shocked at the ills which accrue from 
The use of flagitious tobacco and drink ; 

My mental serenity suffers anew from 
The horrid reflection whenever I think : 

My grief on the point is so very distressing ; 
Of human indulgence I am so ashamed,— 

That I’m settled on doing my best at suppressing 
The criminal use of the articles named. 


The likeliest way to successfully trample 
The drink-and-tobacco-fiend—wither him up— 
Ts to catch and exhibit a frightful example 
Of misery caused by the pipe and the “ cup.” 
If once a society fairly were started, 
Determined to compass this laudable aim, 
The drink-and-tobacco-fiend, timorous-hearted, 
Would sink in his scandalous slippers with shame. 


No “ Frightful Example,” though, called from the gutter, 
Would serve to supply the Soeiety’s needs ; 
They having no positive proof of his utter 
Foregoing devotion to liquor and weeds : 
No, surely, the party to fill the position 
Must drink himeelf silly and smoke himself dry, 
And get himself into the proper condition 
Beneath the Society’s fostering eye. 


Some dozens of years he'll require for the training, 
To get himself properly wretched and right, 

The time to be duly devoted to draining 
His flagon and keeping his ’bacca alight. 

His ‘‘ smokes ”’ to be only the cream of the very 
First pick of Havana’s superior stock ; 

The drinks to be Burgundy, Roederer, Sherry, 
And Port and Madeira, and Claret and Hock. 


Of course (as the reader so cleverly guesses), 
The whole of the moneys required to immerse 

The Frightful Example in all his excesses 
Are payable from the Society’s purse. 

And then as—(a fact you'll concede me on thinking) — 
No party can swill to perfection alone, 

The ‘‘ Subject’ must have, to assist him in drinking, 
A dozen particular friends of his own. 


Then, after a time, if he fail in achieving 
The misery due from his madness and crime, 
The Frightfal Example shall ‘ drop it,” receiving 
A suitable bonus for wasting his time. 
As somebody must volunteer as the sample 
Of vicious indulgence in criminal ease, 
I'll offer myself as the Frightful Example, 
And take up the calling as soon as you please. 


ce eS 
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SOME LIGHT ON THE SUBJECT. 


that age. 


and for running after great stars. 


at a Grand Concert in aid of some- 
thing or other. ‘ Everybody talks 
about Tenner Voyce,” said the old 
gentleman to himself; ‘ he’s very celebrated. I must certainly go and 
hear him!” and from that moment until the evening of the Concert 
he was in a state of hysterical ecstasy at the prospect of gratifying his 
ruling passion. The evening came, and the old gentleman went among 
a great crowd of persons to hear the celebrated Tenner Voyce; but our 
enthusiast waited in vain to hear the music of the great singer; for 
Mr. Jones sang, and so did Mr. Brown and Mr. Robinson (of whom 
nobody had ever heard), but not the faintest allusion to the celebrated 
Tenner Voyce was made throughout the entertainment. And the 
curious part about it all was that nobody seemedin any way surprised ; 
but ourold gentleman was bitterly disappointed andindignant, and went 
to the man at the ticket office and demanded his money back, “I 
came here to hear Tenner Voyce!”’’ he said angrily, “ and where is he ? 
Why didn’t hecome?”’ The ticket man stared at him in real surprise, 
and said, ‘Come! Who ever expected——?’ and then gave the old 
gentleman up. The latter went off to the director and made his com- 
plaint; but the director stared more than the ticket man. ‘“ Tenner 
Voyce come!” he said. “ Turnthis gentleman out; he’s insane!” and 
the old gentleman was obliged to go. ‘ Why, they never mentioned 
his name all through the evening!” he said to everybody next day. 
‘‘ Shameful thing, wasn't it ?’”” and these people, too, stared at him in 

astonishment and gave him up. Utterly bewildered with the whole 
affair, our old gentleman continued to make a fuss about his disappoint- 

ment until another advertisement caught his eye and gave him a fresh 
object for enthusiasm and hope. This time it was an announcement 
of dinner at which the well-known and much-sought-after Bigg Pott 
(one of the first public men of the century) would grace the chair. As 

Mr. Bigg Pott’s name was in everybody’s mouth it would never do for 

our old gentleman to miss seeing him; so he went to the dinner and 

gota splendid seat near the chair in the height of expectant glee. 

“Very great man in the chair!’ whispered the old gentleman to his 

neighbour. ‘“‘ What, Mr. Smith? Oh, no; I never heard that he was 

anything remarkable.” Mr. Smith! !’’ exclaimed our old gentleman. 

‘‘ But how about—where’s—what’s the matter with— Mr. Bigg Pott? 

He was announced to take the chair!’’ The neighbour eyed our old 

gentleman at first surprisedly and then knowingly. He winked and 

poked the O. G. in the ribs. ‘ Very droll of you!” he said, “as if 

you ever expected that Mr. Bigg Pott would » Expec——!!!” 

yelled the O. G.; and then he lost all control over himself and 

appealed to all the stewards at once, demanding either Mr. Bigg Pott 

or his money back; and the stewards, looking upon him as a hopeless 

lunatic, had him turned out at once. 

The old gentleman's feelings were too deep for words, and he 
wandered about in a most depressed state of mind until a well- 
connected acquaintance of his came to his rescue. 
reception on at the Glitters’s to-night,” he said, ‘‘I can take you in; 
I’ve a card to give away, you know. The renowned Skweekey Bleeter 
—(the great reader, you know)—will be there and recite one of his 
finest bits. You couldn’’ miss fim!’ So of course the old 
gentleman, greatly comforted, agreed to go to the Glitters’s, 
and went. The entertainment was most sumptuous, and the 
evening passed off most successfully; but our old gentleman 
grew more and more fidgety every minute. ‘‘J’m looking for 
Skweekey Bleeter to begin !’’ he said, “ which is he—point him out to 
me, I beg.’’ The guests gazed at him in doubt and derision. ‘‘ Does the 
old person really expect—— ?” they whispered among themselves ; and 








FUN. 


Z the latter half of the nineteenth 
century there existed an innocent 

old gentleman who was not by any 

means up to the ways and manners of 
I suppose he had either 
gone off to sleep for a great part of 
his life, like Rip Van Winkle, or lived 
right away on some simple and in- 
genuous desert island since his youth ; 
or at any rate if he had done neither 
of these things, he must have been 
a worse than merely innocent old 
gentleman—a wilfully and unpardon- 
ably blind and ignorant old gentle- 
man—not to know any more of our 
modern ways than he did. One of 
this person’s principal traits was a 
great thirst for seeing celebrities 


Thus, one day as he was out lion- 
hunting, it was with infinite delight 
that his eye rested upon an advertise- 
ment stating how the celebrated 
singer Mr. Tenner Voyce was to sing 


‘‘ There’s a grand |, 
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“Why, sir,” th® 
continually repeated for a week afterwards, ‘‘ Skweekey Bleeter neveT 
so much as let us see a button of his waistcoat!’ and the provoking and 
incomprehensible folks merely replied, ‘‘ No, we suppose not!"’ 
However, after a time this old gentlemen forgot his disappointments 


the old gentleman was put down as slightly touched. 


and went out again in a fresh search after celebrities; he procured a 
ticket for an excellent position for seeing the great and world-renowned 
Penn Skrawler (the author) address a public meeting; and there was 
not the least sign of any such n as Penn Skrawler all through the 
eo a: he got a front place to witness the great and magnificent 
uke of Diermund lay the foundation stone of the Little Stuffbunkum 
Charity Schools, and saw no more of the Duke than he would have seen 
had that personage never existed ; and at length, goaded to desperation, 
he determined that he would see the next celebrity who should be 
— to appear, if he gave up his everything in the search for 
im. 

The next great character whose appearance was promised to the 
public was the illustrous Dr. Blacksmasher, the African Explorer. He 
was to give some of his popular and realistic representations of savage 
life and manners, accompanying himself on the tom-tom and the 
marrow-bones, at an entertainment in aid of the Society for Promoting 
the§Consumption of Toast-and- Water, at the Scrub Lane Temperance 
Hall. The old gentleman went to the appointed place, and, as he 
expected, the illustrious traveller did not. No matter, the seeker was 
not to be baulked this time; he went quietly to the chief of the 
entertainment and demanded the address of Dr. Blacksmasher. 

It was no use for them to stare; he persisted in his inquiries. They 
inquired what on earth he meant, and called him a lunatic; but he 
said he would have the address. ‘‘ Well,’’ they said at last, ““we can 
only refer yon to Mr. Kewtboy’s office in Diddlum-street, K.C.—we 
don't know any more about it.” So the old gentleman went off to the 
address given, and there was a brass plate inscribed thus: ‘* Popular 
aud Celebrated Name Lending Company, Unlimited.” And he went 
in. ‘*I want Dr. Blacksmasher,” he said. ‘ Well,’”’ said the clerk, 
‘* his name’s engaged for te-morrow and Friday, but you can have 
any other. You may .’ “ What the deu ! I want Aim, not 
his name!” said the O.G. ‘ Want Dr. Blacksmisher !”’ exclaimed 
the clerk; “‘ why, he’s been dead six months; they had the loan of his 
name at the Scrub Lane Hall last night—only charged them five 
guineas in a good cause. We're sorry Ais name isn't free; but we've 
lots more on hand. Here’s Tenner Voyce—he’s dead, poor fellow 
(sold us the sole right to his name just before his death); here’s Mr. 
Bigg Pott (he’s alive | fancy); here’s Skweekey Blhe——. But you 
don’t seem to understand our system? Look here. A man’s celebrated 
—he sells us his name to let out—we charge a fixed price, twenty 
guineas, ten, five——.’’ ‘* Well, but when the man dies?’’ said the 
old gentleman. ‘‘ We bury him quietly, and the public seldom find it 
out for a year ortwo. Good day!” 








AN ADMONITION. 


Listen, darling, I’ve something to siy to you, 
Which may probably cause some dismay to you. 
Time was when you heeded 
Whenever I pleaded, 
Methinks I too often give way to you! 


As for torture, I’m versed in each grade of it; 
For you've lately been making a trade of it— 
And though I dissemble, 
Believe me [ tremble 
To think of my heart—I'm afraid of it! 


Not ashamed of yourself ? then you ought to be, 
Or you're not the young lady you're thought to be. 
Not ashamed to discover 
You've slighted your lover ?— 
Then really you ought to be taught to be! 
Why, it’s shocking to think how you're treating me, 
Disdainfully often you're greeting me. 
You once could afford me 
A kiss, to reward me, 
And ’tislong since you've paid me. You're cheating me! 
To visions of bliss you'd once carry ms», 
When you'd kiss me, and “ stupid old Harry ” me; 
But my wrongs, little treasure, 
I'll pardun with pleasure 
If you'll just have the kindness to marry me. 


Political Economy. 

Four servants of the House of Lords, whose ages amount 
collectively to 325, have just been pensioned off. With regard to 
officials of this august establishment, even Death himself seems to be 
Conservative. Perhaps that’s how the balance is maintained, the 
expenditure of the establishment being so excessively Liberal. 
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EASTER. 


An Essay. By Mas- 
TER Fun, acep 10, 


Eastsr comes but 
once a year, and this 
is, from a popular 

int of view, per- 
rs the most re- 
markable portion of 
its existence. If it 
came every week no 
one would think half 
so much of it, ard 
archeologists and 
other numismatic 
historians say that it 
is because Easter 
keeps away so long 
and is thought so 
much of that the 
adage, ‘* Familiarity 
breeds contempt,’ 
was founded. When 
Sir John Lubbock 
was young he used 
to be kept in on 
Easter Monday, and 
was not allowed any 
ginger, and so he in 
revenge when he 
grew up and became 
& min made a law 
and insisted on 
every body being free 
to do as he chose on 
Easter Monday. I 
wish these times 
were like them, as I 
should choose to eat 
pudding as longas I 
could on Easter 
Monday, and then 
have cake. Eggs 
are considered 
regular Easter fruit, 
which accounts for 
the cheesemor gers 
having a hop at the 
Albert Hall even to 
thisday. It was Sir 
John Lubbock and 
Jack Cade who were 
so indignant with 
the School Board 
that they made 
another law no one 
should be taught 
to read or write, but 
that law did not 
last, or I should not 
now be able to tell 
you all about Easter. 
Good Friday is not 
a part of Faster, for 
though Friday is 
good, Easter is a 
great deal better; 
but I think hot-cross 
buns might be eaten 





A savact from the far cff islands of Tchinabee landed upon the 
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FUND WANTING. 


Party (shout to ask for a subseription) :—“I AM 80 GLAD we HAVB MET, Mrs. CHopper ; 
I WANTED To sPBsak TO YOU—AHeEM!—THE IpioT OrpHANs’ Fenp.” 

Mrs. C. :- -“ Dear, DEAR! PooR CHILD, DID HE STRAY FAR? Lawks A MussY! FUND Is HB, 
THEN? Wuy, HI pIpN’T HEVEN KNOW HE WERE Lost!” 





cm 
TWO VIEW best clothes. 


{Armin 4, 1877. 


on Easter Monday, 
if any were left, as 
we have found them 
very nice toasted, 
and with butter laid 
on thick, for break- 
fast. I like Easter, 
because then I don’t 
have to go to school, 
and I do get tips. 
Sir John Lubbock 
was very fond of the 
common people — 
that’s why he gave 
’em the holiday ; and 
he looked after the 
commons’ rights, for 
which reason he was 
putin prison; but 
getting out by means 
of a habeas corpus 
left in his cell 
enclosed in a beef- 
steak pie, he 
gathered together 
10,000,000,000 men, 
and went down to 
the House of Par- 
liament also on 
Easter Monday, 
which, as every body 
was bound to be free 
that day by Lub- 
bock’s Act, led to 
the Speaker going 
at once himself and 
setting the Claimant 
at liberty. That’s 
all I know of 
Easter. 


Rare Birds. 


A NATURAL his- 
tory, sporting, gene- 
ral, and all-round 
amphibious paper 
says that, in proof 
of the mildness of 
the winter, ‘frogs 
croak in ponds, pools, 
and ditches, and 
under cottage 
eaves.” They must 
have wanted some 
’eaving to get up 
there, though likely 
enough they were 
only heard in low 
people’s houses. 
Someone at our el- 
bow says that it’s 
hardly likely frogs 
would have climbed 
or jumped so high 
unless they felt sure 
of finding themselves 
comfortab'e in the 
usual cockney mare’s 
nest. 


about the streets on omnibuses and tramways always dressed in their 
In ten centuries another traveller came from the 


islands for a day in London, and altered all that. He told how the 


shores of Great britain, and made his way to London. He arrived men and women toiled from morn to night, how all the houses had 


one Monday morning, and made notes. The principsl streets he found 


plate-glass fronts with pretty things in them, and how all that the 


were always ful] of merry people. The lower parts of the houses f14¢ traveller had written was nonsense. And then the Tchinabees 
were closed in with shutters and iron bars, the young men and halted Thies 


maidens wore a national head-dress of c: loured paper streamers, and 
the men of labour wore b!ack cloth clothes and lived in public houses 
On Monday night the traveller returned to the sea, got into his boat, 


and sailed fir Tchinabee. 
volume entitled, ‘‘ The English as They are.’’ For ten centuries the 


But that’s how history is written. 


He enshrined his reminiscences ia «a 


Tchinabees were taught that the English never worked, but rode month. (Or any other part of it.— Ep.) 








One trave!Jer came on Easter Monday, and the other didn’t. 


Un Porsson p’Avrit.—A “ fish out of water’ on the first of the 
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WHAT I WON'T 


’ 
4 


HIM. 


MOUTH AND SHUT YOUR EYES, AND SEE 


» 
v 


APRIL FOOL OF 


MAKING AN 


Chancellor of the Exchequer, to John Bull:—“ OPEN YOU! 


SEND YOU!” 








oft 








Aprit 4, 1877.] 


THE DEMON DRAUGHT. 


Ture be some deeds that men commit 
Which cause through all their after lives 
Dark visions o'er their souls to flit 
And thoughts to stab like surgeons’ knives ; | 
While forms they cannot grasp or see | 
Assail them with a subtle craft; | 
I don’t know what my crime may be, 
But I am haunted by a.draught. 


In winter when the room is snug, | 
And by the fender I would doze, 
It cuts its way along the rug 
And seizes swiftly on my toes. | 
In summer wher the days are hot, 
Though liquors may be freely quafft, 
I groan because my eye’s the spot 
Selected for a cooling draught. 


In church or chapel round about 
The cruel demon sports and plays, 
It finds my weakest corners out, 
And tortures me a thousand ways. 
The drama’s home I fain must shun, 
For Fate pursues with icy shaft, 
Where’er I sit it’s ten to one 
I’m right in some confounded draught. 


I may have done in other times 
Some very dreadful kind of deed, 
Eccentric in the way of crimes, 
For which the Furies have decreed 
My victim shall in airy shape 
His presence on to mine engraft, 
Select my neck about the nape, 
And “ warm” me with an awful draught. 


I feel that when my granted span 
Is growing shorter bit by bit, 
Relentless to a dying man 
Around my bed the fiend will flit. 
To end with fitness my career 
He'll take me fiercely fore and aft, 
The standers by will cry, “‘ Oh, dear! 
His head’s been cut off by the draught.” 


What's the difference between one’s nearest relative 
and Khiva?—The one’s a next of kin and the other 


annexed of Khan. 








INTERNATIONAL COMICALITY. 
A Monsieur LE Repactsur DE “ Fun.” 


Monstgur,—Half of me is English, half of me est Francais. Iam reared 
my younger half of life in Leicester-square, later I am true English, 
living behind l’Eglise de Shoreditch. Well, Monsieur le Redacteur, 
Je me suis, said to myself, London is plein de Fun, which is a book 
sealed to the Francais visitor. Oh, your chansoxs comigques of the Hall 
of Musics! How good they is. Le Francais visitor he no can com- 
prehend them their refrains. Sir, I have earned the my countrymen’s 
gratitude. I have given one translation of that they may no longer 
not appreciate. Sir, I make you the offer to make them public; they 
are valuable, viz., namely :— 

‘‘ Still we carry on the same old game.” ‘ Tranquille nous portons 
sur le méme vieux jeu.” (I give no more the English, you shall know 
them.) ‘‘ Vous devez nous voir sur le rigide Q.T.” ‘Ne faites pas 
de bruit ou vous éveillerez l’enfant.’’ ‘Ils le font tous.’ “Un autne 


bonne homme qui est allé a travers.’ “Johnny Mergan joue a 
““Ne dites pas 


l‘orgue.”” ‘* Je vous frapperez avec une plume.” 
cela a Dinah.” Oh, sir, the humours is great of these remarques 
poetiques. I hand them to my nation in exchange for the carmagnole. 


Agree, monsieur, the assurance, <c.— Vraiment votre, 
ANATOLE. 


——— IEE 
The Silent System. 


PyrHaGcoras is stated to have once distinguished himself in a boxing 
match. What the box was is doubtful, but we may be sure it wasn’t 


a Chatter box. ; 
Oar Particular, 


Our Newmarket tout says it’s all nonsense to call the boatrace a 


square affair. Both boats were ‘‘ pulled.” 


KUN. 
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A DIFFICULT TASK. 


Irate Hibernian :—‘‘ Boots, You BASTB, WH&RE ARE MY SHOES ?” 

Boots :—* Surg, stx, I Lerr THEM IN YOUR ROOM.” 

I. H.:—“I can’r FIND THEM THERB, AND IF YE DON'T BRING THEM I'LL 
THROW THEM AT YOUR HEAD.” 


LOST AND WON. 


I’vz suffered the loss of a part 
Of my physical frame ! 
Anatomists call it a ‘* heart ”’ 
(Just to give it a name!) 
’Tis gone! but I’ve got in its place 
One that’s equally mine !— 
A singular surgical case, 
Bat “as true as a line!” 


When first it was stolen away 
It was pleasant, though strange, 
To live with the heart of my May, 
Which I had in exchange! 
But soon an unsatisfied life 
I found was my lot, 
Unless she would come as my wife 
To the heart I had got! 


For hearts by themselves we can’t use, 
They want bodies as well! 

And if not together refuse 
To contentedly dwell. 

To couple our dismembered parts 
But one thing can be done— 

To wed—then our two severed hearts 
That were lost will be won! 

eens 
Sky Hymen. 

A GENTLEMAN has been charged with attempting to murder his wife 
by blowing herup. This is economy. ‘The wife-beatmg class gene- 
rally begin with the blowing up and pase on to the murder, thus 

| making two bites at the cherry. 
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(That gifted amateur, Jones, has been showing his portrait of his sister to their matter-of-fact Uncle.) 
Jones :—“T AM SURPRISED, UNCLE, THAT YOU DO NOT LIKE IT. IT HAS BEEN SAID, BY COMPBTENT JUDGES, TO BE LIKB RoMNEY, IN HIS 


HAPPIEST VEIN !” 
Uncle :—“ Romney, BH? Don’t kNow Him! Reum’N HE MUST 
I'u Guap I WAs WRONG WHEN I THOUGHT IT WAS MBANT FOR YOUR 


BEN OCHRE’S MERIT. 
A Taz or THE TIMES, AND HOW THEY'RE GUIDED. 
Ben Ocure had from earliest days determined to be someone of 
importance. He felt even in the youngest days of his mst youthful 
life a yearning for fame and a desire for recognition, and he burned 


BE IF HE LOOKS LIKE THAT! Dogsn’T SEEM VERY HAPPY! Bot 
SISTER !’’ 





| extra pipefuls, or Mr. Millais had taken walking exercise, he wasn’t 
very much cut up, though, of course, it pained him to see them and 
_ not himself in print; but when he read that the Poet Jones was pre- 
| paring a new edition of his poems, or that Painter Brown had given 
33d. a yard for the nine acres of canvas to be used in his next battle- 
piece, [ would naturally cry aloud and, gnashing his teeth, say, 


fer the day when he would be pointed at in the streets, or have his | * Woeis me! for, alack and a well-a-day! everyone knows that Jones 
name mentioned in the papers as one who was not of tne common herd, | cannot write poetry any more than Brown can paint; yet they get 


one who had done something to show great moral and mental or physical 
and muscular superiority. He didn’t care which it was so long as it 
was one or the other, and so lang as it brought him at ence before the 
public and got him in the paragraphs. 


But time passed on, and he tried his hand at many things without | 
succeeding sufficiently well to become a celebrity. First he essayed | 


literature, which was easy enough, as he knocked off an epic poem and 
two or three five-act plays in the course of a week. But the managers 


refused to look at his compositions, though it is whispered that one | 
who was hardy enough to struggle through the first two scenes of a | 
submitted comedy of Ochre’s, was found in an agony of tears and was | 
never seen to smile afterwards. This should have proved ability | 
enough and to spare, to my thinking, but it was not of the sort | 


required ; and so it must have been with his poem, for though Ben had 
it published “ for the author”’ in splendid presentation style, and had 
special copies sent round to the papers, not a line ever appeared on the 
subject, though it was noticed that shortly after the volume was 
issued from the press four reviewers of rank and fame were reverently 
followed to their early grave. And so, after waiting a while, Ben 
Ochre, though he well knew the power of his work, was obliged to 
give up all hope of recognition as a literary man, and began to look 
around him for something fresh in the way of an opportunity, 
determined to be “the well-known Mr. Ochre”’ before he died, even 
though he perished in the attempt. 

W henever he saw in the papers that Mr. Tennyson had smoked two 


| 
| 


| 


themselves in the papers, while I .” Let us draw a veil, dear 
reader, over what he said then, and shudderingly get on with the 
story. 

After due consideration and an investment in some brushes and two 
or three pots of paint, Ben Ochre turned his attention to art; but the 
result was ever the same. There could be no doubt as to the ability dis- 
played, as no man could possibly have put more c»lour upon a given 
area—and as I take it, the art of painting is to paint and to get the 
paint well on—but the Academicians were jealous, and the Associates 
were green withenvy. The result is at once apparent to those who 
know how these things are managed. First, the President would rub 
against the picture and smear it; then a leading Academician would 
take up his brush—they all have their brushes and paint-pots with 
them when they go to Burlington House—and smudge a bit off here 
and dab a bit on there. After this, of course, minor Academicians 
would follow suit, and Associates felt bound to kick holes in the canvas 
and write objectionable remarks en the frame; because, you know, 
that’s why the Associates are appointed. They are bound to associate 
themselves with all the acts and endorse all the opinions of their 
friends and patrons the Academicians, or else, naturally, there would 
be no necessity forthem. And they, finding it was the proper thing 
to do, were immeasurably objectionable to Ochre. By the time Sir 
Francis Grant ordered up the greengrocer from round the corner, who 
always moved the rejected pictures by spring van at ls. 6d. per hour 
or by the job, and told him to shoot Ochre’s effort on his doorstep, the 
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picture was nothing like it had originally been. And as the green- 
grover, zealous-like and following suit with the Associates, shot it down 
the area and never knocked at the door, and as it rained all night 
and they’d just been having coals in, and the cats investigated as well 
as fought for possession of it, I must say I think Ben Ochre was per- 
fectly correct when next morning he said there was a vile conspiracy 
afloat to deprive him of that fame which was justly his, and to keep 
him out of the puff-paragraph columns of the daily and weekly 
papers. 

I might tell you how, disgusted with art and literature, Ochre 
turned to other things, determined not to be foiled in his endeavour. 
How he joined an athletic club, and would have won no end of prizes 
and become a vehicle for the paragraphist, had it not been that the 
other competitors always conspired to keep him last. How he entered 
for the Marquis of Queensberry's boxing championships, and made 
great friends with the judges, but was unfortunate enough to get 
knocked out of time by two successive opponents. As a judge said, 
it was unlucky, because they had overlooked the accident the first 
time, and declared he was winner to console him when he came to. 
Ochre did certainly get his name mentioned over this matter in the 
sporting papers, but it was again not the sort of mention for which he 
thirsted ; and at the end of half-a-dozen years the recognition he had 
determined to win seemed as far off as ever. Or since he had had his 
various trials and in no way succeeded, it seemed even farther. 

But, as it always is in this life, the opportunity came just when he 
had least expected it, and from a quarter where he had never thought 
of looking. It was fated that he should be a celebrity, and a celebrity 
Ochre was, although he had tried any number of times in what 
appeared to be the right direction and had failed in everyone of his 
attempts. You will of course gather from what I have already said 
that Ochre did not want for money; and one morning as he lounged 
over his luxurious breakfast, and mingled the bitter tears of dis- 
appointment with the sweets of sympathy, the friend who was consoling 
him put him on the right path at once. ‘If you don’t mind spending 
a bit to attain celebrity,” said this artful one, ‘it’s as easy as kiss 
your hand.” And then he sketched in graphic style how the very 
sort of thing Ochre wanted most was to be obtained. 

That very afternoon Ochre went to an art sale and bid conspicuously 
for pictures of the kind then fashionable, while his friend, aided by 
one or two others who had brains and no money, went round the room 
at a price, and sang the praises of the new art-patron and saviour of 
the school. Next morning he was talked about and no less than three 
paragraphs appeared. Within a month he had taken a theatre and 
given one of his own dramas at a morning performance for the benefit 
of the manager I have mentioned, at the time incurable in Colney 
Hatch. Then he purchased a yacht and made an “ international ” 
match with America. He lost this, anyhow, but he was written up 
every where as a true Englishman and lover of fair play; and when he 
hired a steamboat and lent it for the coaching of the Oxford and 
Cambridge crews, there was not a more famous manin England. He 
has done one or two other things since then which money alone can 
do, often at a fine pecuniary profit; and as he never ceases now to get 
his name in print, he is generally regarded as a great public bene- 
factor, a famous critic, a noble sportsman, a generous patron, and is 
perhaps the best advertised man in the three kingdoms. 

I have written over a dozen leading articles on Ben Ochre’s ability 
in the daily and weekly papers myself, and think it would have been 
hard indeed had fate kept so really clever a man (and munificent 
patron) any longer in the background. 
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Cork and not Derny Downing, 

Mr. M‘Cantuy Downine, M.P., writes to the 7!mes contradicting 
Mr. Buckley, M P.’s contradiction of what the member for Cork had 
said in the House regarding the notorious Michaelstown evictions. 
Such a complete settler of the dispute does this letter appear, and so 
down is it on Mr. Buckley, that in future Irishmen when they wish to 
show that a thing has been knocked very down indeed will say it has 
received a regular M‘Carthy Downing. 


Getting over the Tweed, 

Boss Tweep is to be released if he gives up all his property and 
discloses the history of the Tammany Ring. Tweedledum and Twe«dle- 
dee both toge*her: for Tweed ’ll dum founder his former associates 
and Tweed ‘1! dee liver up his belongings. 


Lynx und Wreckt. 


“Tus ZIynz bas at last been heard of by the Admiralty.” Mr. 
Dirwin, they have discovered the missing Iynz. Are you ’apey now? 


Alas! 
Poor Mr. Gladstone! He has been busily engaged in keeping the 


Wolff from his door. 
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\ } 
AN OLD SAW _ SHARPENED. 


(AND opEN TO BE ResetT—TO Mvsic.) 


- OLD BIRDS ARENoT Tone \ ANY proverbs are more 
oe CAUGHT WITH CHAFF trite, ; 
4 \ ab on l Many sayings are more 
— a bright 


Than the one this dicky’s using 
as he hies him to his nest ; 
But there isn’t one more true, 
More decided or less new, 
Though you search all ancient 
volumes with a book-com- 
piler’s zest. 
(Which—I'’ve watched ‘’em 
at the “ Mus,” 
Where they grub, and fret, 
and fuss— 
I take to be the zealest zest I 
ever yet have known. 
There, the way they search 
for facts, 
And remodel old extracts, 
Is enough to make a “ modern 
man of letters’’ give a 
groan.) 





ES-ES But to get back and remark 
a That I'm perfectly a-dark 
As to how the saw “‘initialled’’ came to hold its present place. 
(And as everyone must see 
Who knows anything of me, 
That rather than go wrong I would my furthest steps retrace.) 
It may be the proverb grew 
Like all things that once were new, 
And that must have had beginnings or they couldn't yet have been. 
It may be that, potent, wise, 
It was let off to surprise, 
And the speaker made impression by his gravity of mien. 


It may be with oldest birds 
As it is with oldest words, 
That much we now ascribe to them won't stand a moment’s thought 
There are birds, the oldest old, 
Who might narratives unfold, 
Which would alter all our notions as to catchers and the caught. 
For myself, I do believe 
(And I’d not a babe deceive) 
The proverb’s very well for those who only want a laugh ; 
sut the matter much depends 
On the issues (or the end-) 
Of who has got to play the bird, and who supplies the chaff. 





THE FRENCH GALLERY. 


Tuis exhibition has opened with a collection of pictures, contribu- 
tions from artists of the Continental Schools, and a wonderful collec- 
tion itis. ‘There are no important pictures from men who have been 
centres of attraction at this gallery in former years, such as (ierome, 
Meissonier, Hilebuth, and others, yet the exhibition does not 
suffer, so very good is the work generally. Going round the crowded 
room at the private view, the first remarkable work we come on is 
‘‘The Probationary Sermon,” Vibert, them the gay little pictures by 
Fortuny, then ‘‘ Outside Paris, December, 1870,” Neuville, a most 
pathetic picture, full of character, and the subject completely realised. 
‘* Wandering Minstrels,’ Kauffmann, and other works by this artist, 
the most important being ‘‘ An Auction Sale,” are remarkable for a 
fine perception of character and for skilful manipulation. Of the 
game class is ‘‘ Auf Schlectem Wege,’’ Knaus, only much stronger in 
Gramatic power. ‘En Excursion,’’ Raffaelli, isa clever design full «f 
daylight, but much injured by the white clouds in the sky, which are 
more pronounced than any object inthe picture. There is a charming 
little bit by Millet, and alarge picture by Jules Breton, which is bad in 
colour, but like all his works, pure and beautiful in feeling. To the 
student, as well as to all lovers of art, this exhibition is an instructive 


lesson. 


‘¢ Poor les Pauvres.” 


Tue Lord Mayor has been complaining that the City Poor Box “ is 
in a low condition.” It ought to be, for no man can come to it 
without stooping. But pleasantry apart, it is an unwholesome state 
of affairs that the Corporation should have such rattling feeds when 
there’s nothing in the poor box to rattle. 
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‘“LONG OATS;” OR, EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY. 


Lady :— “ Wy do you BEAT THOSE POOR DONKEYS 80 ?” Boy :—‘* WELL, MUM, YOU SBB WE DON’T GIVE ’BM NO OATS.” 











THE CRITICAL CREW. | Wee et in 


A man of note Know all about a ship on land and nought of chips at sea, 
Who went afloat —Ee—————— 

Was Bildad Amos Tryatrip, the captain of a boat, 
Designed and planned 
And also manned 

By critics who on seamanship and naval matters wrote. 


His bark set sail 


‘* Boys will be Boys.” 


_ Mr. Cuartes Matuews has been so short a time before the public 
| and is so young, that it is excusable in him to rush into print and con- 
| tradict any idle rumour that may happen to be set afloat concerning 
| him. But for the sake of example to others, we should like to remind 


ig BE 


All in a gale, him that this sort of thing does not well become true greatness or the 
To show how over wind and tide such knowledge would prevail ; | highest form of a most advanced art, as of course he will know as soon 
With instruments as he gets a trifle older and obtains a more extended experience. 
For all events What a state our newspapers would be in if all famous men—for 


They felt, with scientific pride, t’were difficult to fail. 
That very day, 


instance, Lord Derby or Mr. Calcraft, Mr. Chatterton or the Prince 

* Wales—were oe ane and deny every Oe - = oneeen 

about them! Besides, Mr. Mathews, people wo often begin to 

ec suiddiaie SOF: ae | believe that nobody heard the stories until the writers of the letters 
So dark the sky had seen proofs and revised them for press. 

The waves so high, ——_ 

The writers let the vessel go and went abaft to pray. The Empire’s Empirics. 


A steam tug wee | Tue Daily News stigmatizes the foreign action of the present 


Did then agree | Government as ‘* Quackery in statesmenship.” Quacks! of course 
To tow them to the welcome strand for £ and s. and d. ; they are. It’s a question of diploma see! 


Crore PENS 











TAYLOR’S PATENT J 
dite trem ta cr eens tr st OG WIN 

don wr Gret Dados Torsshire 1 MACHINES 

“ARE THE VERY BEST.’ 


1EBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT 

i Ay ig sedis a Gosous Quest ane C. BRANDAUER & c0.’S New registered “ press 

ae BF eye nang —— scan te series ek these “— renner eee nor be 
7 O N | Cc W | N E . ee ee 7 oer ‘aeneseed Sampie Box and 


[| 'E€BIG'S Stationer for a ‘ 
A 4elicious drink, possessing the merd qteniching jn- PUBRE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. select the pattern best suited to your hand. 


_ : 18 CLOAK LANE, 
So powers Steves: 5S, CAUTION.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, April 4, 1877. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue London theatrical season being now in full swing, the playgoer 
is likely to suffer from that ‘‘ embarrassment of wealth ’’ which is 


noticeable about a plethora of everything but wealth itself. Plays and 


playhouses abound, 





but which to choose | 


and which to avoid 
is indeed a crucial 
question. 


So great | 


is the difficulty of | 


decision becoming, 
that i¢ is proposed 
by Mr. Fun that the 
managers of all the 
metropolitan _ the- 
atres shall attend 
before a magistrate, 
each one accom- 
panied by the dra- 
matic critic attached 
to his establishment, 
and there make a 
statutory declaration 
that his piece is the 
absolute best 
running. This will 
save much ink and 
more money now 
expended in bold yet 
critical advertise- 
ment. Besides, 
audiences at present 
doubtful will feel 
easier in their minds 
and will never dare 


to set their ownsmall | 


judgment in opposi- 
tion to the printed 
affidavit of the mana- 
ger, prepared by the 
secretarial critic, 
handed round with 
the rogrammes, 
opera-glasses, and 
refreshments, and 
charged for in the 
civil and moderate 
manner usual in our 
metropolitan _ the- 
atres. We commend 
this notice to those 
kind permitters who 
are ready to shed 
ink at a moment's 
notice, and who 
never cease to thirst 
for an opportunity 
of getting their 
names and theatres 
well bedded in the 
great British public's 
many-headed mind! 

At the Folly The- 
atre there is good 
entertainment in the 
shape of a burlesque 
of Jules Verne’s 
story, best known to 
English readers as 
Doctor Ox's Experi- 
ment. The new piece 
can hardly be called 
a burlesque in the 
true spirit of the 
word, seeing that 
the story itself is 
much more droll 
than the dramatic 
copy- There is, 


though, quite enough fun left, and as the adapters have given as little | winter and summer, 


| 


‘““Waat HA’ YE GAT 1’ YER JouG, Batry ?’ 


‘¢ WHBER D’yEB BUY IT, Betty? 


MA HBED AW SWIMMIN THIS MORNIN 


i 


UN. 
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Messrs. Nurdin and Peacock’s effort on behalf ot a well-deserving 
charitable institution was, if not so successful as list year, far from 





‘Beer, Hinere.” 
“ Tue Jotty Sartons, HInniz.” 
‘© EH WOOMAN, DINNA GAN THEER NA MAIR, IT'S BAD 8TOFF THBY SELL; WHOY, ON’Y LAST 
NEET THEY SARVED M& WI’ BUT THRBE QUAAKTS 0’ BegR AND A POT O° JACKY AND I FBEL 





wet weather and dry. 


being anything liksa failure. The Albert Hall was on Eister Monday 
evening fairly well filled, and those who went further in search 
of enjoyment certainly fared worse, as some of the singing was 


about as good as it 
can be got nowa- 
days with anythi 
like certainty, an 
without more than 
a natural amount of 
fear as to disappoint- 
ing a soak ing 
public. 

With a view to 
the quality of their 
visitors during the 
Easter holidays, 
Messrs. Tussaud 
specially prepared 
both the Hall of 
Kings andthe Cham- 
ber of Horrors. The 
result was anamount 
of satisfaction rare 
even in the always- 
satisfactory and 
ever-increasing ex- 
hibition in Baker- 
street. 

Among other 
startling novelties 
at the Royal Aqua- 
rium is one wherein 
a real live lady is 
shot out ofan equally 
real if not equally 
live gun. This is a 
new way of putting 
the sex upon its 
‘* metal.”’ 

On the 3ist ult. 
the Sir Moses Monte- 
fiore Literary and 
Art Society had a 
special and pleasant 
amateur perform- 
ance at the Queen’s 
Theatre. The pieces 
selected were Mar- 
ried Daughters and 
Young Husbands and 
New Men and Old 
Acres. Nearly 
everyone concerned 
can at least boast of 
having taken all 
pains, and beyond 
this we may men- 
tion specially Miss 
Albert and Mrs. de 
Solla as possessing, 
in addition to a desire 
for correctness, a 
more than ordinary 
share of natural 
ability. 

During Easter 
week the Crystal 
Palace was made the 
scene of many special 
attractions. To 
dwellers in southern 
suburban districts 
the establishment at 
Sydenham must be 
regarded as nothing 
less than a_ boon, 
affording as it does 
ample enjoyment in 


Turning northwards, we 


of themselves as was possible to themselves, there is every probability | find that Mr. Warner's latest novelty at the Welsh Harp, Hendon, 


of the trifle proving ultimately successful. 


This is in no small | has been a torpedo explosion with striking and unrehearsed effects. 


measure due to the excellence of the cast, which includes the names of | Not “to be repeated until further notice’ despite the tremendous 
several artists without rival in their branch of “ the’’ profession. 


VWeL. XxXV. 


| success of the first report, 
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THE FIRST OF APRIL, 
ITS DISADVANTAGES. 


Bruotp the exterior of a Doctor's House. Time, one minute past 
twelve a.m. on the First of April. Twingeyboy enters writhing with 
his handkerchief round his head; with an eye maddened by agony, 
he tugs at the Doctor's bell and roars up the tube. He rolls on the 
doorstep and waits for a response. There is none. He roars up the 
tube again; this time an answer comes down; it is this: ‘Oh, ah, 
yes! Fikely, isn't it? Not this time!” 

Twixcryroy. Come down, I say! I'm going mad with the tooth- 
ache! (He bangs his head on the pavement.) 

Voices pown THe tuBR. Yar! It won't do, you don’t have me 
that way! Not to-day, Baker! 

Twincryroy, Whaddy mean? Come down! No larks! I'll 
poison myself. I tell you I’m going map! | 

Vorcs. Think you're very knowing, don't you? Be off! See any 
green? Think J don't know the date? 

Twincrynoy. Well, but—here—I say— honour bright! 

Voice. Yah! Yow're sold thistime! Be off! 

Twingeboy gives one last wild tug at the bell, then writhes off into 
the darkness, and is never heard of again. © 

e - «  @ . 

The scene changes to the Study of an Eminent Member of the Royal 
Watsaname Society. Time, the evening of: the 3lst of March. The 
Eminent Member and Professor is absorbed'in the prosecution of the 
one great aim and study of his life—to prove that oysters can sing. 
He has asserted in a pamphlet that it is so, but has, as yet, failed to 
prove it. As he watches intently the actions of his favourite oyster, he 
gradually sinkstosleep. Presently he is awakened by the sound of an 
operatic selection, sweetly but faintly executed, and starts up with an 
expression of wild delight. ‘‘ At last !’’ he shrieks. “‘ Now to the Society 
to inform them!” He glances at the clock and turns pale—it is five 
minutes to twelve. In mad haste he grasps his boots and hurries them. 
on ; he flings on anything that comes ; he does not stop for his hat; he 
rushes outand hails a hansom; he digs his umbrella into the horse and 
promises the cabby fifty pounds; ong minute more and it will be the 
First of April, and too late- for the.Society will not believe him t/en ! 
He leaps from the vehicle and plunges at a door~ it strikes twelve ' 
it ts the First of April. He hammers at the knocker; a head app<ars 
ata window; it isthe President of the Royal Watsaname Society, and 
there is a fearful, fearful smile of derision on his face which shows that 
all hope is lost! 

‘‘Come on!” says the Eminent Member, breathlessly ; “come and 
see! Here's one singing! Be quick! Come and see for yourself! ’’ 
But the President's eye slowly closes in panter, and his lip curls as he 
shakes his head doubtfully, applies his finger to his nose, and shuts 
the window, With one prolonged shudder, the Eminent Member 
writhes into the night. 

ITS ADVANTAGES. 


It is the evening of the 3lst March. A Millionaire and his 
Expectant Heir are walking over some country unknown to them. 
Presently the Millionaire stumbles and disappears into the earth. 
The Expectant Heir examines the spot; it becomes evident that the 
Millionaire has fallen into an unexpected well, Assistance must be 

rocured or there is no hope for the old gentleman ; the Expectant Heir 
ooks at his watch, it wants some ten minutes to midnight; the 
Expectant Heir sits down on a log for exactly ten minutes with his 
finger pressed to his nose. His entire countenance heams with an 
expression of the most sublime and triumphant cunning. Suddenly 
a neighbouring clock chimes the hour of twelve; at that instant the 
Expectant Heir springs to his feet and rushes away to procure assist- 
ance. Breathless and exhausted, he reaches the nearest house; he 
tells the harrowing tale of the Millionaire's mishap, and implores assist- 
ance. People listen; then they glance at the date, and their features 
slowly assume a look as of knowing incredulity; they shake their 
heads and say, ** No, you don't!’’ They bow out the Expectant Heir ; 
but, strange to say, as the door is shut in his face the expression of 
sublime and triumphant cunning returns to his cou tenance, and he 
chuckles aloud. 


Novel Pedestrian Feat. 


Dr. Bacsuaw, the Catholic Bishop of Nottingham, has been wash- 
ing the feet of thirteen children in commemoration of an almost 
obsolete Easter practice of the early Fathers, who used to wash twelve, 
When asked why he took thirteen, he replied that it was necessary 
nowadays, owing to the recent improvement in sanatory principles and 
the opening of innummerable bathe and wash-houses. Besides, if a 
baker's dozen is thirteen, surely a bishop's should be no less. Those 
who watched the operation and the scientific manner in which his 
lordship got through the work, have arranged that next Easter new 
and appropriate words shall be prepared and sung to the tune of 
“Old Toweller.”” 
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THE INFLUENCE OF GOOD. 


a 





: 
| 
a 
How any grocer could attain 
Our grocer’s moral degradation, 
Completely baulks the human brain 
In all attempts at explanation: : 
His sugar-stuffs were sanded more, ; 
His dealings were more double-handed 
Than ever dealings were before— 
Than ever sugar-stufis were san led. 


Our butcher's wickedness was such, 
n my word I question whether 

He didn't beat by very much 

All other butchers put together ! 
For anything approaching sound 

And wholesome meat he'd let you “ whistle ’’; 
He charged you twelve-and-six a pound 

For nothing more than bone and gristle. 


Observers in our tailor traced 
A fitting subject for the jailor ; , 
He was the most depraved, debased, 
Unscrupulous, flagitious tailor ! : 
His cloth was shoddy stuff, with no 


Pretence to any goodness in it ; 1 
He fastened on your buttons so ; 
They tumbled off directly minute. 


Our lawyer, loriner, and leach, 
Without the least exaggeration, 
Were individually each 
The basest knaves in all creation. 
Our publican was worse than they 
In ev'ry single moral matter ; 
But lor! his wickedness was play 
Beside the baseness of the hatter ! 


But, ah! how frequently we find 
One mind exempt from evil’s fetter— 
One noble, pure, untainted mind 
Will make a whole assemblage better ! 
Take such a mind ; you needn’t add 
One single righteous action to it 
To help to overawe the bad— 
It’s influence alone will do it. 
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From such a mind as this, which sheds 
A light sublimer, purer, prouder, 

A certain leaven springs and spreads — 
A sort of moral bakiog-powder. 

Why, such a mind's a guiding flame, 
A beacon shining from a steeple ; 

*T was thus when Mr. Verchoo came 
Tv live among thess wicked people. 


They saw at once that he was good — 
They saw it marked in ev’ry feature ; 
One glance—and lo! they understood 
The man to be a faultless creature. 
They'd never known their moral plight— 
Their degradation—till he found them : 
One glance at him, and, clear as light, 
They saw the wickedness around them! 


No longer now the butcher dreamed— 
His moral sense at once expanded : 
He saw how bad the grocer seemed 
And how his sugar-stuffs were sanded. 
The grocer sickened to behold 
(His better mind at once unfolding) 
What shoddy stuff the tailor sold, 
And how his buttons left their holding! 


The tailor hastened to beseech, 
With lifted eyes that showed the yellows, 
The lawyer, loriner, and leech 
T. tremble and be better fellows; 
And filled with sorrow through and through 
And shocked beyond compare, these latter 
Proceeded in a body to 
Reform the publican and hatter. 





Then all the startled neighbourhood, 
In horror at the butcher's vices, 
Went off to ask him if he would 
Reform his quality and prices. 
I hold it very good and nice 
And brave and worthy admiration, 
For people thus convinced of vice 
To aim, like this, at reformation. 


Constrained, the grocer let alone 

His sugar, and his ways were mended; 
The butcher also banished bone 

And gristle from the meat he vended. 
And all the others gave their minds 

To thorough moral reformation : 
I'm free to bet one seldom finds 

So wonderful an alteration. 


Although their profits ebbed away, 


They smiled, sustained by righteous action ; 


Their honest dealing wouldn't pay— 
But, oh! the moral satisfaction ! 
To keep to crooked ways and thrive 
A strong temptation oft assailed them ; 
But Mr. Verchoo would arrive, 
And resolution never failed them. 


And earnings ever growing thin, 
Their fortunes suffered dissolution ; 
T .cy thereupon retired within 
A charitable institution. 











But memories of Mr. V 

The illumed their deso'ation— | 
A beacon o'er a gloomy sea, 

And this was ample compensation. 


And, strange to say, one afternoon 

Two sharp detectives came, requiring 
Good Mr. V. himself, a boon 

‘Lhe law some time had been desiring. 
His country sent him on the wing 

For seven years of transportation, 
For some imprudent li tle thing, 

Say forgery—assassination ! 





A BUSINESS INTERVIEW. 
Scene: An Editorial Sanctum Sanctorum. 


ConTRIBUTOR (entering, removes his hat, falls on his knees, puts some 
coals on th« fire, sweeps the hearth, opens the ventilator, then retires to a 
remote corner, humbly). My lord, I regret to say that, in consequence 
of a dearth of incident, I have been unable to bring down any copy. 

Epiron (opening and tasting a firkin of sample butter). Oh, well, 
how d'ye suppose I do? (Wi ttes hals a column abou: the butter.) 

ContripuTor. You see, my lord, [ could do a comic song about the 
Bulgarian Atrocities, only not being Conservative, you see; and I could 
do a political squib about Russia, only I don’t know anything about 
Russia. 

Epitor (opening a birrel of sample oyst-rs and eating them). I never 
write without practical experience of a subject. (Writes a column about 
the oysters.) 

ContrisuTor. I might, my lord, have worked Bismarck and the 
Porte up into something connected with the Aati-Vaccination Move- 
ment and the Easter Holidays, but they wouldn’t go well together. 

Epitor (tasting @ sample cheese and a sample pot of apric»t marmalude). 
Never write about things that don’t go well together. (Writes half a 
column about the cheese and the apricat jum.) 

CuontxinuTor. You see, there's a lot of things in the papers, bat I 
haven't had time to study them properly. 

Epitok (handing a hare,a haunch of mutton, a Yorkshire pie, and a 
sucking pig to the offiee boy to tie us). Then don’t write about them. 
You see those things which have been left at the office with a request 
for a notice; I don’t merely /ook at them and write something. No, 
sir, I shall take them home, have them cooked for my dinner, and 
when I have digested them, [ shall sit down and describe them to the 
public, Not before, sir. I wish my contributors were as conscientious 
in their work. 

ConTRIBUTOR (Aungrily, yet nervously). Well, my lord, as—you— 
ah—put it that way, I think now that if I had a something—ah— 
practical to study, 1 could—ahem—vwrite a column or so about it. 

Eprtor. Could you? 

ConTRIBUTOR (sayer/y). Yes! 

Evitor. You ain't a married man and you haven't got a family ? 

ConTRIBUTOR (doubtfully). No. 

Eviror. Then I’ve just got the very thing for you. (Hunds hima 
hard parcel’. There's a patent cast iron safety brake for a perambu- 
lator, there. Wonderful thing! ‘Take it home and d> me a column 
about it. There, no thanks. (Op-ns a bottle of champagne and a box of 
cigars). Ive got these things to study before [ review them, and 1 
study best alone. Gvod morning. 


A Tory Young Radical. 

A “younac gentleman” named Hill, who was sent to prison—and 
very properly too—wichout the option of a fiae, for firing off a gun 
loaded with ball cartridge to the imminent danger of passers-by, gave 
as his defence that “‘ he was the son of a distinguished mili man, 
and had yet to learn that there was any law to prevent him firing a 
gun when and where he pleased.”” As he received 21 days with hard 
{abour, perhaps he learnt what he wanted. While he was being removed 
he remarked that “the laws of the country wanted great alteration.” 
Doubtless, but we hardly think the staunchest Conservative would 
carry the principle of hereditary honour so far as to allow e son of a 
gun—or of a gunner either—to go about firing point blank at poor 
women and children. 


Commons’ Property. 

Tue Speaker of the House of Commons has been robbed of a 
valuable gold watch “ which he had only recently purchased.” The 
Speaker had possibly been speaking of his new acquisition a little too 
freely to some of his friends. However, he is sure to recognise it if 
he sees it again, as of course it bears his Brand. By the way, if 
“speech is silver,” what right has the Speaker with a gold watch? 
The taker might plead a justification! 


Astizy’s Crincvs.—The Agricultural Hall. 
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The Sight-seer fixed by the eye of him who ‘‘ shows the place,’’ and singled out as the victim of his explanations. 
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“UNDER GOVERNMENT PATRONAGE.” 


WARD HUNT’S NEW (BUT NOT CHEAP) AND NASTY SHIP-KNACKERY STORE. 
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JOYOUS SPRING. | 


Now, weary with its diemal fog and rain, 

The winter cold has dragged its dreary chain, 
With scarce a gleam of sunny ray 
To send us laughing on our way. 

And now these wintry months are past recall 

Come, sunny days! make us forget them all. 


Come, joyous Spring! thy greeny mantle spread, 
And make the rich earth all a posy bed. 
Come, snow-drop and the bright blue-bell, 
Sweet primrose in the woody dell ; 
Come, now, bedeck each grass field that we know 
With buttercup and dappled daisy show. 


Come, clothe the trees with bright new leafage green, | 

With pearly blossom where the snow has been, | 
Deck hedgerow and the rippling rili ; | 
Come, gold and purple daffodil. 

Full throated song birds flood the woody grove 

With gladsome melody of life and love. 


Now, girdled with thy dewy mantle gay, 
Drive out the winter and the dark cold day, 

That we may see, with all its grace, 

Thy ever laughing, comely face. ) 
Let blithe young life come tripping o'er the plain, 
And Spring! sweet Spring! O, not excessive rain. 


For this young year, which we with joy did hail, 

Hath brouy ht us nought but weeping, wrath, and wail— | 
Great floods out o’er the grassy land,— | 
The cry of war and fiery brand, 

But now we hope a better song to sing ; 

Make merry hearts and glad, bright, joyous Spring. 


The Old Bucks. 


Ata meeting of the Bucks Quarter Sessions, Lord Ye 
Beaconsfield (one of the Bucks, we presume) attended, | , 
and joined in a discussion on the cattle plague. By an 
extraordinary accident he quite omitted to call it coffee- 
house babble, nor did he ascribe its progress to the 
factitious opposition of the Liberals. He is betraying 
his part 


y- 








SPORT OF THE FUTURE. | 


A “Great walking match” has been arranged for an early date | 
between Strait Waistcoat and Chickoleary, the celebrated Hono- | 
lulu peds. The walk is for fifty years, and the track selected is the | 
outer circle of the Metropolitan Railway. Tickets of admission may 
be bequeathed by will to the descendants of the purchaser, and the 
performers are to be at libery to accept engagements at monkey 
circuses when the gate money falls off. 

Mr. Barney, the bicycle-rider, has taken the Crystal Palace for a 
term of years for a race against snails. The snails will be driven by | 
Mr. Charles Darwin, and the famous Barney backs himself to arrive | 
at the end of the centre transept Jast. 

Tryon, the Indian ostrich-rider, will ride 500 miles in a fort- 
night on Ramsgate sands. The ostriches will be supplied by Mr. 
Jamrach. 

Captain Cuff, the well-known amateur, begs to say that having | 
been unfortunate in business he has taken the Agricultural Hall for 
a week, and invites the youth of England to come and see him walk | 
about in his best hat. Lessons in boxing, running, walking, and | 
rowing (theoretical). Betting and boozing (practical). Youths home | 
from Eton for the holidays specially attended to. 


} 
| 


Water Bewitched. | 

A pDAIRYMAN in the country has been fined for selling ‘milk 
adulterated with 80 per cent. of water.” He ought to have been | 
prosecuted by the local water company for weakening their ware and | 
destroying its character for strength in the neighbourhood. As our | 
own dairy-fed joker says, no wonder this ingenious experimenter used» 
to call out “‘ Milk by L'Eau!” | 





Two Sides to a Question, 
Ir is stated that working men have contributed next to nothing to | 
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THE LIGHT OF HIS COUNTENANCE : 
AN ALLEGORY OF “JOYOUS SPRING.” 


A Game at Napoleon, 
Tuzy say that Earl Dudley has bet £25,000 that Napoleon IV. will 
be officially proclaimed during the Earl's lifetime, and that the Prince 
of Wales has taken the bet. His lordship is unfortunate in the way 


of recovering anything (the jewels to wit), and we hardly fancy all 


his money will put a new Nap on the velvet of the Imperial throne. 


First Principles. 


Some curiosity-monger writes to a contemmerny and asks, ‘‘ What 
is the origin of hot cross buns?” Why, dough, of course, stupid. 

Speaking of this reminds us that a friend of ours, troubled some- 
what with feet, says it is singular, but on Good Friday he felt all over 
hot cross bunions. We informed him this was because corn is a 
primary ingredient in these seasonable delicacies. 


Extraneous Matter. 
BisMARCK is going to give up business for a year and travel about 
Europe. Having put everything in train at home we shall see him in 
train abroad, though what he will be training for no one but himself 


| will know. Possibly to give General von Stosch a year’s start and a 


beating. Who knows? 


Letts Away. 

Masszs. Letrs, who, we believe, supplied Pepys and Evelyn witk 
their first diaries, announce a Royal Exchange dress, and are now 
to be found in King William-street, E.C. This is not only a com- 
plete novelty in the Exchange business of the building at the bottom 
of Cornhill, but it may also be considered a New Cross over. 


Un Facon de Parler. 
In the accounts of a horrible scene at an execution with which an 


George Odger’s memorial fund. Perhaps they think that if those | unsensational press has been flooded, it is stated that when the rope 
who now find so much good in the dead democrat had spoken out broke “the culprit fell upon his feet.” Considering that he was 
honestly when he was alive, there would have been no necessity for a | “‘ satisfactorily’ rehanged as soon as another rope could be procured, 
subscription at all. | we think this statement hardly well considered. 
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THE WILL ANO THE DEcD. 


Missus, to Follower :—“ AND You, YoU GREAT UGLY Bsast! Gear OUT OF MY KITCHEN, AND THANK YOUR STARS THAT I DON’T TAKB YOU 


BY THE SCRUFF OF THE NECK AND TURN YOU OUT QUICKER THAN YOU CAME IN. G-’R-R-R!” 


A GREAT PUBLIC BENEFACTOR. 


man was the greatest 
ambition of Ernest N. 
D-ver, and from earliest 
infancy he gave himself 


7 do good for his fellow | 


up to not alone the study, | 
but the practice of philan- | 
interesting operation from the supernally smug and contented manner 
| in which the statement is generally given off that the process is or has 


thropy. And let me here 
premise that there was not 


the faintest suspicion of | 


humbug in his composi- 
tion. He was sincere and 
ingenuous a8 man can 


well be, and though doubt- | 


less wrong in all his con- | 
_ tion as a philanthropist, and that he was really doing a great deal of 


' harm to the community by encouraging the destitute, who are naturally 


ceptions of true charity 
and its objects, no thought 
of self had part in his 


being. Some men give. 
their whole lives up to the | 


study of charity, and find 
it pay well ; they set up in 
business as public bene- 
factors, and after a few 
years retire on their 
laurels and a moderate 
competence ; they are the 
living instances’ that 
charity blesses both the giver and the receiver, the former more 
particularly. Ernest N. Dever was not of these, he was a blatant 
enthusiast in the cause of relieving the sick and afilicted. He 
was, in fact, what a properly charitable and well Organised dispenser 
of relief would have styled foolishly perverse in his way of giving to 
all who asked, without in any way knowing where they were born, 


[ Exit Follower, thanking his stars visibly. 


| whether they had any parents, and if so, how many ; how often they 


had been vaccinated, and what was the parish to whi-h they were 
duly and properly chargeable. 

Ernest N. Dever was, as I have hinted, far from politic in his 
charity. He might have done as so many other people I know do, 
and allowed his heart to bleed for the poor, and thus saved his pockets. 
After a great many years’ experience, I have arrived at the conclusion 
that the cheapest way in which you can show sympathy is by lettiog 
your heart bleed—and keep on bleeding. I fancy it must be a rather 


been going on. But Ernest was not able to comprehend the advantage 
accruing from a process pleasant to the performer and satisfactory to 
all concerned, except maybe the recipients of sympathy ; but then 
such people never are satisfied. And so he, without saying much, used 
to allow his cheque-book, or his purse, to bleed for him in a way that 
can only be considered shocking, seeing that it brought him no reputa- 


idle and vicious ; and, as it were, holding out a premium to poverty, a 
plague-spot which should be stamped out by any and every means. 
Evidently, Ernest had not a well Organised or properly balanced 
mind. He could not see that he was injuring his country and its 
institutions when he gave a blind man sixpence or slipped a shilling 
into the hand of a famished needlewoman gazing into a cookshop in 
hungry, hopeless curiosity. He would wait about, during what was 
humorously known as the dinner hour, in poor and shabby genteel 
neighbourhoods, with a large stock of small silver, and generally come 
away without even a copper. He used to say this was a very pleasant 
way of spending a morning. I think the pleasure must have been 
found in the utter unworthiness of such a proceeding and the satisfac- 
tion there always is in doing what is wrong. A subscription of five 
pounds annually to some well-conducted and properly Organised pro- 
tection association would have been of much greater use to the 
community generally, and, besides, would have given him the benefit 
of an advertisement, while as matters stood Ernest got no recognition 
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at all for his labours, even admitting for the sake of argument that 
they were in the right direction. 

I think I have said enough to show that whatever his failings may 

have been, Mr. Ernest N. Dever was thorough in all his transactions, 
though mistaken in his purpose. I am sorry not to be able to enter 
into a long list of the benefits he heaped upon his darling poor, who, 
of course, took all he had to give, and considered him (as one of them 
himself expressed it after being loaded with favours and obligations) 
‘“‘a reg’'lar champion mug.” I must, I know, confine myself to a 
brief statement of fact, and regret that so evidently honest a man as 
Ernest should have taken the wrong road in the blindness of his 
purpose. 
_ The best proof I can give how utterly wrong Ernest N. Dever was 
in all he did for the benefit of mankind is, that after a long course of 
prodigality of the kind described he became poor. And I must admit 
that, wrong as I think he was in all he did, there was something 
sorrowful in seeing him down in the world, and even when sixpences 
were a8 scarce as sovereigns had once been plentiful, giving still to 
the promiscuous poor as heartily if not as successfully as ever. 

I fancy he came to grief conducting the prosecution of a case in 
which the parochial officials were defendant. There had been some 
scandal which got into the papers about a woman having been starved 
to death, though her husband and children had repeatedly applied to 
the workhouse as well as to the offices for Organised relief, and had 
begged them to send to the cellar in which the woman lay. When 
they did get there only the undertaker was required, and as the 
Master of the Workhouse said, it wasn't likely the parish could be to 
blame, as the guardians didn't want to incur the expense of burying a 
lot of paupers. Two of the children died a day or two afterwards, 
and there the matter might very well have rested, but Mr. Ernest N. 
Dever would interfere, and finding no one else dared prosecute the 
guardians, commenced an action himself. And then was shown the 
blessing of an Organisation Society. It was proved beyond a doubt 
that the woman’s husband had ten years before been in good employ- 
ment, which he left of his own accord to set up in business for himself; 
that though he was not successful, he had been seen three times in the 
last seven years coming out of a public-house ; and that once when he 
had been offered a shilling to doa day's work he struck for eighteen- 
pence. This was enough. The jury at once stopped the case, and 
the judge said such a shameful prosecution should never have been 
begun. The papers which had been hardest on the parish officials 
now turned round and abused Ernest, who was cast in all costs, and 
had besides to square one or two Organising committees to prevent 
their bringing actions against him for defamation. As at this moment 
two poor tradesmen for whom he had been security went utterly to 
smash, previous to moving into larger premises and commencing busi- 
ness free of all incumbrance, my hero was sold up stock and lot, and 
though he paid full twenty shillings in the pound and avoided any overt 
act of bankruptcy, he was irretrievably ruined, and had to go into 
mean, shabby furnished lodgings in a small street that runs by the 
Agricultural Hall at Islington. 

It was evident that his failures to impress people with a notion that 
he had taken the proper course in all these matters preyed on his 
health. The loss of his money, except when he wanted some to 
bestow on idiotic ‘charity,’ never seemed to trouble him; but there 
was no doubt he was gradually wasting away, and was not long for 
this world. He used to sit at his window and look at the people going 
by, but very seldom went out himself, as he said it made him so 
miserable to see poor people and not be able to assist them. He used 
to be very interested in the folks who went to the Hall at various 
times, and said often he thought he could tell what was going «.n by 
the class of people he saw going in or coming out; and as the shows at 
this place are during the year extremely varied, he found in his 
speculations considerable amusement. As noone ever came to see him, 
he took naturally a grim sort of interest in watching crowds going to 
see anyone or anything else. 

One week he was quite at a loss to make out from his distance what 
was going on. All the different frequenters of the establishment 
seemed to be mixed up in one huge whole, and the excitement was 
evidently intense. He was too weak to walk out, and all he could 
really discover was that two immense placar¢s of men in the attitude 
of walking adorned each door of the hall. This state of things went 
on for four or five days, every day the excitement in the neighbour- 
hood becoming more intense. More and more it puzzled him to 
determine what was the matter, and on the sixth day, when the shouting 
and hurrahing were never-ceasing, he would have gone down though 
he died in the attempt had I not fortunately just then passed his 
window, able and willing to enlighten him. It was the week of the 
great walk between Weston and O'Leary, and I happened to have in 
my pocket a copy of the Daily Smasher, which contained a splendid 
leader on the benefit which accrued to humanity from such generous 
exhibitions of physical endurance. While the sound of the cheering 
was still ringing in our ears I read him the article, which concluded 
as follows :— 

“Since the days of Solyman the Magnificest there have never been 



























two greater public benefactors than these stalwart specimens of a 
magnificent manhood, who have thus shown us of what true heroism 
is capable by contending for six complete days. Yet honour should 
be payed to whom honour is due, and if there is a being superior to 
the walkers themselves, it is that splendid sporting baronet, Sir J. D. 
Astley, to whom the world is indebted for this immortal match. He 
is indeed a Great Public Benefactor.” , 

As I ceased, the cheering in the Hall again broke out anew as though 
to corroborate what I had just read. Poor Ernest smiled sadly—it 
was the last time he ever did smile—and said, looking round his 
lonely room, 80 soon to be empty altogether,— 

“Ah, old man, if I had a chance of beginning all over again, I 
think I too would try some such way of becoming-——.”’ 

Yes, I must finish the sentence for him, poor, dear, mistaken man,— 

“A Great Pustic Bengractor.” 


——————— 


THE HIDDEN MERIT. 
Miss Maup Mania Macxintosu, the Belle of Bethnal Green, 
Was tall and shapely for her age, which age was seventeen ; 
Two thoughts alone consumed her breast—to earn her daily bread, 
And with some plucky man/y man in course of time to wed. 


To do the first from eight to twelve she stood behind a bar, 

And filled the foaming pewter up and served the cheap cigar ; 

To do the last she smiled upon a soldier in the Guards, 

Who took her out for Sunday walks and gave her Christmas cards 


Six feet in stockings measured he, and held himself erect; 

His fierce moustache and haughty eye commanded her respect ; 
He'd spurs upon his polished heels and in his back a bend ; 

On such a man a maiden might for bravery depend. 


And oft on Sunday afternoons, when hanging on his arm, 

If gentlemen but looked at her she felt a wild alarm, 

Lest Private Jones (his name, you know), a prey to jealous fits, 
Should rudely seize them there and then and break them into bits. 


No maiden with a pretty face of suitors has but one, 

And Maud in other times a mild flirtation had begun 

With Billy Dix, a decent chap—a potman, so they said— 

But shorter than the gallant Jones two shoulders and a head. 

Of course poor Billy's goose was cooked when Jones came on the 
scene 

For not a word she spoke to him, that Belle of Bethnal Green, 

But if they met she passed him now with quite a scornful air,— 

How could a man of five feet four with one of six compare? 


‘‘ Oh, never,” cried the lovely maid, “ will I bestow my hand 
On any but a gallant man, the bravest in the land ; 

My soldier hero holds my heart because I know he’s got 

The will and strength if foes oppose to scarify the lot.” 


The marriage morning came at last and proudly down the aisle 
Went Mrs. Jones the newly-made with many a happy smile; __ 
Outside the church a potman stood whom, when the (ruardsman spied, 
Instinctively he raised his arms his head and face to hide. 


That potman grinned a ghastly grin, then whispered Mrs. J., 

‘‘ A lesson learn, oh cruel girl, your sinful pride to slay ; 

Yon hulking bit of overgrowth I've thrashed in many a bout,— 
I’m potman in a Knightsbridge pub. and chuck the soldiers out.” 


When Maud Maria heard too late how she had been betrayed, 

She fainted first and then came to, and then a speech she made: 

‘« Oh, vicar, verger, friends, and you old dames who dust the pews, 
Behold the victim of a faith in six feet in his shoes. 


‘‘ Yon little man of five feet four has thrashed the 1o/ty Jones,— 
Excuse the tremor of my voice, you hear it’s dying tonev; 
Remember, ye who think that size must strength and valour mean, ; 
The fighting Potman, Private Jones, and Maud of Bethnal Green.” 


Morat. 
How often in this world of ours we fix applauding eyes 
On those two self-assertive gifts, long-leggedness and size. 
In every branch of life and art we hail the soldier crew, 
Not dreaming little potmen oft could beat them b’ack and blue. 








Reversing the Order. 

Tux Sh: field Telegraph states that “ while a woman, who resided in 
Houston-street, Glasgow, was scolding her husband she fell on the 
floor and died.” “Ah,” said Mr. Henpeck, who was spelling his way 
through the columns of the paper; ‘‘ what a happy release——poor 


man!” 


Over the Water. , 
Mr. Jcsvpx Arcu has been adopted as the workivg wen's candi- 
date for Southwark. The Liberals want to keep their Locke, but 
they are willing to substitute an Arch for their Beres-ford. 
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FICDLE-DE-DEE. 


Itinerant, to Philosopher :—‘“‘ CoucK US A COPPER, OLD BOOK-WORM.” 


Philosopher :—“* Hoox rr.” 
Itinerant :-—“ Onsecr TO MY VIOLIN P” 
Philosopher :-—“ Yus, AND TO YOUR VIOLINS9LENCB LIKEWISE.” 


Gingerbread. 
An enterprising gentleman of South Kensington proposes to cover 
up the Albert Memorial in Hyde Park. His Royal Highness the 
Prince of Wales, with a filial reverence which does him honour, has 


Mo 
am 
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| ‘“ AN APPEAL TO THE BENEVOLENT.” 


I’m deuced hard-up, and my clothes are forsaking me, 
Poverty’s singled me out for her flock ; 
| One of her victims she’s bent upon making me ; 
| All my pet schemes she has brought to a ‘ block.”’ 
| I've heard that benevolent people are going it, 
Bowing to Charity’s earnest decree ; 
| So ye who have coin, and have thoughts of bestowing it, 
| Be kind enough, please, to bestow it on me / 


I've a wife to support, I’ve a family numerous,— 
Ten is the number with which I am blessed, 
| And how can a party be sprightly or humorous 
When his ‘“ missus”’ and children are shabbily 
| dressed ? 
| And so, if you've soup-tickets, blankets, or boots to 
spare, 
Now is the time to attend to my plea, 
And furthermore should you have any old suits to spare, 
Think of my family—send them to me ! 


Look at my hat—’tis a napless and shocking one ; 
Look at my coat—it’s deserting me now ; 

D n't be hard-hearted, relentlessly mocking one. 
Notice how poverty’s furrowed my brow ! 

My tailor annoys me (whom truly I meant to pay)— 
Tailors are frequently pests you'll agree. 

And picture my lot, with a quarter’s back rent to pay— 
Now is your time to send something to me ! 

* « * * 


* 
I don’t mind admitting the story I’ve told to you 
Is but a fiction—a falsehood, as ’twere. 


uf 


But still there are many, whose woes I’d unfold to you, 
Really deserving of all you can spare. 

Care-wrinkled martyrs whom Fate seems to frown upon, 
Whom want and despair to starvation condemn, 

Minus a home, or a bed to lie down upon— 
Maybe you'd better send something to them / 


—_—_—_—_—— 


Lawful Possession. 


At the Dudley Police-court Daniel Oakley, “a doggy 
collier,’ was charged with biting off the nose of Isaac 
Law, “a night contractor.” Who knows but what 
Daniel might, in his obscure way, have thought he was 
rendering Isaac a great service sous les circonstances ? 
According to one report, ‘‘ the defendant was bound over 
to keep the piece.” 








To the Ladies, 


Le Follet, after describing minutely the decorations on certain new 
styles and fashions of ladies’ dress, and after dilating on the way they 


‘are to be trimmed for the current month, says, “for out-of-door 


graciously consented to the covering up. With all deference we 


think carting away would be at least as easy, and couldn’t fail to be 
much more satisfactory. Perhaps, if the aébris were sold and the 
amount received cogmes to some practical porpene, say the feeding 
and educating of only half a dozen poor chil 


wear they are, of course, tabooed.” If this style of ornamentation 
could but be adopted a little more widely with regard to some sorts 


of in-door dress as well, the innovation might not be considered 


ren, we might yet secure | 


something worthy of being called the memorial of a Queen and her | 


people. 3 
*©Once Bit twice Shy.” 


checkmated”’ some who had tried to buy over his jockey, b 

riding and winning easily himself. This “ very nearly” is not bad. 

It would be well to know how his Grace would have managed had he 

done the thing completely. Since the Globe's unhappy little escapade 

over the boatrace, it has, perhaps, learnt the danger of expressing a 

= Sqecerae Opinion, even though the matter be already done and 
ecided. 


h 6 Extra Strong 
STEEL PENS, 


WITH OBLIQUE 
AND TURNED-UP 
POINTs, 








unworthy of a testimonial to its promoter. 


A Compound Fracture, 
Tux wife of Lord Chief Justice Coleridge has fallen down and 


broken arib. This is a somewhat complicated surgical case, as though 


it was Lady Coleridge who met with the accident, it was in reality his 


Tus Globe says that the old Duke of Queensberry “‘ very nearly jordship’s rib that received the injury. 


A Blow. 
Lorp AYLEsrorp is to be added to the list of titled assaulters of men 


of the law. It is discussed in court and legal circles whether this 
fashionable offence shall be considered a lordable or a laudable 
one. 
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. OVER 200 pATTEANS, As Supplied to the | 
eee Washes 
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Master Georgie (mindful of the sufferings of a younger brother):—‘‘ Ou, MamMMA, WHAT DO YOU THINK, JANE HAS BEEN AND TAKFN THE 
‘Kid Reviver’ you TOLD HER TO FRICH INTO THE KITCHEN instead of bringing it upstairs for biby.” 








APRIL You hold the cup of pleasure up, and cause us all to drink of it, 
‘ , . a 7 , And when we have partaken, to our senses we awaken— 
On, April, gentle April, we rejoice to see you here again You go, when thirty days have passed; so, now I come to think 
To freshen up the flowers with your tiny little showers ; of it, 
The = getting stronger, and the skies are bright ani c’ear I've hadf a mind to tell you not to visit us again ! 
And meadows are with buttercups and daisies now arrayed. EEE 
se ane filled with joyous tears, but still they’re tears of joy, ‘‘ Wire” Fencing. 
Because you see before you all who lovingly adore you; | a, ican pat wom, Alonenee ” = A man ve come fe ome 
Our pleasure at beholding you is minus all alloy, my love ! United Ki yes * ‘i —— . j it © —_ y oe ds 1 | 
Hae youllllgy FOR GONE co Ne, howiauing SEbs weld | thousands of pounds compensation before he allows the monument to | 
Oh, April, little April, how severe your predecessor was— be removed.” This gentleman has “ got the Needle” in an excep- | 
’T was rather windy weather, come to take it altogether ; ' tional sense, and sets an exceptional value on it. Very likely, though, | 
Yes, Boreas, the villain, a tyrannical oppressor was— this is only his way of showing his Cleopatriotism. 
Moreover Mr. Pluvius came soaking us with rain. snaesetianmananncapnatinitmapadipaeineite 
But there, we will ignore the past, and bury animosity ; Technological. | 
We've no desire to fret you,—you delightful little pet you,— A rarton advertises:—‘‘ Wanted, a young man to canvass and | 
‘oo ° ‘ uld we oe ae ve ° oe of verbosity ¢ assist in the sewing occasionally.’’ Inthe sewing of the canvass, of | 
ee eee ee i» Pee poe Re _course. This looks like a sew-sew situation, which would only be 


Oh, April, tender April, kindly smile your winning smile again, | applied for by a tailor’s goose. 
That smile that makes us joyous when old sorrow would annoy us ; — 
Be affectionate and gentle, now you've visited our isle again, WANTED 


Come, give us loving glances, like you've given us before. 
And then we'll scatter care aside (for care is deleterious !) Tx1s Protocol to understand 
’Tis better to be wooing than incessantly pursuing Demands a certain knowledge. 
The shadow-throng that haunt our cok and only tend to To benefit the doubtful band, 
weary us; Let’s found a Protocollege. 


So, April, sit you down, and let us whisper Cupid's lore! — 


. . . . . How Many Meére?P 

Ah, April, tearful April, you’re as fickle as the rest of them, Tuy always excel us in theatrical enterprise in Paris. Simul- | 
You snare us all instanter, and pretend you'll be a granter taneously with The Two Mothers at the Holborn, the Opéra Comique 

Of lasting love! you steal our hearts and then you make a jest produces Cing Mars. 


of them, 
And turn your little nose up with ineffable disdain ; 


Property Namzep.—The Meatropolitan Cattle Market. 
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TRUE MUSIC. 


\ / IRABEL'S a blithesome fairy, 
{ }\ Frolicsome is she ; 
\ Better I love little Mary 
(Who believes in me!) 
Mirabel, on music doting, 
Comes it rather strong, 
Almost day and night devoting 
Unto psalm and song. 


Mary has but little learning,— 
Exercises, scales, 

Open to her mind no yearning 
For minute details. 

Mirabel, who's monstrous clever, 
Plays the violin 

In a way remembered ever 
Should she once begin. 


Mirabel has been to college 
(i, A. M. I mean), 

She possesses all the knowledge ; 
Ske says ao “‘ green.” 
Yut J can’t help often thinking 

That upon the whole 
Mary’s voice is music linking 
Loving soul to soul. 
So I love my little Mary, 
Mary, full of glee, 
Mary, who is ne'er contrary, 
Mary, who loves me. 
Let them who, in music living, 
Think tkat love is nought, 
Mind lest proof of this they’re giving: 
They are the untaught ! 








MYSTERY EXPLAINED. 
CHAPTER I.—REGENT-CIRCUS. 


Ir was during a fine spring afternoon. sir, in the year 1877, 
and I was standing at the corner of Regent-circus wondering 
whether Tyndall and Huxley were humourists cf the deepest 
dye, or whether they knew as much about the globe as the Globe 
knows about sport, when Count Schouvalcff passed me on his way 
to sign the Protocol. I had met him a few weeks previously 
at a knurr and spell competition, and | presumed upon the acquaint- 
ance. ‘“ Count," said I, *‘ why does Bismarck want to retire?’’ He 
looked at me sternly for a moment, then his lips relaxed into 
a smile, and he replied, ‘‘ Meet me at Highgate Archway this 
evening. Wear a Parlismentary Blue bock in your button hole 
that I may recognise you I willthentellyouall.” I spent the rest of 
the afternoon at palmistry and divination, and having discovered that 
Captain Burnaby rode to Khiva in order to advertiss Nino's trousers 
and Cockle’s pills, 1 walked nine miles an hour according to the new 
Agricultural rules, and then slept with the innocence of childhood 


until the appointed hour. 


CHAPTER II.—HIGHGATE ARCHWAY. 


Precisely as Sir John Bennett's thirteen clocks struck the varying 
hours of Europe, a hansom cab drove rapidly in a North Suburban 
direction, and colliding with Highgate Archway shot its occupant into 
the lap of a human form crouching in a corner. The human form and 
the shot occupant emerging to the light, 1 discovered that one was 
myself and the other was the Marguis of Hartington. “Ah,” I 
exclaimed, “ where is the Count?’’ “ Hush!’ was the answer; “he 
cannot come. Disraeli and Derby are supping at the Cremorne 
branch in order to talk quietly, and he is up the chimney listening. 
He expects to hear something cf importance.” ‘ And he has sent you 
to tell mes’ ‘To tell you that he knows why the torpedo went off 
at Hendon. That he knows why Weston declined to meet Howes. 
That he knows why a daily contemporary gives column assaults upon 
women; and that at an early date he will tell you why Bismarck 
wants to retire. In the meantime, he forwards you two old Judge and 
Jury tickets which will pass you into “ the Duke'’s"’ if unaccompanied 
by a lady, and he hopes that you will use your personal influence with 
the Prince of Wales and beg him not to make “ long walking’”’ attire 
de rigueur for evening dress. Meet him this day week in Tiger Bay, 
and all shall be revealed.’’ With these words we adjourned to the 
bar-parlour, and after a game of skittles and a couple of rounds with 
the eighty-one ton gun, we parted with vows of eternal friendship, 
which neither Forster nor Gladstone should be able to overcome. 


THE 
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CHAPTER III.—TIGER BAY. 


It was something after midnight when a strange wild man with a 
literary eye and a lead pencil accosted me in Tiger Bay. ‘“ You 
behold in me,” he sobbed, burying his face in an early edition of the 
Pall Mall, “ the victim of a vivid imagination and a low appearance. 
Once I made daily discoveries of horrible affairs; now, alas! [ can only 
reveal my special attainments once a week. Will you allow me, dis- 
guised as a Russian prince, to overhear your interview with Count 
Schouvaloff ?’’ Hardly had I consented when the Count drove up in a 
new steam tramway accompanied by Jem Mace his trainer, and 
drew me rapidly aside into a deserted French tinned pea shop. The 
latest importations of American beef hung in dazzling rows from the 
wall, and the windows were decorated with pictures of Patti and 
Nicolini divorcing their respective partnersin a duct. “ You wish 
to know,” exclaimed the Count, playing nervously with the Protocol, 
‘“‘why Bismarck wants to retire r’’ 

“IT do,” whispered the faded sensationalist incautiously through the 
keyhole; and conversation was interrupted while the pugilist chucked 
him on to the roof. 

At this moment the gentle Russian burst into tears. ‘ Ah, sir,’’ he 
sobbed, ‘‘the Czar, my master, has fallen into bad hands. Ignatieff 
has heard from his spies that I was about to reveal this great diplo- 
matic secret to you, and he has ordered me to walk to Siberia and back 
in velvet breeches and top boots, no attendant to go more than two 
versts, and then for the purpose of handing me bouquets. But ere I 
divide the gate money with my aristocratic backer, I will tell you why 
Bismarck wants to retire.” At this second, Tyndall, by a daring 
experiment, produced a thunderstorm from a rotten egg and a spoon- 
ful of sherbet, and when the last Ecio had been sold to the gutter 
gang, the voiee of the Count sounded icily through the disarranged 
atmosphere—‘‘ Because ke wants to be asked notto.’”’ Andthen we all 
sat down and tried whisky out of blue glasses. 


Browning to Wit. 

An American statistician wants to know how it is that “there are 
more men named Brown given to writing rhymes than of any other 
namef’’ Possibly, like a true American, this statist invents his fact 
for the purpose of asking his question. But’ifhe be correct, we 
should say it is because there are more men named Brown than of any 
other name, and that they Brown to the process proportionably. 


In the Street. 
Jones. Dreadful thing tha‘, wasn’t it, Brown kicking his wife to 
death f ; 
G sxEEN. 
JONES. 


do it. 
Green. Ah! always had a great deal of gentlemanly feeling. 


Awful. 
Actually went up stairs and put on a clean pair of boots to 


No Threat at all. 

In a paragraph we read that “a split is threatened inthe Home Rule 
Executive Council.’’ We thought the chief fear in the minds of Irish 
members was that too much unanimity was likely to prevail. Some 
of the committeemen have had the tails of their coats let down so as 
to avert homceopathically any too lengthened probabilities of peace; for, 
as one of them said, ‘‘ Shure, and what's the use of being on a com- 
mittee if you can’t commit an assault ?” 


Not ‘‘in the Strand” this time. 

Mrs. Pratamopr, having read that ‘‘a duel with swords between the 
Comte de Martel and Captain de Herac, of the 2nd Hussars, has been 
fought near Nancy,” thinks that the latter must be a shameless hussy, 
and that it’s allus the way with them there furrin females. 

‘‘Worthy’”’ Wit. 

A poLiceMAN has been fined forty shillings for striking a woman 
‘‘ without cause.’ (Our own married man says he doesn’t believe it.) 
The defence was that the blow was without truncheon as well, but the 
magistrate said it wooden’t do. (Laughter.) 


Like a Bull. 


A DaILy paper informs its readers that ‘‘ rinderpest is reported to 
have broken out in Oxon.’’ There can be nothing wonderful in this. 
In fact, it is the very place where we should have thought it would 
have been most expected. 


All for a Penny. 


A cuitp has been poisoned by a pennyworth of sweets at Penicuick, 
in Scotland, Penidead it looks like. 








—_—— ea 


Aprit 18, 1877.] 


THE ARROGANT AMATEUR. 


An ATHLETIC ANECDOTF. 


Bsn Butty with the ambient locks 
Was burning for athletic fame, 
And though afraid of roughish knocks, 
Engaged a man to teach /a boxe 
(Or boxing—it is all the same). 


Ben Bully was a handsome man 
(He used to be considered such) ; 

He’d pondered o’er a novel plan 

To save his face. And so began 
(For he was anxious overmuch) : 


‘“‘ Dear Fighting Man, I love you well 
And wouldn’t like to spoil your look, 
And yet my secret I must tell 
Ere with the gloves we take a spell, 
Or you without them take your hook. 


‘“‘ Dear Tutor, don’t my spirit vex 
By heavy punches round the ring, 
Or else among the softer sex 
No longer I as rex.” ; 
(He might as well have said, as king.) 
‘“‘T only want to have it said 
* Ben Bully is a boxer rare ; 
For though he’s got a splendid head 
And features that are thoroughbred, 
No bruiser may with him compare. 


‘¢ ¢ He knocks ’em down with iron hand, 
Down, down to mother earth they go!’ 

And champions applauding stand, 

And say, ‘ Oh, crimes!’ and ‘ Ain’t it grand? 
And he’s a swell, too, don’t you know!’ 


‘‘ And ladies then will doubly prize 

The honour of a glance from me ; 
There’s nothing makes a fellow rise 
So much within a woman's eyes 

As physical ability.” 

He ceased, and then the Bruiser spoke, 

In accents which of course were rough : 
* Yer see it ain’t no sorter joke 
To me to be the ugmer bloke.”’ 

(For “‘ fool” this is the guantum suff.) 
‘“ But if you'll pay me well in quids, 

Or flimsies, as I should have said, 

I'll do what your ambition bids ; 
I’m up to all you offters’ kids, 

And you can punch my bloomin’ ’ed.” 
No sooner was the bargain struck, 

Then Bully asked his friends to come 
And witness how superior pluck 
Enabled him to try his luck 

With one who’d made so many glum. 


The friends with quivering eyeballs watched 
The course of the unequal fray, 
And ‘ Oh,” they said, “‘ that Bruiser botched 
His fortunes when our Ben he cotched ! 
Dear Ben! Don’t kill him quite to-day.” 
Then round the town ran Bully’s fame, 
‘‘ Dear handsome Ben!” the women cried. 
And still he played the punching game, 
And still he paid his man the same, 
And still he wasn’t satisfied. 


For Ben with pride was overset 
(A haughty sort of chap was he), 
He paid the coin with much regret, 
And thought when squaring up the debt, 
‘“‘ This form’s ‘ not good enough’ for me! ”’ 


Why should I give this man so much, 
When I am better every way ? 

I'll get from out his hungry clutch, 

No pieces more of mine he’ll touch, 
This sort of thing ’ll never pay.” 

Next day he straight his tutor told 
He'd part no more with all his cash, 

And spoke in words extremely bold, 

And said he thought that he’d been sold. 
(His words / think were somewhat rash.) 
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‘¢ You know,” he said, ‘‘ I never knew 
How good I was when first I came 

To try the best that I could do,— 

Why, blow it! I could smother you, 
And give you points at any game.” 


The Bruiser bowed his humbled head, 

And said, ‘‘ Well, guv’nor, right yer are ;”’ 
I allus stands by wot J’ve said, 
But if you're from the contract led, 

We’ll wind up with a friendly spar.” 


Ben Bully fetched his friends to look 
(He didn’t have to seek ’em long) ; 

But oh, a mean advantage took 

That Bruiser, and my faith he shook 
In teachers who are over-strong. 


He rushed at Ben in manner new 
(He'd never tried that way before) ; 

Straightway at Bully’s face he flew, 

And left him helpless, black and blue, © 
And limp and lifeless on the floor. 


Cruelty to Animals. 


Tue fallacious notion that the ass never dies is likely to be disproved 
even once more. When we hear that “an unusually large number of 
‘clever’ young painters, whose showy pictures e many, have 
failed to fill their canvases in time for ‘Sending in Day,’’’ we dread 
to think what a serious effect the fact of having no one to vituperate 
may have on the health of the “ Art Critic,” who, for all his asinine 
peculiarities, is no more immortal than his prototype. Bottled up 
venom and spleen must have a mote tas effect on even the 
thickest skinned of animals, and we really think it a’ piece of refinéd 
cruelty on the part of the “ clever” young painters not to send just a 
few of their showy pictures to the Academy, and thus give the “ Art 
Critic ”’ a fresh lease of life. 


Two of a Trade. 


Onz of the weekly newspapers questions Mr. Oross’s statement as to 
the twice-hanged murderer at Leeds. The Home Secretary, in answer 
to a question concerning this outrage upon humanity, said he was 
quite prepared to give all assistance as to material or otherwise which 
lay in his power. For our own part, we think the Home Secretary, 
with regard to the hangman, like the Lord Chamberlain with regard 
to Mr. Albery, has already allowed “ too much rope.” 


A Dry Fact. 
A NOBLE aspiration is about to be fulfilled. A famous poet once 
sang or said :— 
** Oh, that a Dutchman’s draught might be 
Deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee.”’ 
The Zuyder Zee is about to be drained, and it is a Dutchman’s draft 


(thirteen and a half millions) which will do it. 


‘‘ Breakers Ahead,” 

‘‘DanreL Scutty, a young fellow about twenty, was charged with 
breaking open his mother’s head by striking her with a teapot.’ 
Thus runs the police report, and our own hypercritic objects to the 
term “ breaking open.” He says anyone would think Mrs. Scully’s 
head was a bank, or a fire-proof safe, to hear of its being broken 
“open.’’? We think the report is quite correct, as before Daniel could 
get well to his work he had to find a way through the locks, 


Quick Work. 

Tue following notice is painted on the back door of Christ Church, 
Bexley Heath: “ All persons wishing to have their graves turfed and 
kept in order must apply to the sexton.’’ There is also an intimation 
that the money must be paid in advance. ‘This is hardly necessary, as 
to pay at all one must be pretty quick about it. 


Home Pressed. 


Tue Bishop of Guildford, speaking of the overcrowding of the poor, 
maintains that it is “a pressing subject.” It is more; it is subjects 
pressing each other. But if bishops will make jokes they must not be 
surprised to find them publicly pressed as serious utterances. 


‘‘Pro” digious. 
Wuar part of the “ front” ought actors off duty to patronise ?— 
The “ pro”-scenium, of course. 
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A GENEROUS OFFER. 


Crossing Sweeper :—‘‘Gi'B US A COPPER, PLEASB.”’ 


A VOW. 


I wavs constantly heard ‘tis considered absurd 
To cry over milk that is spilt! 

I have also been told what is taken for gold 
Is frequently nothing but gilt! 

But I cannot see why you can not have a cry, 
No matter at all what about! 

And suppose the gilt should appear gold, ’tis as good— 
Excepting to put “‘up the spout”! 

If you wish for a name and are anxious for fame, 
And find life is slipping away ; 

While in trying to rhyme you are wasting your time, 
And find that it never will pay— 

Tho’ it childish appears, you may wash with your tears 
The days that are black with despair ! 

And your head, which refused to make verse, may be used 
To mop up the tears with its hair! 


And if Editors send back the verses you've penned 
As brass superficially gilt, 

When you fancied them gold; it is hard to behold 
Hopes crumble on which you have built! 

Then begin life anew—as I'm going to do— 
And beg your incompetent brain 

To pardon the vow (which I register now) 
To never write verses again ! 





Austere Party :—‘*I NBVER GIVE TO BEGGARS IN THB 8TREBT.” 
4 , , 
Crossing Sweeper :—“ Don’t yBR? WRLL, IN GENERAL MIBRN’S A READY MONEY BUSINESS, BUT JEST LET'S KNOW WHERE YER ’ANG 
OUT, AND HI DON’T MIND CALLING FUR YER 8UBSCRIPTION, IF IT'8 HONY TO GIT ANOTHER LOOK AT YBR ’APPY FACB.” 


ASSAULTS ON WOMEN. 


Tue Rev. Sensation Slapper preached at St. Saccharines on Sunday 
last upon the Frivolities of Female Fashion, and during his discourse 
hit several of the ladies very hard. 

Jones, of the Stock Exchange, went into a glove shop recently, and 
purchased a half-crown pair for his Araminta. Before leaving, he 
gave the lady assistant two bob and a kick. 

Sergeant Jones, of the Life Guards, is now walking out with a cook. 
She states that he caught her eye with his boots. | 

A benevolent gentleman at Yarmouth, hearing that a fisherman had 
been drowned and his boat lost, immediately went and gave the widow 
a smack. 


Exactly ! 


Ir was awfully sad. He was found floating on the Serpentine with 
a letter to his love pinned on his coat tails, and half-a-crown in his 
pocket. His old friend Barnabas couldn’t help weeping as he read 
the sad intelligence. He rocked himself to and fro in the bar parlour 
among sympathising friends. ‘‘I should like to have met him before 
he did it,’’ he sobbed, “ just to have shaken hands with him for the 
last time—and borrowed that half-dollar.’’ 


SS 


Grounds for Alarm. 


In consequence of the recent explosion of a do at the Welch 
Harp much anxiety has been evinced by the local householders. To 
allay their fears we are requested to state that in order to warn them 
of any future danger a Warner is in possession of the grounds. 
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FEELINGS. 


A POPULAR APPEAL TO HIS 


Nurse Derby (to that naughty boy, Turkey) :—“ DON'T YOU MAKE A NOISE, OR ELSE YOU'LL WAKE THE BABY!” 
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THE CURED ACQUAINTANCE. 


CERTAIN acquaintance 
incessantly came 
And worried the pain- 
ter De Brown ; 
He'd cover his pictures 
with praises or blame, 
With such a self-satis- 
fied frown: 
“There's something 
that’s wrong,’ he 
would always de- 


clare, 

But he never said how 
and he never said 
where. 


He'd bring in a pot of tha loveliest 






int, 
And brushes as big as your head, 
And, spite of the artist’s impassioned 
complaint, 
Ignoring the tears that he shed, 
He'd tou 
little style 
Whenever the painter went out for 
awhile. 


Thefheart of {the painter grew heavy, 
like lead, 
Quite tiring to lift as it were; 
He shaved all the hair from the crown 
of his head 
In token of bitter despair—— 
Then, somehow, he suddenly banished his pain 
And put on the hair he’d discarded again. 


‘“‘T wish you would give me a sitting,” he said, 
To him who'd occasioned his woes ; 
‘“‘T’m struck with the classical shape of your head, 
And you have such a beautiful nose!” 
‘“‘ This chance,’’ thought the Critic, ‘‘ ’twere foolish to miss, 
My vanity often has panted for this!” 


‘“‘ All right,” said the painter, “‘ we'd better begin,” 
And twisted him up in a way 

No fallible mortal could twist. himself in - 
If he tried for a year and a day: 

It would have been utterly hopeless to seek 

To get him untwisted in less than a week. 


The model was posed in the greatest delight, 
With a satisfied-vanity grin ; 

But—(to give you a notion, though feeble and slight, 
Of the difficult pose he was in)— 

His shadow was puzzled what pattern to trace, 

And wandered insanely all over the place. 


“The pose,” said the painter, “is grand —unexcelled— ~ 
A perfect «sthetical feast ; 

There’s the loveliest fold that 1 ever beheld ; 
It will take me a year at the least. 

Don’t move till I've finished, or all is in vain ; 

I'm certain we couldn’t arrange it again.” 








up the works in his*own 3 


The model was good I must certainly say : 
No thing to go sniggering at, 

To keep yourself still for a year and a day 
In such a position as that ! 

The teeth of the model were rigidly set— 

The painter was barely beginning as yet! 


The model grew creepy with stiffness and pai 
From the top of his head to his toes ; 7) 

And once he was plainly observed to complain, 
“It is rather a ifficutt pose!”’ 

The painter, all smiling, and bland and benign, 

Now paused in his work for a season, to dine. 


“‘ How I wish you could share this refreshment with me,” 
Said the painter. ‘‘ You needn’t be told— 

But you musn’t be moved in the slightest degree 
For fear of disturbing the fold.’’ 

The model emitted a ; it was plain 

That his love for the fold was beginning to wane. 


Through summer and winter and stiffness and cold, 
In thirstiness, hunger, and tears, 
The model abstained from disturbing the fold 
a seven a. te years. a 
. “ You might,” 6 painter, “: lad of a stretch,.- | *- 
* Flor J think T-.mag any. Ete.completea the theteh.™-7<: 


The model commenced an attempt to untwist, 
But, oh, from his head to his toes, 
He was perfectly stiff and he had to desist 
For he couldn’t come out of the pose. 
So dreadfully stiff was this victim of art, 
That you might have supposed he was cast for the part. 


The painter, assisted by one of his friends, 
Arranged him atop of a chair, 

Then each of them sat upon one of his ends, 
Maintaining the balance with care; 

But just as their efforts were getting him straight, 

He broke in the middle I’m sorry to state. 





They put him together with proper cement, 
And he couldn’t do less than adhere; 

But, spite of the time and the money they spent, 
He always was shaky and queer— 

A little unsettled, perhaps, at the worst, 

But still he was never as good as at first. 


He said there were pains in the centre of him 
(In the waist they had had to repair) ; 
And, no matter how lightly the matter you: skim, 
You will fully believe that there were. 
But still his experience wasn’t in vain, 
For he never went bothering painters again. 


Who! Rae 
A pRaAmATIC critic considers that so far as the production of Fame 
at the Haymarket is concerned ‘‘the game was hardly worth the 
candle.’”’ It could barely be expected to turn outa brilliant affair, 
seeing it was the production of a single Rae. 





Of Chorus! 

Tue Borough of Hackney Choral Association will form, it is 
rumoured, the chorus at the Wagrer Festival. Then, in spite of 
critical predictions, this eccentric composer's compositions will be 
Hackney’d affairs after all. 
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HOW Le LAY OUT A SUBURBAN GARDEN. 
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Jones had leng been looking for a nice little nook of a garden, capable of improvement. ** Now to improve,’’ he said. ‘*‘ First, we’ve got to consider how 
** And here it is,"’ he said, ** capable of any amount of improvement!’’ we can work surrounding objects into our scheme of 
And so it was. beautification.’”’ And he slept upon it. 
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And he had enchanting dreams of the most brilliant success, First, he thought 
he was planting a beautiful park right up his neighbour's wall; 





Then he was laying out a sweet little Sa ee on the roof 
of an adjacent church 
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And at length he had created a perfect paradise, extending over a3 many acres as you oliaal 
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THE NEW EDUCATION. 
Tue days are coming and going and do not resemble each other. 
Latin and Greek and the higher humanities are drugs in the market. 


A CRITERION. 
OW list to my 


Senior wranglers can earn fourpence an hour at the very utmost. tale ye folks 
The Universities and great public schools, recognising the utilitarian who say 
tendency of the age and the great facts of modern civilization, have Ghat when o 
met in conference and agreed : i man’l rede 

1. That every student shall be instructed in the art of earning his he hitewe it 
living with his: hands. : A youthfu i 

2. That workshops shall be immediately erected in which the Ma ramatist 
various branches of skilled labour may be practically acquired under Seote 2 
the direction of duly qualified artizans. 

3. That in order to render the rising generation still more inde- I fan- 
pendent of circumstances, each student shall make and repair his own cy he didn’t 





clothes, cook his own dinner, make his own bed, and perform the 
usual domestic duties of a house under the supervision of trained 
instructors. 

4. That classes for marketing, selecting goods, bargaining, Xc., 
shall be established. 
5. That vacant land shall be acquired in the vicinity of the large 
centres of education, upon which the students shall erect houses and 


Oafds of 


f eS 4 


fit them throughout. Every article required to be manufactured by ~“sugges- 
the various artizan students. wa = 2 tive, 

6. That upon leaving the University every student shall be pre- And he put in 
sented with the tools necessary for his special craft and a certificate ~~ some jests of 
of his competency if deserved. \ r Ahis own to 


7. That degrees of the same -value as those now obtainable in bnhesioe 
classics and mathematics shall be conferable upon the best workmen 
in each trade or art, but that no student shall be eligible for exami- 
nation until he has satisfied the proper authorities that he can read, 
write, cipher, and speak French and German. Classics and mathe- 
matics will be optional except for the candidates for the professions. 
These resolutions will be immediately put into practice, and we 
await with curiosity the appearance of that long-looked-for necessity, 
the union of culture and craft. [Note by compositor.—I should like 
to see a University cove as ’ud set this up without swearin’. If them 


A fun thas was extra festive. 


Each lady blushed and sathered her skirt 
As close as possible round her, 
For Comedy’s robe was black with dirt 
And a shameless jade they found her. 
The stall-going gentlemen laughed and leered, 
And the Chamberlain muttered * D”’ it; 
But the author asked where the rude appeared, 


as chaps was to learn to write plain instid o’ writin’ a lot of For he certainly couldn’t see it. eg 
humbug it ’ud be better. ] It’s awfully hard that an innocent ¥ , 
Should be charged with double mean “4 


When half of his jokes are French forso 
And Bohemian club house gleanings. 

If a man thinks fit for the wife and maid 
The “ blue” that will draw the swells in, 

It —_ ae where his lines are laid 
And the atmosphere he dwells in. 


Sport and Play. 

Ir is reported that Sir John Astley took his friend Weston to church 
the morning after the walking match. It seems singular that the 
sporting baronet can take the Yankee wonder there, and yet have to 
leave him out on the doorstep of the club of which Sir John is pro- 

rietor, or chief promoter, as not being ‘‘a person received in general 
Rociety.” The place where the pair went together ought to be at least 
as select as what is after all neither tore nor leas than a private and 
unlicensed Cremorne, conducted by a body of amateur E. T. Smiths 
and general refreshment contractors, 





eres [Indifferential Calculus, 


Tu extract from a new r would have somew 
exercised the mind of the wie content Cocker :—“ The Chief 
Constable of Cheshire reports that two animals have been attacked 
with foot-and-mouth disease; thirteen had recovered, and eight 
remained under treatment.” So the greater does not always contain 
the less, let philosophers and mathematicians say what they may to 
the contrary. Even the rule of thumb seems unknown when caloula- 
tions are commenced by the foot (and mouth) rule. 


American Humour. 

Tue divorced wife of Miller, the American poet, has, says a Yankee 
journal, “‘ been married in Oregon to a prosaic ex-chief of police.” And 
not the first person either who, failing to obtain a success with poetry, 
has turned attention to prose. It is noticeable that the wedding was 
attended by a prose-cession. 





Guinea Pigstyele. 
&] GenERAL Grant somewhat wittily remarks that since his retire- 
ment from public life he knows what itis to be a sovereign himself aoe 
that he is relieved “‘ from the cares and anxieties of governing forty 
millions of sovereigns.’ At this rate, the geography of the School 
Board will require alteration, as well as the ing book; and the 
United States of America placed next door to the Coast of Guinea. 


A Theatrical Novelty. 

Tus Alhambra Theatre Company advertise that they have had for 
sometime in preparation Offenbach’s Orphée aux Enfers. Among the 
many interesting items of intelligence, they omit one more interesti 
than all, which is, that the mazaging-director will be Leader as well. 





His Mother Knows He’s Out. 
“W. E. G. is requested,” in the agony column of a y paper, 
‘‘to communicate his address to his mother at once.” W. e Ge 
mother is respectfully informed that his addresses are published in a 
cheap form, and may be had at any library. 





Rare ! 


Tue Daily Chronicle has an advertisement in which is offered for 
sale, “seven hens and one cock in full lay.” Within three lines is 
another bargain consisting of “eight pullets; hen and Brahma cock 
all laying.” It must have been “arum start” when they were all 
got on this lay. The wonder to us is, not that such things exist—oh, 
no!—but that their happy possessors should advertise them for sale. 
Why not put ’em in a show and make ten times the money ? 


Our Crosses. 
A vzry political contemporary remarks that we have built a bridge 
for Russia, and the great question is, will she cross it? Of course it 
is. The whole affair is a question of a cross—and a crescent. 





Scotching the Snake. 
Sm Wurerw could do no worse. . A firm of. distillers advertise the 


“Islay Whisky.” I slay! Well, there's like givi 
+t ni ey ; sy Well, nothing like giving the 


THE HILTERN Hunpreps,—The Volunteers on Kaster Monday. 


' Carpe Diem. 

Tue authorities have been catching carp for the “ City waters” of 
the Thames. The City authorities do their own carping. It's better ' 
than leaving it to the inhabitants. F 


AGricvuLttvRAL Lasovrers.—O’Leary and Weston. 








‘ - 158 # UN. (Arar 18, 1877. 


A COMMON OCCURRENCE. 


’T was in the time of frosts and snows, 
When people don their warmest clothes ; 
When Winter, whom we view with dread, 
Was making lots of noses red. 

Etcetera. 


A maiden flitted o’er the room, 

Serene of heart, despite the gloom ; 

You see, she was expecting Aim 

And so, she made herself look prim. 
Etcetera. 


And when that foolish little maid 
In all her neatest was arrayed, 
Lo, suddenly, a knock was heard— 


She met him with a loving word. 
Etcetera. 


a 


He gazed upon that little miss, 

Then gave her such a loving kiss, 

One loving kiss, or maybe more, 

And soon he whispered Cupid’s lore. 
Etcetera. 


The evening came, the hours sped on, 

And still that wooer hadn’t gone. 

Then as it neared the hour of nine, 

He suddenly exclaimed “ Be mine !” 
Etcetera. 


And somehow then his arm was placed 

Around her tiny little waist. 

And then, returning his caress, 

Confidingly she whispered ‘‘ Yes!”’ 

Etcetera, 

* * e = * 

Soon after that, the people say, 

There came a certain happy day. 

The lady looked divinely fair— 

Wore orange-blossoms in her hair. 














‘ Etcetera. 
: ‘ In Honour. 
1 NOW OR NEVER. ‘ en wat be the es of a poy eg ri 
_ : J | Lectureat South Kensington. Hearing that the Prince 
| Porter :—“ Now! WHEN YOU'RE RIGHT. | of Wales might attend, the lecturer altered his subject 
qs Inebriate :—‘‘ Wuan-sH RI—; (hiscup) war, I hain't 'ad nosh'n,”’ _ to “ Boils.” 
) LADY MAYFAIR PROTESTS. | Despond-ent. 
on. | ADVERTISEMENTS for partnersare not unfrequently somewhat curious 
Sach flthed I beg ee = eh gnaines See , | reading, but one in which a single young man with £150 is requested 
C'ast trop dégoktant—intamous! “My emelling aalta, L pray! | £9 {01H the advertiser in e tavern,” offers an inducement the like of 
How dare they write about these things in such an open way! | which we have never seen before. e advertiser speaks of himself in 
_ these exact words, no more and no less:—‘“‘ He has had fo ears.”” 
T really am ashamed, my lord! I did not dream that you |The gentleman who opened a brand-new hotel—with a LS cated 
Would read aloud such nastiness—before your daughters, too! | have been a near relation of this discoverer of a still newer way to 
Dead husbands in a sitting-room !—dead babies on a chair !— “public” honours and rewards. The address given is Slough, and 
The hussy! If I had her here, I'd whip her well, I swear! | Slough it looks like. 
‘** They only had a single room!” Then where were the police ? : 
The parish would have given them at least a room ro adh | ‘‘ Milestones on the Dover-road.” 
To live and eat and sleep and die unblushing in a den— | A sIxpgnny paper, which, of course, ought “to know, you know,” 
It’s horrible in pigs and beasts; it’s criminal in men! | 7 - z the oe oe a Doyce ane to a know ’ 
; at the Circumlocution ce.” is is a confusion of Doyce and 
Tt really almost makes one doubt that common folks have souls ; Clennam worthy of the late Mr. F.’s relict herself. But what the 


You'd think they'd rather walk about than huddle in such holes. Yj : 
Don't say they couldn't help it, sir! You'd aid the widow? What! zoe we pa ontoee have 20 Sent net te Seen ae 7 
The nasty, dirty, shameless thing! I'd have the baggage shot! Sixpenny Sybarite says so ? S o¢ 


A “Bastiat Traps.”—Carcass butchering. (Not half such a| N Fisuy En acasukidiain: ton. Minit ome N => Ri 
“beastly business” as ordinary wholesale alice En} uc “| wn * IsHyY ENTERTAINMENT, IN Spitz or 1rs Nams.— Rip van 
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| 'EBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT : 
combining the Sutrilive properties of selld feed. T boon te F -C. BRANDAUER & CO,'S New registered “press 
the weak, travellers, and others. ; these P ther 

S TONIC WINE. 


_ series et ese = = scratch nor —— 

’ oints being roun y anew process.— your 

4 1EBIG Btationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
A éelictous drink, possessing she Sir wettest. PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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vigerating powers.—Stores: 13, CLOAK LANE, 
ealers. C4UTION.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the eup it preves the addition of stereh. 
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“ABSENCE MAKES THE HEART GROW FONDER.” 
“ Wor p'yER KEEP ON A HITTIN’ THB POOR OLD DONKEY LIKE THAT FUR, FATHER?” 
’Cos yer MoTHeR AIN'T ’ERE.”’ 


**’Cos yer MorTHeRr AIN’T ’EREB, MY LAD, 





TRIPE AND ONIONS, 


Tur landlord who seizes our goods for a trifling omission at quarter 
day, if he does not love us as a father, is guilty of a pay rental 
attachment. 

The war dance of the Indians is peculiar. They club together to 
perform it. The lussians and the lurks have arranged something 
more modern. It is called the shot each, I believe. 

Edward Vaughan’s moral reputation has been sullied. 
the man who did the Sully should be a Sully Vaughan. 
not quite. 

I don't know what bucking is qnite, but T see in an Irish newspaper 
that at an Irish racing meeting ‘* Norah's daughter bucked at the last 
hurdle, and sodid Tim.” If that reporter had been a geographist, hed 
have said, “and Timbuctoo.” 

Bad for Republicans. A triplet of Kings has arrived simultaneously, 
and the Queen's three Sovereigns! Six, by the Royal bounty. Oh, 
Mra. King, Mrs. King, this is too muc”! 

Bismarck is suff-ring from a liver attack, and the liver, they do say, 
does his living in very high Imperial circles. 


Strange that 
Kenealy, but 


Wind Bags. 





Tur recent gale was telegraphed from America ten days before it | 


arrived. Why didn’t they send Parnell and Biggar to stop it half- 





way? They're the bigzest obstructives we have, and two big blows to | 


one big blow should have done it. 


VOL. XXV. 

















HOLY CAESAR’S PRAYER. 


‘*T shall remain here to pray the Most High to bless the army of Holy Russia.” 
— Sp ech of the Czar. 








‘Tuy blessing, Lord of Hosts, bestow upon our gleaming arms, 

And aid us with a mighty hand to spread war's wild alarms. 

Be with our soldiers as they wade through swemps of human 
gore. 

Let ‘urkey hear Thy wrathful voice in Itus:ia’s cannon roar. 


‘Smile on us, Lord, and Jead us forth, whi’e sword and spear in 
hand 

We scatter dearth and pestilence throughout a teeming land. 

Oh, guide our bullets to the hearts of unbelieving foes ; 

Increase ten-fold their azony, prolong their dying throes! 


“ Oh, God of Battles, be with us, and turn Thy face away 
From those half-million infidels we draw the sword to slay ! 
Thy name shall on our banners be, Thy cross our hate revives, 
Uh, he!p us by Thy grace to take our fellow c:eatures’ lives.” 
* * * * * 
Oh, Cesar of the Giant North, stay, stay thy flippant tongue. 
Through all the lands that worship Him thine impious words have 
rung. 
Beseech not thus a God of Love to suit thy special needa, 
To bless a band of murd rous men and smile on bloody deeds. 
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Tue pride that runs a rapid rac; 
And has a fatal tall, . 
Th» pride that’s called the pride cf place 
(And isn't pride at all), 
The pride which as a deadly ein 
Is horrible to view — 
Thev each must find their symbol in 
A ** Cock-a-docdle-doo !"" 


When wine haa stirred to fever-heat 
The head erst calm and cool, 

And speech is som+ what incomplete 
To prove exception’s rule. 

The mildest man ageressive grows, 
And, fu)l of notion new, 

Cn each his complement bestows 
Of “ Cock-a-dovodle-doo !” 


At times within the papers we 
Find words immensely big, 

Which tell what England yet may be 
When Government is Whig. 

They preach that all who're English born 
Are brave and stanch and true, 

While foreigners exclaim with scorn, 
“ What ‘ Cock-a-doodle-doo!’ "’ 


But Engli+h folk are not alone 
In singing England's praise, 
I'v r others give us trumpet-tone 
In myri ds of ways 
While yet again, some Frenchmen tind 
Us p rfide a8 a crew, 
And exercise the Gallic mind 
With ‘ Cock-a-doodle-doo !” 


And so it is throughout the earth, 
Of self we're never tired, 

We over-estimate onr worth 
And all that s self-acquired. 

We think our worldly wisdom great; 
But thie (‘twixt me and you) 

Is just as positive as fate 
All * Cock-a-doodle-dvo !" 


When Brown the other day was wed, 
AS fure AS eCgYS Aare eves, 
His spirits took him off his head 
When he * got on his lege.”’ 
“There nevi r fell so fine a bride 
To Christian, lurk, or Jew'"’ 
He'll find this, ere a year betide, 
But ** Cock-a-doodle-doo !"’ 


There's Jones, who lately had a child 
(T'was Mrs. J. of course’, 

Excess of bliss has sent him wild 
Aud maddened him perforce. 

He says, “Ours is the bravest boy 
That go-cart ever drew!" 

The outcome of a father’s joy 
Is ** Cock-a-doodle-do» |" 





a 


a 
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The more one studies as he goes 
The more he’s like to find 

The world is taken by the nose, 
The blind man leads the blind. 

Too many talk and clack and crow, 
The silent are the few, 

And nothing has a moment's show 
With * Cock-a-doodle-doo |” 


When I have made my way throu zh life 
And reached the Journey's end, 
I’)1 leave behind no wailing wife, 
No child, and not a friend. 
And thus, as I shall cause no tear 
When Death gives me the cue, 
I don't the King of Terrors fear. 
No! * Cock-a-docdle-doo !”’ 





THE NOBLE LORD. 

Gitp a niche in thy temple, O Fame, and set mp a piilar in the 
great Valhaila of Worthies, © acting manager of that glorious 
palace. There is a man for the niche and a man for the pillar, und 
that man is not a man only but a lord, a noble lord; yea, a real right 
honourable NOBLE lerd. 

Such a gocd man, too. Elderly ladies wcep and younger lacies sigh 
when his name is mentioned. Portly old gentlemen on their roxd to 
charity dinners see his name on charitable posters, and grunt and 
beam all over their well-filled white waistcoats, and mutter “ard a 
K.G. too!’ and swear at the crossing-sweeper who asks them for a 
copper, and go on their way rejoicing. 

What has he done? 

Did he not found the society for washing beggar boys at a bualt- 
penny a head? Did he not build a soup-kitchen for supplyirg the 
poor with soup at a penny a basin? 

And what if the two establishments were next door, and the poor 
complained that the soup tasted of beggar boy? The kitchen and 
the washhouse were both turned into public companies, and yielded a 
handsome profit to all concerned. But that does not rob the charitable 
motive of its purity. Certainly not. Again, did he not start 
delightful places all over the metropolis where cold water could be 
supplied to working men at one shilling and a penny per g'ass 
including meat and vegetables? And what if these places were 
gigantic opporitions to City restaurants, and yielded the shareholders 
small fortunes? it was a philanthropic affair and not a commercial 
speculation artfully di-guised in a sentimental wrapping. Of ccurse, 
if you like to take a worldly view of the affair and say the noble lord 
was as much a trader and speculator as any Bung in London, there is 
ro lawto prevent you. But I say that hets a jcdle lori, and if his 
transactions for the benefit of society show a large profit, why, hooray ! 
Virtue ought to swell a man’s banking account, or else who would go 
in for virtue? 

Again, my noble lord and his friends built an estate and reared 
houses to which teetotallers and well-behaved poor people might fly 
from the din of dark alleys and the sins of low neighbourhoods. And 
they flew, and by and bye that somehow turned into a public com- 
pany, and the rents were raised every year, and the coffers of the 
company grew fuller and fuller. But ihe motive was charitable und 
good, even if the interest on the outlay has been seventy-five per 
cert. So, in the name of Commerce and Philanthropy, hand in hand 
with the money bags carried behind by Mr. Secretary Cutefellow, 
hocray ! 

Gild your niche and put up your pillar, he is a noble, noble lord, 
and if his philanthropy is of the fruysl kind that does not put its 
talents ia a napkin aud bury them, but preters ten per cent. for the 
outlay, so much the better for him-- and for his heirs. 





A Staggerer. 

DvrinG a run with Her Mujesty’s staghounds, the first and second 
huntsmen were thrown and injured, and the poor stag dropped dead. 
What fun! What Roval sport! Has our morning contemporary no 
room for a jetter from Lidy Coutts on the sudject* Of course, a stag 
wouldn't feel cruelty like a bird; but it might a little. 





Spring Note. 

Tue first Nightingale has been heard of this year in the West End 
of London. He was charged with assaulting a pcliceman, and his 
Christian name was Thomas. As he was fined a fivcr, he left one of 
his notes behind him. 


UnRasenabie. 

Severna papers state that recently “‘a girl of mature years” was 
baptised at Market Rasen. Is ‘‘ girl of mature years”’ penny-a-lining 
for ‘* woman?’ And if not, what is the Market Rasen d‘Ctre of so 
sirgular specimen of maturity ? 
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WAITING FOR ORDERS! ‘““HOM= AND FOREIGN.” 


A Drama or tHE Foutvre. In Two Puases. A CROSS the miahty ccean 

" Oe ilg , —— 

PHASE T.—Scene 1: The Stage-door of—well, any theatre in Lowdon. L say, from Peking to the 
- ‘ ° 7 ? a c 
Haut-Kerperr discovered smoking in doorway. To him enter sveral Strand— . 

Dramatic Critics, Came Chung, the Chinese poet, to 

inspect this happy land. 
(‘hung was not inclined to 
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Frast Critic (Spokesman). Good morning, sir! Can we sce the 
manag: r fF 


Havi-Kerper. Dunno’ as youcan. What d’yer want? grumble 
First C. Oh, if you please, sir, we've called to ask the manager For he thought, ‘‘T must be 
what we're to say concerning the new piece to be produced to-morrow humble 


In a nation that is nothing if it’s 
not considered grand ; 

In a nation where the rulers are 
a truly Christian band.”’ 


night. 

H.K. Oh—ah—yes! Good job yer Acve come, that’sall! Waita 
bit, will yer? I'll see if he’s disengaged. 

Critics (d 2a Supers). Oh, thank you, sir! (Interval of about an 


hour, durivg which Critics stand shivering in the cold; as they are jis 
upon freezing, HALL-KrEPER reappears.) 


—_—-—_—_—_—— -——- -- -—- - 






This Chinaman expected that 
potatoes ‘of the small” 


. 






H. K. Come on; the guv’nor says he'll see yer now ! Ban / 
Critics. Oh, thank you very kindly, sir! (Wiping their feet care- dg é (Or even less than that) he’d be 
Fully and doffing their hats, they march in on tip-toe. Change to ss \ considered, if at all; 
Scene 2: The ManaGur’s Sanctum. Heads of * sloters” hung on wall} , ) y And he said “ Majestic nation, 
Wa cht That upsets all calculation, 
SS Show pity to an Asian who on 


=. 


Europe makes a call, 
And tries his luck in England— 
at your feet behold him fall.” 


with b ood on tuble. Crirics discovered tneeling down t. 4 
Frust C. (trenb/inglv). May it please your gracious Managership 
to give us instructions, &c., &e. 
Critics (d Ja * shilling-a-nighters’’). Oh, please, great Manager, 
tell us? 
Miwacer. Of course, you'll say the piece is the best that has been 
seen for many years? 
Critics (78 before). We will. 


Poor Chung was rather startled 
when he got himself ashore, 
And saw the sights of London 
and the garb that London 


| | 
| in flat. Guanns, armet with seimitars, ready to behead disobedient | 
Critics at doort. Manaaer seated at table c. Pistols and skull filled | 

| 

| | 





Maw. The dialogue I know is rubbish, but are you prepared to | wore; 
state that it is witty ? | He discovered Ratcliffe High- 
Critics ‘cherusly’. Weare! way 


_ Man. Now, the plot's taken entirely from the French. (Severe/y.) (A disgusting moral stye-way) ; 
Of course, you'll say it’s new and original ? He watched the paupers hanging round a parish workhouse door, 


Critics (suverly). We will! He watched them when they got “relief,” and heard them ask for more. 


Man. Do you feel capable of affirming that all my company are : 
Kembles, and more so ? " Pp y Puny ®F° | He saw the gutter children and the filthy dockyard clan, 
Critres (nore superlu). We do. He saw the rivers reeking with corruption as they ran ; 

Man. Enough. Ere you go, however, swear by this deathly skull ae UusO a eo 
that no hostile phrase shall appear in your notices. Should you dis- FUSE WAS GTADGSE TAF LAR ACLION, 
P ppee y y | When studying the thousands who lay under Vice’s ban, 


ohey me, Beware! > >! 
Currics (mere superly than ever). We swear! When finding out our Piague-spots as a stranger only can. 


G Man. hg a —_ ieee by MT a heyng E, bawing - Said Chung, the Chinese poet, ‘‘ This is England, whence they roan 
FUARDS @; oo?r,. Tan ear 10K y JLANAGER @i@ Jy YRMIDONS, and To teach the erring foreigner across the ocean’s foam! 
aDERAR: | But L think this Christian teaching— 
PHASE I1.—Scene: Misery Juneion, Waterloo-roz7_ The Great This extremely pious preaching — 
Mugains, Lion Comiaus, discovered at Bar being treated by numerous | Had better be conducted under Paul's extensive dome.” 
admirers. The L. CO. is attired in an imitation seulskin u/ster ond the | Straightway he made his tracks, and never rested till at home. 
usual etecteras afficted by Music-hall pro's. S-veral Cettics seen 
peeping in nervously; then enter cautisusly, bave-headed, 

L. C. Now then, my rorty yobs, what's the smallema;? . WAR NEWS. 
Finst ©. May it please your Lionship, we think of visiting .; 7 " : : ba 
the “Palace of Pleasure” in the New Cut to-morrow evening, and Tue Czar has reviewed his army in the columns of the Fortnig)//y. 

° >» rr ny : ' Re Te sd rad ; . » . 
we thought we'd drop in to learn what we ought to gay coucerning I'he Turkish C.m man¢éer-in-Chiet ha : O1 jered his men not to 
your Lionship’s ditties. commit utrocities except in the presence of tiv correspondents of the 

L C. Say they’re ‘‘tadger,” of course. Conservative Press. ‘They rather like thom. 
Frest ©. We know not what ‘“tadger’’ means, O Lion; ‘Lhe old Crimean and Franco-Germau war blocks have been touched 
but permit us to say we will! up and may shortly be expected. 

Critics (unanimously). We will! Ihe inventor of the scarifying patent poisoned bullet has been 
L. ©. That's the ticket, my noble laddics! I’m the cully wot presented with several Christian orders of merit by the Porte, 
does ‘em a treat in the “ patter,” spiced up with lots of little dubdle Lord Beaconsfield has decided to remain perfectly neutral excep: in 

interd-rs, you know. You blokes of the Press might think as they was the case of Turkey. : : . ; 
indecent and all that “ rot,’’—but don’t you get a saying so, d’ye year+ Notwithstanding the fact of its having prophesied war during the 
list year, and having kept a special staff at ull the Courts of Europe, 


4 

Critics (to aman). We won't! a d having ; 
LC. I gen'rally toga in a draughtboard get-up, and all that, and | 44 stitl maintains its peace price of one penny. 
{ 


ih 
| 
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talks slang at the coves what chants the chorus, which gen’rally runs a ana | 
like this ’ere (shouts): The Last w vercent | 
‘‘Oh, Georgie, dear, don’t tickle me so! : ans ree ’ | 
Tt's awfully awful, don't yer know. Tris rumoured that amony tee re. ayy ratmonts madeat the Post- | 

Stow your paliver, else I'll tell father, office ia the interest of our cid nubuity, 1+ oac ia which a young lord 

Somebody’s coming, don’t tickle me so!” will be deputed to ses that all newspap:r ‘vi grains are orthographically 
tical: eae ] ae ee ie lv! h sedate and syntaxically correct. Lord Johu Manners has been so shocked at | 
Cartics (rapturously). On, how lovely! how poetical! the way some ‘specials’ have been turned out in London, andgo hurt | 


~ Se = wcrd we us C eg : " ; eee 7 eee ae at the loose way in which the sentences hav been slung together, that 
chat don't ‘annua my line of Gasieess: ays. So now i my noble | 2° will not allow his wircs to be any long» used for press telegrams 
iddiee. er in ab saihinl yer got to say 2 is 2 » My noble | unless their style is in accordance with the laws laid down by the new 
Pinas We do, O Lion! : postaltelegrammar. | 
High Art. | 

Tux Misses Garret’ have published a work on decorative art in the 
household. It is a subversion of the order cf things that hints for 
the drawing-room should come from the Garretts. | 


L ov. That'sallrightthen, And now, before I runs across to my 
azent, [ll let yer all ‘‘ lush” me and my mates to threes of [rish. 
Cesties (/iyfuliy). We will! (Zney do so until further orders. | 
Lion Comiave c. surrounded by Curtics toasting him.) Tasueau and 
CuRTAIN, 
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THE VERY ESSENCE OF FUN; 
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“2 ¢ There was a poor, broken-hearted Funny Incident called on us the other day, 
and this was its sad history :— 








‘Then a ta'ented novelist saw me, 


FUN. 
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and exclaimed, ‘ A splendid idea for a comic 
novel—I'l! make it funnier still!’ And people read the novel ; 
i it Was Ineant to be ssmous! 

And with these sad words the poor Funny Incident premature! y expired. 


burie-que and Wept at me 


<— 
> Tho 


Ss, hee, “ths > a 


** And at last a great burlesque writer found me, and said, ‘ What a funny 
notion for my burlesque; L'il make it funnier than ever!’ And people saw the 





fAprit 25, 1877. 





OR, THE FATE OF FUNNY INCIDENTS. 





** T oceurred’’ (it said sadly) *‘in rest jive: and I was so funpy that 
people positiveiy coare l Oves me, 





‘* But a clever journalist got to hear of me, and made me into a whole column to 
increase my funn ress, aud people read meso; and they smiled faintly! 
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for they thought | was a tregedy !!”? 
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INDISPUTABLE. 


A sOMETHING haunts me day and night, 
A something that I can’t dispel ; 
Against its power I vainly fight,— 
It often makes me feel unwell. 
Alas, its influence is strong, 
As obstinate as any mule, 
It may be right, it may be wrong, 
But something tells me I’m a fool ! 


Obedient to ma’s request, 
I strugg/ed to improve my mind ; 
And often.was my brain distrest | 
By spelling-books and sums combined. 
But though [ strove, I e’er remained 
The biggest blockhead in the school, 
For which misfortune I was caned ; 
Now mustn’t I have been a fool ? 


The years rolled on, and Cupid came 
(The boy whose dress consists of wings), 
And made my bosom all aflame, 
By whispering of love and things. 
Though frequently I went to woo, | 
I found at last her treatment cool, 
I fondly dreamt her heart was true ; 
Now wasn’t I a blessed fool ? 


Wherever I may wend my way, | 
I’m cast for ‘‘ muff ’ in every scene, 
For instance, now, this little lay 
Is far from what it might have been. 
I fancied this effusion would 
Prove one exception to the rule ; 
Thought I, ‘‘ they’ll tell me this is good’’— 
Now musn’t I have been a fool ? 


~~ Se 





Ride a Cock Horse! 


Amono other war scares is one that ‘‘a number of | 
Russian agents are in England buying up all the obtain- 
able horses for cavalry purposes.” After this very | 
minute information as to what the horses are to be used | 
for—it was originally stated that they were for infantry 
—it is hardly necessary for us to add that cock horses | 
are alone eligible. Those which have done the arduous | 
journey to Banbury Cross being much preferred. 


ODD NOTES. 


Mr. JoserH Hatton is engaged in writing a new novel, the Qucev 
of Bohemia, which is to be published in the Charing Cross Majazine. 
For his own sake as well as that of his readers we trust Mr. Hatton's 
new novel will be novel as well as new. 

The St. James’s Magazine has again changed hands. 
cation seems just now “rather too hot to hold”’ long, 

One would think that in a town like London the Royal Aquarium 
would be no end of a blessing with its afternoon theatre and other 
varied amusements. It is whispered, however, that the opposition 
close by is very detrimental, and that more than once vigilant vergers 
have been seen decoying unsuspecting country-folk into the Abb-y 
under pretence of its being the Aquarium, and pointing cut the Very 
tev. Dean Stanley as Mr. W. Wybrow Robertson ! 

The management of the Criterion has assumed the offensive, and 
wants to know—en revanche—what the Chamberlain meant by licensing 
the Scuttled Ship, when all the world knows it is Mr. Charles Reade’s 
Foul Play. 

Listen! is an admirable title for a song, and when such men of 
ability as Herman Merivale and Frederick Clay are associated with 
the request, it is likely to become a command. Messrs. Cramer are 
the pubilshers. 

In Le Follet for April is an article entitled ‘“‘ A Train of Events.”’ 
But which of the trains in the pretty illustrations of prettier ladies 
and prettiest dresses is intended we can’t for the life of us find out. 

Weston, the walker, is said to be a constant reader of the Sunday at 
Home. We have proof that during his long journeys he now and 
again indulges in a Leisure Hour. 

Mr. Holland thinks that while Zom and Jerry lasts there will be no 
necessity for any more managerial Jerry-miads or such like T'om- 
foolery. He says he produced the piece in a Surreyptitious and 
Jesuitical manner. and anyone can have a box who likes, either on the 
stage or at the office, at which latter place there is no extra charge for 
booking. Gentlemen who wish to show off before their friends are 


This publi- 


RUN ' ; 
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Curate :—‘** Haven’rT BEEN 
Betty ?”’ 


Be'ty :—“ Wet, I puNNo waeTHER It's ‘cos I'M F«ND O° MY tay, BUT 
THE Doctor HE po sAy I'M A SUFFeRING FROM A bronze kettle AYFECTION.” 
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WARNING TO TEA DRINKERS. 


WELL! WHATS BEBN THR MATT2ZR THEN, 





informed that W. Holland plays light with good customers, Handi- 


caps, gloves, dumb-belis, and amateur championships forwarded on 
receipt of p. o. order or stamps as cash. Man and money always 
ready, and W, H. is to be heard of at the Caterers’ Arms any day 
between 12 and }. 


ON A RECENT CASE, 
‘To wrap up fish that’s fried they use 
Such righteous things as Church Reviews. 
The fried-fish shop and Church, you sce, 
In many points may well agree 
To put in fewest words my case: 
Each goes in less for sou’s than p/uce. 
If closer proof the reaver wishes, 
‘The trade of both is ‘* Loaves and Dishes.” 


A La Mode, 
Scene: A Hum and Beef Shop. 
FamMaLe Customer (a7ei 9). Six ounces o' beef, please, and father 
says will yer wrap itin to-day’s ’Jiser or this weeks Fu, ’cos he 
likes somethin’ as he can read with his dinner as ain't too dry. 


What's in a Name? 

A Person who resides in Blyth “‘ yawned too much recently and dis- 
located his jaw.’ For a Blyth man this is about the ‘* slowest "’ piece 
of performance we have heard for a long time. 

Stuckoh! 

‘A pocror in Japan is compelled by the etiquette of the country to 
wear a sword of wood.”” That is, we presume, he carries a weapon of 
lath because it is the nearest thing that suggests plaster. 
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‘“ SOLDIERS IN UNIFORM NOT ADMITTED.”—ATTEMPTED DESECRATION. 


WHAT WE MAY LOOK FOR NEXT. 
(Young Private Brown dutifully spexds his first furlough with his aged mother, and escorts her to the village-church on Sunday.) 
Pew Opener (in loud whisper) :—‘* Now THEN, YOUNG MAN, I Am arraip I must stor you! Can’T COMEIN ’ERE IN THAT DRESS; YER 








A PASTORAL. 


I sat beside my Phillis fair, 

Just hidden from the noonday glare, 
Where drooping branches caught the rays 
That came upon my love to gaze ; 

Then sent them all to dance about 

Upon the velvet sward without. 

Sweet sentinels are leafy boughs 

To guard a lover's sighs and vows. 


The scent of woodland blossoms filled 
The shady arbour, hushed and stilled. 
Old numbers through my mem’ry rang, 
And, dreaming, I to Phillis sang: 

‘‘ My love is like the gentle breeze 
Toat sighs among the waving trees, 

Or like the sun that warms the earth, 
And gives each gentle flow'ret birth. 


‘‘ My love is like the sweetest rose 

That in a southern garden grows; 

Nay, give her place —rose, breeze, and sun, 
My lady fair is all in one.” 

So sang I to my love, and she 

Upturned her deep blne eyes to me, 

And raised her finger’s rosy tips 

To lay them on her laughing lips. 

“Oh, fie’ my Damen, fie!”’ she cried, 
‘*In borrowed plumrs why dress your bride ? 
The breeze is but a changing wind 

That cuts and kil!s in mood unkind. 

The sun will scorch the bud new born, 

‘Lhe sweetest rose has many a thorn. 

Oh, let me be, dear love, to you 

A simple woman, fond and true.”’ 


”" &. Ke. 


| demonstration, and I cin go home in peace. 


alley, and second flight of stairs. 





A DRAMAETTE. 


Runnymede. Tempus: That of Kine Joun. 
A Strong Cordon of Poltce drawn round, 


First Baron. Where is the King? 

Po.its Pottceman, Pass the other way, please. Second turning 
to the right and ask again. (He is gently hustled ts Clapham Junction 
and never heard of agawn.) 

Seconp Baron. His Majesty, please ? 

Potts Poticeman. Through the hotel garden, across the bowling- 
(He ts hustled to the London Docks 


Kine seated. 


and shipped to Australia.) 


| 
| 


King John isto sign the Charter to-day, 


Mr. Whalley will take your cardin. In the 
(Senseant leads them past the Cattle 
They are never heard 


Batance or Barons. 
where is he? 

Potite Policeman. 
meantime, follow the Serjeant. 
Market and behind the scenes of Sanger’s Circus. 
of again.) 

Kine Joun (relieved). Admirably manage!. So ends this great 
(He returns to the Palace 


| rejoicing.) 


| passengers without losing a single life. 


OurseLves. You see, if they’d only have managed things then as 
they do now, the Barons would have looked as blue as Johnny (de) 
Morgan. 


No ‘*Star” Needed. 
At the annual meeting of the London Steamboat Company recently, 
it was stated that *“‘the steamers had carried two hundred millions of 
” This is the more extra- 


| ordinary, seeing how often the company’s servants are enzaged in a 


heavy Pool. 


Latest CLAvic8RAN ('<aze.—Spend all the money you've got on 
what you like best yourself, and thus be the greatest public benefactor 
of art the world knows. 
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SPORT AND PUBLIC AMUSEMENTS. 


Tue Game or TcrreEpo. 






















\ See” HE announcement that facilities would 
“\A. SS be provided for the fashionable game 
of ‘‘ Torpedo” drew large and eager 
crowcs to the (wl and Pincushion 








STITN\ . . Tea Gardens the othir day, the 
NOTING a f holiday-makers being anxious to take 

,, | FUNNY. =!) part in the exciting pastime. This 
ur oF f —p/ pleasant game is played in the follow- 
Sz ing manner:—A good-sized torpedo 


is first placed in a position calculated 
to allow of the highest development 
of its destructive propensities. The 
choice of this position exacts great 
calculation and experience, as any 
solid and indestructible obstacles sur- 
rounding the machine would greatly 
interfere with the extent of its 
damaging powers. The visitors then 
crowd around the torpedo as closely 
as possible (a few privileged persons 
being indulged with chairs imme- 
diately over it), and trays of glasses 
and other destructible objects having 
been placed near at hand, the instrn- 
ment explodes. The fun consists in 








A DIFFICULT POINT. 


Tusre flourished once upon a time a literary man 

Who loathed a certain critic as a mortal only can ; 

He dreamed about a-serving out that critic night and day, 
And took to working out his aim in this atrocious way. 


He took a title—“‘ Hamlet "’ : you ll perceive the title rings 


‘To some extent like that of one of William Shakespeare's things ; 


‘The plot he then appended to the title seemed to read 

Like Mr. William 38.'s story ; very so, indeed. 

xcept perhaps a “ but” or “and "’ omitted now and then, 

‘Lhe lines resembled greatly those from William 8.'s pen ; 

The sentiments (expressed with William S.’s subtle tact) 

Were much like S.'8 sentiments—identical in fact. 

The writer, with a chuckle at tae things that would accrue, 
Transmitted his production to the critic to review ; 

The critic— unsuspecting of the consequences— read 

That spirited produc:ion through: the critic scratched his head. 


Three morrows sat the critic with his eyelids open wide, 
Between conflicting arguments unable to decide. 

‘‘ I wonder if this writer,” said the critic, in a mist, 

“13 a marveilous burlesguer or a shameless ployyrist ? 
‘I’m undecided whether in this tragedy I find 

‘A glaring imitation of the most disgraceful kind ;’ 

Or whether I obzerve in i: a ‘ Parody grotesque, 

Yet eminently teeming with the spirit of burlesque ?° 


“ Would any simple picjjyrist unblushingly betray 


finding out the number of persons who have ascended into the air 
and never come down again, and in betting on the number of houses 
overturned in the neighbourhood ; these occupations often giving rise 
to the most uproarious mirth. Visitors who have succeeded in ascend- 
ing to the greatest height, without actually disappearing altogether, are 
looked upon as the winners and rewarded wi'h tea and shrimps at the 
expense of all the other players. ‘The festivities at the Owl and 
Pincushion were a complete success, and such visitors as remained 
extant left at the end of the day, expressing themselves greatly delighted 


with the general arrangements. 
Tus WINDOW-BREAKING CLUB. 


This club held its Annual Dinzer and Conversazione the other 


evening. ‘To those who are unacquainted with the object and pro- 
ceedings of the club, it will be interesting to learn that it consists of a 


select company of enterprising ladies each of whom strives to bear off 


the palm by undergoing the greatest number of incarcerations for 
breaking windows during a given period of time. The windows 
selected are generally plate-glass ones, of the value of £12 and upwards, 
small and ordinary windows being considered as unworthy of notice. 
It is generally believed among the well-informed that Mr. Flowers 
will be asked to officiate as referee this year between the competing 
performers, although some of the probable winners appear to favour 
he choice of Mr. Knox for that office. 


Tue Great Event at WESTMINSTER. 


The “ Tug of War” contest between the Business of the Nation and 
Messrs. Parnell and Biggar still goes on with unabated vigour, both 
sides coming up to time with the utmost pluck and perseverance. The 
staying powers of the competing parties appear to be practically 
inexhaustible, although the Business of the Nation generally seems 
to suffer from fatigue a little after half past twelve p.m. and generally 
retires for a short rest about that time. Messrs. Parnell and Biggar, 
on the other hand, are in wonderful training and appear to dispense 
with sleep altogether. Barring accidents, the end of the contest can- 
not fail to prove intensely exciting, and large sums are believed to 
depend upon the issue. 

A Smatuzr Event, 

The race between the Tichborne Claimant Maniacs and General 
Contempt is pretty certain to end in a complete victory for the latter 
competitor, although the other will probably continue to drag along 
for some time to come. 


A Sign Odd. 


Tue Irish Church Synod has passed a bill modernising the language 
of the Marriage Service. Of course, that cbsolete absurdity, ‘to 
honour and obey,” is done away with, and a passing reference to the 
Married Women’s Property Act inserted. We shan’t be married “in 
modern language’’ till we ascertain. 


A Hayesy Notion. 


PresipenT Hayes and his wife are, as a contemporary puts it, both 
“ardent teetotallers.” Under certain circumstances then, even the 
temperance movement may benefit by the action of ardent spirits. 












His source of inspiration in this very glaring way ?— 
I hold it on the other hand as «qually absurd 
To call a thing a parody and never change a word! 


“ Now must I write in crushing scorn of those who plujjy-rise 
Or laud the art of parody in glory to the skies ? 

I'm puzzled, puzzled, puzzled in my little brain!” he said, 
And many many days he sat a-scratching of his head. 

And ina while the writer wrote another little thing 

In poetry, and called the same the “ Idyls of the King ;”’ 

’T was so much like the poem Mr. Tennyson supplied, 

You couldn't tell it from it if you put ’em side by side. 


He worked at this production till he'd duly got it done, 
And sent it to the critic as he'd sent the other one; 

The critic read the whole of it—and anyone who had 
Observed him would have pitied him, for he was going mad. 


He crouched before the writer with the air of one who begs ; 
In supplicating agony he clung about his legs ; 

He said, ‘‘ Oh, are you—tell me, I beseech you ; [ insist !— 
A marvellous burlesquer or a shameless plajjyrist f’’ 


But you might have heard a feather had it tumbled in the room, 
For the writer was as silent—ay ! as silent as the tom). 

And the mcment of victorious malignity was there— 

And the critic still is writhing in a chaos of despair. 


Miner Cannon. 


At the West Riding Sessions a miner was sentenced to five years 
for blowing up his wife. A good deal of sympathy was expressed for 
him by his friends, as it was said he merely attempted a reprisal, 
having been a sufferer from her blowings-up for many years. LBerides, 
he bought and paid forthe very best obtainable powder—and if that 
isn’t to be considered in his favour, Yorkshire would like to know the 
reason why. 


Benson Beaten. 

‘“‘ How is it,” asked Juggins of a friend, ‘“‘ you are constantly up to 
the time o’ day, and yet never carry a watch?” ‘“ Don’t know, I’m 
sure,” replied the other, “‘ unless it be that I always wear stockings 
with ‘clocks’ on them!” 





An Ex Position. 

Tue rumour that the French Exhibition is to be postponed in con- 
sequence of the war is contradicted. Why should such a thing be? 
During the last great conflict the French actually made an exhibition 
of themselves. 





Note. 


Women are rapidly resigning their duties to the sterner sex. Why, 
the men often have to blush for them now. 





Nor rugs Pruxx or Propriety.—Pink Dominos. 
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| THE JOKE. 


I wap a joke —a little joke, 
I told it humbly far and near, 
No laugh the solemn stillness broke, 
But people gazed with eyes severe, 
And seem'd to think I should be hit 
For thinking such a thing was wit. 


I asked some critics to my room, 
And gave it over Moet’s best. 
There fell on all a sudden gloom, 
And low I hid my fallen crest. 
‘¢T)on’t make such sorry jokes,” they said, 
‘* But cut another quart instead.”’ 


I took my joke and wrapped it up, 
And spun it out a \ard or two, 
Then sought a well-known place to sup, 
Where lots of clever man I knew. 
Then sitting down I cried forthwith, 
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** Who knows this joke of Sydney Smith ?”’ 


They clustered round me while I told 
My little joke as Sydney’s child ; 
With frantic mirth about they rolled 
And e’en the sleepy waiters smiled. 
What, reader, could the reason be? 
They laughed at him and sneered at me! 


= 
= 


I fancy, if you think it out, 
You'll find the men who hear a jest 
Are often harassed by a doubt 
If mirth or scorn will look the best. 
By few the jokes are understood, 
| But Sydney Smith’s!—they must be good. 





‘i= \\ = ies S———— Too Uxorious. 
a | Yl Rani A GENTLEMAN committed suicide the other day and 
a ee ee Se =< left a paper stating that he did so because his wife was 
 —— ae Ss SEES SCS a great deal too good for him. Our own married man 
(J eee RASS TSN See : SS says that’s why the jury returned a verdict recording 
“oP TTA TS SERRA CORR . ' their opinion deceased was of ‘‘an unsound state of 
mind.” —— 

Ah Wheel! 


Picture Dealer (to theatrical friend) :—“ THerp, MY BOY, THIS PICTURE I8 | Mrs. Jucerns wants to know why the men who ride 
BY THE CBLEBRATED Giorgione.”’ | on ‘ wheel-hossypedes” are called ‘ Buy-sick-lists.” 
| She's inquirationed several times, but no one can tell 


Low Comedian:—“ Georars wHo?—Ou! Georgey ’Oney. Dear uz now! 
her. 


NEVER KNEW HE WAS A PAINTER BEFORE.” 


| 
| 
| LIVE AND LEARN. 


‘““ HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF.” | HER PENALTY AND HIS. 


an Wilkie: A iil: Rieetane nitil  a Sue was excruciatingly galumptious, yet the Alderman resisted her 
Stall nes ace — d its licht eons oll smiles for awhile. Her station was lowly, though her form was 
aad Wan on . aoe a t ts poi oe ; slender. Her grammar was objectionable, though her features were 
a ee all that could be desired. But she handed him his change over the 
Adi dented the Gani teak ie ofllt Gnae | bar with a grace that won his heart at last, and he proposed. They 
Shed o'er it f th y that ge were marri¢d in a quiet village church, and a week afterwards, walking 
OSS SS EE EO GPSTS Tae ENCE Se Coeds on the sea shore, he exclaimed suddenly, ‘‘ Where had [ seen your face 
Ages pass on—to see their nations die— before I met you at the bar, darling? Somewhere, I'm sure.’’ She 
The Gravity of Life down pressing all! gazed up in his face with a witching smile, he placed his hand tenderly 
Yet the World's Gravity unknown passed by on the ripples of her golden hair, she bowed her head on his ruffles 
Till Newton came, and saw an apple fall ! _and whispered, ‘‘ You gave me six months for gouging a bobby, my 
Then the same fruit brought knowledge to mankind love. I swore I'd give it you hot if I got the chance, and I’m going 
In World and Life, how Gravity to find! to begin to-morrow.’ Late that evening a candidate for aldermanic 
honours was canvassing a vacant ward, and there was a Five Pound 
: Reward for a body notice to amuse the loungers on a jetty. She 
The Confidence Trick. hooked it with his portmanteau and went back to Whitechapel. 
! 


In answer to numerous inquiries, we are authorised to state that | 


the Berlin Memorandum and the Protocol have been framed and A Naturals History. 


glazed and presented to a distinguished collector of Bank of Engraving | Tus cock has a comb and the fox has a brush, but the greyhound is 


eckitt’s 
Paris Blue 


notes and sham certificates. 
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LINES ON A BANK HOLIDAY. | 


Avrora brings a sunny day— 

Serene the sky, the air delicious ; 
And lads and lasses all are gay 

To find the weather so auspicious. 
In ecstasy without alloy 

They chirp the matutinal ditty ; 
And all are yielded up to joy 

Who populate our giant city. 


Nay, said I “all’’? The giddy throng 
May taste the thrill of promised pleasure ; 
But not for me the frolic song, 
The merry laugh, the mazy measure. 
Not mine to join some jolly band, 
But mine to pine in lonely sorrow ;— 
The shops are closed along the Strand, 
And closed will be until to-morrow. 


Not mine to-day as oftentimes— 
Lulled sweetly by the flowing traffic-— 
To meditate my little rhymes, 
The Anapzstic or the Sapphic: 
To saunter through the trim Arcade, 
Where toys from ev'ry earthly nation, 
With prodigality displayed, 
Entrance the coming generation. 


The country always hath a charm 

(Though in my funny moods [ quiz it); 
There never can be any harm 

In paying out-of-town a visit. 
But strew your cockney crowds about— 

Your Jacks, your Jennys, Toms, and Sallys — 
They put the tone of landscape out 

And hardly fit the hills and valleys. 


I will not wander miles away, 
To find at ev'ry step a neighbour 
Whom in my stroll of ev'ry day 
I meet with at his daily labour. 
*T would be a boon to have him here, 
Though I should shun him at a distance ;— | 
My afternoon will all be drear, | 
And all for want of his assistance. | 
| 
| 
| 


ov 


THIS 
A Sweet Art. as 

Parisian ’Arry says they’ve a new name for turf 
swindlers in Boulogne now. When a man’s on the 


“agent’”’ lay they say he’s Goncourting. WALK.” 








LATEST FASHIONABLE NEWS. 


Fottowine the example of Messrs. Sclater and Bartiett at the Zoo, 


i 
| 


i iW fi 


{a 

: xi 

; ED 

j } ant || 
-’ Weel i 


A HAPPY ENCOUNTER. 


Shabby Woman (coming suddenly on Young Lady) :—‘‘ eRe, WILL YER TAKB 


Young Lady :—“‘ Tuts! Why wat is iT?” 


Shabby Woman :—“ JaNe’s CLBAN CLOTHES. YOU'RE STAYING AT Bgrry 
Grovs, ( know. My orrat, Miss JANga PoRTBR, IS OBLIGING THERB AS HOUSB- 
MAID. I'm oGuap I mer YoU, AS IT "LL 8AVB MB THE TKOUBLE OF A LONG 


[ Exit. 


A Christian after all. 
Sarp Bill Sikes when he read the sentences passed on Benson, Kerr, 


the Hurlingham, Sandown Park, and Orleans Clubs are about to have | and Co., ‘ Blest if these bloomin’ laws ain't hard on a poor cove now- 
large protected open-air structures erected, where bipedal lions and a-days. ’Ere'sa feller goes an’ gets fifteen stretch right orf jest a cos 
lionesses are to be seen ticketed, sono mistake shall be made as to | his father brort him up like a swell, an’ guv ’im a good heddication. 
identity, but protected by strong iron and thick glass from too much | Ah, my boy,” with a kick of affection at Sikes, junior, “if you're ever 


contamination with the outer world. Blue blood and best clothes, 
large rents and small scandals, to be chief qualifications for candidates. 
No ability necessary ; in fact, any such thing is to be rather decried as 
belonging more to the common public—and serve ’em right !—who will 
be expected to pay and look on. Committees are forming for the 





agoin’ to get fifteen year you'll ’ave to make up yer mind to earn the 
distinction for yerself. It takes a big thing in our line to bring that 
little lot. Your father knew better nor to fly in the face of nature and 
eddicate his son so as to be unfitted for the position in which it ’as 
pleased Providence to place’im. There, go an’ see if yer can't find 


promotion of a lot of these new lion shows to be given round the | summut that might be lost, and ll bring usin a bit o’ supper an’ a 
country wherever opportunity occurs. Those who know the English | jug or two; an mind, never forget how your father looked arter your 


people best prophesy an immense and unexampled success for the ven- 
ture. For reasons, we would rather not give the names of les belles 
dames du haut ton who are expected to draw most, but we are in a 


ladies specially (each for his own show). As there is novelty about 
the notion, as it will, if nothing else, do good for the building trades, 


and as it is certain to prevent common people in the Park and at the | 


Opera from confusing as they do now tho personal appearances and 
names of all real swells, we wish each venture every success, and in 
reply to requests for our patronage promise to support them all, pro- 
vided our strict personal incognito is preserved, and that Mrs. Fun is 
never labelled as less than a Marchioness—supposing there is a vacant 
label to hand—when promenading before the great B. P. 


A Rueshun. 





} . 
es : | rapidly round the corner. 
position to state that the rival managers are anxious to secure several | ore ) 


| 
| 


interests, you lazy, impident young wagabone, you.” (Sheds a natural 
tezr or two, but wipes them soon on seeing two well-known D's come 





Fighting Shy. 
We have received a letter from a gentleman who offers to be our 
comic correspondent atthe seat of war. We must decline to joke 


over such a serious subject. His specimen opening, “‘ The festivities 


big gun with a cannon ball which the Russian host found would 
(d)ancer,”’ is not up to the Standard, 


A Hint. 
Ove of the Civil List pensions for the encouragement of Art, Litera- 


' ture, and such like small matters, has just fallen in. Now, then, 


™ ‘THe Conservatives are already regretting their blind encouragement | Messieurs the poets wh? have never publisbed, and the painters who 


of the Turks. In doing so, they have taken up their stand with the 
Russians. Both have come to Rue mania. 


sss ssessssssstensnssssensnsne 


YOL. XXV. 


| have never exhibited, here is yet another chance of your undoubted 


merit obtaining still further and even more solid recognition ! 


. 
- . _——— 
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OUR PICTURE GALLERIES, 









wT the Society of Painters in 
/'X Water-colours there is a fair 
J average exhibition, all the 
old favourites are well represented. 
Sir John Gilbert's “ Marston 
Moor’’ and ‘The Guide,” both 
~ fine examples. E. Duncan, “A 
Brig on the Rocks near Dunbar,’ large and im- 
portant drawing. Birket Foster gives us a very 
fresh picture, “The Capture of a 32-pounder.” 
Of J. D. Watson's contributions, we like best “ My Lady’s 
Page.” Two drawings by the late F. W. Topham are exhibited, 
‘Blackberry Gatherers’’ and “ Haymaking,” both fine specimens 
of the popular painter who has so suddenly been removed from 
this busy world. Of the younger men, H. Moore comes out very 
strong; his “ Sunset in the Highlands” is out of his ordinary 
style, and nothing can be more charming than the various seascapes 
he exhibits. R. Thorne Waite’s “ Oa the Way to School” will en- 
hance his reputation, and J. W. North’s ‘ Roses, Asphodel, 
and Cypress—Algeria’”’ is a masterpiece, and perhaps the finest 
example of colour in the exhibition, Lrewtnall sends three pictures 
all charming in colour, ‘*Geraniums and Wallflowers” particularly 
so. Mrs. Allingham’s ** Old Men’s Gardens” is the finest work we 
have seen from her, delicate and refined in feeling and beautiful in 
colour. This brings us to the new elections, E. Buckman, A. Hopkins, 
and C. Rigby, ali of whose works strengthen the exhibition. E. 
Buckman’s “ Business of Vieasure”’ is all his own; ** A Decorative 
Treatment of Modern Subj: cts,’’ we may say, originated by this artist, 
and this is his finest example; it is truly pathetic. Of A. Hopkins's 
three works we much prefer “The (Genius of the Village,’ a 
beautiful picture, strong and powerful in colour, and, although weak 
in parts, generally well drawn. C. Rigby’s pictures are all good, but 
a little too much alike, and lack freshness; we cannot but feel that 
there is much of the same sort in the gallery by other men. Perhaps 
this in some degree accounts for his election. 


One of the most remarkable pictures in the gallery of the 
Institute of Painters in Water-colours is ‘ Here They Come!” on 
the Derby course, ©. Giveea, in which he shows his wonderful per- 
ception of character; every figure is a study, and it is hard to say 
whether to admire his “rough,” his old gentlemen, or his pretty girls 
most; a diflicult subject wonderfully kept together. Near it, of quite 
another kind, H. G. Hine, ‘The Weald of Sussex” isa large and 
very fine example of the artist. J. D. Linton’s ‘“‘ Ave Maria” hasa 
feeling of “grand” about it, but we cannot help thinking that Mr. 
Linton is carrying “‘tone”’’ a little too far in all his work. H. B. 
Roberts exhibits several pictures; we like ‘* Music hath Charms”’ best, 
but all are strong and full of character. Towneley Green's ‘ Rainy 
Day” is a sweet little picture, refined and delicate in colour. J. 
Aumonier, “In the Mellow Light of an Autumn Eve” is a beautiful 
example of this artist's work, and the same may be said of Holloway's 
“Sussex Hill-side.”” G. G. Kilburne exhibits two Venetian subjects, 
both of which are very fineexemples. C. J. Staniland’s * Aaron Dodd”’ 
is a stride in advance, good in character and in colour. W. Small, 
“ Striking a Bargain, Connemara,” much finer in colour than 
usual, and one of the strongest character pictures in the gallery. 
Seymour Lucas, “The Last Purchase,” is a vigorous bit of work 


—— ee 
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giving evidence of power that is yet to do great things. T. W. 
Wilson, newly-elected, will give strength to the gallery if he con- 
tinues to produce such work as ‘‘ Grandfather's Darling,’ which, in 
spite of the evident inspiration from Israels, is far beyond what may be 
termed imitation, and the same may be said of Clausen’s “ Tale of the 
| Sea.”’ Altogether the exhibition is far above the average, and getting 
| stronger every year in figure work. 
| Messrs, Agnew have built and opened a new gallery, 39, Old Boni- 
| street. The room is well proportioned and beautifuily lighted. ‘The 
| collection of pictures includes works by Irith, Riviere, Hardy, 
| and many other well-known artists, but the gem of the collection is 
undoubtedly the portrait of a lady by Millais, to see which alone is 
worth a visit to the gallery. 
The sale of the Albert Grant collection of pictures may be counted 


| among the great events of the season, as was testified by the overcrowded 


| state of Messrs. Christy and Manson's rooms during the ‘‘ on view”’ 


days. ‘Tne collection, as might be expected, is of unequal merit, many 
of the works being so inferior as to prove beyond doubt the giant 
strides that art has made during the last thirty years. While there is 
subject for an essay on the progress of Dritish art, our space will not 
admit of anything like a brief review of the works, but among the 
undoubted gems are many works by Phillip, ‘* The Spanish Flower 
Girl,’ to our thinking, being his best. F. Leighton’s ‘‘The Lady 
and the Pomegranate,” Frith’s ** Boswell,” Millais’s “ Knight Errant”’ 
—perhaps the finest piece of colour in the rooms; of his two large 
landscapes, ‘‘ Winter Fuel” is the best. 

The Grosvenor Gallery opened to the public yesterday, and all true 
lovers of art must wish success to a noble enterprise. As to how far 
the high aims of Sir Coutts Lindsay have been attained, we will speak 
in a future issue. 


—— 


Unexpected Levity. 


A CLAPHAM local journal is naturally indignant that such an 
advertisement as this should have been dated from that stronghold of 
the faithful :—‘* Wanted, choir master to play harmonium, train choir 
(full choral service), conduct night and Sunday school. Salary, £20, 
with extra wages foremployment on the estute as gardener or other- 
wise. Write, with testimonials and photo, to , Park-road, Clap- 
ham, S.W.” The gardening, the testimonials, and the photo form an 
agreeable addition to the other requirements, and vary the monotony 
of this request for a twenty-pounder who, when secured, should be 
made a show of. No wonder the local organ is annoyed to think the 
neighbourhood so likely to be made a place for the exhibition of 
curiosities. We, too, think that Claphamites, proud of their present 
position before the civilised world, have good reason for complaint, as 
no one can think the perpetrator of the above can be really * serious.” 





Out of the Frying-Pan. 

Tue fee for teaching ladies to cook at South Kensington is so 
exorbitant that only the wives and daughters of the exceedingly 
wealthy can afford to pay it. As these are exactly the people who 
don’t need the instruction, South Kensingten is triumphant again. 
Waste of coals is the great cry aguinst professional couks, but the 


j School of Cookery will keep amateurs trom the Cole shed altogether. 


On Another Footing. 

Tue Glode expresses its opinion that the cheers which greeted 
Colonel Walker’s introduction to the House of Commons proved that 
the Salford contest had been accepted as a test election. What 
nonsense! It is a mania everywhere just now to make a fuss over 
Walkers. 


New Scyle. 


‘(Tue remains of a fossil hippopotumus of a new species has been 
discovered in Algeria.”” Thus a scientific contemporary, which does 
not add the apparently necessary addendum: how the hippopotamus 
managed to become fossil before it had succecded in being even new. 

War News. 

Tue Russian arms were removed from the embassy in Constantinople 
last week, by order of the Russian authorities. And now they're 
making all this stir to get the Kus-iau arms into Constantinople 
again. 





— 


A Moderator Lamp poon. 

Tre Rev. Dr. Ritchie, of Dunse, is to be proposed as Moderator of 
the United Presbyterian Synod. There must be a lot of the Dunse 
about anyone to propose Nitchies as anything in the Moderating way. 
They're generally the reverse. 


‘“ Smart-Mongy.”—The money paid into court by Roach and Co., 
patent explosive pharmaceutists. 
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A MARTYR. 
PREFACE. 


WE have it on great authority that the man who dies for his fellows 
deserves to be remembered. What, then, shall be the fate of him who 
does better still— who /ives for his neighbours? He shall not be for- 
gotten, surely ? No! Chronicled in these glorious pages, made into 
a monthly part for the Colonies, and bound up into a half-yearly 
crimson and gold volume for the library of the peer and the peasant, 
he shall be handed down carefully for the inspection of posterity. 


CHAPTER I. 

Mangold De Wurzel was the last descendant of a family that came 
over with the Conqueror, slew a well-to-do Saxon, took to his apart- 
ments, wore his clothes, and became landed gentry in eight-and-forty 
hours. This occurred somewhere about 1066, but it was not till the 
latter part of the nineteenth century that our hero appeared upon the 
scene. During the intervening centuries it had been the proud boast 
of the De Wurzels that no scion of their house had soiled his patrician 
palms with work, and Mangold had the misfortune to flourish just at 
the time when the family fortunes having kept some fifty generations 
in high respectability, had become attenuated to a modest £150 per 
annum. This fact, like a hero, he kept to himself, feeling it was a 
gentleman's first duty to make things look nice for his neighbours. 
Outside his suburban villa the garden lay trimmed and gravelled by a 
professional gardener. he daintiest of muslin curtains hung from 
the windows, and an air of Jazy elegance pervaded the whole establish- 
ment— outside. You see, to have spared expense there would have 
conveyed am impression of poverty, and Mangold De Wurzel, like a 
blue-blooded martyr, respected public opinion and lived for his 


neighbours. 
CHAPTER II. 


The days of the martyrdom of the last of the De Wurzels wore on 
until they reached a magnificent crisis. ; 

The funds of the family happened to be at the lowest ebb when this 
delicate point occurred. Mr. and Mrs. De Wurzel had become, after 
two days’ bread and cheese, excessively hungry, and there was a 
mutton cutlet left over from the cook's dinner. 

‘My dear,” said Mrs. De Wurzel, ‘‘ shall we have that cutlet and let 
cook have bread and cheese to-day ?”’ 

‘‘ Madam,” exclaimed her husband, proudly, “‘ a gentleman’s servant 
must have meat every day. If you give the cook bread and cheese 
she will tell the people next door, and the neighbours will be horrified.” 

The cook had the cutlet and the De Wurzels starved on. There 
have been heroic sacrifices in the interest of our fellow creatures before, 
but how they pale their ineffectual fires before such a one as this. 


CHAPTER III. 

The final catastrophe and grand climax of self immolation came in 
its due couree. 

Mangold De Wurzel lay a-dying in the big four post bedstead which 
had been in the family ever since Queen Elizabeth slept in it on some 
grand occasion. (The number of beds slept in by Queen Elizabeth 
encourages the belief that her Majesty had a weakness for variety in 
four-posters.— Historical memorandum, by the way.) Over him leant 
his beloved spouse counting up to him in gold, silver, and coppers all 
that remained of their possible income. ‘It won't bury me and buy 
your mourning too,” he sighed, ‘and you must go into mourning, or 
what would the neighbours think? and yet I can’t be buried by the 
Parish, because that would shock them, too’’ He thought out all that 
night, and early in the morning he crawled to the nearest powder 
magazine, and, having effec’ed an entrance, struck a lucifer match and 
blew himself into uncollectable fragments. 

And his wife spent the balance in hand in a widow's fashionable 
costume, and the neighbours delightedly exclaimed, ‘‘ What an elegant 
bonnet and dress!” 

Enthroned in the hearts of those who knew his life's history is the 
memory of Mangold De Wurzel, a man who lived, not for himself, but 
for his neighbours—aye, and who died for them, too. 


A Capital I—dea, 


A SOMEWHAT curious advertisement was to be seen in the Times the 
other day, and, maybe, is to be foundthere now. Doub: less it is witha 
vivid remembrance of past experience that the advertiser says, ‘‘ I can- 
not say Good Bye will be sung by Mr. Sims Reeves at ,’ and 
then follows a series of concerts. This is certainly a novel way 
of having revenge on our great English tenor for the disappointment 
which, as he himself says, he causes himself as well as the paying 
B. P. by his too frequent inability to exchange his notes for theirs. 





One View. 
Tue Tories have it that the Russians’ efforts for peace were artful 
schemes to obtain time, and their protestations were falsehoods. The 
two things might curtly be described as tarry diddles. 
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SPECIAL INTELLIGENCE. 
[~~ dais turning home 
/OuTg from daily 
bread’s dull 






labour 

To taste sub- 
urban life and 
all it brings, 

To smoke a cheer- 
ful pipe with 
friend or 
neighbour, 

And talk about 
our trade and 
other things ; 

When _ turning 
home, or 
rather to the 
station 

Where engines 
waitinagony, 
and shriek, 

I lose myself in 
sombre con- 
templation 

Of what the 
war will bring 
about next 
week, 





Around the town the newsboys shriek and worry, 
And ‘specials’’ go off at a double rate, 
And folks will buy, no matter what their hurry, 
And stop and read, nor care who has to wait. 
With war's alarms the latest columns teeming, 
Find news for men to read with bated breath. 
Can it be true, or am I only dreaming, 
That thousands thus are doomed to bloody death ? 


Thousands to die: to die, perchance, to-morrow, 
Inglorious victims of a uation’s greed. 
Ah! thus are plumbed the depths of deepest sorrow, 
That kings may conquer and that we may read. 
I’m not inclined to sentimental pleading,— 
I'm but a common man with common views,— 
That's maybe why, as [am homeward speeding, 
I’m glad of war, because it’s special news ! 


—_—_—_— 


THE VERY NEWEST SHAKESPEARE SOCIETY. 


Tus society held its annual meeting in the Dog and Duck 
bagatelle room on Wednesday last, Mr. Koowalot in the chair. Mr. 
Calicoe Clarke read a paper “On the Fetlock of the Front Leg of the 
Horse in Richard II[.,’” Mr. Perkiboy followed with a paper “ Oa 
the Correct Position of the Hat Pegs in Hero's Dressing-Room,’’ 
and proc:edings closed with an interesting discussion on the play of 
Hamlet as it ought to be accepted. Mr. Unfancifull, a prominent 
patron of the bard, argued that Hamlet and Ophelia were intended to 
represent the evils of the laws relating to lunacy, and that in the 
original text the last act was laid at Colney Hatch. Mr. Crotchet- 
monger objected that Shakespeare meant nothing of the sort, but wrote 
the play as an elaborate burlesque on the Cock-lane Ghost, Mr. Idy 
Ott contended that the end of the fourth act was intended to be played 
first, because Hamlet's uncle and aunt had asked friends to tea, and 
the muffins being overdone had put them out of temper and caused 
them to put strychnine in Hamlet’s father’s bottled beer. It was 
ultimately decided by 10 to 4 that Laertes was the son of Guildern- 
stern’s stepmother by an early marriage with the third murderer in 
Macheth s father, and the poet having been put right and pronounced 
a decent sort of fellow in his way, the society amended the text of half 
a dozen sonnets, and separated with many mutual congratulations and 
a whip round towards a testimonial for the chairman. 


Going against Good Advice. 


We see that Mr. Benson, of Ludgate-hill, has been making a casket 
which the Baptist Missionary Society’s members are to present to their 
late secretary, Dr. Underhill. Inside the casket an illuminated 
address isto be placed. ‘The proceeding strikes us as being peculiar, for 
despite the difference in terms and the undoubted excellence of Mr. 
Benson’s workmanship, the secreting of this “ illuminated’’ address in 
a casket is only another way of hiding Dr. Underhill’s light beneath 
a bushel. That is, if we know anything about the correlative values 
of words in this “ outlandish old language ’’ of ours. 
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‘“MEN ARE MADE BY THEIR FAILURES.” 


Visitor :-—“ Hutto! WoRKING ON THE REJECTED ONB, EH?” 
Artist :—“ Yas. Wort WHILB, I sHOULD THINK. 


PONTYPRIDD. 


Just when the air was filled with fiercest crying 
Of peoples armed, with hands upheld to slay, 
Drowning the Northern blast, the west wind flying 
Bore to men’s ears the news of holier fray, 
Forgotten for the moment Cross and Crescent, 
The nation circled round one ghastly tomb 
Where grimy heroes, faint with toil incessant, 
Held Death at bay in Earth’s unhallowed womb. 


Shrined in our annals is their wondrous story, 
Passed with a swelling throat from lip to lip. 

They fought with Death and won a wreath of glory, 
Each laurel torn from his infernal grip. 

Down in the fearful breach, Gas, Fiame, and Water 
Held clanking for their limbs relentless gy ves, 

Yet on they pressed like heroes to the slaughter, 
Their goal and guerdon five half-doubtful lives, 


Like holy angels sped from the immortals 
They clasped the dying in the realms of night, 
And bore them gently through those hellish portals 
To where the sun, sweet almoner of light, 
Had blazed its noon, yet softly shining waited 
‘lo smile upon the rescued as they came 
To dance above the darker depths checkmated, 
And lend his presence to the grand acclaim. 


Let the proud lords of arméd hosts unnumbered 
Pass down their lines with looks of martial pride. 
Our Lady thinks upon no field encumbered 
With those who for the lust of conquest died ; 
Yet with a queenly joy she well may listen 
To this grand story, best of England's tales.— 
What nobler men e’er caused royal eyes to glisten 
Than these grimed heroes of the hills of Wales? 


[May 2, 1877. 


RON 
SANS 





—S 
= Bs 
SS 


— 


THERE must BEB SOMETHING GOOD ABOUT IT, OR THEY’D NEVER HAVE KICKED IT ovT!’’ 








| UN COUP MANQUE. 


Ta ktna over a horrible paragraph published in the Times the other 
day, wherein a Russian is described as throwing four children one by 


| one to a pack of pursuing wolves, and thereby effecting an escape for 


| himself and wife, one man in company was particularly indignant at the 
| ‘* fellow’s mean, brutal, blank cowardice.” It was shown in various 
| ways to him that the man could have done nothing else and escape, as 
| if he had sacrificed himself the children would have perished just the 

same. But the objector was unconvinced and unconvinceable, and 

repeatedly said there was in the transaction an opportunity for a 
| display of true heroism which had been badly missed. On being 
| repeatedly pressed to explain this, Bayard at last said, “‘ Well, anyhow, 
'he might have commenced by throwing the old woman to the wolves. 
| She might have settled them.” There was admitted to be a good deal 
| of truth in the remark, and everyone began to feel he was in the pre- 


/ sence of a superior spirit. Yet there was generally a sort of sympathy 
| for the poor Russian peasant, and a sorrow that he had in his haste 
| quite misappreciated the position of affairs. 


‘Two to One, Bar One!”’ 
Tue expenses of Mr. Gamble, the Conservative candidate for Hali- 


fax, have just been published, and are close on £1,000, while those of 


Mr. Hutchinson, the Liberal, were only a trifle over £500. From the 
result, it would appear that not so many of the voters were inclined to 
Gamble as the amount invested should have secured, or as the Con- 
servative party themselves imagined. 


A Paying Game. 
Tue latest thing in the way of revivals is converted gipsies. Ac- 
cording to their own statement, they ‘preach, sing, and use the 
Hallelujah fiddle in winning souls.” It may be as well to inform 


| those whose education has been neglected, that the fiddle, whether 
| Hallelujah or otherwise, is among gipsies best known by the cant term, 
| Bosh! Significant ? 
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STUBBORNNESS OF INVALIDS. 
a T’S known to humanity near 
and afar 


How dreadfully stubborn 
some invalids are; 

It’s wholly superfluous, 
therefore, to tell 

Of the obstinate way they 
refuse to get well. 


Though doctors, with all 
their benevolent skill, 
Are begging, sir — beg- 

ging !—them not to be 
ill; 
And suppliant Nature 
goes down on her knees, 
Persistently crying, 
“Come round, if you 
please!” 


I’m driven to tell you the 
story, alas ! 

Of one who: belonged to 
this obstinate class, 

In spite cf the fact that 
he'd settled him down 

In one of the healthiest 
suburbs of town. 


He didn’t go suddenly ill 
—if he had 

It wouldn’t have been so 
designingly bad ; 


The basely deliberate part of his crime 
Was his slowly declining an inch at a time! 


‘You sit,” said his doctor, “too much in your chair ; 
The things you're requiring are exercise—air: 

Your system would take a revivified tone 

Abroad in the balmy, refreshing ozone. 


‘‘ Go, ramble abroad on the gravelly track 
Of your beautiful garden that’s out at the back, 
Or stroll on the Common in indolent ease, 


Expanding the lung with the freshening breeze. 


> 


The Patient's ensuing demeanour was queer, 
I noticed him mockingly chuckle and leer ; 
He also repeatedly muttered “‘ Ozone !”’ 

In a nasty, incredulous, cynical tone. 


Yet how could he hint at an absence of air, 
With a beautiful garden eleven feet square ? 
And there was the common—an acre of ground— 
With beautiful factories standing around! 


Ard here was a bank, with a whiff of the trains; 
And there was a tanner’s; and here were the drains ; 
And the air was so clear, on a sunshiny day 

You could see to the opposite side of the way. 


Thrice 


happy the invalid having the chance 


To ramble at will in this healthy expanse ! 
The wholly incurable cynic alone 
Could go and complain of a lack of ozone! 


For who can discredit the healing that lurks 


In the 


generous odours of chemical works? 


The life-giving energy, buoyancy, hope 
Diffused by a factory issuing soap ? 

It’s traceable wholly and solely, I'm sure, 

To our wonderful factories, drains, and manure 
That we fortunate Britishers manage to get 
Such a boisterous, vigorous, muscular set. 


Our Invalid, bidden, accordingly went 
Exploring the neighbourhood’s balmy extent ; 
Yet (simply from morbid ill-temper and spite) 
With all these inducements he would»'t get right. 


The contrary—growing more seedy and sick 

He couldn’t dispense with the aid of a stick ; 

The doctor was angered, astonished, and pained 
On seeing how stubborn his patient remained. 

* Don’t stubbornly wither at home on your stalk,”’ 
He said. “ ¥ advise your extending your walk ; 
Discover the benefit oxygen yields 

By straying more widely abroad in the fields.” 


: j 
The obstinate Invalid went to obey, 

Rut still in his nastily cynical way 

With stubborn derision at work in his eyos 

He rambled by clusters of redolent styes. 


He rambled (pooh-poohing his ultimate cure) 
By acres of fish that were laid for manure, 
And skirted the river careering between 
Expanses of mud that was oily and green. 


He found an agreeable spot for a seat 

Where vitriol meandered and flowed by his feet : 
And—would you believe it !—on reaching his door 
He sneeringly said he was worse than before ! 


The doctor, exceedingly grieved and irate, 
Then left that intractable man to his fate ; 
Such stubbornness being too hardened to quell, 
I doubt if that invalid ever got well. 


The peace of your mind it’s sufficient to mar 

To think how pig-headed some invalids are ; 

It’s useless assuring such folks, I declare, 

Of the life and the hope in that little word “air.” 
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Small Pot-atoes. 


AmonG forthcoming fashionable marriages, intelligence of which is 
published in the papers, with an exclusive right to pry into other folks’ 
business, is a match between a Mr. Boyle anda Miss Boyle. With 
both of this temperature, Hymen’s torch should be more than usually 
ablaze; but whether or not, it is to be hoped the happy pair wil! have 
no difficulty through life in keeping the pot a Boyleing. 


Personal. 

Saiw a noble youth just launching his bark on the sea of life, in 
reply toan inquiry as to how he intended to make his way, “I don’t 
see much trouble with the capital I intend to use. My capital, sir, 
consists of brains.’ ‘Ah, I see,’ replied the as yet unsquashed 
interrogator ; “ Brains capital without being capital brains.’”’ But only 
one of them laughed. 


Sepulchral. 

A ing in a City paper informs those whom it most concerns that 
the churchwardens of St. Sepulchre’s have distributed Loane’s gifts. 
As we didn’t get any ourselves, we can’t be accused of looking a gift- 
horse in the mouth when we say that if these things are after all merely 
Loane’s, we can’t understand why they should be called gifts as well. 


Hennessy's Brand, 
Oxp song revived in Barbadoes lately: ‘‘ He may go-oh, he may 
go-oh; he may go to Hongkong for me.” ial presentation copies 
gratis for his Want of Excellency's fresh customers at the new shop. 


Old Pals. 


Lornp Bzaconsrigip has granted £200 from the Royal Bounty Fund 
to a Mr. Harris. This is a curious, h not uncon- 
servative, way of showing his lordship’s deep gratitude to Mra. Harris, 
and her friend Mrs. Gamp, of Shoe-lane, 


A Long Journey. 
Tue death of a gentleman is announced, who had “followed the 
Fitzwilliam hounds on foot for eighty years.’’ And yet, strange to 
say, this item of intelligence is not givem as one of dogged persistence. 


A Sprinc Novetry.—Zazel, 
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| THE SUBURBAN GARDEN AGAIN. 
. | HOW TO CONSTRUCT A “ROCKERY” CHEAPLY AND EFFECTIVELY. 
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A call from the Neighbours just when the Rockery is comple‘ed. 
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A STARTLING INCIDENT. 
(Being an Epoch in the Existence of Sir H. Humguffin, Bart., §c., §c., §¢.) 


Sir Huntctvus HumoGurrin was the soul of honour. 

There is fortunately no necessity to insist on this, as it is already so 
well known. Atthe market dinners there was always somebody to 
propose the health of Sir Huntclub, our gemerous patron and pro- 
prietor, and no end of somebodies always prepared to drink it with 
three times three and a he’s a jolly good fellow. It’s wonderful how 
good a fellow becomes when viewed through a glass, especially a glass 
that has something in it. 

At the meetings of the County Bench, and at the little festivals which 
followed the arduous duties of an unpaid but untiring magistracy, Sir 
Huntclub was also much respected, and when his health was proposed, 
as it was often, it became at once evident that not only had the worthy 
baronet inherited a magnificent estate with a rent-roll and a residence 
to match, but with these mere worldly possessions he had succeeded to 
a life interest in all the virtues. It must be a fine thing to be good 
and virtuous and honourable ; it must be a fine thing to be rich and 
well-born and a great landed proprietor; but to be all these things 
with the latter qualities multiplying the first and bearing compound 
interest—ah, that must be so fine as only a select few indeed can tell! 

As a sportsman Sir Huntclab Humguffin had few equals. He con- 
sidered the Game Laws the salvation of his country, and kept a pack 
of hounds at his own expense, His dinimg hall was ornamented with 
spoils of the chase obtained by his owm hand, mingled with addresses 
and presentations, each of which set forth that without Sir Huntclub 
Humguffin sport would be as nothing in that part of the country, and 
that but for his countenance and support they, the addressers and 
presenters, would be a headless, aimless lot instead of as mow cheered 
on to extra efforts in the noble cause of field sports by one as great and 
as exalted as Sir Huntclub Humguffin himself. So, altogether it will 
be remarked that my commencing sentence as to Sir Huntclub’s claims 
to respect is understated, if anything. 

It must be a good thing to be a baronet of the first creation when 
you can’t be anything better. I admit I am, to a certaim extent, 
ambitious, and have often wondered why Providence, who gave me & 
keen sense of appreciation for ali that is good, didn’t give me mere of 
the good for myself. And though I commenced my career by envying 
dukes and marquises,and thought that to the lordly mind to be called Sir 
only was but the foretaste of a joy never to be thoroughly fulfilled, I, 
after knowing Sir Huntclub Humgvuflin and his surroundings for some 
time, came to the conclusion that it’s not a bad thing to be a baronet, 
and rich, and respected, when you can’t be anything better. Though, 
by the way, it is just as easy to envy the Prince of Wales or the Earl 
of Dudley as only a baronet while one is about it, and with just as much 
chance of satisfaction. Though, as I have said. ambitious, I never 
cared to overdo the thing, and would at any time have been satisfied to 
compromise matters by assuming an equivalent to the rank and position 
possessed by Sir Huntclub Humguffin. But nobody has even offered 
me that to the present day, which is, perhaps, the result of my setting 
too low an estimate on my value after all. Who knows? 

But this is not to the point, my intention being merely to givea 
little incident in the career of Sir Huntclub, and show that there are 
drawbacks to all advantages, and that those who, like me, move in 
humbler spheres while their souls are soaring, often avoid unpleasant- 
nesses into which their social superiors are entrapped. 

Sir Huntclub, who had got well into the prime of manhood without 
making up his mind which of the numerous young ladies who would 
have had him he would have, rent out one day to a tea party and there 
met a very nice young girl who looked at him very demurely and 
quite blushed when introduced. By-and-by she confided to him that 
she was Irish, though as her name was O’ MacBannagher and she came 
from Kerry, there wasn’t much necessity for the information. She 
told Sir Huntclub in the intervals between the muffins and hot 
buttered toast so plentifully indulged in at aristocratic parties, that 
she was the youngest of nineteen children possessed by that 
O MacBannagher who at the present time represented the oldest and 
most ancient of the kings of Ireland. And after several more cups 
of tea and rounds of toast, Sir Huntclub actually volunteered to escort 
the maiden O’ MacBannagher to her bower, when it was found that her 
only brother, who had faithfully promised to attend with her pattens 
and umbrella, failed to put in an appearance. 

Next morning, as Sir Huntclub Humguffin was trifling with his 
breakfast, thinking of the wild dissipation of the previous evening and 
the ill effects of too much tea and toast upon the appetite, he heard a 
loud banging at his outer gate and presently a scuffling in his hall. 
And before he could say, ‘“‘ What ho, there, minions!” or even 
‘ Belay!” a footman entered, closely followed by a haggard-looking 
youth bearing the impress of the bold O’MacBannaghers upon his 
mainly brow. No need was there for long forms of introduction; the 
flowing, if unkempt locks, the noble face fearless alike of soap or water, 
the fiery torrent of fervid eloquence, and the rich and rapid brogue on 
which, as an envious Scotchman said, one might have hung his hat, 


all told that the intruder was none other than the O’ MacBannagher 
who failed to attend and escort his sister on the previous evening. 

Haughtily waving the retainer to withdraw, and locking the door 
after him, the youthful Hibernian stands before the baronet apparently 
outwardly calm, but like the volcano within. What is the terrible 
emotion that wrings his soul? Why does the baronet become pale, and 
ase 2 a bread-knife up the sleeve of his morning gown? 

» why 

Why does the O’MacBannagher gaze on Sir Huntclub witn an air 
of intense curiosity while explaining that it was because he had on the 
previous night been dining with me MacSweeney Toddy that he 
had failed to fetch his sister? Has any grievous wrong happened, and 
is the avenger on the track! Why does the “boy’s” hand wander 
instinctively to his pocket as though te clutch a concealed weapon ? 
See! he withdraws the hand—it contains something ; is it—is it—is it 
a pistol, or a dagger? Perhaps it’s both! No, itis buta piece of 
paper, and on it is written some cabalisti possibly far more 
potent than either steel or lead. 

* o * * a 

Ab me, let us draw a veil over the possible occurrences of the next 
ten minutes. Suffice it that presently when the terrible stranger 
had departed, and the affrighted ¢ domestics rushed into the breakfast- 
room, determined to die in defence of their master, or discover what it 
all was about, they found him——no, not dead; not even sleeping— 
but seated tranquilly in his easy chair gazing on the piece of paper 
the stranger had left behind him. He held it in his rght hand. In 
his left was the purse he usually carried. On the table before him 
was some loose silver. The room was im no way disturbed. There 
were marks of neither blood nor wader. et it was evident 
something had happened. Silently with reverence the retainers 
withdrew and whispered among themselves, ‘‘ What is this mystery ?’’ 

Shall we penetrate it? As you like, gentle reader. 

On the mysterious piece of paper was inscribed the magic words, 

“T O U Taw Sai1iines. 
T. H. E. O’MacBaxnacum.” 


I cam vouch for the accuracy of this important fact, as I have over 


and over again seen the document among the archives of the great 


od raised to the peerage of 


Humguflin family, shortly after this i 
; title of Baron Humbleduns, 


Great Britain under the name, style, 
o Halfsov, in Flatfordshire. 

*.* A somewhat copious ‘‘ Moral” was attached to the MS. of 
this narrative (the authenticity of which we can guarantee), when 
received by us. While fully endorsing the opinions of a correspondent 
whose value is undoubted and whose abilities are unequalled, we thought 
there could be no necessity to append the excised matter to this 
true story of real life, as the “‘ Moral’’ as it stands now must be pain- 
fully apparent to even the smallest comprehension. Moral: we have 
been able to see it ourselves. 


Retrospective and Anticipatory. 

T x18 is an interesting item of news: ‘‘ Cooks are wanted in Victoria 
more than doctors.’’ Victoria seems in no way peculiar, as cooks seem 
to be at a premium everywhere now, except in those favoured places, 
the Cannibal Isles; and even there doctors are at a discount. We 
don’t exactly see the connection between the two professions, unless it 
be that there is high authority as to the infernal origin of the former 
and no possible doubt as to the destination of the latter. 


Economy. 

Somroneg advocates the covering of ships’ bottoms with brown paper. 
We take the hint and go farther. Let us make our ironclads of 
nothing else. As their only purpose is to go to the bottom, the saving 
to the nation would be enormous. 


‘‘ If ’twere Done——.” 

A wniTER rejoicing in the somewhat “foreign’’ name of Burke 
O'Farrell has published a novel with an equally high-sounding title, 
Proud as Lucifer. One of the cheap cynics so much about now says 
the author should be addressed as Farrell O Burke, and uickly! 


Pas si Bete. 
Att the Russias, we are assured, believe that the En. \ish politicians 
who have supported them in peace will support them in war, “ Green 
grow the Russias, oh!” 


Cruelty to Animals. 5 
Tere is no truth in the rumour that the Prince of Wales is to be 
summoned because, in conferring a recent knighthood, he “ dubbed 


a coxeomb.” 
A Verrrasie Cocxngy Acquistrion.— Gay ‘Arry at the Hopera. 
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Mamma :—“ You Know, ARTHUR DBAR, OBADIAH WAS A GOOD MAN, WHO HID THE PROPHBTS.’”’ 
Arthur (evincing sudden intelligence) :—‘‘ Was 4B THR “OLD” on THE *‘ Youna’’ OsapraH, Ma ?”’ 








A STILL BIGGAR BLOW. 


Waar is to be the gun of the future? is a question asked almost 
universally now by all who take any interest in the growth of our 
Woolwich and other iron infants. In reference to this new craze a 
private “tip” has lately been going around to the effect that two sub- 
constables in Waterford, Kevnan and Patchells, have discovered a 
gun that, to use an expressive vulgarism, will knock all other guns 
silly. Can it be that at last the famous Irishman’s gun—that dream 
of our childhood—which will shoot round two corners and break a 
peice out of the middle, is to become a necessity of our advanced 
existence? If so, who will now object to Home Rule, and so fine an 
opportunity of testing the new weapon’s powers? Certainly no one 
our side of St. George's. 





A Little too Good. 


Mr. Fiowers the other day while discharging a man who had been 
accused of an offence which there was no evidence to substantiate, took 
the opportunity of remonstrating with defendant on the immorality of 
his conduct. In the eye of the law the man was pure as snow; not 
so to the heagle hoptic of the terrible Bow-street magistrate, which is 
so powerful it can not only see what never existed, but can oftentimes 
pass right through and take no heed of what offers the most significant 
obstruction;to the common—1.e., the public— gaze. 


HAWKINS. 


Is he Justice or Baron, or merely a Sir? 
Which word is the one for recital ? 
On Hawkins’s name it’s a kind of a slur 

These Hawkins about of his title. 


‘¢ Vixere Fortes Ante e" 


Ir it takes a thirteen-inch gun to pierce an ordinary ironclad vessel 
like the Agamemnon or the In flexible, what sort of a machine would be 
necessary to carry a shaft of ridicule into the hide of a dull ass, say, 
that new Agamemnon De Morgan, or the equally Inflexible De 
Whalley ? N.B.—This is not a conundrum, but a serious philan- 
thropic and philosophic inquiry, the satisfactory answering of which 
may have most beneficial results to the community. 





Science Gossip. 


*‘ Enaines to be driven by the sun’s rays are the talk of the day in 
Paris.” The real motive power will be gas generated from bottled 
cucumbers, relays of which are to be placed along the line. The 
invention being a development of a new phase of ray-bies, it is expected 
that a hidden connection between hydrophobia and the modern steam- 
engine will be discovered shortly. 








TAYLOR’S PATENT ; 
TAYLOR 5. SEWING 
irovbectun arenes) MACHINE 

“ABE THE VERY BEST.” 





(sires 


C. BR 





lEBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT - 
a OF BEEF. A wine het be in flavour finest port, and ANDAUER & co.’S New registered “‘ press 
combining the nutritive properties of solid food. A boon to i series”? of these Pens neither scratch nor s t—the , 
ee YY ty er oO NIC WINE : points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 


IEBIG'S 


A delicious drink, possessing the moss qossnlehing is- 
vieorating powers.—Stores: 12, CLOAK LANE, B.C, and Wine 
ealere. 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
C4 UTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, May 2, 1877. 


Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
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HE AND SHE. 


(A Novelgtte wits NotHine in Ir.) 


He was barely two-and-twenty, 
She was only seventeen ; | 
He of budding hopes had plenty, 
She was graceful as a queen. 
He had ordinary features 
(An unusual affair), 
She, the daintiest of creatures, 
Was possessed of golden hair. 


He beheld her and was captured, 
She admired his manly style: 

He professed himself enraptured 
In a very little while. 

She responded to him shyly,— 
Love she hardly knew as yet, 

For Dan Cupid's very wily 
In the way he spreads his net ! i 


He full often went to woo her 


aaa, Ga | 
Several times within a week, ya AH aie Cs 


And would whisper gently to her : 
Those soft nothings lovers speak. 

She would hearken to him gladly 
(Just as maidens always do): 

He declared he loved her madly 
(Which was very likely true). 


{ 
| 
He along the lane was straying 
(An occurrence undesigned), | 
She was there, engaged in maying | 
(Quite promiscuously, mind !) 
While Apollo, in his splendour, 
Tinted every golden tress, 
He exclaimed, in accents tender, 
“‘ Be my bride !’”’—And she said, “‘ Yes!” 


Where the Shoe Pinches. 


Tae Duke of Abercorn has exacted from the Rev. 
Mr. Mitchell, of the Abbey Parish, Paisley, a fourth of 
his stipend by way of compensation for his Grace's 
loss of patronage under the new Act. His Grace’s 
conduct is hardly of a graceful kind, so the parson 
thinks, and whatever anyone else may say the pressure 
of such an Aber-corn is ond to be against the grain. 


| 
| 


A POINT AT ISSUE. | 


} 


One of the articles written in response to the Baroness Bardett- | 
Coutts’s offer to give prizes for children’s essays on kindness to | 
animals, runs as follows. We have corrected some few errors in the | 
spelling, and added or exchanged a word here and there to prevent | 
incoherency ; otherwise, the essay is what it professes to be. 

‘Tf you want to be kind to animals you must get upearly inthe morning | 
and put salt on the worms’ tails, and then they will run away and not 
be caught by the cruel early birds. When you see a horse being | 
beaten by a cabman or a costermonger it is very cruel, and you must 
call the police at once, but it is only sport when a horse is ridden and 
whipped and spurred till he drops down dead. It is not kind to kill | 
cats, when they are your own cats, and Mr. Knox, the magistrate, says | 
ic is very cruel to kill rats, though I[ think he would alter his opinion 
if he found one in his boot the other morning like my father did when 
he gotiton. It would not be kind to drive bullocks to the slaughter- | 
house and kill them if they did not make beef; and lambs look much 
more nice with mint sauce than they do while preparing for it. They 
say the donkeys up at Hampstead are so used to their masters’ | 
arguments that they would pine and die without them; and that is | 
why all our way is posted with imaginary dogs being vivisected, | 
while nobody says a word for the torture inflicted on the asses who 
can’t shout and shriek about what they don’t understand. It is not 
kind to take fish out of the water and leave them to die on the bank, or 
to spear otters, or shoot tame birds; but it isn’t cruel, because it is | 
known to be sport to all the animals engaged, and is not done by | 
doctors, who are bound to be brutal toeverything they touch. I wish | 
they would be brutal to the people who have stuck those nasty pictures 
on all our walls and who are quite blind to what goes on in open day 
around them. Men who cut dogs’ ears should have three months 
because they are low, but people who hunt foxes and hares to death 
are mostly sent, not to prison, but to Parliament. It is not kind to 
take a poor stag in a cart and then worry it with dogs; but it isa good 
deal more cruel to kick up a row about a lot of imaginary grievances 
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VERY SELECT. 


Brown (a hard working artist, to Swell Amateur) :—“‘ Gor ANYTHING AT 
THE ACADEMY THIS YEAR?” 
Swell Amateur :—“ No stn, J BXHIBIT BY INVITATION AT THB G\WOVBNOR.” 








and leave all these other animals to continue receiving real torture 


| without any hope of redress.” 


It is hardly necessary for us to add that there is little chance of such 
an essay as this obtaining anything like a prize. 


AN ATHLETIC NOTE. 


‘¢ Although the weather has been anything but bright recently, Messrs. James 
and William Waddell may fairly be said to have made hay while the sun shone. 
. . . . The original cause of the L. A. C ’’s removal from ita old head-quarters 
at Lillie Bridge is said to have been a heavy capitation fee imposed by the pro- 
prietor aud an extra charge for chaira from which to view the cuws aud the sur- 
rounding prospect.’’—** Pendragon” in Week/y Dispatch. 


Tus L. A. C. has made its hay 
Although the air is chilly : 

The sun will shine for him who'll say, 
‘‘ You must shine, willy nilly.” 

In former days the L. A. men 
By way of Piccadilly 

(Or otherwise) would meet, and then 
The runnicg make at Lillie. 


But times are changed, for though ‘twas rough, 
And rude, and hard, and hilly, 
The course was finished soon enough, 
A)l praise to James and Wrlly. 
Said they, ‘“‘ Than pay these special fees 
We'd rather starve on skilly, 
We'll work the ground up by degrees, 
And knock our rival siily.”’ 








Hoping against Hope. 
ExpregctivGc him of the Batavian grace to miss an opportunity of 
showing off his experiences, Parliamentary or otherwise. 
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180 FUN. 


MR. FUN AT THE ROYAL ACADIMY. 


Ie Makes a COMMENCEMEST, AND SOON ARkiVES aT Saverat 
ConCLuBIONS, 


ATIRISTS of the smallest calibre 
and eynics of the kind test 
known «a8 chesp have so 
often made the Royal 
Academy and its Exhibition 
the butt of their pigmy wit, 
80 repeatedly echoed the 
revere things that had been 
s1id by other and better men 
before, and so constantly 
reproached this great Nationul 
Institution and its Members, 
tha’ the task of criticising the 
work exhibited at Burlington 
House becomes annually more 
and more difficult. For if 
Academicians in general, and 
their committees in particu- 
lar, are to be accused of wrong 
doing wherever they do what 
is right, the power of true 
criticism is gone when it is 
MAX /// . . found that the action of the 
atin ie Hanging C mmittee and the 
Committee of leception and 
Iiejection has been just about 
as wropg a8 wrong can be. 
It would have been well had 
the offiials of Burlington 
House been praised in former 
years, if only sparingly, for 
the manner in which they 
have encouraged rising talent 
and fostered the germ of art 
whenever they have watched 
it springing from the as yet 
unpractised pencil. It would 
have been better if an honest 
writer could say the Acade- 
micians have always been 
praised for the conscientious 
manner in which they have 
employed the trust reposed in 
them, and that to suspect an Academician or an Associate of nepotism 
or undue friendly feeling would be flat blasphemy. Then the 
statement that this year the rejected pictures are in many cases 
infinitely superior to much that is to be found, not only on the 
walls, but on the line, would bear its full weight and not be sneered at 
as « little more of the antagonism which is constantly being shown in 
puny and ill-ordered minds to high authority,—of wilful blindness 
to the difliculties which attend on selecting from ten times the 
available quantity of pictures. Be this as it may, I shall, in 
all honesty and sincerity, place on record my conviction that, not only 
is this year’s collection below the average, but that there are 
pictures in the rejected list which would have done honour to the best 
year within the memory of the oldest critical inhabitant of this gigantic 
metropolis. And this without having the slightest possible feeling for 
or against anyone concerned, from the President, down through the 
catalogue of Members and Associates, to the most poverty-stricken of 
the exhibitors, or his still worse companion in canvas the worst of 
the tag rag and bobtail of the rejectees. 

Having got so far on the way, perhaps it would be as well to dis- 
pense with the powers that be und makea beginning with the painters. 
Horsey men will wonder why one of the first portraits in Gallery I. is 
that of ‘*‘ Doncaster, Winner of the Derby in 1873” (5), seeing that it 
is four years since his triumph, that he was not a champion of his 
order, and that the picture is by no means a fine specimen of its school. 
Verhaps the secret consists in the further statement that, though 
Doncaster’s triumphs were obtained in the colours of a commoner, he 
is now “the property of his Giace the Duke of Westminster.” Close 
here is to be found something much more azreeable, a clever picture 
by a man young in the Academy if not in years, “ Highland Drove” 
(7), by H. Garland, a production far superior to one of a similar kind 
by Mr. Goodall, ‘Glencroe” (2), which is only noticeable as 
marking a comparison and as giving @ specimen of an old artist's new 
notions. Near here is to be seen “Sanctuary” (9 , work of a com- 
paratively recent Associate, Mr. Eyre Crowe. A woman in the most 
brilliant red gown it is possible to imagine has thrown herself down 
at the altar stone, and appropriately enough, her pursuers, probably 
affected by the colour of the objectionable dress, are like so many bulls, 
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when stopped by the traditional gate, standing in blind bewildermert. 
Things like rainbows are to be seen in the air, but whether the. we 
allegorical or mer: ly ** harmenions”’ it is hardly formetosay. Thore 
who pay ther shillings will doubtless take their choice. heal 
“ Harmony ”’ is to be seen in Frank Dic ksee’s picture (14), appropriately 
enough so-called; but A. ©. Gow's “* Tumultin the House of Con- 
mons’ (19) is somewhat of # diea, pointment, as it reminds one ofa 
free fight umoog lay figures rather than a forcible argument among 
human beings * Hunted Down”’ (2S) is a first-class specimen of the 
first-class work of Mr. Pettie, R.A. ‘he figure, that of a Highland 
outlaw, has doubtless been hunted a long while, as it is evidently in 
the height of * condition,’ and tur form and shape is likely to Le 
envied by many a yourg «aspirant to athletic honours. Of cours:, 
Mrs. E M. Ward has a picture with a legend culled from some more 
or less fallible historic source. ‘This is ** Princess Charlotte’”’ (45), 
and though it pains me to say anything so unkind to a lady, the rub- 
ject is a striking specimen of the twaddle of a past age with treatment 
to match. In the ‘(int of Sunshine” (46), of Mr. P. Graham, there: 
is comfort for awhile, and though Mr. Millais’s “ Yeoman of th: 
Guard” (52) pales the ineffectual fire of all that surrounds it, Mr. 
Marcus Stone's ** Sacrifice’ stands forth as a specimen of tender anu 
poetic work combined with the principles of true colour. In “ On the 
Track”? .53) we have J. S. Nobie’s notion of how bloodhounds hunt 
up “the same old game’* that bloodhounds have been huntirg und 
painters have been playing since the Academy Exhibition has had «n 
existence. *‘ The Hour of Prayer on Board the Turkish Ironclod 
Mesoudyeh’’ (62) leads the spectator at first to imagine that the 
Turkish sailors are about to perpetrate some more than usual atrocity ; 
on second thoughts, however, it is evident that W. C. Horsley has 
merely seized his opportunity on an ordinary occasion—and not seized 
any too much of it either, Aglanceat ‘* The Old Pump hom, Bath” 
(67), by Mr. (i. A. Storey, is sufficient, and after this specimen of 
Academicul art your representative makes the best of his way into 
Gallery 11. 

Here the first thing that attracts the attention is ‘ Shakespeare 
Reading to Queen Elizabeth” (75), a specimen of Mr. O' Neil’s notion 
cf how Associates should bear themselves, and a very hard, awkward 
specimen it is, all having their best and cleanest clothes on, and being 
painted with the newest brushes and the brightest paint. A few steps 
further and then comes one of the few really splendid pictures in this 
year's show. This is “An Egyptian Feast” (83), and thore who 
know Mr. Long and his work can imagine how well he has seized the 
moment of bringing in the mummy which is to remind those who 
have caten of the good things, and who still remain and “ give their 
minds to drinking,’ that they too will one day be as this inanimate 
burden now is. 1 wonder if it had any real effect on the b. bulous and 
self-sufficient diner of that day* Or turning nearer homewandag, it is 
interesting to speculate what would be the result of this introduction 
upon some of the gentlemen who xow swagger and disport themselves 
and their abilities whenever a public dinner gives them an opportunity 
of getting on their legs and informing those whom it does not concern 
one jot that they are the best and the only and the etcetera of the 
very first water. Thank you, Mr. Long, no less for your splendid 
picture than for the reminder you are likely to give many otherwise 
presumably immortal mortals. ‘There is little enough now to command 
attention if 1 may except Mr. Pettie's portraitof a popular author, which 
should have been named “ The Biack Knight” (96), the armour 
being a masterstroke, *‘ Cowslips’’ (101), by Mr. Leslie, and ‘ Little 
Cold Tooties’’ (105!, by Mr. T. Faed. These bring the student to Mr. 
Alma Tadema’s ‘‘ Seasons”’ (117—120), four small frames filled with 
concentrated ability. The manipuiation is here simply perfect, but one 
cannot help wishing, as he turns away, for a specimen of this artist 
like the *‘ Agrippa” of last year, or the * tioman Emperor” which 
first brought him under really prominent notice. Indeed, the Academy 
is full of suggestions like this, the beat of the work, with few excep- 
tions, doing little but remind us of what the same workers have done 
in days gone by. 

In Gallery III. the disappointment evoked in the preceding rooms 
is at first by no means abated. E. F. Brewtnall’s clever picture of 
“The Sleeping Beauty’’ (167) is skyed to make way for work 
inferior, but with a more direct claim on the hangers. ‘ Queen of 
the Swords’’ (174) is good enough in composition, but several of Mr. 
Orchardson’s swordsmen can only be tailors and tripe-dressers, if their 
extraordinary attitudes are to be taken as guides. Some of the 
positions are anatomically impossible, and it must not be forvotten 
that in swordsmanship “ attitude is everything.’’ A widely different 
work is Mr. Pettie’s ‘* Swordand Dagger Fight” (203), in which the 
combatants are true to the life while warring to the death. But 
before this is Sir John Gilbert's * Cardinal Wolsey at Leicester 
Abbey’’ (201), as grand a piece of colour and composition as this 
palette-historian has previously associated with his name. Mr. 
Leighton’s ** Music Lesson’’ (209) seems to point to the necessity of 
exposing your feet so as to catch the influence of Apollo in all parts, 
end in **The World Forgetting” (210), of Mr. J. C. Horsley, we 
have a bit of work which might be handed round with advantage 
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whenever this R yal Academician commences his p st-prandial tribute 
to the art-teaching of aninstitution of which heishimself so oldamember. 
Here, with a passing glance at Mr. Goodall's “‘ Time of Roses’’ (216), 
in which the baby must have been modelled from one of the large 
eqneaking dolls which used to be always on view at the Seho bazaar 
in boyhood’s days, I will conclude this instalment of my inspection, 
and retire to reflect and refresh the inner man. Not thit I am nearly 
done with this gallery, but I do not care to mention one or two things 
near to hand at the fag end of an article, especially when hunger and 
thirst might make me unjust to the genius of such a painter as Mr. 
Millais—man of =ost infinite resource !—who must annually put to the 
b'ush those young persons who, having done one good thing, take 
years to think out andonly attempt another. And now: Whaé. ho, 
within there! Lunch, and lots of it! 
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PEPPER AND SALT. 

Tuty ought certainly to have had a boating bishop for the See of 
True row. 

The Dachess of Edinburgh has offered up public prayer in London for 
the success of the Russian arms. Should they sustain a series of 
reverses, in all probability the Court of St. Petersburg will look upon 
it as another snub and blow the Duke up. 

The great grand daughters of the great grand Daniel Dafoe have 
been discovered in a starving condition. And we were just going to 
spend a thousand pounds in a statue to him. While the descendants 
cry for bread, shall we give the ancestor a stone? 

. There has been another attack of ‘‘ Merry Pebble’s’”’ on the Hicks- 
each. 

The French C C’s have crossed the C to C what they can C, and 
C's on our latest municipal ideas. They've chosen a bad C’son. 

Those impudent one eyed—no, one idead—people, the Temp2rance 
League, are denouncing the Prince of Wales for daring to preside at 
the dinner of the Licensed Victuallers, Their cause is undoubtedly 
one of Temper rants. 

Hobart Pasha’s done something, it isn't quite clear what, but it has 
had the effext of thrilling the Conservative press into a state of 
incoherent admiration and paragraphic jubilation, which causes their 
readers to regret that the aid of the boy's own hair-breadth escape 
inventor isn't called in oftener. 

A contemporary says the Sick Man is past medicine. Bosh! 
They’re giving him iron and steel and powder in large quantities now, 
with great effect. 


N’Importe, 

IntTeLLicuncs from Pernambuco states that a revolution has broken 
out in that part. ‘The president and his brother have been 
assassinated, but no movement of importance has taken place.” A 
president and his brother, more or less, is nothing much at Pernambuco, 
besides this sort of thing is not a movement of importance—merely a 
remove-ment. 


A Personal Matter. 


Tn @ newspaper we read that a number of sacrilegious thefts have 
lately shocked the religious communities of France. Theft is never 
so shocking to a community as when that community is the real 
loser. 


A Random Shot, 

“Ma,” said a good little boy, ‘“‘why do those wicked gutter 
children always call thieves and sharpers ‘guns’?”” “TIT can't say, 
my @ear,’’ responded the pious parent looking up from her Police 
Intelligence, ‘ unless it be that they so seldom get discharged.”’ 


Too Much. 
An “Extra War Edition” is promised nightly by the proprietors 
of the Glose. The public present their compliments, and they don’t 
want any extra war. The present allowance is quite sufficient. 


Notice or Motion. —Threatening to knock a man down. 








AN ASPIRATION. 


I wovtp I might have had the Juck 
‘To live some million years ago, 
Ere man emerging from tho ruck 
Contrived so many things to know; 
Ere sense of sin could mar his rest, 
And laws had not invented crimes. 
No qualms of conscience life opprest 
Say those who write of early times. 


The world was once a baking ball 
Of dirt and other nasty things, 
And then there were no men at all, 

So clever Mr. Tyndall sings. 

I'll follow back Creation's scale, 
And wish I had existed then, 

A shapeless something with a tail, 
A shallow mudbank for my den. 


These monsters lived a thousand ) ears 
In one delightful semi-doze, 
Untouched by either hopes or fears 
Amid formation’s thousand throes. 
They wallowed on in lazy mood 
With indolent half-open eye, 
And jaws agape to catch the food 
The sluggish stream brought floating by. 


The cake got harder, and the earth 
With each new layer fitter grew 
To give a noble creature birth 
Tul men at last its forest knew. 
They tilled the long untortured soil, 
And warred against the prowling beasts, 
Till life became one long turmoil 
Of work and sport and bloody feasts. 


As onward still the ages rolled 

Came Culture with its blasting breath, 
To bid the ills of life unfold 

And give new pangs and fears to death. 
With weakened muscles, quickened nerves, 

With aching limbs and neated brain, 
Oar race to-day from nature swervoes 

And life becomes an overstrain. 


And when the strife was at its height, 
My span of wild unrest began, 

Fate pounced upon this luckless wight 
And set him here a modern man. 

A worried, bustled, nervous thing, 
A victim of the age of steam ; 

With tearful eyes and hands that wring 
Of pre-historic times I dream. 


Kind Fortune come, my woes assuage, 
Bend down and mark a modern’s moan, 
And bear me through the golden age, 
Through times of Iron, Bronze, and Stone! 
Back, back before the men with tails, 
A million years before the flood, 
To where the search of science fails, 
And leave me happy in the mud. 


The Cabman’s Mile-endium. 

Some enthusiasts are about to provide a home for aged and infirm 
cabmen. It is to be entitled the Wheel and Woe Institute, and the 
site is to be in the Borough, where every mile is more than a tanner's 
worth. The only split in the cabinet is likely to be with those who 
think the proper place for such an establishment must be Hackney or 
Horse Reach, though while they were about it we wonder nobody 
said a good word for Rein ’em. 


Pewny. 

Tue Earl of Wharncliffs has been speaking publicly in favour of 
the open pew system. The first churchman to accuse him of open 
pewseyism shall be handed over to our private pewms for destruction, 
unless he confesses that fighting for pews is pewgilism of the worst 
kind. 


By Our Lovier. 
Wuat's the difference between my sweetheart and a colliery pro- 
prietor ,—One’s mine own, and the other's mine owner. 


Chila's Piay. 


Master Fcn’s advice to Master England. ‘‘ Shut your mouth and 


open your eyes and see what Fortune sends you.” 
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ARTISTIC RECOMPENSE. 





the misfortunes of our friends we find our greatest consolation under 
ties.’? 
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They feel, when told to fetch their daubs away, 
That on thie earth things are not always gay. 


Besides, their grief is doubly deepened, knowing 
(As all their little world knows by that time) 
That Green and Jones have everywhere been crowing, 
Shouting aloud, ‘‘ We're hung!” and “ Ain’t it prime !”’ 
¥es, Green and Jones, now revelling in clover, 
And burning with the fire of future fame, 
Say, “ Brown’s no good ; it’s right they threw him over !” 
‘“‘And Smith?” ‘ Well, Smith at best is very tame !’’ 
Thus Green and Jones pass smiling down the stream, 
Dreaming of art—as yet a pleasant dream. 


And though perdition on the whole direction 
Is craved by him that’s thrust beyond the pale, 
And though no man at once can brook rejection, 
The whirligig of time must tell its tale. 
"Tis thus each year that, roaming round the pictures, 
An outcast from the shows is surely found, 
Who, pigmy with the brush, makes giant strictures, 
And sacrifices sense to subtle sound. 
If Fate did not such tenderness display, 
What hope for critics would there be to-day ? 


So, Smith and Brown, their sorrow soon abating, 
Went down to Piccadilly in due course, 
And Care, who with them had a while been waiting, 
Fled shrieking when he heard their laughter hoarse. 
For there, away, beyond the keenest vision, 
Was Jones’s gem; while down upor the ground, 
Fit object for the veriest derision, 
Was Green’s impassioned contribution found. 


Said Brown to Smith, ‘“*‘ What joy to hear the groans 
Of those tremendous duffers, Green and Jones!” 
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A DOG'S*TALE. 


Tas sunny evening had tempted Mr. and Mrs. Bruno (a Newfourd- 
land couple) and their family on to the lawn, ard Mr. Bruno, aa was 
his wont, took advantage of the occasion to improve the minds of bis 
children. . 

« Never, my dear boys and girls,’ he exclaimed, ‘‘ never neglect an 
opportunity of saving life, even that of a stranger to you. You will 
aurely be repaid for your trouble in some way. I remember one day 
before | met your dear mother I was down in the country and I saw 
a man fall into the river. I swam and pulled him out, put him on the 
bank, shook mys-lf, and went off home, never expecting to hear any 
more of it. About six months after, 1 was with master late at night 
in the Strand, and lost him. While | was running about looking for 
him I received a violent blow on the head, and when I came to myself 
I found I had been sold to some surgeons for vivisection. I pass over 
the horrible agony of the time which elapsed until I was seized ani! 
pinioned and fastened down with cruel instruments, with all my 
sensts, but without the power to move a limb or even to howl. I gave 
my self up for lost ; I thought of my happy home, my dear master who 
would never see me more, and tears ran down my nose. A gentleman 


















and 


lit- 


When Brown and | advanced with a tharp knife which he was about to thrust into my 
Smith, re-/ throat. His hand was raised, when suddenly he paused, and 
garding with | started back. ‘I'm blest if it isn't the dog that saved my life,’ he 

affection cried out. Yes, my dear children, the gentleman I had saved was an 
The love and | eminent surgeon, and like a grateful man he ordered me instantly to 
labour of their | he released, gave me a good dinner, and patting mo on the back, let 


me out into the street, and I can assure you I soon found my way 
back to my dear master who was heartbroken at my loss. So you see, 
my children, the more lives you save the better for you.”’ 


XY who hint re- ‘Yes, papa,” said an attentive little pup, screwing vp close to his 
SN jection, mother, ** but you evidently didn’t think so, or youd have stopped 
k Send in and | and been cut up.” 


‘“* Why, sir?”’ 

“Well, I know you said the other day that the profession con- 
sidered every animal vivisected saved twenty human lives, so you 
might have done if you'd stopped. 

* Mrs. Lruno,’’ said Paterfamilias, showing his teeth, ‘‘ that pup's 
a fool, Smack him and send him to bed.”’ 


A POETS PRAISE. 


Proressox Jekn, of Glasgow, has composed a Latin inscription for 
the statue of Lord Macaulay at Cambridge. We have much pleasure 
in presenting our readers with a free translation. 

Macaulayste ye can O scholars, 
Come and sing the poet's praise. 

You can bet a thousand dollars 
His are what you Ma caul lays. 


Bellers to Mend. 


Acconpine to advertisements in the Zimes and other papers, ‘‘ a 
committee of eighteen gentlemen, with power to add to their number. 
has been appointed to tuke steps to stop the tramways’ bell nuisance.’’ 
At the rate we are going, we shall come to a universal stop thortly, 
everybody objecting to what everybody elee does; and we may 
expect a committee of cighteen gentlemen to be at once appointed to 
take steps to stop the committee of eighteen other gentlemen. To us 
it certainly seems strange that if this advertising committee has so 
great an objection to a bell upon a horse they should themselves spend 
money and time for no other purpose than just to bell the cat. 


The Royal Road. 


Puince Leoro.p is reported to be writing‘ a in seyeral cantos, 
the subject of which is so far a secret.’’ ee that the foct- 
man to whom the inquiring flunkey applied dor intormation, said, 
‘Werry sorry, but I cantoblige yer.” But we may rest satisfied. 
Considering how secret the subject of so many noble author's poems 
already published have been kept, it is not astonishing that hig xoyal 
highness is not yet able to discover what it is he has been writing 


about. 


Equalising the Chances, 

Don Cartos repeatedly expresses his desize to take past as a 
volunteer in the present war. Our own Sporting man says it wouldn't 
make a bad handicap to find out which side is most likely to lese— and 
then put Don Carlos on the other. 


Good Ground for It. 


Where Mr. Gladstcne last left the mark of his “ hoof.” 
Hicks Breach, 
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ON FAITH IN ADVERTISEMENTS. 
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**Here! Br Jove, my love; here’s just what we’ve been looking for so long. ‘ Pleasant So they bought the place at once, and then went off joyfully 
Detached Vilia, ia thorough repair, with magnificent view and close to a lake!’”’ to look at it. 
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And from that day they became prematurely old. 





The Lake. 
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A WELCOME VISITOR. 


Wry, May, how d'ye do, girl? Dear me, you re a stranger ! 
Excuse our detestable plight. 

That April, the brute, like a dog in the manger, 
Has been filling us all with affright. 

I assure you, dear friend, we’ve been shamefully treated 
Since last you appeared in these parts ; 

3elieve me, we're glad that your visit's repeated — 

Your smile always gladdens our hearts! 


I don’t mind admitting we’ve made preparations 
To make you at home as it were, 

For we always experience pleasant eensations 
When Pluvius goes to his lair. 

Lady Nature (who's lent us a few of her flowers) 
Has purchased herself a new gown, 

And besides, by tne help of her ladyship’s powers, 
We've a splendid green carpet laid down! 


The birds are here, look you, to welcome you gaily— 
They're warbling away overhead ; 

Yes, here you may list to their carollings daily — 
You won't fill their bosoms with dread. 

Why, you'd hardly believe how the rain has annoyed us, 
And drenched us for weeks at a stretch ; 

And even Apollo has tried to avoid us, 
The nasty, ungrateful old wretch! 


You know you're the party we always make much of— 
In fact, we adore you, sweet maid. 

Dull weather we'd gladly escape from the clutch of, 
So, lady, pray lend us your aid. 

Revive all the flowers, yes, let them awaken— 
Your orders they’re bound to obey, 

I need hardly inform you our love is unshaken— 
You're as welcome as ever, dear May ! 


THAT RUINOUS THING WAR! 


Tueke was a dreadful feeling of gloom and apprehension in our street 
at the possibility of war breaking out, for our street was the home of 
patriotism and all our hearts were bound up in the Interests of our 
Country. When our little debating club, consisting of one gunmaker, 
one provision dealer, one artist, one reporter, and one bootmaker, met 
of an evening, all faces were overclouded with genuine uneasiness for 
our native land, and the question of war or no war was continually 
discussed with nervous interest. Now it happened that the gunmaker, 
the provision dealer, the artist, the reporter, and the bootmaker were all 
in pecuniary difficulties owing to business having been very bad with 
them for yesrs past; in fact they were all poverty-stricken in the 
extreme. All five of them shared one large loft in the Blue Fly 
(the inn where the debating society was wont tobe held.) ‘A dread- 
ful thing, war!” said the gunmaker ; “ horrible thing! I've heard of 
fellows in actual pecuniary difficulty—in fact, poverty-striken in the 
extreme—who rose to enormous affluence by taking large contracts for 
arms for foreign governments before now! Awful thing, war!’’ 
‘‘ Frightful!” exclaimed the provision dealer. ‘‘Why I heard of a 
fellow who got rich—immensely rich—in three weeks by supplying 
hams to the army in the field!” 

‘‘ Oh, shocking!’’ said the artist. ‘‘I knew a fellow whose governor 
(who had been awfully hard-up before) was sent out as Special Artist, 
by an illustrated paper, to the seat of war, and kept his twenty foot- 
men ever afterwards!’’ ‘“ Ghastly thing!” said the reporter. ‘‘ Why 
my cousin’s uncle’s uncle—(who'd been in a positive state of destitu- 
tion)—went out in company with that very artist and afterwards left 
his heir two millions!” ‘“ Quite a curse!” said the bootmaker; “my 
wife's grandfather came out of the workLouse, took a contract for fifty 
thousand pairs of soldiers’ boots. and presented a cathedral, ten hospitals 
and a park to his native city!” Under these circumstances you may 
be sure that the members of the club read with the utmost uneasiness 
all paragraphs in the papers hinting at any possibility of —that 
is, of war; and that their every thought was devoted to their country, 
placed as it were on the brink ofa precipice! At length, one evening, 
when they were all assembled, anxiously sipping the toddy whi 
thsy did not just then possess the means of paying for, the gunmaker, 
who occupied the chair, glanced at the paper and suddenly jumped up. 
‘‘ It’s decided !’’ he said breathlessly. ‘‘ Here it is, my boys! We're to 
goto war! Hip, hip, hoor—I meag isn’t it shocking! Oh, my poor, 
por co ” “ Dreadful, dreadfy]!’’ they all said, itedly jump- 
ing up and hurrying out as if to some appointment. 

Well, war was declared ; and somehow none of the members ap ed 
at the club now, but they all hurried about and seemed to be ingly 
tusy allof aeudden. Shortly after the gunmaker was observed to 
take an enormous factory and engage some thousands of hands; and 
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about the same time the provision dealer was known to have borrowed 
a large sum of money and to be busily collecting an immense quantity 
of wood and canvas, and a few dozen hams. This seems very 
peculiar, when I think how they had all along been complaining of 
want of business; but perhaps they were merely doing all this asa 
form of excitement to keep their minds from dwelling too much on the 
situation of their unhappy country. 

About this time, too, the artist was seen to pack up a large port- 
manteau, purchase a portfolio and a - supply of pencils and 
paper, and take a somewhere ; the reporter had di ed 
entirely ; and later on the same afternoon the bootmaker was detected 
in the act of giving a bill for the price of several tons of brown paper 
and a few ounces of leather. It is, of course, be tg give any 
account of how the war progressed, or of how alarge contractor 
cortrived to smuggle away rifles enough from the country to supply all 
the enemy’s forces, and how very effective:these rifles were in. mowing 
down the British and rendering their victories. indecisive .and.dear|y - 
bought ; or how the British army was decimated by .starvation owin< 
to the regular supply of wooden hams by another large British con- 
tractor, and by rheumatism and fever due to the constant mente 
of brown, paper boots by a third; nor need we tell how the own 
special artist of the Thingummy won his laurelsand got an invitation 
from the Queen; nor, how the great correspondent on the Spot made 
an undying een. I need merely say that the.wareame to an 
end, and that the population was beneficial y thinned and that things 
got quiet.again. % was just at the conclusion of the war that five 
magnificent: mansions were completed for occupation in our neighbour- 
heod ; and I found on inquiry that they belonged severally to a grea‘ 
small-arm contractor, a large provision merchant, a.¢elebrated special 
artist, a renowned special correspondent, and apdsamense boot manu- 
facturer. And one evening, as I dropped imto #he lour of the 
Blue Fly to have a , | was surprised yeabicee aay five origina! 
members of our debating club sitting roundrthe table looking as if 
nothing had happened, excepting that they looked|better fed and that 
they had large diamond-rings and were drin < e. 

“ These is the gen'lemen that them big ’oused 1ge-to,’’ whispered 
the landlord to me; and then I observed for the'ifirst time that they 
were lighting their cigars with fifty-pound notes. 

“‘ Dear, dear!” said the chairman witha sigh; ‘“ what a very terrible 
curse war is! Well, well—it’s all over now; and it was best for our 
poor country after all.” And then they all sighed, and said “ Poor 
country |” and produced a thousand pound note each for the waiter. 
War is indeed the ruin of thousands! 


THE AUTERNATIVE. 


Ir was a moment of supreme agony. Tempest tossed on the waves 
of the wild Atlantic, the steamship Obadiah, by a violent motion, had 
flung into the raging billows the wife and the mother of a benevolent- 
looking passenger, one to the right and one to the left. ‘Oh, it is 
like a terrible poem,” exclaimed an enthusiastic young woman in blue 
eyes and gold curls. ‘* Which will he save? Which will he save?’’ 
faltered the lady passengers, preparing to wring their hands and shriek 
whichever side he jumped. ‘* What a terrible altervative!’’ ejaculated 
the gentlemen, suddenly remembering not one of them could swim. 
But he, the husband and the son of those fast drifting women, what 
did he say? He strode eagerly first to one side and then to the other, 
he passed his hand across his noble brow, a holy light of heroism filled 
his eyes, and making a rapid dive—for the cabin stairs—he exclaimed, 
‘‘ That’s a double dose o’ luck, anyhow.” 





Twiggez-vous P 

On the 24th ult., “ Miss Adela Grace Uranie Constance Evelern 
De Franco Franco Perey was married at Paddington to Mr. John 
Edward Twigg! Poor little Twigg, to be thus grafted on the stately 
genealogical tree of the Percys. But what a prosaic ending to Miss 
Adela Grace Uranie Constance Eveleen De So. Franco Percy’s 
three-volume novel appellation. In the name of all “the -unities”’ 
- a Twiggy affair as this ought to have been at once “ broken 
off !”’ 


A Gender. 


Mrs. JvGcoins supposes this here Brocolimation stating as Britannia 
is neuter means as she’s afraid of what, being anythig else, might in 
gender, as it wouldn’t do for her to be a master or an.iss. 


Time and Tune. 


On the first of May our private chimney sweep went aut with the 
sous hymn round his hat, because it was the only feztoon he cou!d 


A Correction. 
Da. ScHLIEMANN writes in confidence to deny that he said the relics 
found at Troy were dis Troyed when he dug them up. 
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| AGAIN THE RAGING WAR. 


| Tae morniog news tells forth the dreaded tale 
That all good men with horror must regard, 
And many stout of heart look sad and pale, 
Thit now the paths to peace are grimly barr'd. 
Oace more the cannon’s boom roars o'er the plain, 
Once more the sabre flashes in the day ; 
The maddening war cry fills the air again, 
And foemen grapple in the battle fray. 


Thus dragging nations, that would rather save, 
And be at peace with all their fellow man, 

To draw the sword and send the valiant brave 
To join their prowess in the battls van. 

Thus making many a yearning heart and sad, 
And all the pleasant home ties rudely mar, 

The peaceful village and the bright and glad 
AU swept away by desvulating war. 


The broad fresh fields are made the scenes of strife, 
Where erst the lowing kine and flocks have been, 
| Where nappy homes and peaceful lowly life 
See fire and blood blizhs all the grassy green. 
The rustic homes in smoking ruins lie, 
And rapine follows like a roaring tide ; 
See maid and mother, terror-stricken fly, 
The men cut down and butchered by their side. 


Now woe to him that lit the fire of war, 

That told the flag of strife should be unfurled, 
That ruthless fury guide the flaming car, 

And sent the wila torch blazing through the world! 
Aye, woe to him! for well we know the prize 
I'hat he has set his greedy heart to win, 

Nor cares he for the anguish or the cries 
The pain the poor must suffer for his sin. 


O shall no loud-toned voice cry out to thos» 
that drag their fellow man to deeds of blood ; 

| ‘That make what should be brethren meet as foes, 

And vent their maddened passions like « tlood 
Of savage vengeance sweeping all before, 

No care for sex, or age, or sickly bed; 
Can no strong arm shut close the door, 

And WILL, that sacred blood no more be shed ? 
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HONEST INDIGNATION. 


‘Au! YoU OLD WAGABONB, YOU'RB DRUNK AGAIN, ARE YER?” 
“ Draunx! Watt, I on’y wisH I'D Gor A CHANCE 0’ GETTING DOUBLESH 
A*‘H DRUNK ASH I Am NOW.” 


Fan’s Dictionary. 
Bosu, a term used to represent the butter used by 
those who are badly bred. 


re re 





A VULGAR RONDEAU. 


To blow me up the bards may try, 
Because in Rondeau fashion I 
Allude to someone down at Crick, 
Who just about the time men sup 
Performed the fuse and powder trick 
To blow Mee up. 


To blow Mee wp (Policeman Mee), 
Two wicked someones did agree. 
But there, of course you've read the case, 
For giving you such common “ Gup”’ 
My chief wiil turn with frowning face 
To blow me up. 


True Temperance. 

A company has been formed in Manchester for “the promotion of 
temperance taverns,” No man is to be served more than twice in 
these establishments after he is unable to remember or articulate the 
name of the liquor he commenced to be temperate upon. Intemperate 
language is to be met with a fine of drinks round, and all regular 
customers will be expected to take the pledge—with one another—or 
if they don’t like taking it themselves, to pledge each other, at least 
once a week, and thus be answerable for the sobriety of the com- 
munity. 








( Bneowre) 


Historical Note. 

One of the greatest discoveries of a past era, that of the tobacco 
plant by Sir Walter Raleigh, has endedin smoke. One of the greatest 
blessings of modern times, our present system of drainage, was com- 
menced in pipes. The Alpha and Omega of both—a pipe of peace and 


Noblesse Oblige. 
&@ piece of pipe. 


A GossiPING pareqneee, says that ‘‘a nobleman won £10,000 by = a 
betting on O'Leary, and intends to become his patron in all future Two Grants. 
matches,’’ After this O'Leary can hardly be considered the peer-less | Tus Welsh miners are to be granted the ‘“ Albert” medal. The 
pedestrian his friends the Home Rulers tried so hard the other night | Emma miners have had their Albert (irant, and they probably wish 
to make him out. that Albert hadn't medalled. 


CADBURY Paris Blue 


<= = COCOA ESSENCE a 
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A SONG OF WAR. 


Hicu above the ceaseless din 
Hear the song of war begin, 
Anthem of a people's sin ; 


Anthem of a Cysar’s pride, 
Swelling far and swelling wide, 
‘Lill the earth is crimson dyed. 


Demons in the smoke and flame 
Mouthing out a holy name 
’Mid the slaughter’s brutal shame. 


Reeling back to darkest age, 
Progress flies when heathen rage, 
Making Christ a battle gage. 


Borne upon the Eastern gale 
Shriek and seb and woman’s wail; 
Cheek of manhood waxes pale. 


While the discord night and day, 
Fiercer than the bloodhound’s bay, 
Marks the wild infernal fray. 


Shameful sight for Christian eyes, 
See beneath the holy skies 
Foully mangled manhood lies. 


Rise, O Lord of Love and Peace, 
Give our bondaged souls release, 
Bid the awful carnage cease. 


Sapient and Stable. 


An action was brought recently in the Lewes County 
Court by a livery stable-keeper, who sought to recover 
for hire of two horses ridden by a butler and cook every 
morning before breakfast. Among the small jokes which 
the judge did not make, we note two we will recommend 
to him for future use, viz. : that after all, this was only 
a novel form of Cook’s Tours and Butler’s ‘‘ L'ves,”’ 
and that servants were quite justified in riding night or 
morning, provided they obtained their horses from a 
“livery ’”’ stable. 
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First “Sworn Bookmaker’”’ to second ditto ditto :—‘“* Wu, "3 COMBS UP 
ARTER THE RACB, AND SAY8 BE, ’B WANTS A RUN FOR HIS MONBY, ’B SAY8. 
‘Do yer?’ says I. ‘ Yus,’ ’s says, ‘I aLtus AS A RUN FOR MY MONBY AT 
THE Post, AN’ I MEANS ’AVIN’ ONE NOW.’ ‘ WELL’ I says, ‘80 YBR SHALL’ 
I says, AN’ I LANDS "IM RIGHT BANG WI’ BOTH ’ANDS AN’ SINGS ovT, ‘Hr! 
Wetcuer! Wetcuer!’ as Loup as I can:—A LOT 0’ THE BOYS COMES 
UP AT THAT AN’ sHOUTS ‘ WELCHER’ TOO, AN’ I FANCY ’B GOT AS GOOD A 
RUN FOR "IS MONEY AS BVER ’B ’AD IN "IS BLOOMIN’ LIFB—AN’ A BIT OVER.” 


Painting and Glazing. 


Her Majesty has conferred a pension of £100 a year 
on a gentleman “ who has done much to revive the art 
of painting on glass.” There was a difficulty about 
offering the money to any of those who have aided in 
the restoration of ordinary painting, because of their 
great predisposition to canvass. 


A LOVERS’ MEETING, TOO CONSCIENTIOUS. 


Sue was young and fair, and a tear glistened in her eye as she laid | 
her curly head upon his shoulder and exclaimed, “Oh, George, I | 
think if I found you did not love me I should die.” ‘ My darling,’ 
he answered, passing his hand gently round her dimpled chin, “I 
will always love you. Do you think 1 would marry youif I did not 
feel sure of it. Ina few days, at the altar I shall vow to love you all 
my life, and I will keep my vow.”’ A lovely kind of beatific happi- | 
ness played for a moment like sunshine on her lips, and then she | 
whispered, ‘‘ Oh, George, I like to hear you talk like that, you have 
been so good to me. You have given me a diamond locket and a gold 
watch and chain and rings that an angel might wear outside her 
gloves and not be ashamed, and if I thought that one day you’d be 
sorry you'd given me all these nice things and want them back again 
I should break my heart.” He held her gently against his manly | 
breast, and answered with a quavering voice, “Ob, my own darling, | 
there is nothing on earth that could happen that would make me 
repent giving you a few tokens of my love, or make me want them 
back again.” She sprang from his arms like a joyous deer, she shook 
back her sunny curls, and with a whole poem in her hazel eyes, 
exclaimed, ‘‘ Oh, George, you have taken a load from my heart. I’ve | 
come to say I can’t marry you after all, because I’ve seen somebody 
I like better, and I thought you’d want your presents back again.”’ | 


The Glass and Iron Duke. 


Txs Duke of Richmond has promised to consider the Sabbatarian | 
onslaught as to certain arrangements at the Crystal Palace. He ought | 
for personal reasons to give the Sunday frequenters duke considera- | 
tion, for they are almost entirely composed of the Rich monde. | 


VOL. XXV. 


A Muppitepv Masmszr’s Sorirogvy. 


I cannot think—I never did— 

The Turks should drag us into war, 
But I must vote as I am bid, 

Or what am I a Tory for ? 
I can’t believe that English gold 

And English blood—maybe my own— 
Should once again be spent to hold 

A Paynim tyrant on his throne. 


’Tis said that we must draw the sword 
To help our old ally the Turk, 
And throw all scruples overboard 
That interfers with Tory work. 
Our old ally believes that we 
Are bound to help him in his need, 
The reason why one cannot see, 
And yet I fear ’tis so indeed. 


We're told that Russia must be foiled 
Although it cost a million men.— 
And was’t for this our soldiers toiled 
And starving fought in trenches, when 
We thought we'd made a lasting peace 
And crushed the ckance of future war ? 
But hold! I must this as cease, 
Or what am I a Tory for? 


An Opsn Question.— Museums on Sunday. 


qa e — oe _ % > 


~ 


a> + 


. 
~ pee eng eg A ye ee fag ae “tr ~~ -e-< 
- _— onameeen . . a . ming = oar eee + mee 





a a ee. 










[May 16, 1877. 








a ha 


called ‘‘ Waiting for the Old Man to come Home from the Pub,” an é | 
strengthened with an extract from the printed speeches of Sir Wil- 
frid Lawson as supplied at fourpence athousand. Just before this is 
J. Aumonier’s “‘ Easton Broad” (265), powerful, yet delicate; and a 
little further on is Mr. Ouless’s best portrait—as a piece of painting— 
that of “Thomas Dixon, Esq.’’ (269)—(Thomas Dixon, Esq, you 
should stand something handsome for getting your name mentioned 
here as well as your counterfeit presentment so admirably hung!)— 
and a step further on is Mr. Pettie’s “‘ Lady of the Seventeenth 
Century ”’ (272), and a very nice lady she is, too. But here is a work 
which for the time being makes all else forgotten. It is Mr. Millais’s 
effort of the year, ‘‘ The Sound of Many Waters”’ (273), and to stand 
before it is to feel at last what a giant of the brush may do when ina 
giant frame of mind and with work of a suitable kind to hand. If 
Mr. Millais had never done anything but this he would be a great 
painter, but it is too much the fashion now to compare his present 
work unfavourably with that which has gone before. This being 














He Morauises, Criricises, AND I-says-I-szs. 


UCH as has been done 
by critics of the pro- 
per kind, and great as 
have been the effects 
of the true criticism 
so peculiar to this 
journal, I doubt 
if either the one or 
the other have ever 
achieved the result my 
young and impulsive 
friend who drew this 
picture imagines. 
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| MR. FUN AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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Time was when I, 
too, in company with 
many other members 

of the outside public, 
imagined that to be a writer on a 
paper of position meant no end of 
good things from no knowing what 
sources. I believe myself to be ex- 
tremely honest and conscientious, 
and should blush to betray the 
trust reposed in me by taking any- 
thing in the way of a gift for 
service likely to be rendered— 
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about the only one instance in the exhibition where a famous artist is 
as good as he ever was, I shall, in the teeth of the criticism which 
alternates between sycophancy and venom, and is sure of but one 
thing—that what has been must be better than what is now—give my 
vote in favour of ‘‘ The Sound of Many Waters,” and express my con- 
viction that it is artistically as good as anything of the kind that has 
heretofore stood in the Academy with the same painter's name attached. 
It is with anything but pleasure after this that “‘ Bianca's Lovers” | 
(280) strikes the eye. Mr. Cope, Mr. 

| 

| 

| 


Cope, anyone would think you had been 
taking lessons in handling the Tobacco 
Plant so intimately associated with ano- 
ther gentleman of the same name, but 
up to quite a different kind of snuff! 
Mr. Elmore, as represented by ‘‘ Mary 
Queen of Scots and Darnley” (282), is 


not be returned ;—but truth to say, nobody has so far considered it 
worth while to send me the smallest token of regard. I mention this 
as much for the benefit of the staff of this paper as for the information 
of the general public, and trust that. in future all parcels left at this 
office in the interests of art will have ‘“‘ Paip ror ” legibly written all 
over them. Otherwise, no matter what they contain, the effect will 
= lamentably short, and the critical breast be steeled to all en- 
earment. 


7” 








one of the few “old men”’ who stand 
their ground against rising talent; Mr. 
Eyre Crowe’s ‘‘ Prayer” (283) is notice- 
able for possessing bits of the same rain- 
bow which have got inte his other 
picture, ‘‘ Sanctuary ”’ ; and Mr. Cooke's 
“‘Schevening Pink” (288) is— well, 
nice, and not a jot beyond it. By the 
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Passing by Mr. Goodall’s contribution already referred to, the work 
of another Academician almost immediately presents itself. This is 
“Spring Time” (220), by Mr. Cope, and those who are not to be 
dazed by the magic initials aflixed to the name in the catalogue, will 
agree with me that neither design nor manipulation would lead any- 
one to suppose the painter of this picture is one of the Forty who 
rank highest and greatest of their kind. It is, perhaps, because the 
best of the line space is given to work of this sort that a fine little bit 
of character entitled ‘‘Come In” (234), in C. Green’s best style, 
is placed almost out of sight in the realms above. The Academy is, 
however, well represented just here by one of its Associates, Mr. Vicat 
Cole, whose ‘‘ Summer Showers”’ (239) is a’scape which has a very 
narrow ‘scape of being really great. After some of the stuff which 
finds its ‘‘ legitimate” home on the line, it is pleasant to gaze on such 
a piece of honest painstaking work; but the cup of pleasure is drained 
here, for Mr. Cooper’s “‘ A Cool Retreat ”’ (244) is by no means the 
sort of picture one would commend to the consideration of those who 
care for art which is art and not mere imitation. If Mr. Cooper, 
k.A., means that the rest of the world is hot away from the retreat, he 
should take some means of showing it; though evidently possessed of 
an idea when he commenced, he has allowed the unwonted capitai to 


way, it was in this room I observed 
three friends, who had evidently been 
expected by the Hanging Committee, as 
the tall one never looked at anything 
but the top line, while the one in front 
criticised all that came within his ken, 
literally “‘ down to the ground.” 

Gallery IV. is by no means a place of 
unmixed pleasure. If “ Early Promise’”’ 
(292) was that of J. Clark, the artist, it 
is certainly not too well fulfilled. Next 
it is ‘‘ A Summer Holiday” (293) by F. 
Morgan, which must make some of the 
unhung men feel curious “to know, 
you know.” It is strange enough as 
to colour and still stranger as to 
grouping. There is in this picture a cat which, however harmless, defies 
all Shakespearean authority by being eminently unnecessary. Perhaps 
that was its claim on consideration. Mr. Cope is at it again, with 
‘‘ Hope Deferred” (309), which goes far to fulfil the proverb and 





complete the sentence. We were—yes we, Iam unhappy to say and 
to drop the capital J a little, as I will explain presently—we were con- 
siderably disappointed with Mr. Calderon’s ‘ Reduced Three per 
Cents.’ It may seem rank heresy to some of the gentlemen who look 
on criticism as a thing to be put down one of these days, but I should 
like to set C, Green at this to make it what it professes to be but is 
not, a piece of eccentric character work which shall not be caricature. 
Wake up, C. Green, your turn can’t be far off after this has been 
voted out-of-the-way excellent! One of the best pictures in the room 
is ‘The Spider and the Fly” (313), by Mr. H. S. Marks, which has 
a usual disadvantage of this artist's work: his old men are not the 
old men he intends. The old gentleman here is a far better specimen 
of our disreputable race than the roué who has come to borrow money, 
and who is—spite of Mr. Marks and all the catalogue may say— 
receiving good advice previous to getting an old man’s blessing and 
coin at less than cost price! Otherwise the painting is excellent, the 
details being exceedingly well filled in. ‘ The Captain’s Boots” 









evaporate without benefiting either himself, the picture, or the most 
easily satisfied beholder. Not that I give 
all this on my own responsibility; here is a 
portrait of the gentleman who, after looking 
all ways at it and doing everything but 
stand on his head, bestowed on me the 

t and critical opinion I have here 
capitalised. 

Another instance of how a title may be 
given which has really no connection with 
the picture presented is to be found in Mr. 
T. Faed’s ‘‘In Time of War” (266), which 
occupies a good space on the walls, and has 
sixteen lines of verse devoted to it in the ca- 
talogue. By the way, what would a Com- 
mittee of Hangmen say to an aspirant who 
sent in a long screed of poetry with his pic- 



























; J ture? I am really half afraid that great (317) of P. K. Salter is a clever piece of work, and might pass well 
as is the mercy and tenderness of these for a skit on the habit of certain artists of painting clothes and 

estimable gentlemen, they would have to never a limb inside them. In J. Knight’s “ A Tidal River” (329) we 
‘ regret the necessity of calling on their get a fine specimen of the tea-board school, but lovers of the beautiful 

in women as well as in art will do well not to miss Carl Hoff’s ‘“*A 







:. | young friend (unless well represented and highly commended) to fetch 
his rubbish away. Toacommon mind like mine, the picture would 
have had much more effect had it been devoted to the testotal interest, 


Tale of Two Conquests (352).”’ 
Whoever it was that brought down the birds which figure in the 
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foreground of Mr. Hook's picture dignified with the Shakespearean 
quotation, ‘‘ ‘ He shot a fine shoot’ ” (337), must have done it ‘* with a 
Heok,” possibly witha view to future Acudemicalshonours. “They 
certainly are of an astonishing ‘size, unlessithe surroundings are 
interided to be unusuallyemall,andyas Mr. Heokiecaneudemivian, 
and all print is open to himein theeatalogue, hewotldeaypsoifat caght 
to be said. Therefore we will fomthemonce agree with Ghakespeareand 
Mr. Hook— curious combination!~«anéeay, ‘ ¥es,'*theshotatine shoot ’ 
indeed.” Mr. Horsley’s' “ Criticson @ostume: Bashions Change’ 
(343) would be beneath the notice of-acriticvon pictures were ‘' 
not for Mr. Horsley's position as:one'ofithefabled forty, and bis pe. 
sistent endeavour to be regardedas ithe ‘High ‘Priest of the Forty's 
Art. Fashions must indeed change ifsuch.e ‘thing as this was ever 
comsidered representative of aught that «isgood'in painting. A. W. 
May's ‘‘ Bend in the River’ (359) willbwell reward passing attention, 
an@in “The Heir of the Manor” (374), is some delicate work and 
some‘alternatiom of light and shade in P. R. Morris's best style. Mr. 
Hook’s “ Priendsin Rough Weather” (380) is sure to attract much 
attention, and deservedly, and “In Pensive Thought’’ (385), by J. 
Scott, is a fine piece of work which should make:some of the older and 
better-known: men Jook to their laurels. Wewere-very pl 
with this—there’s that ee again ; and perhaps I had*better explain 
once for all what it means. It means that after seemgomy young and 
enthusiastic friend's illustration at the commencement of ‘this article, 
neither Mra. nor Miss Fun can be prevailed upon to:stay at home, as 
they are determined to share the critic’s pains and help ‘him: divide 
the profits. It’s rather a bore; and friends at a distance had better 
address all reminders under cover to the Publisher—for the present. 





GETTING AT IT. 

Ponrrrcran. What's the meaning of a horse being “‘ got at? ”’ 

Puurrrz. Well, I don’t see as I can exactly explain. It mcans— 
it means—blowed if I can tell you what it does mean so as you'll 
understand properly. 

Pourrictan. Can yougive me an illustration culled from political or 
general life, now ? 

Turrits. Oh, ah, yes. Ithink I could. I should say old Glad- 
stone was “ got at” when he consented to modify the spirit of-his 
Resolutions ! 


‘© 'Ye.wee yon Birkie ca’d a Lord!” 

Txe Earl of Eglinton declines to contribute to the erection of a 
statue to Burns on‘the ground that: he appreciates neither the poet's 
character nor his:poems. It-isn't likely that a born lord can forgive 
a writer who not only discovered for himself that “the rank is but 
the guinea stamp, the man’s ‘the gowd for a’ that,” but made it patent 
to millions who would not have seen through the halo of hereditary 
superstition for generations yet to come. And yet somehow or the 
other, despite this noble sacrifice of himself in the quarrel of his order, 
we don't expect the Earl of Eglinton’s fame will much outlast that of 
Robert Burns, who was after all only a common person, a ploughman 
—and a poet. 


The Lower Animals, 


An Irishman, charged with obstructing the path, explained the 
other day to the Wigan stipendiary that pigs are “ critical things ”’ 
to drive. A dramatic author, who was not present, subsequently 
endorsed the drover’s remark by stating on authority that all “‘ critical 
things” are swine. 


Hum! 
Wr is honey dealing like England’s confidence in a Conservative 
Ministry ?— Because it’s beetrade. 
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PREPOSTEROUS NOTIONS. 


I’'va asortiof a notion that people exist 
Whore willing to hive their allowance of ne vs 
Of-affairs in the East unobscured by the mist 
Which results from reporters’ political views. 
I've a notion that people don't always prefer 
Those reporters to colour, disfigure, and main, 
And otherwise alter all facts which occur, 
To suit their own party's particular aim. 
I admit that this notion’s a perfect disgrace, 
A ghastly example of meaningless fudge ; 
For 1 never have been in an editor's place, 
And of course, as a consequence, ca’: be a judge. 


‘T've a sort of a notion that using:one’s brairs 
For the harming of folks with‘an obsolete Act, 
“Wewet, say a hundred or so for‘one's pains— 
That being a common informer, in fact — 
Is sombhow contemptible, paltry, unclean. 
I've a notion (that’s taken the firmest of roots) 
‘Phat a common informer’s a being too mean 
To be kicked by a pair of respectable boots. 
It can, you-wikl tell me, be easily.shown 
That my ignorant.notion is simply absurd ; 
I- was never a common informer, | own, 
Amd T haven't a ghost of. aright to be heard. 


T've a sort of a notion that statesmen who're’strong 
On the bencfits flowing from powder and steel, 
And imagine humanity can’t get along 
Unassisted by hints from the “ conqueror’s heél ”— 
Who look upon war as a thing of: delight, 
And insist on depositing peace on the 
Should be carefully placed in the front of the fight, 
For each one to see how he likes it himself. 
You'll inquire from what wildly irrational:source 
My preposterous notion can possibly flow ? 
Weill, t own I was never a statesman, of course, 
And I cannot, of course, be expected to know. 


I’ve a notion that monarchs who're carried away, 
When pursuing some specially murderous game, 
By a fixed and unswerving delusion that they 
And Providence simply are one and the same— 
Who alwa)s appear to consider ‘‘ Divine’”’ 
As an adjective suited to all their decrees 
In the killing, acquiring, and conquering line— 
Should be hanged with as little delay as you please. 
You are inly despising the lips, I'm aware, 
Whence such a ridiculous notion could fall ; 
I was never a monarch, I'll freely declare, 
So I haven't a right to a notion at all. 





An Eggregate Amount. 


Tx: Cheesomongers’ Benevolent Society benefits to the tune of 
£1,115 lls. Od. by the concert at the Albert Hall on Easter Monday. 
Messrs. Nurdin and Peacock, to whom all thanks are due, have handed 
the money to Mr. Corderoy, who is thus able to prove how little 
Fustian there is about the promises of these more than Baconian 

ici Messrs. Nurdin and Peacock evidently believe “ that’s the 


logicians. 
‘cheese”’ which contains most of the milk of human kindness. 


Barmecidal Business. 

“ A pUBLIC-HOUSE without drink has been opened at Crossmyloof, 
in Glasgow.’’ We have seen something of the kind here in London: 
places where, though much spouting goes on, proceedings are very 
dry, and that»portion of the public that cares to attend is sent away 
empty indeed. But we don’t call them public-houses, and therein we 
show our superiority to the simple folksof Crossmyloof, in Glasgow. 
But wait till the saut fesh come in, that’s a’. 


A Sharp Brush. 

A Hampsuree paper reports that “while a signalman named 
Frederick Bungay was sitting in his box at Landport, a bullet passed 
through the glass and shaved his head.” No wonder another local 
journal states that when the poor fellow was found “‘ he was tremblirg 
like an aspen and all of a lather.’’ But this is a subject wherein 
satire “like polished razor keen” is of no use—it has already received 
“‘ the bullet.” 


Tus Reat SoivTion or THe EasTeRN Qvegstion.—Mr. Glad- 
stone’s Russolutions. 
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A POET’S PAINS. 


JEANS in praise of Spring's 
delights 
I’ve sung in spite of weather, 
I’ve sung nor cared for wind 
that bites 
And howls around the house o’ 
nights, 
Until it’s spent its tether. 
I’ve sung of Spring, that time 
of love, 

With all a poet's ardour, 
And rung the change on 
“ glove’”’ and “ dove,”’ 
And, cold and hungry, said, 

“What ‘shove’! 
With nothing in the larder!”’ 





Poets must live and spin their 
rhymes 
On what is well in season, 
And keep account of passing 
times, 
Of accidents and current crimes, 
From pitch and toss to 
treason. 
Laureates now must spin a page 
On war or folly flying, 
If they would with the world 
engage, 
And earn the necessary wage 
Their bread-and-butter buy- 


ing. 
Perchamee. some poet with 
&,.. wealth in store 


@iMay wonder why Im 
twaddling : 


I’m bound to carol of Spring—and more, 
I’m hungry till my task is o’er— 
I’m innocent of “ coddling.” 
‘*O Spring! delicious, balmy Spring! 
Your presence is delightful ; 
Your breath destroying hard Winter’s sting, 
Of smiling Summer you tidings bring : 
By Jove; the.cold is frightful! 





Question! 


Tue Archbishop of Dublin is expected to resign “ on account of the 
recent alterations of the Prayer-book by the Irish Church Synod.” 
The remark that though he was a Trench he was not deep enough to 
bury all recollection of past preconceptions, though gravely refuted by 
our special correspondent on the spot, is unfortunately more Trench- 
ant than it is likely to turn out true. And yet who ought to make 
puns if an arch bishop may not ? 


Working Under Price, 


A sUMMONING officer has been fined £50 for letting off a spevial 
juror, summoned to the Court of Queen’s Bench, for £10. That 
summoning officer says this is the result of endeavouring to benefit 
one’s fellow creatures, and that everyone who wants his good oflices 
will have to pay full price in future and no reduction. At this rate 
a Jew’'s eye will in time become of much less value to a summoning 
officer than a juror’s “ Hi!” 


Differences of Climate. 


A soTTLE of whisky has been sold in Edinburgh for five pounds. 
** It was 132 years old.’’ An Irishman of our acquaintance says that 
if it were only possible to keep a bottle of whisky half that time in 
Dublin, it would be worth double the money; the air on the banks 
of the Liffey is so very dry. And yet we have ourselves spent some 
extremely wet evenings over there, and are bound to admit the sun was 
full in our eyes the whole time. 





The Front of His Offending. 


A ConsgRvatTivs contemptuary complains that Mr. Gladstone 
changed his front before the House. It might have been a dicky 


thing to do, but the Conservatives have only themselves to blame for 
making the right hon. gentleman shirty. 








FUN. 


THE NEUTRAL PARTY. 


Mr. Lingrat. Good morning, Mrs. Tory; how are you after your 
house-warming? I hear you had your toes trodden on several times. 

Mrs. Tory. Oh, very well, you brainless idiot, you're going to be 
impudent, are you? Look here, no factious opposition, please, and if 
you've got anything to say, say it, or else I'll get my private chaplain 
to come and insult you. 

Mr. Lipgrat. You'rea nice creature, certainly ; but bluster always 
covers ignorance. I want to know why you dare to call yourself 
neutral in this row between Mr. Turkey and Mr. Russia. 

Mrs. Tory. Well, weare neutral, ain’t we? 

Mx. Lipgrat. Do yow call it neutral to urge Turkey to fight, to 
secretly promise him your moral support, to subsidise a cewspaper to 
tell him about his opponent, and to send an impudent message to that 
opponent, calling him a liar, a coward, and a cheat, and telling him to 
take the change out of that? 

Mus Tory. Yes, I do. 

Mr. Listrat. Do you call it neutral to send your fleet to protect 
the Turkish ports ? 

Mrs. Tory. Yes, I do. 

Mr. Lisgaat. Do you call it neutral to declare that at the first 
opportunity you will pitch into Russia, and to run about shrieking 
that Russia wants to steal all our property ? 

Mrs. Tory. Yes, 1 do; and if you don’t like it, come to my house 
and hear what my people say. 

Mr. Lisgerat. Oh, I know you've gota pack of people about yon 
that would say black was white if you told them to, and a pretty 
oo set they must be to pretend they all think as you do on every- 
thing. 

Mis. Tory. Don’t you wish your people were like ’em? Yuh! go 
on with you. I’ve got a majority I can do what I like with, ana if | 
choose to call armed intervention strict neutrality, my boys °)! soon 
stop your objections. Down with Russia, and three cheersfor Turkcy- 
That’s my neutrality, and if ycu don’t likeityoucando the other 
thing. Good day. 


—— - -— 


ALEXANDER’S FEAST. 


Caino, King of Crete, they say 

Was rather partial, in his way, 

To leg of beef and apple jam 

And custard pudding fried with ham. 
I thought not one of Europe's kings 
Could like a mixture of such things; 
But yet I hold it true, because 

Just now amid some folk’s applause 
A certain Northern potentate 

Goes in for jumble just as great, 
Disguising not that as a treat 

With Prayer-book sauce he’d Turkey e2t. 





The One Thing Wanting. 

Tue homcespathists are said to have discovered a cure for sea- 
sickness. All homceopathic remedies are bound to be based on the 
principle of like cures like, but the difficulty in this case would seem 
to be where are you to first get anyone who likes sea-sickness. And 
without such a catch the cure must of necessity fall to the ground or 
find its level among those other cures which have not yet achieved the 
Stead-fast dignity of being voted “‘ perfect.” 


Gal-lantry in Art, 

Mss Pratanop thinks there isn’t much chance of our young men 
following in the good old gentlemanly footsteps of Mr. J.’s bachelor 
days when they are expected to spend hours on hours at that there 
Burlington Academy, which she hears is on some Gays a Gallery in 
more senses of the word than one. 


ed 


New Books. 
CanozBiaL Bliss. By Rob Roy McGregor. 
Drunk asa Lord. By Charles Hamilton. 
(With Explanations by his Valet.) 
Holloway’s Ointment in Asia Minor. By Captain Burnaby. 
(Author of ‘‘ Cockle’s Piils on the Road to Khiva.’’) 


Piain Tastes. 

‘Tue Duke and Duchess of Westminster have just been keepin 
their “ silver wedding.” Little Tufthunter says he can’t understan 
such meanness of people with their income when they could have 
afforded gold, and diamonds too, and never have missed the difference ! 
No wonder trade’s bad after that. 
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: THE ROUGH’S HOLIDAY: ITS PECULIARITY. 
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**Got a ’oliday to-day? So’veI.” (With a sudden inspiration) “’Ere’s a putty place, ain’t itt’? (Enthusiastically) “ Let’s knock all 
! ** Let's br y a couple o° sticks, to b: gin ‘vith.”’ the flowers orf !’’ 
’ 
ie i 
if , 3 
: H 
bi : 
Ee vy) XX ’ iH MAE 
Gay i ale 
a VO oars 
4, AR PA 
4: 
| : *: Well we ain't done a bad ’oliday, ’ave we? We've broke lots o’ trees an’ ’edges and spiled a luvly garding, an’ trampled down some roses an’ things, 
j £ an’ ruined all the lanes about ’ere! Now let’s set fire to a Common an’ go ’ome to supper.” 
4 ‘*BRITISH INTERESTS.” | ‘¢ Man, Know Thyself.” 

| (Beaconsfield loguitur.) | Ar the commencement of last year, it has just been ascertained, there 
: : nae ae : | were exactly 15,509 lunatics in England. It is interesting to specu- 
ie To watch o’er British interests is our care— late who was the identical man who most narrowly avoided turning 
1 And let the Russian touch them if he dare! that “nine” into a “ten” and his sorrowing wife into a happy 
hE Whene'er we want to fight ‘twill soon be seen, woman. The most curious part about such a theory as this is, that we 
AP Beyond all doubt, what ‘ British interests’’ mean. | all think we know the individual, and that he thinks he knows 
. ————————— | him too! 
oy One for ‘* Boz.” | ; 

* Tue printers of Portsmouth have abandoned their idea of erecting | Novel Pedestrian Note, 

a statue to Dickens in his native town because the Queen won't; Tus is a curious item of natural history news: ‘‘A 96-foot whale 
a tronise it. Is there no means of poorvating busy bodies putting up | has been driven ashore at Cape Breton.’”’ What of that? Brown 
© ead celebrities to be enubbed? The reply of the royal secretary was | discovered two full fledged centipedes in his garden the other morning, 

that her Majesty never assisted in the erection of a memorial to any | and, with four feet about each tothe good, didn’t trouble the news- 
person. Perhaps the secretary doesn’t consider his gilded late good-| papers with the intelligence. Besides, the natural inclination of 
ness *‘ a person.” - | anyone after reading of a whale with 96 feet is to exclaim, ‘“ Walker!” 

Land Sharks and Water Sharks. P ‘ . er i ee ai 

es ’ ” ° 

= A norps of Greek pirates has been captured by the Turks at) QUESSINe VESs Se. eee wnows ° 
a Rhodes. Weasels going to sleep and fish getting out of water would | eee , oer 7 to the ie of vor pig & br 

i seem after this to be fit companions for pirates who are circumvented | 974C*@ Must have been squeezing Jemons and pulling a 7 

| water and sugar into the squeezings. 


through giving up the sea and taking to Rhodes. Perhaps they were | 


“4 on their way to become publishers when thus unhappily intercepted | Bn 
in a first virtuous resolve. A Lisgrat Comment.—Deer at any price—Roebuck. 


' 
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He had proved conclusively that he wasa scientific man, and all he 
ae ewan that be could: box: 
A 
From the first lifting of his arms he proved himself such a terrible 
duffer with the gloves that the gallery hid its face and wept. The 
b declared it wasa swindle, and frowned, and the men of seience 
t they recollected something better when they were at school. 
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THAT MINISTERIAL. LAUGHTER. 


‘‘ (Ministerial Laughter),’’ “ (Loud Ministerial Laughter),’’ “‘ (Renewed Minis- 
terial Laughter).’’— Newspaper Reports of Debate on Mr. Gladstone's Resolutions: 



































“Tr’s awfully funny,” said Northcote to Cross, “ this fancy of W. G., 
That war is a question for anxious debate, instead of a regular spree. 
This notion of Turkish atrovities seems such a comical kind of a thing, 
That it brings back the rollicking sittings of old, when Whalley was 
wanted to sing.” 
The Ministers wriggled and roared in a row, 
They couldn't help laughing, it tickled ’em so. 
(Renewed Ministerial Laughter.) 


Said Gladstone, ‘‘Oh, Ministers, pause ere you hurl Britain’s birth- 


right of freedom away, 
By aiding thecause of the tyrannous Turk whom you quietly urged 


tothe fray; 
Let-the whim of no titled ap -cast all our noble traditions aside; 
To — with the brand of an ous war the flag that is Liberty’s 
" Notbattle for oe cried pace ye “Oh!” 
They. couldn't help laughing, it tic ’em 80. 
(Renewed MinisterialLaughter.) 


The finger of prophecy wrote on the wall the evil day’s looming ahead, 
Wea? conjured the scenes of the past; the-mangled and dying 


The-fatare of England, her fame and her fate;and the lives of her 
sons. were at stake, 
ButitheMinisters found them such comical’things that they laughed 
till. they made themselves ache. 
For the Turk they resolved to make Ruseia their foe ; 
Then they laughed at the notion, it tickled’em so. 
(Renewed Ministerial Laughter.) 





PROFESSOR PUMP’S EXPERIMENT. 

“ Wuat‘a pity,” exclaimed the youthfal.John Pump, jumijisq., to 
himself as: he watched the preliminary bouts of a boxing } 
“ what a pity it’is that. the noble science is given over to a low cla} 
of men so far as these public exhibitions are concerned. How delight- 
ful would it be could we see the mighty athletes of intellectual arenas 
and the giants of science meet occasionally for a friendly spar with 
nature’s weapons. It would ennoble an English pastime, and restore 
it to the proud eminence from which low associations have cast it.” 
He thought out the idea until it enthralled him, and he left the hall 
with a determination to exhibit in his own person the desired combina- 
tion of mind and matter. He placed himself under a complete course of 
tuition in the dead and living languages; he attended the lectures of 
the. leading’ scientific men of the day; and, in the course of a few 
years himself obtained a reputation for learning of no mean order. 
A further judicious outlay of capital in well considered puffs, and he 
had the delight of knowing that the great British publie accepted 
= 7 a man of vast mental attainments and a pioneer of intellectual 

ought. 

The time was now ripe forthe long premeditated experiment, and 
P ing himself in the hands of a well-known teacher of the noble art, 

e issued posters and advertisements announcing that on a certain 
date, the learned John Pump would publicly indulge in an exhibition 
sees, with a well-known hero of one hundred fights, at the Albert 


The announcement of such an unusual entertainment drew together 
not only the rank and wealth of the metropolis, but half the learned 
and scientific societies of the country. Celebrated geologists hustled 
eminent divines in the stalls, artists and licensed victuallers, students 
and potmen, professors and pugilists, fought for good places with an 
energy worthy of its cause. Leaders were ready written and in type 
at the newspaper offices, dealing largely with Roman gladiators and 
Greek games. The sporting press had already ventured on the pro- 
phecy that boxing would be as fashionable as croquet, and it was amid 
a wild roar of general enthusiasm that the curtain rose and discovered 
the combatants within the ropes. 

A mighty yell of congratulation brought the professor from his 
corner, and.in obedience to a cry from the gallery, he commenced a: 
short speech. ‘‘ Ladies and ge *” he said, “I am @ learned and ‘} 
scientific man: I have devoted ten years of my life to‘ thé closest 
study, in order that I mi come before you fully qualified to prove 
that intellect and fis are not an impossible union. I glery in 
my opportunity of showing. you that a scientific, studious; oat high! 
educated man can fight; that this noble art: is not courfined te’coal 
heavers, fish-porters, and bricklayers. We will now’commence’’ He 
stepped back to his corner, His second — him @ preliminary touch 
up, and then in obedience to the cry of “Time!” he joined his antago- 
nist in thecentre. *® ° - * 






a bank note.’’ 
reasons than the 


Or all the mean things ever perpetrated 
‘the meanest was their putting up the Cross to defend their syn pathy 
with the ‘Crescent. 


Mune. Jonzs says it’s quite right to call them 
aged taturs, for they evidently think they're no 
selvés to hear "én. 





PROUD OF IT. 


You’. as wonder why I address you— 
You’ ee smile at my great dclight, 
And maybe you'll think me insane, but, bless you! 
I’m happy to say that my drain’s all right, 
Though my Aeart’s gone wrong; and I don’t deny it. 
On the contrary, lo, I confess with glee , 
That’ ¥’m partial to marriage, and yearn to try it,-— 
For somebody's heart belongs to me ! 
It\¢hanced that one day in the summer weather, 
When natare was gaily bedecked with green, 
We wandered away in the fields together,— 


T and the dar I call ueen. 
Tm thé coursé on net ind eceenteny 


To speak of love an earnest plea, 
And lo and much 

She owned that her heart belonged to me 
So-what care [ the skies may lower ? 


And what care I for the cynic’s sneer ? 
I’m proud to surrender to Cupid’s yh 
“a I oe m aan ae fear: 
ough trouble and thi 68 Oppress me, 
I smile at adversity’s Baselsdoeten, 
For why should a transient cloud distress me ? 
I know’ that her heart belonge'to me? 


I knew her affection was worth the winning, 
And really I’m proud of the love she shows; 
To her constant mind I my faith am pinning, 
My darling, as fair as a summer rosé ! 
So, readers, should you for her hand be sighing, 
I'm afraid you will find that you’re “ all at sea ’’— 
I assure you, my friends, it is useless trying, 
That young lady’s heart belongs to me ! 





By your Leaf. 


Some pilgrims have been visiting the Pope, and before leaving pre- 
sented him with “ an elegantly bound volume, of which every page was 
How they managed to make separate notes of each 
side of one piece of paper is not stated; but for far more important 
gratification of mere curiosity on this subject, we 
should much like to “ take a leaf out of that book.” 


Making Light of it. 


Tue price of bread, we are informed, “is rising seriously in Paris.” 
That is, although the old leaven makes the bread light, there is nothing 
like levity about the charge for it. 


Ancient Monuments. 


Tx Geological Society write us that the rumour that Sir John 
Lubbock had delivered a lecture on the discovery of Cairns and a 
Cave in the Houses of Parliament is incorrect. 


A Roly Poly. 


“ Severna North Poles have joined the foreign legion in Constan- 
tinople.’”” Perhaps Captain Nares couldn’t find the one he wanted 


, because it had started on the journey. 


Mr. < his Mark. 


An Old Murphy. 


And up aloft an aspiring potman delivered himself of an observa- 


tion which proved how far poor Pamp’s labours had been in vain : 
old game,” he said ; “ them as is all ead ain’t much good with 
their ’ands, and I guessed as this cove’ud be a houtside duffer.” 
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PLEASANT FOR THE OTHERS. 


This is our dear old friend Mrs. Juggins, who, having had a couple of stalls given her for the Opera, thinks she is being done out of her share in 
the most duleet of the “ audante’’ portions, and asks repeatedly what they’re doing now so quiet, and why the band don’t play up or do srmething 
instead of sitting still thers, drat ’em ! 








‘“ REVOCARE GRADEM.” | A Transatlantic Rara Avis. 
A Sonnet. We have received a file of the San Franciseo Mail,a new “ daily” 
Co t a started in the Golden City. The paper, which advocates the Democratic 
aan we orn a os steps, an ee a run interest, appears to be conducted with undoubted ability, though the 
With ke ¢ lede bore . WeEss © on dan, *» language used is in some instances a little strong for the English palate. 
Ww eh . ge ledge LZ the e hea Wares Saye, As this is to some extent the normal state of our transatlantic con- 
That Cae ae ren if oe gua temporaries, perhaps it is hardly worth referring to, as the Mai/ is yet 
With bitter = il ste ne te 5 om, in its infancy. To us the most noticeable feature—and to many of 
H ‘ : ee geo = Hene’e or om our contemporaries as well—must be considered the extraordinary 
Robiz — a, A sig oe pierce + is do rw Sane, fact that the Mai/ so far quotes what it extracts from English journals. 
ing the dying Gay whose work 18 done: If only for the sake of its audaciously good example, we trust the new 
There is no going back! Time’s lightning wing Californian venture will go on and prosper ! 
‘ — straight to death : ane we can do no less, $$$ 
uch pressure is upon us! None can bri Sum and Summer. 
aa -- ee a mop toolninos ee Tus Animal World has a very strange story about conveying 
6 ” | messages ‘“‘ when the swallows homeward fly.” If the story be true 


OF all is wisdom shown—a “‘ PULL-BACK DRESS | that one swallow does not make a summer, how many summers would 


| it take to make one swallow this story ? 


A Query. 
Somzongs writes to know if the Tripartite Alliance means the | Art Note. 
Threeparttight Alliance. It should not, there is more of the A WELL-KNOWN artist seems to have devoted himself to Studies in 
United Kingdom Alliance about it. Contrasts. Well, we don’t expect harmony from a Whistler. 





Suech®: eeuke’] CADBURY S eas 
TREE Se ee BM Ch Roe en 


L'EBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT = | —_— 

combining the putsiiins peieertans of Od Rak heats C. BRANDAUER & CO.’S New registered “ prsvs 

the weak, travellers, and others. ts being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
i1EBIG’S TONIC WINE. ! Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


rigeraling, powers-—shares, 1h CLOAK sf tyigaashing io] =PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. _ || select the pattern best suited to your hand. 


eal CAUTION.—If Coova thickens in the eup it proves the addition of stareh. 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phanix Works, 8. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 158, Fleet-street, E.C.—London, May 16, 1877. 
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Well,’’ said his friend, ‘‘ I won’t deceive you, Pallitt. I’m afraid it’s not much like a So Pallitt put a few rapid touches a a battle-scene of it. 
** There now!’’ he gaid. 


landscape, but it would make a splendid battle-scene with a touch here and there.’ 


“7 — —— \ 
¢ em — 


“Q-o-oh! You've quite altered it now!”’’ said his friend. ‘ But it would 
make a perfect shipwreck with a couple of touches here.’’ 


DOUBTFUL AFFAIRS. 
By Our Lunatic Lavurgarts. 


A sit of mad humanity, a man of muddled brain, 

In times of trouble such as these should possibly refrain 
From opening his foolish mouth or making 4 remark 

On any move in politics which leaves him in the dark. 

But when I hear so many fools call Mr. Gladstone “‘ Ass!” 
And sum the Eastern Question up with cockiness and brass, 
I feel that any lunatic may join the biggish band 

Of those who argue out a thing they cannot understand. 


Lord Derby, my attendant says, has sent the Czar a note, 
About the rudest kind of thing a statesman ever wrote, 

To let him know he fights the Turk without the least consent 
Of those who to the Conference their special envoys sent. 
And this dispatch the Tories say was perfectly “the cheese ”’ 
To show that England with the war completely disagrees. 
As other nations are concerned, I can but wonder why 

They haven’t found it politic to send a rude reply. 

In moments of lucidity I sometimes read the news 

In papers where they advocate extremely Tory views, 

And there I find, whate’er compels the Commons to divide, 
The solid Tory vote extolled with overweening pride. 


VOL. XXKV. 





So Pallitt made a shipwreck of it; and they accepted it at the Academy; and a 
connoisseur who was a magnificent judge came along, and exclaiming, 
** That’s a masterly bit of portrait painting !’’ bought it at once. 








And on a thousand questions vote as though their minds were one. 
Like tutored curs they monty obey the whip of Dyke; 
How can 300 honest men on all things think alike? 


I hear it whispered round about that in a week or so 

Too near the mark our Government may make the nation go. 
A fearful crisis looms ahead, the sparks are in the air, 

The fall of one alone would set our powder-kegs aflare ; 

And yet our precious M~jesty thinks this the time of day 

To hie her to her hermit’s cell 600 miles away. 

In troubled times like these it seems a funny thing to me 
The State must go 1200 miles its august Head to see. 





A Kernel to Crack. 
Aw agricultural paper informs us that the Royal Society’s Prize 
Rake has been victorious in France. We had an idea that he was 
more likely to be victorious in Turkey. 


I want to know what men they are who get their thinking done, 


Across the Bow-wow. 
A contemporary complains that the race of old sea dogs is dying 
out. This is the reason we never hear of the old sea bark. 





Somzonsz advertises, “ The Sovereign Easy Chair.” Why not say 
| “ The Throne for Sale ’’ at once and have done with it ? 
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MR. FUN AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


He Waxetu Evoauvent anp Exrpounprru AMIABLY. 


OBODY, I 
should think, 
will fail to un- 
derstand the 
allegory con- 
tained in the 
small illustra- 
tion which 
vu ommences 
this, my third 
report of a 
ramble round 
the pictures. 
If thereshould 
be anyene un- 
able or un- 

willing to 

comprehend the hidden meaning 
hereby conveyed, let him at once 
hasten to repair his error, and (en- 
closing any suitable little testi- 
monial exclusive of the usual thir- 
teen stamps and stamped directed 
envelope) make suitable inquiry 

through the post. To him will I 

promise such a treat as is not even 

to be obtained bya study of the 
third sample of the art of Mr. 

Eyre Crowe, with which, dear, 

yet hitherto anything but liberal, readers, we will commence our in- 

epection of Gallery V. This is called a ‘‘ Bridal Procession at St. 

Maclou, Rouen”’ (389), and the visitor who said to his pal on Whit 

Monday, “‘ Rum old bird that Hairy Crowe must be, Bill,’’ found a 
verification in this as well as the Associate’s other paintings. Next 

it is a work of much more ability, “‘ On the Coast of Yorkehire’’ (390), 

a bit of sea-view with the tide out and the fisher folk busy seeking 

what they de not as yet appear to find. Mr. Storey’s ‘‘ Christmas 

Eve” (395) shows that unless he employed very weak models he 

possesses very weak art, and C.'T. Garland’s “Are You Ready?” 

(398) is a life-like figure, though not particularly prepossessing. 

‘The Last Interview between Napoleon I. and Queen Louisa of 
Prussia’’ (405) is by Mr. EK. M. Ward, and if that is not enough to 
stamp its character, I may say it is almost as bad as even Mr. E. M. 
Ward can be. In some future day, when Academicians are not, and 
common sense and fair play rule supreme in the world of art, there 
will be some limit put on the performance of those whose only aim is 
to make the great of history unnatural if not ridiculous. I rather 
fancy that if some celebrities had known what penalty they would be 
made to pay in after years for their fretful hours of empty human 
greatness, they would have got out of it at all risks, even though a 
specimen R.A. had to pant for a subject, “ Yea!’’ (409) is a couple 
of sweethearts in Mr. Millais’s well-known style, the woman being 
about 409 times too good for the sort of “swell” portrayed. I must 
not miss Sir Francis Grant on his hobby entitled, “ His Grace the 
Duke of Rutland, K.G, on his shooting pony, on his Derbyshire 
moors, with two of his keepers’’ (416), whose names follow in due 
course, aninscription which say ourss mowhatof patronage. “Sunshine” 
422), unlike many other of the at- 
tempts called by similar titles, is 
bright and hot-looking, and Mr. 
Oakes's effort with the quotation, 
‘¢* Season of mist and mellow fruit- 
fulness’”’ (443), suggests a season 
of mental mist, indeed, when such 
work can be put forth as repre- 
senting the best sty)le of modern 
painting. Mr. Faed’s “A Run- 
away Horse” (448) recalls the 
famous fly in amber, as unless the 
animal jumped over the roof of one 
cottage and intends clearing the 
parlour window of another, no one 
can tell how it got where the artist 
has put it, or where it’s going next. 
“Home?” (453) is @& somewhat 
mournful picture; and here is ano- 
ther “‘ Christmas Eve” (464), this 
time by H. Hardy, and, like the 
preceding one, given over to snow, 
though where they get it now until 
it is much nearer Midsummer, I 
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Jinna care to tell, mostly becauso I dinna ken. I heard a deul of 
revere Criticism the day I was wandering through this room, but none 
like that which came from the lips of a couple whose counterfeit 
presentment is here exactly given, and who seemed to think the 
Academy had gone greatly to the dogs within their recollection. 
Frightened at the precocity displayed, and rudely awakened to the 
fact that the easiest way to be considered clever and critical is to 
“slate’”’ all round, I took my departure, intending to be only too 
pleased if I got but half a chauce in Galley No. VI. 


Here the first thing likely to attract is F. Morgan's “ A’ Parting 
Shot” (474), a pretty rustic scene with good figures, but. crude in 
colour. J. Burr’s ‘‘The Village Doctor” is .a.grotesque study, and 
“ En Famille” (484) is most certainly clever. Lovers of dumb animals 
wil) be much interested by J. Charlton’s “ Rescue”’ (4*8), bug ‘ The 
Fruis Seller’ of Mr. Calderon has small claims on attention. G. 
Her 'y has a pretty domestic subject in ‘ Lost’’ (491), and ‘Oliver 
Cru ..well at Marston Moor” (497), as-represented by E: Crofts, gives 
one the sort of notion that Noll was a dangerous fellow to meet when 
he meant business. Miss Havers with “The Eve of St. Michaei”’ 
(501), if not improved, in no way disappoints the expectations forme: 
of her last year. Mr. Poynter’s diploma picture, ‘‘ The Fortuneteller ” 
(503), shows a thorough knowledge of all that is animal in pr 
humanity, and “‘A Fine Autumn Night” (508), B. W. Leader, claims 
more than merely passing attention, as fine nights but too quickly pass 
away, and this is truly a fineone, ‘‘ A Baptism of Flowers’”’ (509), 
by A. Goodwin, and * ‘ When a man’s single he lives-at his ease,’ ”’ 
by J. W. Nicol, are as good as anything in the room, and not far 
behind are C. N. Hemy’s “‘A Nautical Argument” (517) and “ Gorse 
in Bloom” (519) by G. Reid. J. W. B. Knight shows himself 
capable of good strong work in “‘ Richmond on Swale,” and E, Crofts’s 
‘ Tronsides Returning from Sacking a Cavaliers House” (528) is 
better than his “‘ Oliver Cromwell” already referrcd to. This may be 
because the subject is much nicer and much more soothing to the 
feelings of a poor journalist as he gazes on 
the sack and plunder, though as the plunder 


is contained in the sack he can only ima: ine ee Rie 






what’s inside. P. Macnab should bea hu- he Se 
mourist, as in “ The Labourer’s Rest” (543) the bp te 


labourer seems to be labouring unusually 
hard at a drink; but he is not to be com- 
pared with Mr. T, S. Cooper, whose ‘‘ An An- 
xious Moment’’ suggests the Irishman’s gun 
that would shoot round the corner or into 
the middle of next week if necessary. A 
young lady of about the age when anti- 
vivisection, hatred of the male sex, and such 
like little peculiarities take possession of the 
female bosom, after looking at the donkey in 
this picture for a few minutes, burst into 
tears, and exclaimed, ‘‘Oh, the cruel, cruel 
man!’’ never noticing the triumph of art 
which enabled the gun to play the part of 
boomerang for this occasion only. It seemed 
to mea great pity that there should be this 
waste of sympathy while I was standing un- 
tended by, and so without a spark of feeling 
for either the lady or the thing it pleases Mr. 
Watts to call “The Dove” (566), which would surely astonish tie 
Royal Peristeronic Society of Whitechapel, I again got on with my 
travels in search of the truthful to art and nature. 

In Gallery VII. I came on this at the very first turn, “ Fntercepted 
Dispatches”’ (573), the work of a rising man, S. Lucas. ‘There is a 
half comical look on the face of the captive which makes one interested 
in him and hope he'll be let go. presently, though the other figures 
present the real study. By three pictures in one frame, ‘‘ The Story 
of Ruth” (574-576), T. M Rooke, is well told; naturally, Boaz looks 
somewhat Ruthless to commence with. but is tame enough at the finich 
no doubt. “ Digging for Bait’? (577), C. W. Wyllie, and “The 
Talking Oak”’ (586), F. S. Walker, are clever enough to catch many 
a passing glance, but Briton Riviere with his ‘“‘ Lazarus” (589) will 
find a hosts of critics, and, as is only natural, not half of them friendly. 
The dcegs seem hardly of the sort that would perform the sickening 
operation that is going on outside the residence of Dives; they look, 
if not sleek, certainly in good ‘‘ condition,” and equal to providing 
themselves on an emergency with better food than that described or 
rendered. But whatever the fuults of the picture may be, it is a 
picture, and one of rare merit, and after an inspection of Mr. Rich- 
mond's wretched portrait of “ Arihur James Balfour, Esq., M.P.,” 
(590), and a wonder if Mr. Balfour is like that, how he came to have 
his portrait painted for public exhibition, I turn once more to Riviere’s 
animals with quite a satisfaction. What can Mr. Tadcma have meant 
when he christened this canvas (597) ‘“* Between Hope and Fear”’ ? 
(Prizes will be forwarded for the best solution of the puzzle) Well 
worth “ honourable mention” are “Summer Evening: on the Dutch 
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Coast ’’ (603), H. Bource; ‘‘ Broadsea”’ (624), G. Reid; and ‘* Beetling ”’ 
(605), H. Macallum. Nota few mothers will wonder what was the 
story of ‘The Lost Heir” (622), as told by P. R. Morris,and a -bit. 
wthe old homely pathetic, nicely painted by OC. S. Lidderdale, “ A Last 
Look”’ (631); will also haveitsadmirers. Birket Foster's ‘‘ A Brook ” 
(633) will brook comparison with most things of the kind to be found 
in this year’s show, and “ Nearly Home” (633) is bound to command 
votaries, if not a purchaser for T. Lloyd. There is as usual much to 
admire in G.'H. Boughton’s “ Snow in Spring’’ (640) with its pretty 
children and quaint costumes, but in ‘“‘ Fugitives for Conscience Sake ”’ 
(645) CO. J. Staniland has drawn the pursuers a little too near to make 
the fist-shaking of the last of the-pursued at all probable. Unless 
fugitives for consckence sake were very different from other fugitives, 
and much braver, and really anxious to be captured and put to “ the 
question,” which, whatever others may think, I do not care to believe 
myself. ‘ Debt and Danger” (646) is another proof that S. Lueas 
has studied physiognomy with advantage, but how such a daub.as 
“ Gold!” (654) got on the line I must leave D. W. Wynfieldvor the 
Hanging Committee to explain— it’s too much for me! 

As I had by this time got to the end of Gallery VII., and the 
Academy was crowded to excess, as the heat was extreme and the loud- 
mouthed criticism nauseating, I thought I would depart for the day, 
which I did, and taking a quiet cut by the room for Architectural 
Drawings and Designs, in which I never saw more than two-people at 
once, saw my two this time, if not better employed than the majority 
at the Academy on the same day, certainly more cool and comfortable, 
and far better engaged than any I had ever seen in the same department 
before. They were well placed ; doubtless busily engaged constructing 
Architectural Drawings and Designs—in the air. 





Musical Mem. 


Mr. Amprose Austin’s concert took place on Thursday evening 
last at St. James's Hall, and was, it is almost meedless to say, a 
tremendous success. This is an annual which draws together so many 
of our highest class vocalists and instrumentalists that it is fast 
becoming one of the events of ‘the London musical season, and is 
looked forward to with an interest only-to-be understood by those who 
have been to it before. Asa wit who rarely can be got to hold his 
tongue for ten minutes at a time, said, on coming out after sitting 
spellbound for over two hours, no collection of the Noctes Ambrostane 
can be considered complete without a reference to Mr. Ambrose 
Austin’s annual concert. 


Honour Bright! 

WE read that “ a deafand dumb boy, s'xteen years of age, recently 
passed a viva voce examination at Harvard, withhonour. Heexcelled 
in classics and mathematics.”” The honour of course would be:not so 
much for having fairly acquitted himself with these as for the-way in 
which he came through the viva voce. It must have been quite 
honour-ary. 


Latest War News. 


Somenopy remarking on the prospects of the Turkish navy, some- 
one else remarked that in case of reverses it would hardly want for 
shelter or harbourage while almost every ship possessed at least a Bey 
of its own. We at once assured him that his pun was hardly worth 
the consideration of a Beyby. 


Bella, &c. 

TuereE is a great fight going on between the tramway companies 
and the public because the former will have “ bells on their horses 
wherever they go.”” We have rival belligerents in London at last. 
We knew it would come to it. 
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A MISNOMER. 


¥-va-neticed there are scores of men 

“Who often boast of England’s greatness, 
“Who eulogize with tongue and pen 

Her morals and her prim sedateness. 
They tell us ’tis a glorious land, 

Devoid of bounce and affectation, 
And wish us all to understand 

That England is a Christian nation! 


To this remark where’er I go 
I see a flagrant contradiction, 
I often.find that vice and woe 
Appear a little more than fiction. 
I witness people everywhere 
Condemned to squalor and starvation, 
Yet some-unblushingly declare 
That England is a Christian nation. 


Wherever I may cast my eyes, 
I'm forced to witness shams and swindles ; 
A starving creature pines and dies, 
And straight parochial wrath enkindles. 
A family’s expeiled from home, 
Receiving jeers for compensation ; 
Forlorn and shelterless they roam— 
Still Eogland is a Christian nation. 


I fear that envy still exists, 

That hatred carries on its labours ; 
The way to thrive, I find, consists 

In neatly besting all one’s neighbours. 
Proud Dives holds his head erect 

At Lazarus’s lowly station : 
What else can carrion expect ?— 

For are we not a Christian nation ? 


Ye wicked paupers, cast aside 
The: tears that from your eyes are welling ! 
Just pocket all your paltry pride, 
. Phe: workhouse is your proper dwelling. 
Fou dare to fret at parish cules! 
' You dare to show the least vexation ; 
Away ye poor, deluded fools !— 
Gur nation is a Christian nation! 





IN THE STREET. 
Broww. Oh, Jones, you've been in France. What's dinner! a 


lar cart ? 


JonEs. Where all the dishes is put on the dinner waggon. 
Green. Ga’arn, itain’t. It's when the roast weal'’s atone end and 
boiled weal at t’other. They call it cart ’oos of tae two weals. 


Avenged at Last. 


A retic of Robert Burns has just been ‘“* knocked down”’ for ten 
guineas. As this relic was a punch-bowl, perhaps it was used to the 
treatment, though it must be admitted that as a rule the action lies in 
an opposite direction. There have been few harder punches adminis- 
tered to many strong men than those administered by means of the 
punch-bowl, though the ladle has happened at times to prove no mean 
weapon when well laden. 


No Conneetion., 

“Tue Mercers’ Company has granted fifty guineas tothe Hospital 
for Women.”’ If this sort of thing goes on often, the Mereyers’ 
Company will be voted a good deal better than some others we wot of 
that would have a special day for theirown aggrandisement and the 
practice of a charity which is nothing if not continued whenever occa- 
sion serves. 


_— See 


A Miner Chord. 


Tur Fife miners are reported to be projecting a strike, so as to pre- 
vent the local proprietors from lowering the present rate of wages. 
If the Fife miners strike, it is only fair to expect they will do so to 
some tune, and so the masters had better be warned in time, and thus 
preserve harmony. 


Tue Cuorvus Locatitigs or Insitanp.— Derry, Down, Down, Derry, 
Down. 
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A MISNOMER. 


T-va-neticed there are scores of men 

“Who often boast of England’s greatness, 
“Who eulogize with tongue and pen 

Her morals and her prim sedateness. 
They tell us "tis a glorious land, 

Devoid of bounce and affectation, 
And wish us all to understand 

That England is a Christian nation! 


To this remark where’er I go 
I see a flagrant contradiction, 
I often.find that vice and woe 
Appear a little more than fiction. 
I witness people everywhere 
Condemned to squalor and starvation, 
Yet some unblushingly declare 
That England is a Christian nation. 


Wherever I may cast my eyes, 
I’m forced to witness shams and swindles ; 
A starving creature pines and dies, 
And straight parochial wrath enkindles. 
A family’s expeiled from home, 
Receiving jeers for compensation ; 
Forlorn and shelterless they roam— 
Still England is a Christian nation. 


I fear that envy still exists, 

That hatred carries on its labours ; 
The way to thrive, I find, consists 

In neatly besting all one’s neighbours. 
Proud Dives holds his head erect 

At Lazarus’s lowly station: 
What else can carrion expect ?— 

For are we not a Christian nation ? 


Ye wicked paupers, cast aside 

The tears that from your eyes are welling ! 
Just pocket all your paltry pride, 

. Phe: workhouse is your proper dwelling. 

You dare to fret at parish valde! 

You dare to show the least vexation ; 
Away ye poor, deluded fools !— 

¢ur nation is a Christian nation ! 





IN THE STREET. 
Broww. Oh, Jones, you’ve been in France. What's dinner! a 


Jar cart? 


Jones. Where all the dishes is put on the dinner waggon. 
Green. Ga’arn, itain’t. It's when the roast weal’s atone end and 
boiled weal at t’other. They call it cart ’os of tae two weals. 


Avenged at Last. 


A retic of Robert Burns has just been ‘“‘ knocked down”’ for ten 
guineas. As this relic was a punch-bowl, perhaps it was used to the 
treatment, though it must be admitted that as a rule the action lies in 
an opposite direction. There have been few harder punches adminis- 
tered to many strong men than those administered by means of the 
punch-bowl, though the ladle has happened at times to prove no mean 
weapon when well laden. 


No Connection, 

“THe Mercers’ Company has granted fifty: guineas tothe Hospital 
for Women.”’ If this sort of thing goes on often, the Mereyers’ 
Company will be voted a good deal better than some others we wot of 
that would have a special day for theirown aggrandisement and the 
practice of a charity which is nothing if not continued whenever occa- 
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A Miner Chord. 


Tur Fife miners are reported to be projecting a strike, so as to pre- 
vent the local proprietors from lowering the present rate of wages. 
If the Fife miners strike, it is only fair to expect they will do so to 
some tune, and so the masters had better be warned in time, and thus 
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THE ROW OUTSIDE THE INDIA HOUSE. 





THIS TURKEY CHAP DE-ERVES SO WELL WHATEVER HE GETS. BUT 


INJURED.” 


—“IT'S A PITY TO INTERFERE; 


I MUSTN’T LET OUR PROPERTY BE 


P. &. 





ee 
a 


—_———t 
Ma 
a 
“CH 
I 
os 
(qai' 
| 
1m 
i 
mo 
’ 
git 
fo 
I'l 
th 
Si 
ba 
C2 
8 
W 
Ba 
tk 
te 
th 
h 
i 
} 
b 
k 
0 
d 
f 
¢ 
‘ 
| 





wms: ar e oe Sf mere « eee ;% a 3 > a t- ~~ yE oo : ie os - ~ : . “er 2 fe hain xaos ae de abr sutras ef 


z ° e 
a — 7 ¥ ' . » 
Rp ’ . me: ie a _ oa * a 








May 2% 1877.] i U 








A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 


<cHnga: Willis’s Rooms. (Two hundred gentlemen waiting for their 
dinner.) 


First GENTLEMAN. Dear me, it’s half past six, and dinner was to 
te on the table at six. I wonder where the chairman is? 

Y:oonp. GenTLEMAN. I dun’t know, but I'm getting very hungry. 
Gi¥e us over that loa‘ ’ /%' -y eat.) 

Rinse Srewarp. Wear ius, it’s seven o'clock. I wonder what 
time the ehairman will come ? 

Sec np Srgwarp. Wel!. perhaps as he’s only a Sir he’ll not be 
more than an hour late. Ii ne’d been a Marquis he might have been 
an jhour and a half. 

Tuirp Srewarp. I'll g» and look for him, perhaps he’s got into 
thet wrong room. (The wuiters put the soup onthe side tables ; the 
guests help them:elves, drinking out of the ladles.) 

First Warrer. Remember the waiter, sir. (Holds out his hand 
for half-crown.) 

Seconp Walter (comfidentially). Where do you sit, gentlemen ? 
I'lllattend to you. (Holds out his hand for half-crown.) 

Tuirp Watrer. Any wine you want, gontlemen, ask me for. I’m 
thei wine waiter. (Holds out his hand for haif-crown. Re-enter Fixst 
STrawaRp. / 

Frest Srewarp (confidentrally). The chairman's here, but he 
won't come in till the soup’s cold. He says it would look as if he 
hadn’t been detained at the House, or as if he'd hurried himself, if he 
came before. 

Seconp Srewarp (who has found som: sa’mon and lobster saxce 
s mewhere). Ah, well, lets know when he will eome, because I 
want to tell the waiters to rap the spoons on the table; you know he 
said we were to arrange u reception. 

Fisst Watrer (to Srewarp/. I think, sir, if you was to suggest to 
the cheerman as you'd announce as hed quite forgotten all about 
talain’ the cheer at this dinner till his butler happened to be passin’ 
tha door and see his name on the hill and went home and told him, 
hed comein. They likes it to be thought as they has so many things 
to think of as they'd forgot all about your dinner. (Hulds out his 
Jad for half-e own.) 

First Stewarp. Ah, yes—good idea. Tilgoandtell him. /(Goes./ 

inert GENTLEMAN. Waiter, I’m going to sit just here. Mind you 
bring me the asparagus soup that I see on the bill. 

Watrer. Yes, sir—it’s on the bill, sir; /with maiice) but I don’t 
know as it'll be on this table. But, p’r’aps, if you was to——. (Holds 
ont his hand for half-crown.) 

Seconp GentieMan. I say! if the chairman don’t come, let’s sit 
down without him ! 

ALL THE GenTLEMeN. Yes, let’s sit down without him! Agreed! 
(Wild rush of Srewarns to the door, Exter CHAIRMAN hurried/y.) 

First Waiter (to Assistants). Now then, you know the guv’nor 
said you wasn’t to applaud with them best spoons; use them common 
ones, what’s there for the wocalists and representatives of the Press's 
table (The elock strikes e'ght and the dinner commences ; ail cold.) 

Fikst Gentueman. I fancy if they sat down without the chairman 
when he was more than half an hour late it wouldn't happen often. 

OvxskLves. ‘I'ry it, gentlemen, try it. 





A Difficuit Point. 

Tuis is how a country contemporary describes a case of ‘‘ temporary 
insanity’? :—‘* Mrs. , the wife of a gentleman who had for some 
weeks been suficring from several other delusions, jumped from the 
three-storey window of a house yesterday.”” This may have been 
whatever you like to the gentlemar, but unfortunately it resulted in the 
mo-t real of all realities to the lady.’ Perhaps, however, the secret of 
the sentence is, that the husband was afraid the news was another 
d. }usion. 





Pedrollery. 

Ow.xe to the infirmity of her father, Don Pedro's daughter opened 
the Brazilian Parliament. It seems almost a work of supererogation 
to say that all senators of the Brazils were extremely ‘‘nuts’’ on the 
you g lady, and that when she asked for a little “‘ready”’ for the old 
gentleman that they at once agreed to shell out. 





The Physician’s Fee-male, 

TuHirzE ladies have been admitted to the Irish College of Physicians: 
De, Louisa Atkins, Dr. Sophia Jex Blake, and Dr. Edith Pechey. 
Hans Breitman says we shall soon be as bad as Germany, where “all 
the young vimmens is tochters.”’ 





What’s in a Name? 
Cextain people evidently look upon the existence of such a place as 
Cremorne as a mournful crime. Our Elitor’s French valet says the 
name's against it, Fancy Les jardins de Crime morne. 





JIN. 205 








NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. 


AMadull oldmoody 
muidle-brain !— 
Alone upon the 

sandy beach I 


gO, 

Now ‘brooding o'er 
the’ ills of life 
and pain,: 

I stand and’ watoh 
the waters ceaze- 
less flow. 


I only» see what 
siraight before 
me lies, 

Or that which 
sickly fancy may 
create, 

And those creations 
ever end in 
sighs, 

And ‘sorrow scenes 
of those crushed 
down by fate. 





it broke upon my mind the other day, 
There, in odd corners of the woh may be « 
Some little children, full of joyous play, 
And lovers sauntering on the grassy lea. 
Nay, it may even be within the bounds’ 
Of probability that there is mirth 
And true-born laughter in its ringing rounds, 
And blithesome hearts still dwelling on the earth. 


There may be dancing, and there may be song! 
There may be happy faces round the fire, 
And merry-making in the crowded throng, 
And rosy gardens and the heart's desire. 


Good readers, pardon if I seem to jest, 
But this new light to me’s a wondrous thing, 
I really will turn round and do my best; 
Ill join the laugh, and, hang it! try to sing. 
I'll leave the sandy seashore, with it's moan, 
And roam in fluwery fields eer day is done ; 
I'll join a club—no more long nights alone! 
And when I’m dull I'll take up merry Fun. 


There must be something in this world of ours 
That's better far than dull and downcast eves ; 

The smiling sunshine comes between the showers, 
So let us catch the love-light as it flies. 


Banbury Cakes. 

Tue Banbury guardians have passed a resolution declining to admit 
reporters to their meetings. Perhaps the Banbury guirdians have a 
shrewd suspicion—that is, if they have a shrewd anything—that some 
of their speeches might in the public ears sound somewhat Cake- 
cophanous. 


Don’t Two Thou Likewise. 

Some silly Russiahaters are indignant that the Duke of Portland 
has sent another thousand pounds for the relief of the ‘Turkish soldiers. 
Surely if any man ought to supporte the land of the Porte it is a 
Duke of Porteland. 

?F 

“Tue Archbishop of Quito has been poisoned whilst celcorating 
mass.”” Thus ran a telegram from New York. The receiver sent it 
through again with a query, “Quito?” and received in answer, 
‘ Quiteso.”” And now he is quite as doubtful as he was before. Yes, 
Quiteso. 


Parliamentary. . 
Mr. ALBERT Grant is to be put up for Kidderminster again. It 
must be the attraction which one “ Kidder’’ has for another. 


A Sight too Bad, 


Tue Liberal defeats are the result of the blindness of party. At 
any rate, they are the result of Parliamentary d—— vision. 


TREADING on Rvss1a’s Cuxn.—Bombarding Odessa. 
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“Jest SHARP THIS "BRB SAW, WHEN YOU'VE DONE THAT THERE, AND HERE'S THE MONEY FOR BOTH.” 


“Sorry, puT I Must 'AVB A BXTRY PENNY, Mustek CHARLES; YOU SEE THB OLD WOMAN HAD ANOTHER RABY TOTHBR DAY, AND I 
MAKES IT A RULB ALLUS TO STICK ON A HA'’PENNY A SAW EXTRY FOR BEVERY FRESH KID.” 









































DOGGRELL. | FIGURATIVE. 
(Found on the spot where a well known Art Critic had been seen THene are living at Bramhope. “in five houses, all adjoining, ten 
worshipping, and supposed to have been written by him.) | persons whose united ages exceed 700 years.” The gentleman who 


| collated this extremely interesting item of information for paragraph 
purpose forgot to add that although the houses are not extremely old. 
their “ united ages’’ would amount to something respectable, while if 
the bricks were counted, and then multiplied by the “ united ages”’ of 
the houses, the result would be in accordance with the rules laid down 
by the late lamented Mr. Cocker, extraordiaary as that or any other 
fact may seem. But the paragraphist still further omitted what is 
really of much greater importance than the original statement: that 
is, one of these old pe»ple has discovered that if they could only get 
rid of three of their number the survivors would according to present 
arrangements average 100 yearseach. This, it will be seen, gives 
some tangible reason for the publication of the initial announcement. 


Acapemicians’ pictures must be good, 
If Art's conditions be but understood. 
I always feel 
Inclined to kneel 
When near one. Slate it? No, I never could, 
For I’ve that feeling of a finer soul 
Which makes ‘‘ R.A.” the true artistic goal, 
And looks askance, 
And sees no chance 
For any till they're on that famous roll. 


Associates of course I always praise, 
And alwavs see the merit of their ways. 
The world may chaff 


And sneer and laugh, Easily Supplied. 
But “ A.R.A.” means money nowadays. | A “LrTsRARY paper” contains the following advertisement :— 
And if these weren't the best that use the brush, |“ Wanted to purchase, a novel by a writer of reputation’? In these 
Why should one’s price advance with such a rush, | days of cheap editions and innumerable reprints, there can be little 


When to his name 
He tacks the fame 
Which makes me give him double share of gush ? 


Ah me! ’tis well for puny pens to sneer, 
And grudge the talent which t> me's so clear ; 
I ne'er forget 
That Envy yet Making Game.—/From Our Own Shootsman. 
Digs pitfalls deep and difficult and drear. 6 ( ) 
What's that you say ? Of those I worship now 


enough necessity to advertise for suchathing. Why, we have half a 
dozen second-hand novels, all answering the description, which adver- 
tiser might have had for a third the published price if he'd only sent 
to us first and saved himself no end of trouble and annoyance from 
people who think all their books must be by writers of reputation. 


Wuart bird is in season all the year round and extra when necessary ? 


Which I encouraged most when young’ What!—how!— —The weather cock. 
(. Well, that t+ cool! Eprrorrat Sotttoauy —Coms, come, Mr. Contributor, “that cock 
i What !—break my rule ?— won't fight” here, we've had a little too much of the ,weather part of 
Till he was chosen, ne er a one, [ vow. him lately. 
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AN APT PUPIL. 
Linter Mars, God of War, with a terror-striking and all-impertant air. 
He glares fiercely.) 
I nave got myself up in a way to arouse 
An emotion of terror in all who behold ; 
I have buckled my armour and reddened my brows, 
And my swagger is threatening, warlike, and bold. 
I’ve a shield that’s as big as the monarch of day, 
And my muscles are covered with cicatrice scars ; 
And I flourish my sword in an ominous way— 
And in short I’m the awful divinity, Mars! 


I’ve a little surprise which will rather confound 
That contemptible, mean little idiot, MAN ; 
When my terrible trumpet of battle shall sound, 
He will open his eyes to their uttermost span ! 
‘Bhe delight of my leisure twill surely affor 
When I cee him turn sallow and sicken with fear, 
For he rather will tremble, I think, at the sword ; 
And he’ll shiver, I fancy, a bit at the spear! 
(He swagcers and strikes a threatening attitude at Man; then hurls his 
sword at him. Man picks it up and examines it.) 
It’s a passable weapon enough, I admit, 
And I own it possesses a murderous air ; 
But I think if I went and considered a bit 
I could greatly improve on this clumsy affair ; 
And this article Wak is a novel device, 
And my love of a novelty always was keen. 
( He goes out to try his hand at the new game of War. Mars stares after 
him, astonished and disappointed.) 
He apparently takes to the thing in a trice, 
And he’s not so alarmed as he ought to have been. 
(‘lars swaggers indignanily ; and a few ages elapse. Then re-enter Man 
carrying agun. Maus regards it curiously.) 


I tried my hand with great delight 

At Wax (your dreadful innovation), 
And on my word I found it quite 

A novel form of recreation. 
The battle cry, the serried line, 

The camp, the night attack, the sally, 
I recognised at once as mine, 

They came to me so naturally. 


I'd found therein my special groove, 
And (as I think you heard me mention) 
I saw at once I could improve 
Upon your primitive invention. 
In Wak, or any kindred crime, 
I found I wanted no instruction, 
I thought it over for a time 
And this is my improved production. 
(Hs fires the gun. Maxs jumps in his shoes, and backe into a corner 
alarmed.) 
Mars (xervous’'y). Good gracious me! I never meant, 
When telling you of war and arming, 
To make you go to this extent— 
My conscience! ‘This is quite alarming! 
Although I love the battle fray, 
And laugh to sce the foeman reeling, 
I wish you'd take the thing away, 
It gives me quite a creepy feeling! 
Mans swaggers less decidedly than before, ard seems a 
little nervous.) 
An instrument vomiting smoke, 
And thunder and flashes of flame, 
Is rather too dreadful a joke, 
A little too much of a game. 
Re-enter Man with anironclad and a torpedo. Mans 
turns pale.) 
Ycu see I’m progressing as fast 
As even yourself could cesire, 
Two things I've invented at last 
You're certain to greatly admire: 
A vessel so solid and strong 
Yvu'd faney it couldn't be wreckt ;— 
Now send this torpedo along, 
And-please to observe the effect. 
(Phe torpedo explodes: Mans sinks into his shoes with fright.) 
Maze When first: I came 
My little game 
I failed in any wise to 


Maks, 


Man. 


Maks. 


Man. 


(Man retires. 


Maks. 


(More a cs e’apse. 


Manx. 





FUN. 


Foresee the strings 
Of dreadful things 
It seems I've given rise to ! 


I'd best resign 
The warfare line 
Before I lose my senses ; 
My fear's so great 
To contemplate 
It's awful consequences. 


(Mars nervously throws off his armour and joins @ Peace-so-iety. 
produces a string of land torpedoce.) 


With these machines 
To smithereens 
Guns, waggons, men, and horses, 
As in they flow, 
One man can blow 
Entire invading forces ! 
Oh dear! oh dear! 
I quail to hear! 
Appalling consummation ! 
O bear in mind 
That I’ve resigned 
The dreadful situation. 
(Mans shrivels up into nothing with fright and remorse as Man touches an 
electric battery and annihilates the whole of the Russians in Roumania. 


CuRTAIN. 


Maw 


Man. 


Mars. 


UNDER DISTINGUISHED PATRONAGE. 

“ The Yellow Mask is a disgrace to the stage. It is full of indelicate 
suggestions and nasty innuendoes. We trust the respectable portion 
of the playgoing community will set its face against such a per- 
formance.” — Press. 

‘‘His Royal Highness the Prince of Cambria honoured the per- 
formance of The Ye/low Mask with his presence last night.”— Press. 

“ The Yellow Mask may attract a few vicious old and young men, 
but ladies who value their self respect will do well to keep away.’— 
Press. 

“‘Her Royal Highness Princess Campbella, attended by Lady 
Thingamy and a numerous suite, witnessed The Yellow Mask last 
evening.” — Press. 

‘“‘ It is a matter for regret that the Lord Chamberlain should allow 
such a play as The Yellcao Mask, with its loose dialogue and bad moral 
tendency, to injures the reputation of the stage.’’— Press. 

‘“‘ The whole of the members of the Royal Family now in town have 
honoured the performance of The Yel/ow Mask with their presence.” — 
Press. 

‘“‘ A play whose sole attractions are a doubtful plot and still more 
doubtful dialogue.” — Press. 

‘‘In consequence of the enormous success of The Yellow Musk, 
seats must be bocked a month in advance.” — Managerial Advertis: ment. 


Ger-mania. 


Tue German fleet proceeds to the Baltic “in order to protect 
German interests.’’ In answer to several questions as to what German 
interests can want protecting out there, we beg respectfully to suggest 
the interest in cousins German and German bands, both of which 
institutions are sufficiently prominent in this country to make their 
propagation in others a source of delight and relief to the whele 
Fatherland. And rather than the German fleet should find time 
hang heavy on its hands, we would willingly bed out a few specimens 
of both sorts who like to have their “interests” well looked after. 


-_—— 
I 





‘¢ Fork Out!” 

APPLICATIONS are being made for small sums towards the relief of a 
woman who has just given birth to three children at Sheffield. ‘‘She 
is the wife of a forkman in indigent circumstances.” In this case the 
words of the immortal Swiveller must be more than ever appropriate, 
and it is to be hoped the charitable will remember that “ the watch- 
word is ‘fork’”’ on this occasion with peculiar significance, whatever 
it may be in such Tripartite Alliances at others. ; 


Going! Going! 
Masses. Warne AnD Co. are doing very well with their new 
edition of the Koran. How do we know? Because anyone can s¢e 


that fhe book possesses the guarantee of a ready Sale. 


Father and Son. 
Tue impresario of Her Majesty's had his house fitted by Maple. 
Very filial of him. Mapleson ought to stick to Maple. : 
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‘EOR THE DEFENCE.” 
| 





Lady :—“ THs KALB WAS NOT DONE SNOUGH YESTERDAY.” 


Cook :—‘* I KNOW you SAID 80, BUT THBRB WAS FOUR WITNESSES AGAINST 
YFR, FOR MY MOTHER AND SISTER WAS HERE TO DINNER, AND THERE'S Lixr 
AND me——AND 'TWAS DONB BBAUTIFUL.”’ 


-_ ee 


THE WAR. 


THIS DAYS TELEGRAMS. 








BELGRADS. 
A Rosstan commercial traveller arrived here yesterday with last 
week's Fun. Great excitement has been caused by the political tone 
of the advertisements on the front page, anda crisis is imminent. 
Prince Milan has a slight neuralgia. 
St. Pgrerspvre. 
The Czar has ordered the blowing up of a Turkish monitor with 
the loss of 200 lives to be observed aa a day of National Thanksgiving | 
in all the churches. 


Barovm. 
There has been a fearful battle here. 
down, and at least one Russian had his uniform damaged by the 
enemy’s fire. 


leaf.”’ 


Lonpon. | 
The Press Association has offered a thousand pounds to be equally 
divided between the belligerents if they will consent to fight a battle 
worth reporting. 





Extra Strong 


NSTEEL PENS, 


WITH OBLIQUE 
AND th a UP 
POIN 






Buit all Sade and 
all Work. 


OVER 200 PATTERNS. 


—— ] Tad rer Bold in 64.-18, or 1 Gross Boxes, 
by all Stationers. A selected 
sample Box, by Post, for7 or 13 

We 665 Fiws oa Mevicm, wotpe riexr, Stamps. Orderof your Stationer 


eriva. Year ramewaitss. Wilt Ba seat any that suit your hand 
fo FLRase JOHN HEATH, Birmingham. 


LF LL 


| Tue Dédats remarks that Russia proposes to make an omelette with- 
Two Turks were knocked | 0Ut breaking anegg. The simile is bad, for Russia's great object is 
| the removal of a yolk. 


THE GRAND DERBY DOUBLE 


PLENTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED. 


CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE rairtis 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
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A COMMON OCCURRENCE. 


I wan a dream the other night — 
A vision I should rather say— 
In which [ climbed to Fortune’s height 
In quite a sudden sort of way. 
When half asleep and half awake 
A flash of inspiration came, 
And showed me something that would make 
A boundless wealth and lasting fame. 


I think I hit upon a plan 

Of doing something long decreed 
A feat impossible to man, 

Of which he stood in speeial need. 
It might have been to make a gas 

At twopence per the thousand feet, 
Or farthing dinners for the mass 

To take the place of butchers’ meat. 


I know that in my semi-dream 
[ saw the thing as clear as noon, 
With not a hitch in all the scheme, 
Which gave the world a priceless boon. 
*T was no inventor’s fancy task, 
But simple as the A BC; 
Yet now I beat my brow and ask, 
What could that splendid notion be ? 


For days and days I’ve taxed my brain 
To bring that blessed vision back, 
But all my efforts are in vain, 
I can’t get Fancy on the track. 

A chance of fortune, so they say, 
Comes once to all men here below, 
Mine caught me napping, passed away, 
And what it was I ne’er shall know. 


In the Hole. 


Jenkins, & great antiquarian, paid a stiff sum the 
other day for an autograph letter belonging to some 
fossil celebrity or other, and when he got it home found 
one of the pages was missing. He rushed at once to 
his lawyer, who gravely informed him that according 
to the conditions of sale he had no case. “Oh yes [ 
have, though,” said Jenkins, ‘“ because the auctioneer 
laid special stress on its being a whole-ograph, and you 
see I've got little more than half of it!” 








Foreign Intelligence, 


A PiymovtH paper, taking a natural interest in all that con- 
cerns its small local celebrities, says: 
Constantinople has purchased a copy of the commendable little work, 
Bookbinding at Home, written by a Plymouth person.’ 
sign of the times? We were about to say that next we shall have it 
paragraphed when the British Embassy at Constantinople purchases 
| @ pound of potatoes; but it suddenly struck us that, of course, the book 

on binding was bought with the intention of “ turning over & new 


‘*The British Embassy of 
Can this be a 


Egged On. 








On Tugspay Next, 


NUMBER OF FUN. 


One PENNY, 
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Paris 


Blue 
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THE DERBY WINNER, AND HOW HE DID IT. 


With otuer Litres Propurtic AND GENERAL ITEMS OF INTEREST. 


pleasant duty to pre- 
pare readers for the 
greatest race of 
modern days, and to 
explain to them how 
they may not only 
enjoy themselves 
thoroughly, but put 
money in their pur- 
sesas well. To us it 
seems that there is 
nothing finer in all 
life’s prospect than 
that which enables 
the prospector to en- 
joy himself to his 
fullest extent, and 
make a profit out of 
the transaction at 
finish. Once a year 
then we become as it 
were not merely 
friends, but benefac- 
tors, to humanity, 
and we can ever rest 
from our labours 
with the calm con- 
sciousness tkat someone or other is bound to benefit largely by 
following implicitly the advice contained in this article. It may, and 
doubtless will, he asked by some, carping and sceptical, how is it if we 
are able to do all this, we confine our operations to only once a year. 
The answer is twofold. First, we do so well for ourselves, follow- 
ing our own advice, that we can afford to wait, and second it is 
not in our power, even if we would, to have a race like the Derby run 
oftener than is convenient to the genial Jessees and courteous authori- 
ties of Epsom race-course. 

Following the plan which has proved so beneficial in former years, 
we have thrown cpen our columns to the most admired of turf pro- 
phets, giving preference of course to those whose lucubrations are of 
a character suitable to the tastes and desires of readers such as ours. 
As soon as it became known that those who could do the work would 
have the opportunity, a sensation was at once manifest in the tipsterial 
universe, and whatever the first effect of so coveted an opportunity of 
immortality may have been among the denizens of that locality, here 
i je we shown to curselves, tk: tched by the well-known an4 vbienitous 
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artist who is always providentially on the spot whenever anything 
likely to suit the illustrated papers is xbout to happen. Every one of 
these is a tipster of tremendous celebrity. and nothing but anxiety for 
the good of their kind makes them so desirous to be the selected of 
this journal. Why? Because they know that to be such will add 
new justre to their laurels. as everybody is aware we shall only take 
those tips which are bound to be correct and cannot possibly do other- 
wise than win. 

How many basketsful of ‘“‘copy’”’ were left in charge of the gentle- 
man who is proud to consider himself on such occasions our extra 
deputy sub-assistant junior editor, it behoves us not totell. Suffice 
it to say that after many libations of midnight oil ‘‘ with,’’ after sleep- 
jess nights, and days whose chief features seemed to be anchovy toast 
and soda plain—after struggling with jokes any one of them warranted 
to turn the edge of a blacksmith’s he» mmer or set all a steamsaw’s 
teeth on edge—we made our final selection, and here it is for the 
reader's benefit and, as it is to be hoped, absolute pecuniary profit. 

The first effusion is of a kind known as the romantic and specu- 
latively philosophical, and treats of the doings of a young man who 
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has determined not to place his money on any horse in the race until 
he receives some sort of inspiration, some fateful hint, which shall 
guide him in the selection of the impending winner. Unfortunately, 
we have not space to give the whole of the poem (the story is written 
wholly in verse) and can only find room for three of the concluding 
verses out of nearly a thousand. To make up for this we have asked 
our special artist to make us a drawing of the hero of the story, which 
we present with the selection. It doesn’t strike us as being much 
like the person represented in the poem, but that, as our artist assures 
us, is of the least consideration. }t’s his notion of what a gentleman 
ought to be like who gives his mind to backing horses, and as such we 
present it with the inspired ‘‘ tip,’’ which has the advantage of being 
bound to “come off,’ no matter how firmly it may he fixed on the 
reader’s recollection. 

The young man wandereth : 


Over the Epsom lea 
Steadfastly rambled he, 
Big with his purpose to find out 
the winner, 
Hearing the murmur swell, 
Hearing the saddling bell, 
Thinking of nought but the chance 
of “ a skinner.” 


[Nots.—“ Skinner.’ This we are 
informed is a technical abbrevia- 
tion, and refers to the knack some 
folk have of always obtaining the 
fleece for themselves, and leaviug the 
worthless parts for their friends. 
To obtain a ‘‘ skinner”’ or to “ skin 
the lamb” is the height of a 
turfite’s ambition. ‘The lamb is 
not, so far as we can ascertain, 
consulted. | 

The young man ruminateth : 

Over the Epsom Down 
Wrapped in a study brown, 
Wandered the youth as he wished for an omen ; 
Looking for tips in air, 
Fixing with glassy stare - 
Hundreds of honest and horseloving yeomen. 

[Norg.—‘‘ Honest and horseloving.” It is a significant fact, and 
one that should weigh heavily with all future legisletion, that honest 
and horseloving are exchangeable terms with regard to turf transac- 
tions. Books have been made on this subject over and over again. | 


The young man receiveth his omen and awaketh : 


** Look! ” cries a hearty voice ; 
‘“‘ Look ! and for aye rejoice: 
There is a tip you'll be skinning the lamb on. 
Fast by the judge's seat, 
Where they the winner greet, 
See how they're pilir.g the cases of CHam On.” 


This, tender and true as it is and full of the pathos which adorns 
the turf, would have been sufficient for us were it not for the duty we 
owe our readers ro Jess than ourselves, and the necessity which exis's 
for having corroborative evidence on such a topic a8 the pre en* 
tipsterial transaction. So, from among amighty mass all equally good 
and clever, we now select one specimen, which has claims quite inde- 
pendent of its literary ability. It is a sample of the poetic dercriptive 
prophecy, and gives a graphic and accurate account of how the race 
will be run and who will finish first, with many other particulars too 
numerous to mention. Unfortunately, this aleo was a great deal too 
long for use in this article, but we have retained all that seems 
absolutely necessary, while, for the benefit of thore who would like the 
whole of so fine a piece of stirring poesy, we ere prepered to supply 
full length copies post free for thirteen stamps, or this and the fore- 
going (also in full) for 1s. 7}d. A reduction by taking a quantity. 

We will, then, take up a1 the point where the race is just about to 
begin and the winner is discovered : — 


The horses are ready and cantering past, 
The stand is enlivened with faces, 
A few of them happy, a many aghast, 
And anxiously waiting the hazard that’s cast— 
It may be the winner, it may be the Jast— 
You never can tell in these races. 


The horses have mizzled and gone to the post. 
There! see them in charge of the starter. 

Each backer is looking as white as a ghost, 

He murmurs the name of the one he wants most : 

‘“ Tf I’m a defaulter how Juggins will boast, 
Though he’s not a marvellous ‘ parter’!”’ 
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A SUBTLE 





Captain (with grim smile) :—‘* WBLL, NOT EXACTLY ; 





With thoughts in their bosoms of winning galore, 
Of losing, and sadness, and sorrow, 

They gaze on the starter and wish it was o’er, 

And ev’ry attempt makes the agony more. 

At each break-away there's an agonised roar— 

‘‘They won't get away till to-morrow!” 


At last they are off and the struggle begins ; 
Some shriek and are silly with wonder. 
Altyre is seen making good use of his pins, 
But soon he falls back amid groaning and grins, 
For this is not one of his handicap spins; 
And now round the Corner they thunder. 


* Rob Roy!” is the cry, for the Scotchman is first, 
Brown Prince is as worthless as lumber, 

Hidalgo has rendered his backers accursed, 

And Monk is of monkeys the absolate worst. 

Lo! here is Chamant, who's been carefully nurst,— 
And up goes the foreigner’s number ! 

















not only as to excellence of work, but as to correctness of prophecy as 
well. ‘Che only one thing we have to request now is that those who 
subsequently to the Derby will be rolling in the lap of luxury at a 
guinea a dozen and have nobody to thank but us for the opportunity, 
will not forget that by the exhibition of a becoming sense of gratitude 
they may receive favours even yet greater that we hold in store. 








‘‘ Just a Toothful.”’ 


Amone the numerous requests for that now scarcest of all generals— 
General Servant—which are marshalled daily in the columns of the 
press, is one ‘to do plain cooking ia a dentist's family.” The un- 
thinking may wonder why it was necessary to mention the avocation 
of the would-be employer. To us it reads as a warning that no one 
need go in search of the situation who has not her “ eye-teeth about 
her.’’ Unless, indeed, she wishes to have them properly developed. 














This, we feel assured, will give our readers all they can possibly require, | 





[May 30, 1877. 
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DISTINCTION. 


Lady Friend :—“ Don’t you FIND ONE Darsy Day MUCH LIKE ANOTHER, CAPTAIN?” 


THERE IS ALWAYS AT LEAST A YEAR’S DIFFERENCE! ”’ 


IN THE STREET. 


Wirs or H1s Bosom. Ain't yer ashamed o’ yerself, leavin’ me 
| with a trifle in the house, not enough to buy a loaf, and goin’ playin’ 
| bagatelle at the public ’ouse all day ? 
| Lorp anp Masrgr. Left yer witha trifle,didI? Well, then, you 
_ had your bagatelle, too, so what ’a yer got to jor about? 


Lusus Nature. 


| Nursg wanted by the 28th inst. to take charze of three children 
_aged from 25 to 30.” Brown, when he came to this the other 
/-morning—he always says he gets more amusement out of the 
| advertisements than any other portion of the paper—burst into tears. 
| For once he was completely floored; and now he runs pottering about 
asking why the ‘28th inst.” should require a nurse more than any 
other day, and whether one for children of such a larger growth 
would not have to be a zoological and astronomical curiosity—a 
Nurser Major? 7 


A Natural Error. 


Mrs. Pratamop, who has been struggling with the war news, has 

| not been able to discover yet how the mobilization of an army can add 

to its beauty or effectiveness. She had quite enough of mobilization 

when incautiously venturing out to watch a movement in favour of 

the ‘unhappy nobleman” now immobilized at Portland, despite mob 
law and mob demands in London. 


| Wardens. 


H.M.S. Lord Warden has arrived in Grimsby Roads with one man 
| killed and fifteen wounded through an accident to the capstan. A 
contemporary lately hoped that the lives of our brave seamen would 
_ not be perilled to protect Turkey. If her Majesty’s ships have time 
| given them they will doubtless avoid such an occurrence. 


| A GorGon THAT 18 Quits THE CHEESE.— Gorgonzola. 
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FUN’S DERBY HIEROG_YPHIC; OR, CLEAR AND COMPREHENSIV= TIP TYPICAL. 
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919 FUN. 


CONSOLATION ON CONSIDERATION. 


(The soliloquy of a comparatively humble sinner who has his eye on 


the acquisition of whatever small objects of portable property there 
Overheard by one of our 


may be knocking about at Epsom. 
reporters who is constantly on “ the spot.’ | 


young flyaway lad, 
all that one said 
body’s head ; 
gentleman went, 
was spent, 


, 
8 





| andd 
won his degrees. 
gentleman thief 

An article is of romantic belief ; 


Turpin, or such 





his clutch. 

Old ‘Time with his changes has come on the scene, 
And “ faking’’ and “ buzzing”’ are awfully mean ; 
The commonest classes monopoly claim 

Of what used to be but a gentleman's game. 


* * ~ * * 


Yet still there is hope, for at Epsom this week 

Last century's leaven should anyone seek 

He may find in the Ring and the Paddock and Stand 
Some specimens still of a wonderful band, 

Who, starting with nought but a hatred of toil, 
Contrive to live well as the lerds of the soil; 

Who, starting with nothing but plenty of “ nerve,” 
Contrive to live well and a purpose to serve, 


The times of old Tyburn, departed for aye, 

Are more than avenged by some things of to-day ; 
Compared with a magsman Jack Sheppard is smull— 
A welcher would knock him to nothing at all. 

Oh, Blueskin and Turpin and Sixteen-string Jack— 
When stripped of your halo a commonplace pack !— 
Though on your adventures fond memory dwells, 
You wouldn’t be “in it’’ with half of our swells! 


DIFFICULTIES OF A BARRISTER. 


To use all your eloquence and knowledge of law in trying to make 
an “enlightened jury” believe your client innocent when you feel in 
your own heart tnat he is guilty of all the wrong-doing imputed to 
him, and far more. 

To blandly acquiesce in the decision of the judge on a point of law 
when you feel that ‘“‘My Lud” is the greatest blunderhead on the 
bench, and his “*rwing’’ is altogether wrong. 

To sit on the back seat and listen to your “chief” arguing a case 
when you feel he }s making an “awful hash”’ of it, and how infinitely 
better you Gould do it yourself. 

‘I’o use your best power of argument for your client when you are 
firmly persuaded that “the other side,’’ plaintiff or defendant, as the 
vase nay be, is a very much ill-used man. 

To browbeat a fair witness in cross examination, and by your 
manner imply that she is not speaking the truth, when, to meet the 
rumée lady under any other circumstances, you would consider it an 
honour and the greatest pleasure in life tu show her every possible 
courtesy and politeness. 

Last and greatest difficulty of all to the young barrister, and not 
unfr quently to the barrister that is no longer young—to obtain 
«a brief. 


THE FRENCH IM BROGLIEO, 


Jutzs Simon falls, the Marshal pulls him down ; 
Such dreadful men no more his smile shall beam on. 
A true Republic might their efforts crown, 

And so good terme with them he will not seem on. 


_— — FF 








LAS! for the days when a pistol 
it and “ prad ”’ 
(0 Th Were friends for each dashing 
When “Stand and deliver!’’ was 
Ere putting a bullet through some- 
When on the “high Toby” each 
As soon as the money he borrowed 
When laces and rufiles and patches 


Betokened a “rum ‘’un”’ who'd 
‘Those days are now fled, and the 


No modern Paul Clifford, Dick 


Finds ladies full anxious to fall in 
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HIS STORY. 


Ir happened to me myself. I was engaged at a London hospital 
then, aud my duty was to smother the people that didn’t seem likely 
to get better when the beds were wauted. I used to do it in the 
middie of the night with the pillow. It’s a regular thing in the hos- 
pitals, youknow. Well, one night I was just going to create accommo- 
dation for one, when my hand was seized from behind. It was one of 
the nurses, ‘‘ Not him,’ she said; ‘‘here, 1 want vou.” She 
slipped a tiver into my hand, and led me to an open casement. With 
the moonlight streaming on her raven tresses she told mea fearful 
tale. ‘* He was in love with me once,” she said, “and I don’t want 
him murdered; besides, he has a mission to accomplish, and he'll get 
better,’’ ‘* What’s his mission *’’ I said. She drew me from the ray 
of the moonbeams into the dark shadows that fell upon the wall. ‘‘ He 
has a torpedo in his inside.”’ ‘ Impossible!’ 1 exclaimed, preparing 
to dive underabed. ‘ Do not be alarmed; it is one of his own inven- 
tion. He made it no bigger thana pill, and swallowed it by mistake. 
lt has made him very ill, but so long as he lives it will remain intact ; 
if he dies by violence t¢ wi// explode.” ‘Then he musn’t die here!’’ 
‘‘ Certainly not; he wants to utilise his invention for the benefit of 
society. ‘To-morrow he will be removed in a cab to his residence. 
there he proposes to manufacture torpedo pills for the million. 
They will regenerate society. People will be able to live unmolested 
and at peace. No man will dare to kick his wife for fear of exploding 
her torpedo. Nocabman will dare to run over a pedestrian lest he 
be blown to atoms. Murder will mean the immediate execution of 
the assassin. War will be impossible; the killing of the enemy’s 
soldiers would be the annihilation of your own troops. ‘The torpedo 
pill will be harmless during an unmolested life and a quiet death, but 
deadly the moment violence is attempted. Ah! what was that’”’ 

Terrified by the nurse’s exclamation, I listened. For a moment 
there was a hissing sound from one of the beds, and then—and then 
aloud report. ‘lhe hospital shook to its foundation, the walls rocked, 
the roof went up in the air, and the building collapsed—a heap of 


crumbling ruins. 
The man with the torpedo had gone off. 
> * * * * * 


How we escaped I don’t know; but the nurse and myself were 
found senseless outside a public house in the next street by two 
policemen. We have talked it over since, and we think the man 
struck himself in the chest accidentally. His loss was a loss to 
humanity, for no one possesses the secret of his torpedo pills. 


HOW | GO. 


A RACECOURSE is not quite the place 

On which i like to show my face, 

But somehow on the Derby Day 

1 turn my footsteps Kpsom way. 

I do not know a horse's name, 

Or which is scratched, or which is lame ; 
1 do not go for sake of fun, 

Nor yet to see the Derby run. 


I journey to some central part 

From which a lot of people start. 

I get confused among the throng, 

I’m hustled, squeezed, and pushed along ; 

I fight and kick, but all in vain, 

I’m bundled in the starting train. 

‘The Downs are reached, the mischief's done, 
And so I see the Derby run. 








Holiday Refiections. 


Bank holiday shuts up allthe shopsof London. You can’t buy 
any meat though the streets are full of meeters; you can’t buy a loaf 
though the pavements are blocked with loafers. Blessed is he who 
goes through Whit Monday and feels not a whit the worse for the 
want of his ** whittles.” 


” 
. 


‘‘In Vino 


Tue importation of wine in octaves, as now advertised, shows that 
the devotees of Bacchus possess a musical taste. Both for wine and 
music staves are absolutely necessary, but it is only when you have 
your octaves as well that perfect unison of tastes is avtained. 





Rough and Ready. 
Ecxten Reavy has been assaulting her sister, Mary Ann Ready, 


with a lighted lamp. Advicé to wise young women: Don’t “trim 
your lamps and be Ready.”’ 
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A QUEER START.—_WH 
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sy 30, 1877. 


WHICH WiLL Win? 


URKISH DERBY. 
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SAD STORIES OF THE RACES. 





I.—ABOUT THE OBNOXIOUS PERSON WHO. WOULDN'T 


ENJOY HIMSELFy** _ 





“,E made up a party to seé the race, 


And, having a seat £9 spare, 
We voted old Browm t the vacant place— 
And Brown is a millionaire. 
We told him, and bade him remember well, 
The kind of Champagne to buy ; 
And = him to people who’re known to 
se 


A capital picnic pie. 
We thought he would chuckle with glee— 
but there, 
That Brown is aterribly strange old bear! 


We felt it was due to him—dear old boy !|— 
To give him this trifling treat ; 
We thought he would surely accept with 


joy 
The gift of the vacant seat. 
We eg how he’d inwardly thank his 
= 


it—nice old chap !— 


At beving i 
And showed him the shop for the best cigars, 
And where to procure the trap. 
But now I’ve a feeling I can’t control 
That Brown’s an unnatural, queer old soul! 


This outing, 


we thought, in a humble way, 


Might liven his life’s dull page 

(For pleasure’s a privilege, sad-to say, 
So seldom reserved for age !) 

From little attentions, bestowed aright, 


Much hap 


piness often springs— 


We thought it would give him such great delight 
Supplying the wine and things. 


But there !—I declare in the whole of town 
There isn’t a 


queerer old card than Brown! 


The wine, we assured him, was quite the cream ; 


We heartil 


praised the fare, 


Convincing old Brown of our esteem 
(And Brown is a millionaire) ; 


We certainly 


felt that he must respond 


In heartiest terms to this, 
Declaring that outing had gone beyond 
His liveliest dreams of bliss. 


But—talk of 
There's something in Brown that I can’t make out! 


uncivil——! Beyond a doubt 





IIL.—CONCERNING THE DISSATISFIED DONKEY WHO 


WAS A DAMPER. 





When people cets their minds on fun 
And wants to be a lively set, 
It don’t become a certain one 


To do as 


I have known ’em done 


And be a blanket which is wet! 
Which likewise so to go and do 


I looks 
This muc 


I will not p’intedly allude. 


upon as werry rude, 
h I says to him to who 


EF UN. 


Moaning should be the better and more qualitative orthography. 








Chorus. I gives ’im straw—I gives ’im ay, 
And whaoks dadagh Genaks en 
And then fo act in such &' way ! 
Ri tooral looral looral lay, 
Ri tooral looral looral liddy ! 


For there was me and Bill and Jack, 
And theré was Sam and Tom and Joe, 
And if he wanted one good whack 
7 ’im to the race and back 
e wanted fifty gross or so! 
To up and go and wouldn't trot, 
And put the meeting out o’ key, 
It indycaits a sperrit what 
Is werry painful for to see ! 
Chorus, I gives ’im straw—I gives ’im ’ay, 
And stick enough to drive ’im silly, 
And then to up an’ spile the day! 
Ri tooral 1 locliel lay, 
Ri tooral looral looral Yny ! 


giddy, 


IIl.—THE STORY OF THE BISHOP WHO WAS 80 
WEAK-MINDED AS TO RENDER EXPOSTULATION 
UNAVAILING. 





Oh! he stood by that enclosure where the sound of betting rose, 
And [ saw he were a bishop from the making of his clo’es ; 
I’m Policeman Y. three thousand thirteen hundered and three, 
And a virtuous inclining is observable in me. 

And I knew for any simple-minded bishop to be there 

Was exposin’ his simplicity to worldliness and snare, 

Seein’ wice is most persuasive, and I felt in such a way 

Lest the simple-minded bishop might be ’aply led astray. 

For he might have been persuaded just as easily as not 

To adoptin’ the profession of the thimble-ri lot ! 

Or he might have had a yearniness to-fili a welcher’s place, 
For wice is so allurin’ as you see it atarace. ~ 

The sharper is so lovely and the welcher is so fair, 

And the thimble-rigger rigs up such a fascinating air, 

So I followed on the bishop through the thickest of the rout 
And to keep him from persuasion kept a-moving him about. 
He’d have bound himself apprentice, I’m as certain as can be, 
To the feller with the purses if it hadn’t bin for me. 

For a bishop’s werry innocent and pliable and green, 

And vice is so enchantin’ at the races, and so clean ! 

Well, I followed of him nearly till the closin’ of the day, 

And I reasoned with him tearfully and hurried him away ; 
But I had to go and leave him—for a minute, not for long— - 
Then I went again and found him—and he’d glided into wrong! 
Oh! I shuddered to discover he had been and took a share 
With a knock-’em-down proprietor—a partnership affair. 

Oh! I begged him embrace again a bishop's righteous way, 
And I asked what Mrs. Bishop would be likely for to say ; 
And he wavered for an instant, and I thought I saw ’im wince, 
But he’s always kept a knock-’em-down at races ever since. 
For wice is so allurin’ at the races, don’t you see, 

And it’s what is things a-coming to and deary deary me! 





Water Bewitched. 


A LocaL paper states that the authorities of Islington Workhouse 
ay 113d. per lb. for tea “‘ which may be f t Pekoe or Moning 
ngou.” Judging by the result likely to be attained by its use, 
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EXCHANGEABLE PURSUITS. 


‘‘Wuat’s YER FAK& FOR THIS YEAR, SLIDER? ARE YOU GOING DOWN TO DO A LITTLE WBLSHIN’ ?” 


‘No, NO, MY BOY, WELSHIN’ AIN’T GOOD ENOUGH NOW. 


I KNOWS A BBTTER GAME. I’vE BIN C‘:NVEATED, AND I'M GOING DOWN ON 


1HE PREACHIN’ LAY TO SPOUT ON THE INIQUITY OF MAN; AN I TELL Y¥BR WHAT, DizzeRALEY AND BRADLAUGH ‘ULL GEL IT A JOLLY 


tIGHT HOTTER THAN EVER THEY THINK FOR!” 








MY SUMMER RETREAT. 


I'm off away from London, please, to build a little place 
Where I can have some air to breathe and lots of open space, 
] want to find a mountain top that isn’t over bleak, 

Without a hilly road to it, because my legs are weak. 


I do not want a neighbourhood beset with country clowns, 

But just a neighbour here and there who knows the way of towns. 
They must not come and call on me, for callers are a bore, 

But I shall go and visit them say twice a week or more. 


I want the country round about to be the sort of thing 

Of which the ct aps who write for books perpetually sing, 
Renowned throughout the British Isles es just the place to see ; 
But all the country round about I want reserved to me. 


I want the strict simplicity of rural life to reign 

O'er wooded height and shady dell and daisy-dotted plain ; 

But there must be a station close and frequent trains must start 
To run me at a modest fare to almost every part. 


No echo of the city life must find its way to mar, 

I want no village public house with yokels at the bar ; 

But just a dainty restaurant where haply I may dine, 

And find a perfect French cuisine and get the best of wine. 





In such a spot I seek to pitch the hermit's modest tent, 
Where, all unheeded by the world, the summer may be spent ; 
My wants are few, I simply crave an Eden far away, 

Where papers come at nine o’clock and letters thrice a day. 





Marshal Law. 
Tus overthrow, or rather the forcible ejection, of the late French 
Ministry is due to clerical influence among other things. It is the 
| greatest clerical error of modern times, but more like a slip of the 


sword than a slip of the pen. 


Thank you for Nothing. 
Mr. Samvurt Georce Merrett, sentenced to seven years’ penal 
servitude, after undergoing one year has receivec her Majesty’s gracious 
| pardon because his innocence has been proved. This is the usual 
| reward of Merrett, and Samuel should feel grateful. 


| SEPULCHRAL. 
A GRAVEYARD is not quite the spot 
Which one contented with bis lot 
Would often with bis presence grace. 
And yet, deny the fact who can, 
Through many an age to mortal man 
It’s been an inter resting place. 
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WHAT BUTCHERS WILL BE. 


BY OUR ANGRY HOUSEHOLDER. 
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‘* Why, sir, things are coming to such a pass that butchers will set up 
in business in this way next! ”’ 
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‘¢ We shall have the credit system reversed, sir; pay ready money for 
our meat and wait till we get it!”’ 
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** And the customers will have to wait on him for patronage, and leave 
their cards with his page!’’ 
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** And how about a bad debt then?” 
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TAYLOR'S 


‘ ‘ Sy» - tr j : poe 
ditto, Ly ror send ‘or ‘| S E Wi N G » 
donor Great Dated Yorkehie > MACHINE ? O aE FD 

“ARE TH : 
1EBIG’S LIQUID EXTRACT | Pe. . 

L OF BEEF. A wine having a most ogrreab e flavour, an , C. BRANDAUER & C0.’S New registered “ press 
cembining the nutritive properties of solid food. A boon to series”’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
the weak, travellers, aud others. points being rounded by a pew process.—Ask your 

Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


ti wers.—Stores: CLOAK :LANE, E.C., and Win ; 
Sion rae “a 7 4UTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cun tt proves the addition of stare). 
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ae FUN. 


SOMEWHAT SANGUINE! 
By Ovur Povgsrty-Stricken Post. 


Tux carnival’s approaching near, 
The carnival of racing, 
When myriads of men appear 
Their cares to be effacing. 
And though in betting matters I'm 
A juveuile beginner, 
I strongly hope in course of time 
To do without concocting rhyme. 
And rise to something more sublime— 
That's if I’spot the winner ! 


Oh, if I win, I'll cut it fet, 
And joyfully I'll carol ; 

I'll buy myself a Sunday hat 
And lots of good apparel. 
And I'll indulge, day after day, 

In many a “ proper” dinner. 
My creditors 1’)]1 gladly pay 
And banish all the brutes away, 
And Fashion's orders I'll obay 

If I should spot the winner ! 


Yes, gleefully I'll dance and shout, 
And life shall be all honey, 

I’li show the people round about 
The way to spend the money. 

Of ‘‘ rhino ” I shall gain a heap 
And startle every grinner ; 

Too long I’ve been as ’twere asleep, 

But now to affluence I'll leap— 

Should I in that half-dollar swe: p 
Contrive to draw the winner ! 


ART AND EPSOM. 
I scan the columns day by day 


Srupy spy Our Own SpeciaL WhuistuEr.—aA Knock turnin’ black and blue. Devoted to the betting. 
SSIS SPREE ; adipsia ee For that Tm told’s the proper way 
A fortune to be netting. 


ADAPTED FROM THE FRENCH. My only chaftce on this depends 


Tus writer presents his compliments to MacMahon, Esq, the author of the new (Excitement makes me thinner) ; 
French romance entitled ‘‘ Le Coup d Etat, ou Cromwell jeune,” and begs to acknowledge But Fortune, though, I’m sure intends 


his indebtedness for the plot of the following :— To lead me to successful ends. 
Siete, Wii Mies il Dita So, good-bye! may you a//, my friends, 


s re Contrive to spot the winner! 
The Maravis or Lonne. Mr. Speaker, before we commence business I think it as oe ees 
well to inform you that her Majesty, displeased at the tone which Lord Beaconsfield ee 
has presumed to adopt with regard to her journey to Balmoral at this important crisis, 
has dismissed him and instructed me to form a new Ministry. “Tua” Profession have been compelled to close 
Six Starrorp Noxtuoots. I rise to protest. Maybury. Tho institution died in May. Its name 
The Ma:+aqvuis or Losnzx. The Hon Member cannot address the House, as her prognosticated the fact. Who the inmates were, or 
Majesty, in order to allow the irritation of malcontents to cool, dissolves Parliament for what they did in the dramatic and equestrian line, 
six months. some gallant explorer in the Annals of Dramatic 
The Srgsxer. But really’ I—ah——. : Charities may some diy inform the apathetic world. 
The Marquis or Loxngs. Shut up! I have only to inform you that I have chosen hey say that the Equestrians are going to build a 
a Ministry pledged to support her Majesty's political opinions in every way, and to let horsepital of their own now. 
you know that the A Reserve will clear the House in ten minutes. ie 
Mr. Roznpucx. As a consistent Liberal, I fully endorse the views of the noble eee 
| The Music-hall Party. 





Dramatic. 


Marquis. | 
Enter the A Reserve. | A Conservative contemporary sums up Mr. 

SvupgERINTENDENT Mott. Now, then, gents, out you go, please. Gladstone’s recent action in foreign politics with ha 

& 


Six Cuarizs Ditxe. Ah, now, if we had a Republic this sort of thing couldn't remark, “Another good man gone wrong.” 
happen. | journalistic talent which flies to the. music-hall for 


something to throw at the greatest public man of 
a ee ‘the present century is on a par with the party it 
——— a a supports. 
A Mere Form. 

Tue Upper House of Convocation has declined to issue a form of prayer to be 
used during war. We honour the Upper House. If wholesale wickedness isto be | A GENTLEMAN at the Tavistock hos been scatter- 
fenced about with religion, »« might as well throw a sop tothe retailersand have ing his stock of bank-notes about ths house. It is 
‘‘a form of prayer to be used while committing an aggravated assault,” and “‘a form to be feared that he won’t ‘av ’is stock when he 
of prayer to be used while removing a neighbour's landmark,’’ at once. leaves. 


> 


Vivgs LA Repvusrieves. 


| 
| A Bank Note, 











E VERY BEST.’ 


select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
Works, BrmwnGuan. 


| 1EBIG'S TONIC WINE. 


A delicious drink, possessing the most astonishing in- 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
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CLOVER GOES TO THE DERBY. 


1. ‘*I will ride my own gallant steed,’’ he exclaimed, 
4. And finally hurls Clover at the intelligent force, 





FRENCH PLAYS. 
A Monsieur Le Repacrevr or Lg Fun. 
Monstgvur,—Sir,— 


2, ** And astonish the road.”’ 


3. The gallant steed also determires to astcnish the Downs—— 
5. Who at once seize him on the charge of reckless riding. 


| Fashionable Intelligence. 


Ir was suddenly reported the other day, and the report caused great 
| consternation in the neighbourhood of South Hampstead, that the 


I come to your gocd town from Paris, a Frerchman, to see | eldest daughter of Mr. Brown, the eminent haberdasher of Regent- 
les spectacles. I go cne house, I go another; I find notings I have | Street and Belsize Park, had gone cff with her groom. On a deputation 
not seen in Paris, which now me to the conclusions brings our | of friends and neighbours waiting on the old gentleman to condole with 


dramatists Francais are des voleurs. Oui, monsieur, ils sont ce qu’on 
appelle dans l'argot English des “ prigs.’”” Why, I shall tell you now, 
I tind the one play I never did see in Paris plays one thousand nights 
and shall run ten years encore. Evident these many years ago our 
auteurs did come here for their plays to give us. They translate them, 
put the scene chez nous, and call them original. Voici the list that 
reveals it to me :— 


Lyceum ee 
Haymarket 
Adelphi 
Olympic o- 
P. of Wales .. 


Le Courrier de Lyons. 

Le Mari dans la Campagne. 
Les Pauvres de Paris. 

Le Pertefeuille Rouge. 

Le Village. 


The Lyons Mail. 
The Serious Family 
Streets of London, 
Scuttled Ship. 

The Vicarage. 


Guiety .. LDAmi Fritz, LD’ Ami Fritz. 
Globe.. .. After Dark. Les Oiseaux de Proie. 
Strand . Mammon. Montjoye. 


Criterion .. Porter's Knot. 


.. Pink Dominos. Les Dominos Roses. 


”” 
Folly.. . Pet of Petticoats. Vert-Vert. 
a” ea .- Oxygen. Le Decteur Oz. 
Albambra .. Orphée aux Enfers. Orphée aux Enfers. 
Park .. .. Innocent. Le Portefeuille Rouge. 


Oh, mensieur, what robbers these play writes de Paris must be. 
Vraiment votre, ANATOLE. 


Garden Mem. 


A “ PLOoWEFING anpval” thatis in season all the year round.—A | 


Crystal Palace eeason ticket. 


SrraitEp Contest.—* Kinahan against the world.” 


VOL. XXV. 


Les Urochets de Pere Martin. 


| him and hear the latest, they were horror-struck to find that only half 

the story was true. The young lady had gone off with her groom, 
| tis true; her bridegroom. Sympathy was never so cheap in the neigh- 
| bourhood before, and several of those who went to offer consolation 
_ think it a reg’lar got up thing and a swindle on the benevolent. 


| A Hero. 


| A mAN and his wife were the other day charged at a police-court 
| with being both drunk and incapable—that is, both were drunk and 
| both were incapable—and after hearing the case the worthy magistrate 
_ fined the pair ten chillings each or seven days. The man promptly 
_ paid the fine for himself, and left the partner of his joys to go to gaol. 

And there were some people in the court who actually spoke slightingly 
| of the male defendant. Envy does take curious shapes sometimes ! 


BS Silla ce ALAN —— 


The Cross Secs, 


Wuar is the difference between Mr. Cross ard Womankind? One's 
la Home Sec. and the other is a Home Secs. (Mr. Cross has seen the 
| proof of this and hegs to eay that there is no difference between him 


and womankind. He agrees with them in everything. ) 


Latest. 


| Tuey will have it the Czar wants peace. 
_ are, it’s more likely that he wants ‘* pieces.” 


While things Czar as they 


Thoughtful. 
| Our Chatterbox says that when a man is a-musing, he doesn’t find 
him so. Quite the reveree. 
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A SOLUTION. 


By Ovr Lunatic LauRgaAtTe. 


CALLED on Hunt the other day, 
his gout was very bad, 
His temper was abou’ the same, his 
countenance was sad; 
He'd read about the Monitor blown 
up in half a jiff 
By just a wee torpedo and two 
Russians in a skiff. 
I took a humble little stool and sat 
at George's feet 
(The gouty one was bandaged up in 
| towels and a sheet), 
And then I smiled and took his 
hand, and smoothed his ruffled 


front, 

And whispered, ‘‘ Oh, them iron- 
clads, sweet Georgey Wardy 
Hunt.” 





He grinned a grin of gout and grief, and answered me, “ Oh, fool! 
We naval lords must tear our hair and toddle back toschocl; 

I’ve kept myself awake at night with towels round my brow, 

To try and think how we can guard our mighty monsters now. 
Just fancy all our ironclads torpedoed in a night 

By some infernal thingamy manceuvred out of sight ; 

Our navy sunk, the foe might come and dance upon our coast, 
For how could Hardy's dczcn men withstand a foreign host?”’ 


We talked the dreadful matter o’er wih grog, and also neat, 

We telegraphed the admirals and signalled half the fleet, 

‘We had a chart and compasses, a telescope and lead, 

But nohow could our captain spot the needed ‘* Land ahead! ”’ 

At last he told the lunatic a notion that he had ; 

I jumped upon his gouty toe, and shouted “ Right, my lad!”’ 

‘* We'll sell the Czar our fleet, and buy torpedoes with the blunt, 
And then we'll go and blow itup!”’ quoth Georgey Wardy Hunt. 








MR. FUN AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
Hs Winps Up anp Wanpens Foxrn. 

In due course, after attending the Epsom Carnival and joining in 
the frivolities of the only horse race of the year which p!eases a man 
of artistic perceptions, I found myself once more attracted by my old 
love the Academy Exhibition, and straying through thoee rooms which 
I had not on previvus visits had time to explore. Finding my way 
by instinct, as it were, or by the true use of the critical faculty, to the 
very picture where I left cft in my Jast, I took up the line of thought 
I had there laid down; and oblivious of all that bad intervened, 
of garden parties and horse reces, and champagne and lobster salad, 
of plays and suppers, and devilled bones and printers’ devils—how I 
wish the former could often be made to contain the iatter!— innocent 
of all that had intervened since my last visit, went on the calm and 
wsthetical journey which so well becomes a student of art under the 
shelter and patronage of our Royal Academy. 

It is rather unfortunate that people who go to Burlington House to 
look at pictures are not much aitracted by the water-colour room. I 
have seen folk who fall into ecstasies over work exhibited at ‘‘ the Old”’ 
or ‘the New,” pass by Gallery VIII. at the Royal Academy without 
s0 much as troubling to look at a single specimen. There may be 
good reason for this; the Royal Academy is the home of oil and 
varnish, and those who visit it leave their water-colour criticism at 
home for the time being, and giving themselves up to adoration of the 
more pretentious school, have no room for anything else. ‘This isa 
pity, as there are some very good specimens of this walk of art in the 
present show. Prominent are “An Old Man’s Fricnds’’ (670), H. 
Dalziel; * Ploughing”’ (690), R. Farren; * Loading Peat’’ (694), J. 
Pedder; “ The Lone Mill” (716), W. P. Burton; ** A Sunny Day” 
(786), J. McDougal; a pretty little landscape whose only title is a 
verse of Elizabeth Browning's (744), Miss M. Walker; ‘ On the Teste, 
Hants’’ (749), R. Marshall: “Spring and Autumn” (7#9), W. J. 
Knewstub; ‘At Anchor” (909), J. O. Long; and many others which, 
though I have not seen any of them noticed by the ultra-critical, will 
well repay the lover of good work who may find leisure to linger for 
half-an-hour in this departm« nt. 

Hi. Herkomer and L. Fildes are worthily hung, one on each side of 
the door in the Lecture-room, the first with “ Der Bittgang” (916), 
and the other with “ Playmates’’ (1059). The charactera in both of 
these efforts have been seen before, and to better advantage. Thilip- 
potteaux’s “ Battle of the Alma” (937) would put to the blush much 
of the belauded military work of the present day; and “ Mount's 
Bay”’ (946), by Brett, is a brizht and staricg picture. ‘‘ Gathering 
the Waifs and Strays” (958), E. Hume, and “A Blue-stocking”’ (974) 





should attract attention, but ‘‘ Louis XI. and Cardinal Balue”’ (987), 
by H. Wallis, and ** Amy RKobsart’’ (1027), by Mr. Yeames, will draw 
all those with a taste for the weird and terrible. Artistically the two 
best pictures in this gallery are Small's ‘“‘ After the Storm”’ (1022) and 
Macbeth s ** Potato Harvest’’ (1031). People who come suddenly on this 
latter are likely to exclaim, without being in any way ‘as good as a 
witch,” ‘* All hail! Macbeth!”’ and to be perfectly correct notwith- 
standing. 

Passing by Gallery IX. as being a trifle above our dull level, we 
come to the end of our journey. ‘his is Gallery X., and in it is some 
of the best work of the exhibition. An old woman in ‘No Hope,” 
(1335), by I. Fagerlin, is a gem, and so is “‘ Mrs. Gade”’ (1338), by E. 
Bach, which is shamefully skyed, and thus escapes the observation it 
deserves. J. Burr's ‘A Keaper”’ (1358) is little and good, and “ ‘The 
Burial of the Indian chief’’ (1360) is a sample of the strange and 
wonderful in nature andart. A rendering ot the old song ** Why 
are you wandering here, I pray *'” (13/0), C. S. Lidderdale ; ““‘ The 
Gently Heaving ‘ide’ (1372), Mr. P. Graham; and ‘“ Weary 
Wishing”’ (1372), Louise Jopling, offer a unity in trinity equal to 
any group of three that can be found in the Academy. * The End 
of Her Journey” (1378), by Alice Havers, should not be missed, and 
as there is in this room still another portrait of “‘ Doncaster Winner of 
the Derby,’ +o will there be plenty to gaze on it, as much because it 
belongs to the Duke of Westminster as tor any other reason. 

Among the sculptures will be found a bas-relief for erection in 
Cookham Church of the late Fred. Walker, A.R.A., which will remind 
many in the giddy throng of one who went ‘tcoearly to rest.”’ Mr. 
Leighton’s ‘‘ Athlete wrestling with a Python,’ though an effective 
piece of attitude, would surprise no one so much as an athlete. Exact 
attitudes in wrestling and other muscular exercises are, however, at 
times singularly ungainly, and I suppose that must be considered. 
There is nothing else worthy of attention in either marble or bronze; 
and so having done my devoir, even to the risk of being a little 
tedious, I think the sooner I get out of the place the better. 


Positive and Comparative, 


Lorp Joun Manners has inaugurated a sort of Censorship, and 
will in future decide what is fit fur transmission through the post and 
what is not. Prying and sp)ing are hardly the duties we expect of a 
public functionary, and anyhow it is only fair that aman should shuw 
ut least one symptom of common sense before he takes upon himself 
the office of uncommon Censor. 


Too Efficacious, 


MarsHat McMauon has assured his countrymen that his recent 
‘‘ political act”? was the best thiog possible for their “internal attuirs 
and their exterior relations.’ ‘This Dulcamara puff of the Presidential 
panacea shows it in its true colours as a thing for external and internal 
application which will cure everything, from the high price of pro- 
visions to the loss of a province. It is a quack medivine, with the 
Government stamp. 


P's and Q’s. 


Tus Weekly Dispatch contains an article entitled ‘‘ Woman,” and 
signed “Thomas Purnell.” ‘Lhe writer seems to think woman hardly 
capable of taking care of herself withovt his assistance. ‘I‘hose who 
know him best say that Mr. P. slways did have Q-rious notions, but 
this is the Q-ricusest sort of Q-rio they ever yet did see. This is, of 
course, on the strict Q. 1’. 


A Philosophical Transaction, 


A wipow advertises in the Apeny for a “ re-engagement as useful 
housekeeper, with children or otherwise.” Anyone who can 80 satis- 
factorily decide on the ‘‘ otherwise ’’ in a matter like this, must be not 
only a * usetul housekeeper ’”’ indeed, but possessed otherwise of much 
otherwisdom. 


Hail Columbia! 


Tus Columbia Market, after numerous vicissitudes, has been opened 
as a market for the sale of American meat. ‘Che name of the market 
is meet and American, and must have been the result of foresizht as 
to its ultimate utility. 





— 


Foster’s Act. 

Youne Mr. Foster, who blows glass and lives in St. Luke’s, has been 
charged with ass:ulting his mother-in-law, who Lad come to stay in 
his house. It was probably the latter arrangement which Fostered 
the affair. 


Query, By Our Own Ip1or.— Can a drill-sergeant’s pay be properly 
regarded as bored wages ? 
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NEIGHBOURLY DEVOTION. 


Sarp the elderly Jor, “ It's a terrible thing, 
Very sad to the mind and deranging 

(As showing old Time to be still on the wing), 
That affairs are incessantly changing ! 

[ refl»ct on thia system of change: I'm appalled 
At the length unto which it is carried— 

Why the folks [ remember as babies are bald 
And their distant descendants are married ! 

And where are the marbles and top that [ had ? 
And the bat and the ball and the button? 

Ard the lam>kins that gambolled when I was a lad— 
Why they’d scarcely be tender as mutton! 


‘Oh, my mind is too shocked at these changes by far 
To aliude to the circumstance lightly — 

Why the goodness can't people remain as they are, 
Not be getting so old and unsightly ? 

I orn deeply disgusted at seeing that Jones 
Getting shaky and wheezy—the gaby! 

And that idiot Johnson is stiff in the bones— 
Why, he wasn’t when I wasa baby! 

I'm as sure as I am that I breathe and exisé, 
That it’s only to pain and confound me 

That the people and things and conditions insist 
On ince:santly changing around me!” 


Now the way that his neighbours digested this speech 
And behaved, is a datum revealing 

That there certainly must have existed in each 
An amount of exemplary feeling: 

Far from taking offence in a finicking way 
And allowing their anger to smoulder, 

They determined at once, on that very same day, 
‘That they'd never get visibly older. 

When acquaintances promise all this for a friend, 
It is more than vou might be expecting— 

And I hold it unselfish aud kind without end; 
It is grand—it is great—it’s affecting! 


There was William the Banker, an elderly boy 
(Not a hair nor a molar remaining) ; 

There was Spinster Amanda, the toast and the joy 
Of a past generation, but waning ; 

There was Freddy the Baronet, hopelessly deaf, 
And a gonty old darling of eighty ; 

There was Emma Matilda (the partner of F), 
Fifty two, and extensive, and weighty; 

There was R bert the Merchant asthmatic of lung, 
With his joints unmistakably creaky ; 

There were several others—not one cf ‘em young, 
And the run of ’em shaky and squeaky. 


And William the Banker sent out for a wig 
And a beautifal molary outfit ; 

And the Baronet Freddy he practised a jig 
In the teeth of a terrible gout-fit ; 

And the Spiaster Amanda came out as a fair 
And ab'ushing and Jelicate-skinnei lass; 

And the partner of Freddy, investing in hair, 
Took to lacing herself with a wiadlass. 

And the Merchant, good Robert, quite silenced his joints 
By sufficiently oiling them nightly ; 

And the elderly others became at all points 
Quite elastic, and springy, and sprightly. 

When a circle of neighbours can do snch a lot 
From a motive of friendly devotion, 

Oh, the strongest of rhapsodized phrases is not 
Too strong to convey my emotion ! 

When the boots that they wore were so terribly tight 
As to set all the martyrs a-reeling, 

This alone is sufficient to show you the might 
And the depth of their neighbourly feeling ! 

So the joy of old Joseph was placid and strong— 
There was nothing that even suggested 

That confounded old Chronos was trotting along ; 
And the system of change was arrested. 


And the Spinster Amanda's the belle of a crowd 
Of davoted and dashing admirers. 

(Very elderly buff-rs but dreadfully loud 
And obtrusively boyish attirers ) 

And the Baronet Freddy’s upright as cam be 
With his hidden supports and his bracing ; 

And his Emma Matilda can never get free 
From her pitiless torture of lacing. 


And they long to be turning to“elderly ways, 
One and a!l, from this arduous Jahour— 

But they're likely to stick, to the end of their days, 
To the duty they owe to a neighbour. 


A DERBY STAND-POINT. 


wo Ait LCIBIADES BROWN had made up 

yi bis mind—the die was cast—and 
' come what might he would allow no 
future Derby to pass by without his 
assisting at the celebration. For 
weeks previous he read the sporting 
papers, learnt the names of the 
candidates, and talked horse till he 
was voted an intolerable nuisance by 
-7 ll who had hitherto regarded him 

‘' as a@ trifle dull, perhaps, but still 
quiet and unpretending. He ac- 
/////| Cumulated a quantity of wearing 
“> apparel of a kind considered ‘‘ the 
thing” in theory, and when on the 
eventful morning he started forth 
for the special slow “no class gua- 
ranteed"’ from London Bridge, he was 
a perfect curiosity, and felt quite 
proud of the sensation he created on 
the road to and at the station. 

Just before plunging into the dense mass which surrounded the 
ticket-cffi ‘e, he was accosted by a quiet-looking and respectful man, 
who said, “‘ [ believe, sir, yon are connected with Lord Humbledon’s 
stable. I belong to the Grand Stand at Epsom, and have lost my 
purse and pass, or left them at my banker's in mistake, Would you 
mind taking a ticket for me, and ['ll repay you, and see you right for 
a good stand when we get down?” Delighted at being taken fora 
turf authority, Brown bought the ticket, and s'ood several drinks 
while—at the request of his new friend—they were waiting for the 
crowd to pass on, and fora young man to come up who knew the winner 
of all the races, and the absolute first three for the Derby ! 

At last the friend arrived, and he, too, had no ticket, and nothing 
less than a bundle of notes. ‘* Allow me!” said Brown, and handed 
the new-comer a sovereign. ‘ You shall have the thick-'un entire 
when we get down; I won't trouble you with loose silver ’— and off 
they started. On the road a little game of Nap made the matter 
square with friend No. 2, while No. 1 also improved his opportunity. 
‘“‘ We won't go in the stand yet,” said No. 1, when they got on the 
course, “as | know a bookmaker up here who is quite safe, and lays 
extra long prices!” . ‘What a pity we lost over that race, 
and on'y beaten ahead, too,” said No. 2.—Brown had had three 
sovereigns invested “at discretion.” —‘'S' poses we go and get some 
lunch, and I'll find out what’s sure to win the big race, and we'll have 
a bit on fora place as well!” (Brown paid for the lunch, three at 
three-half-crowns a head, and two bottles of champagne at ten-and-six 





| each.) ‘* We’re sure to get it all back on the Derby,” said No. 1; “ just 


you (to No. 2) run and see what's bound to win, and we'll have a 
tenner on apiece.”” Back comes No. 2 with a certain tip. ‘ But I’ve 
only got five pounds left!’ says Brown raefully, half sorry to miss 
the good thing—half afraid to part with his last coin. ‘* Never mind, 
as youre such a good sort we’il put on thirty quid, and stand it all 
together! and snatching the five-pound note out of Brown's hand, 
No. 2 dashed off to certain victory. 

** And how ahout the Grand S:and?” asked Brown, anxious to see 
the race. ‘‘ What!” said the virtuously indignant turfite, aint yer 
‘ad Grand Stand enough; you must be a’ot un, you must!” With 
that he knocked Brown's beautiful new hat into concertina shape over 
hiseyes,and ...... 

And Brown returned to town that evening dirty, battered, bruised, 
minus his watch and money, and had never seen the race after ail. 
And it didn’t comfort him to know that he’d had a Grand Stand all to 
himself at the Derby. 

————_ _—————_—_—_—_—_—_————_———_—_——_ 


Stout and Mild. 

Tue papers state that H.R.H. the Princess of Wales has improved 
in health considerably since her visit to Greece. Mrs. Pralamop says 
‘* Of course the pore dear creetur is bound to improve out there, but 
they must be careful, or too much of the fat will spoil her beauty.” 
(We shall have to discharge that old lady if she doesn’t make better 
jokes. Such a one as this is not only fatuous, but disgreaseful). 


Kurds and Way. 
A Kurp tribe is reported to have submitsed to the Russians. But 
the journal to which we are indebted for the information neglects to 
add where and in what whey the submission a- Kurd. 
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His painting appointments seemed perfect. 


There was something wanting in Dabblur the Amateur's picture! 
could it be? 


Yes! 


He got a grand new carved easel, with a small steam-engine to work 


it! 


The picture looked better—but something was wanting still. 
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ment certainly—but still the picture wasn’t perfect 


He got a magnificent new painting-coat. 


he had it! 
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** It’s talent, you 


g, old feller,’’ said an absurd idiot. 


know.” But that couldn’t be it; or how about some of the Academicians ? 


tell you what is wantin 
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He got 


He wanted some of that tine old furniture in his studio! 
Yet etill—— 


it. 


That was it! 
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THE LATEST. NOVELTY 


AT THE “INTERNATIONAL AQUARIUM.” 








TO THE ASTONISHMENT AND ADMIRATION (!!!) OF ITS * NEXT FRIENDS.’ 
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THE EASTERN QUESTION. 


Our ADVERTISEMENT COLUMN. 


QO EMPLOYERS OF DOUBTFUL REPUTA- 
TION. — Situation Wanted. — The Turkish 
Official now on the way to Hogland to bez fora 
fresh loan, would be glad (in case of the failure 
of his mission) to accept any situation requiring 
the qualification of an unlimited amount of im- 
pudence and unblushing assurance. Would be 
willing to give large security (ia someone else's 
property) as guarantee of his fitness for the place. 
Letters of recommendation from ‘any number of 
Turkish bondholders. 


UT OF EMPLOYMENT.—Mr. Maskoff 
Hippokrissy, having been quite suddenly 
discharged from his employment under the 
Emperor of liussia since the invasion of ‘Turkey, 
would be glad to obtain another Situation. 
Many years experience of his business, acquired 
while in the service of crowned heads and 
governments. Would accept a place under those 
accustomed to insert pious advertisements in the 
newspapers. (Good salary required, as he feels 


DLE N confident of speedy smployment. 


5 ‘ 


SSS 





WV ANTED.—A Young Man of a kind and 
gentle disposition, as Nurse, to take charge 


of young children. Pious inclinations ‘and strictest moral principles 





indispensable. Must have been accustomed to deal with children 

Bashi-Bizouk preferred, if chtainable.—Address, Turkophile, 

JYLACE OF TRUST.—The Man (who wasn’t) cn the watch on 
board the Sef. Turkish ironclad, when she was blown up by two 

or three Russians, having somehow providentially escaped the general 








destruction, is anxious to hear of a position of trust where untiring 

vigilance and unremitting caution are required. Great love of repose 

and complete reliance upon Fate.—Address, Kismet. 

W ANTED.—To Exhibit in a Travelling Show asa WONDER, a 
Conservative who does not regard everything Turkish as good, 

wise and pure.—Address, Liberal. 


habit of writing daily articles caliing Mr, Gladstone an ass. Gentle 
treatment required, but reasoning quite ineffectual. 


\ Liberal who doesn't worship Russia.— Address, Conservative. 


insult.—Address, Mr. Fun, 153, Fleet-street, E.C. 





ANTED.—Attendant accustomed to the care of those mentally 
afflicted, to take charge of a journalistic gentleman in the 


y EQUIRED.—As an Addition to a Museum of Curiosities, a 


ee < — 


ANTED.—Someone who can argue on the Eastern Question 
without taking the views of his opponent as a personal 


THE BUTTERCUP’S EXPLANATION. 


I HAPPENFD last week by the merest of chances 
To wander at noon near a sweet little spot, 

When the May sun was casting it's warmest of glances 
And making the baa-lambs believe it was hot. 

It’s true that the joke lasted only a moment, 
For just as a buttercup lif:ed it’s head 

To see what it’s sudden sensation of glow meant, 
Young Phoebus grew frightened and hastily fled. 


I fancied I noticed that buttercup’s petals 
Assume an undoubted expres-ion of scorn, 

For even a buttercup’s feelings it nettles 
‘To find that our springtide of sunshine is shorn. 

In mood philosophic, the why and the wherefore 
Of all that attracts my attention I seek ; 

Tt’s mind on the state of the weather I therefore 
Invited that floweret frecly to s, eak. 


- ge ee 


“ You ask me,” it answered, ‘‘ my private conclusions 
Respecting these obstinate fits of the sun; 

Now I think, though it may be an empty delusion, 
‘That science the worst of the mischief has done. 

You know there's a theory— Huxley and Tyndall’s— 
That the whole of mankind and the animate world 

Takg their life from the heat which his majesty kindles, 
And, losing it, all would to chaos be hurled? 


‘‘T guess the sun’s heard that his sway is despotic, 
The words of the savants have come to his ears, 
No longer earth’s lover with vigour quixotic, 
Now seldom among us his lordship appears. 
Like the swell who presides at a charity dinner, 
He fancies his *‘ form’”’ is so awfully good; 
And feels with the pride of a privileged sinner 
He’s much too important to come when he should.’ 


A Threat! 


‘‘ Sotpreks who take their discharge on the expiration of the first 
term of their limited engagement will not be permitted to re-enter the 
army.’ So runsa War-Oflice order; and from it we should judge 
that the most heinous crime it is possible to commit in the eyes of the 
War-Office is to claim a diecharge before waiting to be old and 
incapable. We know of no other wickedness which would cause a hale 
and hearty volunteer to be rejected by those whose benevolent duty it 
is to offer “ bounty” and other benevolences to the “ few smart young 
men’? who seem to be so constantly required in her Majesty’s 


service. 


Rhetoric, 


A Times leader, speaking of the war, said, ‘‘ Worse than all, it 
penetrates into the midst of populations that hardly know their own 
minds from one day to another. But the worst remains.”” Then 
follows ‘‘the worst ’’ which is worse than the “‘ worse than all.” No 
wonder the 7imes rises superior to mcre spelling reform after this. 


A Food Between Them. 


Some of the Holy troops are said to be deserting. A good many of 
the Unspeakable ones would be glad to begin dining. 


A CansaGE-Piant.—A tailors wastebasket. 
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Aberdonian :—** Mornin’ Tae ye, Mistress MacNan! WuHat's THIS THEY'RE SAYING ?—THAT YOUR JEAN'S TAB HAE THE MEENISTAIR 2?” 


Mistress M.:—“*Ov aye! Aw'MTHENKIN’ IT'LL BE THAT! 
FRYTHBR’S PAIBFECTLY WILLIN’ TAB!”’ 


NEW LEAVES. 


London (Herbert) is the title of a handsome illustrated volume which 
will not only be a guide, philosopher, and friend to the visitor in this 
great metropolis, but an ornament to his drawing-room table and 
trophy of his travelling prowess when he returns home It is pub- 


lished in a handsome cover, and independent of its importance to | 


countrymen and foreigners contains much that will be new to the 
most hardened Cockney. 

Accompanying the foregoing is Herbert’s Metrogclitan Hardbook, a 
smaller volume, evidently intended to be secreted carefully away and 
suddenly produced when necessary, to the utter discomfiture and 
abasement of cabmen and other London lions constantly on the prowl 
for unsuspecting provincials who, without this book, would become 
their prey. 

The Knct Tied (Tegg) is one of the interesting compilations for 
which this author-publisher is becoming specially known. It contains 
a deal that is useful and instructive on the subject of getting married, 
and both victors and vanquished, as well as thore who have yet to 
triumph or succumb, may find much to give them joy or alleviation in 
a perusal. After this perhaps Mr. Tegg will give us ‘“‘ The Knot 
Untied,” with full particulars of how in many “ causes”’ it has been 
done. This would be a readable work, indeed, and a saleable—and we 
muke no charge for the suggestion. 

One Hour’s Reading is another of Tegg’s curious samples of literary 
hash. It would be hard in such an oé/a godrida not toccme upona 
plum here and there, and in lees than an hour we could have knocked 
little Jack Horner nowhere. 

The Castaways’ Home (Nimmo) is sure to have many little admirers. 
It is by Mrs. Hardy, and like the Swiss Family Robinson and the 


parent work of all this kind of fiction, Rcbinson Crusce, gives rather a | 


more roseate hue to life on an island uninhabited but by castaways 
than the prosier reports of absolute fact. The book is sound and 
wholesome if not invigorating, and wil! be found “admirably adapted 


for children and delicate invalids.” 
Nine Little Poems (E. J. Francis) are evidently intended by their 


HE HESNA JIST SAID ONXYTHING HIMSBL’, BIT YE KEN SHE'S WILLIN’, AN HER 
> > 








author to serve a good purpose and benefit humanity. Therefore we 
' would rather not say more than that the intention oft outstrips the 


execution. 


Mr. Harris should bear in mind that too much zeal not 
unfrequently does more service to the opposition than to the side 
intended. 

Ccok’s Tourist’s Handbooks are so suggestive of sea breezes and 
healthful resorts that a poor journeyman scribbler is driven almost 
desperate at the sight thereof. The one before us, which purports to 
be a guide to Holland, Belgium and the Ihine, brings back many 
pleasant memories—we trust to others it will give nought but 
blissful anticipation soon to be, because easily, realised. 

The New Practical Window Gardener (Groombridge) should be in the 
hands of all who are fond of ornamenting a house with flowers. 
Hardy Plants for Little Frort Gardens (Warne) is a work of much 
humbler pretension. A good deal in both books is novel to us, and 


_is likely to remain so, as sooty ‘‘leads”’ are not promising as ‘little 


front gardens,’ and though back attic windows should be the best 
position for climbing plants, we’d rather have scme green peas ora 
bundle of asparagus any day. But then our tastes always were 
peculiar. 

The Talmud (Warne) is an interesting work, and for originality and 
knowledge of human purpose compares favourably with the two other 
novels which acccmpany it. These are 4 Horrid Girland The Sun 
Maid; and though far superior to many modern stories compare very 
unfavourably with their companion. We have no difficulty whatever 
in recommending the Zu/mua to our readers, and shall ourselves await 
with scme impatience further prcductions from the pen of its author. 

The Stage (Hutchard) is a lecture frcm the pen of the Dean cf 
Carlisle, and is another procf, if cone were wanted, that a Clcse study 
is not always bound to be a correct one. 


A Prcmenade. 
_ Tue management of the Queen’s Theatre have at last found the 
| road to success by a short cut. They have taken “the path by the 


| Riviére.’ 
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Said Pluto, ‘‘ You may have her, but on one condition, mind, 
You must play your lyre on Jeiving us, and never look behind.” 
«Tis well!’’ exclaimed our hero. But as Hades’ gate he neared 
He looked around, and lo, at once his ‘‘ missus’ disappeared ! 

“ Alack-a-day!"’ cried Orpheus, ** Eurydice I’ ve lost, 

And now upon the sea of life alone I shall be tost.”’ 

But when he'd passed a month or two in quiet single life, 

He sought the local skating rink—and found another wife. 


LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 





PRELIMINARY. 


I've lately thought of writing you a multitude of lays, 
Concocted from the pages 
Of a party who engages 
To instruct the willing student in the manners and the ways 
Of the classic individuals who lived in former days. : 


This party’s very erudite, his name is Lempriére, 
His dictionary’s noted, 
And each student who's devoted 
A portion of his time to it is able to declare 
That they who'd learn mythology are sure to find it there. 


Your attention I will concentrate on heroes of the time, 
When poet's loved to prattle 
Of the glories of a battle ; 

And I may refer to Homer (not to know him is a crime). 

I shall sometimes seem ridiculous, but frequently sublime ! 


I shall warble of Ulysses, and Penelope the fair — 

Of Achilles, the corrector 

Of the Trojan chieftain Hector. 
And ladies, I will show you all how Juno did her hair— 
And Cupid, too, shall figure in my Lays from Lempriére. 


I shall speak about Olympus, where the goddesses and gods 


Posrecript. 


A friend (who's on a visit) thinks that Orpheus was daft 
To spend so long in grieving when he really should have laughed, 
And he says that if Ais ‘“‘ missus ’’ were to rid him of her “ clack,” 
He wouldn’t put himself about to go and feteh her back! 


—————_[———E 


HIS TIT FOR TAT. 


He was the pride of the village, and he never Swore or did wicked 
things. While other boys were being cruel to animale he would 
wander on the village common and read the lovely edition of Fox’s 
Book of Martyrs, which his teacher had given_him for excellence at 
Sunday class. The boy’s generous heart was affected by what he read. 
With tears in his eyes he would narrate the sufferings of those early 
Christians to a select few of the village maidens. He even went 80 
far as to chalk St. Lawrence and a gridiron on the public pump in 
order better to impress upon his hearers the shockifg situation of that 
Indulged in frequent quarrels, worthy man. After he'd read his book gg couple of dozen 

And were rather lax of morals, times a change was noticed in his appearance. he got pale and 
And were wont to back their favourites with very heavy odds, hoarded his pocket money ; then he inquired if people who 
And “ booze ’’—for in those ages they were destitute of “‘ quods” ! pa a and a 5 i ere © yo yore . ogi ae 
I shall frequently discourse about the Parcaee—they’re the Fates— an ie of ‘ae, ent “aidn't ‘sehen his wewal time. They 
Those interfering quizzers, tracked him all night, and in the morning they found him in a deserted 
With their bit of thread and scissors. barn, contemplating a peculiar scene with saintly satisfaction. On a 
I shall show you what misfortune every warrior awaits, gridiron, browned and half roasted, was Tommy Truant; Billy Prig 
But, mind, I don't profess to be particular to dates! was suspended by his heels from the roof; Johnny Tarrydiddle had 
I will strive to show how Helen (with no tincture of remorse) some molten lead in his mouth; and Neddy Badwords was very flat 
Ran away from Menelaus under two garden rollers. ‘They touched him gently on the shoulder, 
(Oh, that wives should disobey us !) and asked him what he did. He clasped his hands in rapture, and 


And you'll learn how Menelaus soon equipped a mighty force, replied, “‘I guess I'm payin’ off old scores for some of they martyrs.” 
And lay hidden with his comrades in a wopping wooden horse! He has since been appointed to a Turkish mission. 


Be vigilant, I pray you, and bestow your earnest care, 

And if you're all discerning,— 

With an aptitude for learning, 
You may soon become instructed—so to pay your “d.’s”’ prepare, 
And keep your peepers open for the Lays from Lempriére ! 


-— 0 ee 
I.—ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE. 


Young Orpheus was wedded to Eurydice the fair ; 

They, like ad? married couples, were a very constant pair. 
Eurydice had tresses of a splendid golden tinge, 

And frequently would figure in a “‘ Piccadilly fringe.’’ 


Young Orpheus was noted as a player on the lyre, 

Which instrument he'd borrowed from a certain firm on hire. 

He played the classic comic songs in such a pleasing way, 

That crowds would gather round his door and “ chorus ”’ all the day. 


He could charm the fiercest animals and even, so ’tis said, 
Could cause a parish cfficer a tear or two to shed! 

And once upon a time, they say (which isn’t true, I fear), 
He nearly charmed a working man to do without his beer! 


Earydice and Orpheus were happy day by day, 

Till Aristzeus tried to sneak Eurydice away. 

Eurydice repelled his suit, for she was wide awake, 

But in flying from his clutches she was bitten by a snake. 


Full soon this dire occurrence did young Orpheus bewail ; 
Physicians came, but all declared their skill of no avail. 
‘“* Alas!’ exclaimed Eurydice, “‘ to Hades I must go! ”’ 
(Now Hades is, you'll understand, a region down below.) 


Imagine Orpheus’s feelings, overwhelmed with strife 
At being thus bereft of his devoted little wife. 

No wife to warble ditties to the strumming of his lyre ; 
No one to get his tea, or put his slippers to the fire. 


No wife to brush his “‘ chimney-pot ;” no one to cook his “ grub;” 
No loving wife to nag him on returning from his club. 
Ah, how he mourned Earydice, so willing and expert : 
Just fancy having no one to sew buttons on his shirt! 


So, when a fortnight had elapsed, he sought the Stygian shore, 
And having charmed the Cerberus, he knocked at Pluto's door, 
Aad he asked to speak to Pluto (who was king of that domain), 
And said, ‘‘ Mr. Pluto, give me back Eurydice again! ” 













A Dutifal Son. 

“ Joun,’’ said a worldly wise parent the other day, who was 
engaged in reading an account of the death and testamentary dis- 
position of Heywood, the great Liverpool millionaire ; ‘* John, if you 
are a good boy and stick hard to business all your life, perhaps you, | 
too, may diearichman.’’ “I’ve no wish whatever, father, to take the 
felicity out of your hands, especially as you seem to think it such a 
splendid thing to do.” Maybe after all there is something in this life 
beyond heaping up riches for no other purpose than that of leaving 
them to other folk to spend—and therein lies a poor man’s consolation ! 





‘‘ And Freedom Sheik’d——” 

Many people will be interested to read that “a holy war has been 
proclaimed against Russia by the Sheik-ul-Islam.” Judging by what 
takes place when people begin parading their religion before cutting 
each other’s throats, we fancy the qualifying adjective should be 
corrected. The Sheik-ul-Islam means wholly war, and no quarter for 
anyone who isn’t big enough to run away, or is too old or too feeble to 


fight. 
‘¢ One Trial Sufficient.” 


A agnTirMaNn who wrote to a tax-collector to complain of an over- 
charge, used a sheet of “‘ family notepaper” containing armorial bear- 
ings, and was at once made liable for and compelled to pay a fine of 
five pounds and costs. On inquiring at his residence, our reporter was 
informed that the victim was considerably cres:-fallen, but had other- 


wise passed an extremely quiet night. 





‘90d rabbit ’em !” | 
A cat farm is reported to have been established onan islandin Lake 
Erie. Fars are ostensibly the product, but we would wager that 
rabbit pies will somehow or other become plentiful in that neighbour- 
hood! 


Extra. 
Tue wife of a contractor near Wigan has given birth to four 
children. A result not contracted for by the contractor. 


EvippntLy an Important Equestrian “ when he’s at home.”—The 
North-Riding Coroner. 
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| \. A POSTHUMOUS FAME. 


Tx» Bard's a notion in his head, 

He hardly knows from whence it came, 
That something when the hard is dead 

Will shed a lustre on his name. 
Some sketch of his will take the town, 

And run like lightning through the land, 
When he is past the smile or frown 

Of all the fame-bestowing band. 


It will not be the work on which 

He spent the ardour of his days, 
Believing that would make him rich 

And crown his weary brow with bays. 
It will not be the verse he wrote, 

The dainty task of heart and seul, 
The raft on which he longed to float 

Oa sunlit seas, and reach the goal. 


Ah no, some trifle, idly penned, 

And then as worthless flung aside, 
Discovered by s>me prying friend, 

Will fling the sullen portals wide. 
Through all the poet's burning day 

With heavy heart he toiled and slaved, 
While in his grasp unheeded lay 

His passport to the rest he craved. 


Curious Combination. 

“Tus Russians are contracting for the supply of 
provisions for a year from the present time.’’ Paradoxical 
as it may seem, the Russians have at once an autocracy 

firmly fixed on the throne and a pro-visional Government 
| that takes, as it should, a good long look in front of it. 


Shocking Outrage. 

_ Somegnopy referred to the Sultan the other day as 
a greasy old Turkish butcher. When called on to 
explain, he replied, ‘‘ Well, isn’t he making a steak of 
his country ?” (Committed for trial and bail refused.) 





“WITH VERDURE CLAD.” 


Little Boy :— Piwass I want THE Doctor To coms AND 8EB Moruer.’’ 
Servant :—‘‘ Docror’s ouT. WHBRE DO YOU COME FROM?” 

Little Boy :—“ Wuat! pon’t you KNow MB? Way WE DBAL WITH YOU; 

WE HAD A BABY FROM HERB LAST WBEK!” | 

} 


‘ 


CONVERSATIONS A LA MODE. ae sane, It memes s really bye See comma 5 og a 
First Lavy. Did you go to the Wagner Festivals ? SOOM BO 08 VEIgEE 66 DEORE Denes, SRC men we 't be able to include 
Sgconp Lapy. You, — dear, “art quite really must confess I | eR nar oe quite too shameful to make it a0 quite too 
unen GAtt Pi oe 2 nang 80 quite awfully too amasingly jolly _. Ssconp Lapy. My dear, it’s quite so too quite awfully terribly 
Finest Guwriuuas. Been to the Groavence ? | fearfully quite too so quite shockingly awful to so quite too much as 
Szconp Gantieman. Yes. Isn't it quite awfully proper. Someof °atemplate. 
the pictures are so wie too terribly awfully good, and the Restaurant | 
business is a splendidly awfully fine idea of Sir Coutts’s, It's the ; ‘ 
quite too charmingly jolliest place of the day for a lounge. A PROVINCIAL paper says that “local millers have reduced their 
First Lavy. Yes; the whole idea is so quite too comme tl faut. prices.” A professional pugilist having spelt this out, said he allus 
Tuinp GanTLEMAN. Quite too awfully—weally—ah! “What a knew the game was played out, but that instead of reducing they ought 
awfully—weally—quite too doosidly howwid wude thing that is they’re to go in for doubling now ; and so saying he doubled up an incautious 
playing at the Cwitewion now, isn't it ?” | bystander who had never before thoroughly realised the effect of 
waa Lavy. Quite too awfully naughty. I’ve seen it three times. | “ Mill on Some Unsettled Questions.” 
It's quite too clighitaliy wicked. I shan’tallow my husband to see it. | 
Oh All of a Row. 


Szconp Lapy. thought it quite shockingly awfully smart. | 
| In the recent match for the championship the rough state of the 


So quite too really absurd. | 

Tuinp GantLeman. Do you see that quite nearly all the fwuiterers | water rendered it difficult for the Londoner to keep himself afloat. 

stick up in their windows now, ‘ Aspawagus is cheap to-day,” evewy | The Northerner had no trouvle because he was always Boyd. Why 

day? It’s weally awfully quite too nonsensically silly, because it can't | the winner’s feat should be called a great victory we fail to see. It 
was only a Tyney one, all said and done. 


Th CADBURY S$ |S 


Ee! Paris Blue 


—=— aan ora me FaTTE | Supplied to the 
ated sample Boz, by Post, fer7 or 18 tA abet 


| Leathery. 

| Tuere is a great fuss just now about the Jews and 

| Christians in Morocco. hat is the use of asking 
us to take the troubles of Morocco when we've plenty 


of our roan? 





Treading on his Corn. 
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A SACKRIFICE. 


Meee | 





Street boy :-—“ WHat A LARK, Britt! Hsee’s A SWELL COVE STUCK ON THE DOORSTEP TO SBE NOBODY RUNS AWAY WITH THE COAL SACKS.” 
[ Jones, who is making a ‘‘ fashionable call,” wishes to goodness they'd open the door. 


IN RE A LUNATIC. 


“eb 8F0RE the Commissioners of Lunacy, yesterday,a gentleman whose 
name did not reach our reporter applied to have one John Ball put 
into an asylum immediately. 

The Commissiongars. What grounds have you for this application ? 

App.icant. He labours under such extraordinary delusions. | 

The Commissiongsrs. Give us an instance ? | 
*Appuicant. Well, directly there’s a quarrel anywhere near his | 
street he fancies one of the combatants wants to steal his property, and | 
he sends his butler to chalk up “‘ Impudence”’ on the walls. | 

The Commissionses. Well, that’s very foolish and silly, but it isn’t 
madness. What else does he do? 

Applicant. Well, he has placed his affairs in the hands of an artful 
fellow, whose unscrupulousness is notorious, and allows him and his | 
accomplices to hurry him into messes without a word of remonstrance. 

The Commissiongrs. Very sad, but that would not justify us in 
locking him up. 

AppLicant. Well, there’s another little thing he does. He's bought 
tin soldiers and tin ships with holes in them, and fancies his could 
settle any two nations’ affairs at a moment’s notice. 

The Commissioners. Well, that is a delusion certainly. 

App.icant. And he believes that when the New Law Courts are 
open they will be large enough for everybody to get justice. 

The CommissionEgss. The man isa dangerous lunatic. Lock him 
up by all means. 





A Glorious Deed. 

We are authorised to state that there isa friendly quarrel between | 
the Royal Humane Society, the Russian Government, and the Bishop | 
of London as to which shall be the first to publicly recognize the | 
valorous blowing into smithereens of a Turkish Monitor and its living | 








THE SUN’S REVENGE. 


To Mr. Fun from Mr. Sun 
A letter came the other day, 

It was so hot the seal had run, 
And this is what it had to say: 

‘‘ Dear Mr. Fan, you've done your best 
My line of conduct to abuse, 

With warmth I feel I must protest 
Against your poet’s latest views. 


“Tt’s true I let the spring go past 
Without a visit to the earth, 
To battle with the chilly blast 
Which clutched the throat of Mayday mirth. 
I had my reasons, never doubt,— 
Romember, I am getting old ; 
In spring I seldom venture out 
Because I fear to catch a cold. 


But when I read your ’s lines 
I lost my temper, and I said 
I'll go to earth and kick up shines, 
And tap these growlers on the head. 
With such a fury down I beat 
That half a dozen folks have died, 
Succumbing to the sudden heat ; 
And now I hope you're satisfied.’’ 


An Item. 





freight by two amiable Russian officers. | A uistory of American literature is announced as being in the 

snaenenesadinctontinicremerl = | press. It will of course be written in the American language, which 

A Horse-d’ceuvre, | will ensure the due receipt in this country of every available copy 

Morro for the publisher of the principal ‘‘ Guide to the Turf”: right. Among other items it will contain biographies of Paul Jones 
Ruff and Ready. ' and other famous American—publishers. 
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“A SEVERE LOSS TO THE PROFESSION.” 


- 3 HE Medical Profession was 
thriving very well in our 
district. I, down the 
street, had succeeded in 
enrolling all the young 
ladies of the place among 
my list of patients by dint 
of curling my hair and 
prescribing nice remedies ; 
Tonnick, up the street, 
monopolised the physicing 
of the young men by dint 
of smoking the biggest 
meerschaum you ever saw 
and playing a good game 
of billiards; Bowluss, in 
“The Crescent,” had all 
the elderly men under his 
care by dint of knowing 
all about old port and 
wearing’s tall stock; and 
Powduz, in ‘*TheSquare,’’ 
had exclusive charge of 
the health of the elderly 
ladies by dint of his love 
for cats and tea. So we 
neither of us got in the 
way of any other of us, 
nor was there a shadow of 
jealousy orrivalry between 
any two. of us, as far as 
practice was concerned; 
on the contrary, we were all exceedingly flourishing, contented, and 
brotherly. Not one of us ever dreamed of attempting to obtain 
another's: rightful patients, except perhaps old Roobub and Magneezier 
(whom [had forgotten for the moment). But none of us had any ill- 
feelingsagasinst poor old Roobub and Magmeczier, on “The Terrace” ; 
for thep-were good, unskilled, unenccessful old boys, who had been in 
the distriet: before any of usothers: ever heard of it, amd had never 
been able to boast of more than twenty patients at one time. 

In fact, any chance patients that had fallen to their lot during the 
last few years had gone to them out of pure pity and philanthropy 
and a sort of sense of charitable duty. They had no regular patients. 
When one of our patients— (all the patients were the property of us 
four)—had nothing particular the matter with him or her, he or she 
would just go down and encourage Roobub and Magneezier with a con- 
sultation or two; and we didn’t begrudge them this little bit of practice. 
On the contrary, when any of us four did not feel inclined to get up in 
the middle of the night, or turn out on a foggy evening, we would say 
we were out, and off the troublesome patient would go to Roobub and 
Magneezier, who were never out. So we were doing very well indeed, 
and all was contentment. There were only two points of rivalry to 
disturb the even current of events, and these two points only disturbed 
it enough to lend a tinge of pleasant interest to what would otherwise 
have been the dull monotony. One point was: whether I or Tonnick 
would succeed in winning the hand of the Heiress in “‘ The Gardens”’ ; 
and the other point was: whether Bowluss or Powduz would become 
the legatee of a very beautiful wig at present worn by old Baretopp in 
“The Park.” 

Beth Bowluss and Powduz were completely bald, but were both post- 
poning the purchase of a wig, as it was understood that old Baretopp 
intended to bequeath his to one of them. As to myself and Tonnick, 
our chances were about equal; as (I fancy) the Heiress had a slight 
bias in my favour, while Tonnick, on the other hand, had tremendous 
influence with her brother, his patient. Well, when we had gone on 
like this for some time, poor old Roobub and Magneezier sold their 
practice and set up in a small grocery business; and a stranger bought 
their connection (for upwards of five pounds, I believe) and took up bis 
residence in our midst. We had an uncomfortable feeling at first at 
the idea of an intruder coming down upon usin this way, but we made 
up our minds that he would settle down into the old groove of Roobub 
and Magneezier and do us noharm. But we were mistaken; for he 
began at once to curl his hair—goodness knows by what underhanded 
means !—so much more curlily than I curled mine, and to prescribe 
remedies so much nicer that I could possibly invent, that before long 
half my young lady patients had gone over to Aim ! 

Then he bought a pipe twice the size of Tonnick’s, beat the latter 
in seventeen successive games at billiards, and purloined half the young 
male patients in two days. Then he actually insinuated himself into 
the medical advisership of nearly al! the elderly men in the place by 
talking about port three times as old as any Bowluss had ever 
imagined, and wearing two tall stocks, one over the other—and then, 
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if he didn’t positively go and deprive poor Powduz of two thirds of 
his old lady patients at ome blow, by setting up an establishment of 
ten cats and dropping in to tea everywhere regularly every day! The 
uncomfortable feeling which had germed in our bosoms at first 
turned to alarm, then to despair, and fimally to hate! Our receipts 
grew less and less every day. I had to sell my gold-headed cane, and 
Tonnick was forced to part with his horseshoe pin; we four moet in 
council and tried all devices, mean and otherwise, to shore up our 
falling fortunes and drive the intruder from among us. 

And in the midst of this maddening state ofthings I suddenly dis- 
covered that the Stranger was on bowing terms with the Heiress in. 
‘The Gardens.” I rushed off without evem curling my hair, and told 
Tonnick ; Tonnick’s face became ghastly with unutterable emotion ; 
we swore to watch the movements of the Perfidious Stranger. Three 
days after this Tonnick rushed into my room and informed me that 
the Stranger was on speaking terms with the: Heiress, and I grew livid; 
Two days later I saw the Stranger rolling alomg by the side of the 
Heiress, in her carriage; and the next day Tomnick discovered him 
in the act of knocking a loud double knock at her-door. I crept about 
the place dizzy with despair, and I came upon old Bowluss and Powduz 
walking agitatedly together and absorbed in earnest and anxious con- 
versation. There was a look of agonized foreboding in their eyes, and 
I had a few words with them. I learned that that.Stranger had made 
the acquaintance of old Baretopp of ‘‘ The Park” and was at that very 
moment taking snuff with him by invitation! Things had, indeed, 
reached a terrible crisis: not-one of us four had a single patient, and we 
had by degrees pawned nearly every possession we had; in fact, I now 
retained but one suit of clothes and my silver curling tongs; Tonnick 
had only one suit and his meerschaum; Bowluss-had lost all but one 
suit and his tall stock ; and poor Powduz was reduced to his china 
tea-pot and a large overcoat! The curling tongs; the meerschaum, the 
stock and the tea-pot were our only last faint hope; things grew 
worse—those articles had to be sold, and wé were: indeed lost! And 
that same day we learned that the Stranger and the Heiress were to be 
married on the following Tuesday, and that old Baretopp had actually 
died and bequeathed his wig to the Stranger, who had an: immense 
crop of brown hair and couldn’t possibly use it! That night we met 
and decided on a plan of getting rid of the Stranger by slow poison ; 
but he saved us the trouble. By some accident—I fancy he must have 
become entangled in the height of his stock (beimg- unused to it) and 
got suffocated-- he died suddenly on the evening before his intended 
wedding day. 

* * * * * 

The calamity was so sudden, so unexpected! We were paralyzed 
and dumb with grief. J, ‘onnick, Bowluss, and Powduz clubbed to- 
gether to do fitting honour to the remains of our departed and eminent 
friend. We erected a noble monument to his memory, and thrilled 
with a tender regret as we thought of the moral worth and brilliant 
abilities of him we had lost, once more collected around us our 
original patients and flourished as we had formerly done; I marrying 
the Heiress and Tonnick receiving her fortune, and Bowluss and Pow- 
duz halving the wig between them. Ah, Ais death was indeed a fear- 
ful blow to his professional brethren, and a severe loss to the 
profession! 


WATCH AND WARD, 
‘‘Joun Bennett's Alderman for Cheap.” 
So Time upon his scythe stick notches, 
These words in mind let his admirers ke 
John Bennett’s motto is, Cheap Ward, Cheap Watches. 


A Worsted Argument, 

Reapine an account of the most recent great boatrace, we see that 
“the conditions were for the men to row in best-and-best boats.” 
This must be wrong, for as we go on and reach the end we can only 
make by the result that they were best and next best boats. An 
exception to this is when the race is like that of the Oxford and Cam- 
bridge this year, when both boats were best—and better if possible! 


Saponaceous. 


A prrson named Soaper has been drowned through the upsetting of 
asmall boat. Under the circumstances it is not at all remarkable to 
find that the body was speedily ‘* washed ashore.” 


Sandy. 


Tre authoress of Consuelo has had her bust located at the 
Théatre Francaise. She wrote her name in Sand, and belied the 


proverb. 
Nipped in the Bud. 


Ir is not at all strange that several of the proposed “ Winter 
Gardens’’ about London should have ended in a complete ‘‘ frost.” 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


TxuovcGu the theatre seems somewhat small for the purpose after our 
experiences of the neighbouring vast establishment, the Promenade 
Concerts at the Queen’s are likely to be successful. The music is 


admirable, and selected with the tastefor which M. livicre has beceme 
proverbial, and if omer two of the singers’ voices are weakly, they 
are proportioned to the acoustical requirements of the theatre, and 
appéar to give every possible satisfaction. Some of the voealists win 
well«deserved recalls, notably on the night of our visit Mise Sherring- 
ton and Mr. Campobello. The Andalusian Minstrels are a novelty 
and should be both seen and heard, though we don’t ourselves believe 
that people go about doing that sort of thing as an amusement even 
in Andalusia. (Mem. To consult Mr. Fredk. Burgess.) 

The Globe sees once more a change of management, this time Mr. 
E. Righton trying his harid as a caterer for the million. He certainly 
deserves every success, if only for the way in which he puts After 
Dark onthe stage; if only for the way in which he puts himself on 
there subsequently. A piece like this and a cast that includes so 
many worthily well known names should be sure to ‘‘draw,’’ even 
though the weather be of a blistering character and requiring no 
«xtra assistance in that direction. 

To*ay the Horse Show at the Agricultural Hall has been a success 
is merely to say what it always has been, and what it is likely to be, 
as long as it is well conducted. That no better conduct than that cf 
last week can be anticipated is best shown by the crowds who poured 
in every day and departed most unwillingly at night. One or two 
new features were well received, and altogether Mr. Sidney deserves 
to be congratulated on a result which, besides being satisfactory to the 
public, bears pecuniary fruit, the best and most practical, as well. 

Miss Lydia Thompson and Folly Company announce their intended 
departure for America. ‘hey not only “shoot Folly as it flies,” but 
fly from it as well, when either opportunity serves or occasion requires. 
Probably, satiated with Ozygen they seek on transatlantic shores, or 
during the journey, or somewhere else or other, the often talked of and 
still more valuable “ Ozone.” 

Business has been pretty brisk at the Alhambra lately. Those who 
give their minds to spectacular effect, the lime-“ light fantastic,” as 
shown in both ballet and breakdown, alarms and excursions, love and 
languor, blue fire and ballad singing, would be hard to please indeed, 
were they not satisfied with the very latest edition of Orphée aux 
Enfers—which is, so far as we are aware, also the very best. 

As everyone knows there is in this ‘‘little village” no mean pro- 
portion of the festive who, disregarding alixe both the ancient style of 
theatre and the newly-discovered ‘‘theatre of varieties,” both opera 
and oratorio, take their amusement in the way which to them seems 
best, and patronise the mueic-hall. On the good old principle that 
everything is wrong that you don’t care to do yourself, the Oxford 
and its kindred establishments have been assailed by superfine writers 
who very likely have never availed themselves of an opportunity of 
investigating the question from a practical point of view. Those who 
have gone to the Oxford Music Hall expecting to find it either 
common or dull must have been agreeably disappointed. The arrange- 
ments are irreproachable, the entertainments generally the cleverest 
and most unique of their kind, and it would not be at all a dis- 
advantage to some of our most pretentious theatres did they possess 
a manager ‘in front,” at once so courteous and communicative as Mr. 
J. H. Jennings of the Oxford. 


HORSES NOT IN THE sHOW. 


Tue Horse of Another Golour. 

The Even Pony that was laid against Chamant starting for the 
Derby. 

The Horses Chestnut-.and Radish. 

The Dead Horse so heavily flogged. 

The Horse Godmother. 

The Better Horse that was the Grey Mare. 

The Horse Marine. 








Heip! Help! 

A “apy HELP’’ has been sent to the county gaol for two months 
for helping herself at Brighton to that which didn’t belong to her. 
The providence which proverbially helps them who help themselves 
will likely help this ‘lady help” toa fresh engagement, when she comes 
out, among people who know how to treat one of her rank and are not 
possessed of the vulgar prejudices only fit to be used against common 
servants. Of course, no one would presume to ask a “lady help” for 
a reference, or require to know what she had been doing with her time 
lately! That would be presumption indeed, and flying in the face of 
help so generously offered and so momentously required. 


Tue “ Cross” Ssason.—That during which an Alderman for the 
City of London is elected by a majority cf one vote only. 


































REVENGE |! 


ONES, who is fond of a joke (as are most 


of us 
When it strikes home on another 
man’s hide), 
Whispered one day to a beer-bibbing 
host of us, 
He knew a way towreck Biggins’s 
pride. 
Biggins, who once had a seat in our 
“* pallery,”’ 
Biggins who how was.a swell amcng 
swells, 


Biggins who flaunted about in fallallery, 

Went to the boxes instead ofthe gallery, 

Now = he'd got a Tidh wife anda 
- 


ary. 
Jones's proposal elicited yells. 


** Biggins a blackguard is, one who has 
eft us all 
Deep in the depth of a sorrow that 


8, 
He of = friendship has sternly bereft 
us ween 
Thus the heroic and humorous Jones. 
‘‘He since he rich became ne’er has a 
thought for us, 
Never a one for the ‘sweet lcng 
ago.’ 
We never wanted the man to do aught for us, 
We never wished him to worry a groat for us, 
But, when he talks of the battles he fought for us, 
He is a liar‘and awfully low!” 


Ceasing, great Jones, in a way histrionical, 
Way that suggested Macready or Phelps, 
Way that for humour was almost B i 
Whispered, “I go to exterminate whelps!”’ 
Biggins a festival had on that very night, 
People were coming in droves to his door, 
People expecting to spend such a merry night, 
Not a poor musical sandwich-and-sherry night, 
But a great drinking and ‘ Derry down derry ”’ night; 
Jones of this certain was— certain and sure. 


Just at the time when arrivals were crushing there, 
Jones took his stand with a hand-barrow near, 

Just as old Biggins was bowing and gushing there, 
Jones trotted up amid onlookers’ jeer. 

Straight up the steps with a dozen dead cats he went, 
Then he retired, but his absence was brief, 

Right up the hall with a hamper of rats he went, 

Slapping them down among visitors’ hats he went, 

‘“‘ Biggins!”’ he cried, as with odorous sprats he went, 
‘‘ Master won't, trust for the ’Merican beef!’’ 





” 





‘*Some Men has Money 


Six Axnotp Kempaty states that the Turkish soldiers in Asia 
Minor are in a most deplorable condition, “ lacking everything an 
army should have except courage and patience.’’ When it is remem- 
bered what magnificent fuilures have been made by armies supplied 
with everything but the two items the Turkish soldiers are said to 
possess, doesn’t it seem strange to say the condition of the latter is 
‘‘deplorable’”’? ‘This is a subject we should like to argue out at 
length, as we fancy the position of those who possess all except the 
first qualifications for fighting men, must be really the deplorable one 
in time of war. But why argue about self-evident propositions? 
Those who have nothing but courage and patience should be able to 
get all they want from those who have everything else. But then, we 
don’t believe it! 


Poling his Vote. 


Tue King of Sweden has given seventy thousand crowns towards 
the expenses of the intended national Arctic Expedition. If the 
Swedes succeed in their attempt, ‘* Finis coronat opus’’ will be indeed a 
motto for them; and that ‘ the end crowns the work” is any way 
shown when crowned heads and crowned hands are one in this, as yet, 


anything but scurvy endeavour—to find a thing which will be less than 
useless when discovered. 


Curious ComBINATION oF VocaL Taxent.-—“ Signori Carrion and 


| Brocolini.”’ 
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And he sharpened a few tools for them. 
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for the booty, and their fortunes were made. 
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And lay in wait for a month or so, to find a fitting opportunity. 
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They were indeed rewarded. The Old Gentleman gave them the sum of one penny} 


FUN. 


THE BRITISH THIEF.— THE AMOUNT OF TROUBLE HE’LL TAKE FOR NOTHING. 
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Then they carefully disguised themselves, 


handle with plate and two screws of the same metal. 
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Very cleverly they managed it, too! First, they went and confided in a cunning Old Gentleman who knew everything. 


And at last they succeeded in snatching the coveted prize. 
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UNA AND THE LION. 
(Corrected to Date.) 

VICTORIES NO LESS RENOWNED THAN WAR.” 





“PEACE HATH HER 
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THE “FEMALE ELEMENT.” 


TaLes FROM Experience. By Our Marrisp Man. 


I.—THE HIDDEN CAUSE. 


Scengz 1: Trempter’s Garden Gate. TremBier taking leave of his 
Goon Laorere departing to his business. 








His Goon Lapy (in a hollow voice of severe warning). And don’t 
make: a fool of yourself, Mr. Trembler, and allow everybody to swindle 
you! (TRrempumr departs, weighed down by the warning, and unmanned. ) 

Scene 2: Anywhere. TREMBLER and an ACQUAINTANCE discovered. 

Tae Acavainrancs. Here's a first-class investment for you, my 
dear fellow; at: a low price. Why do you hesitate? (Tasmpier 
reviews: the proffered: investment ; it-is a good one, and ought. not to be 
mtssed, but. “an. unknown: something’ embarrasses and constrains 
TREMBLER—he-twsll not venture.) 

Toe Aceuvamntanor. Well, say ten per cont. lower—will that do? 
Is it not-a.govd spec? Is it not safe? 

Trempizsem Itisa good spec! Itis safe! But—. 

Tse Acavaintancr. Well, say five per cent. lower ‘still—now? 
Is it not ‘‘ worth twice the amount?” 

Tremeten. I ownit! But yet——. (With asudden unbosoming,) 
Oh, Jones, I dare~ not, dare not, give so much as half value for an 
article. There is a HIDDEN CAUSE! There is a Lady at 
home—— ! 

Tue AcQuAINTANCE (realising it all at onee,and overcome with sym pathy). 
Take it, then, at a third of the value. 

TrREMBLER. Oh, Jones, I dare not give even a third of the value 
for an article! (Hoarsely.) She would call me fool! 

THE ACQUAINTANCE (with a burst of uncontrollable pity). 'Trembler, 
take it for nothing! I giveit youfreely! (Trempusr hesitates, then 
takes it desperately.) 

Scens 3: Taempurr’s Garden Gate again. TrRemMBLER returns and is 
received by his Goop Lapy. 


TREMBLER (having told her of his bargain). AndI gotit for nothing! | 


His Goop Lapy. And you did not insist on his defraying the 
expense of carriage hither ? 

TREMBLER (hoarsely, and shrinking dewn). My dear, I—well, no! 
(With one look of pitying scorn she withers him !) 


II.—THE KNOWING BUILDER; OR, A SURE WAY 
TO LET. 





Ma. and Mas. NuteicH Marrinp have been seeking a place of habita- 
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bowers that one wauld jump at ; they have inspected houses of every sort 
and stze, But to Mrs N. M.'s mind there has ever been one vague “ some- 
thing’ wanting— some idead yet essential qualification, if I may say so. 
At length they come uzon a BUILDER with a cunning and asapient eye—an 
eye that knows human nature. He leads them to anew house, It isa per- 
Sect hovel, yet Mus. N. M. stands for the first time enraptured. 

Mr. N.M. Why do you: stand enraptured, my own? This is a 
perfect hovel! 

Mrs. N. M. Itis; but theonedream—theomeidealisshere. Look! 
tt ts full of cupboards! ! (They take the house—ailthough'it is: a perfect 
hovel—and the knowing Buitpum.chueklés.and: depotes: the: rest.of his life 
to cupboards.) 


IIl.—SCYLLA AND) CHARYBDIS: 
Scenz: Intertor of a Cab. Mi. Innmm. Pioxe andihis Betzee Harr 
discovered, 

~~ Berrezk Harrys Andi you: will’ give: the: cabmam one-and-six, 
my ear, 

Ficxs. But, my love, his fare is three-and-——.. 

His Berren Haur (with dlighting; scorn); His: fare, indéed!! Mr. 
F., les me but catch. you giving him: more,;than: one-and-six,, I think 
we understand each other; Mr. F. ? 

Ficxs. (with terrified submission), Ye—e—es,,my love. (During 
the rest of that long, long journey he revolosa the matter uneasily in his 
mind. The CaBMAn looks strong and fitres, he-witll never brook: one-and- 
siz ; but Mus. Fioxsisterrible. Theyalight: Inaparozysm of frightful 
indecision, Picks compounds. the matter and’presses:two shillings, into the 
palm of the Capman, then flies: up the stepsiafter hie Barran Har, and 


hurriedly bolts:the:door.) 
him sixpencetoomnch! (She 


His Barren Harr: You 
bangs his head against the door inside) 

Tue Canman: I wantetwoshillings more! (Hammers at the door 
outside, then goes off and takes,out a summone,) 





QLD CLOTHES... 


I’ve a mortal abhorrence, I vow and protest, 
For a coat-—or for tronsers—that pass for-my “ best”’ ; 
And a deed I abominate having: to do 


Is to shine in a waisteoat aggressively new. 

Could a Lincoln and Bennett be mine as a gift 

(Not the spoil of my talents:or prize of my thrift), 

I would sneak through the suburbs at night with it on 
Till its gloss were departed—its freshness were gone. 


But, alas for the pride of the children of men! 

E’en the cynic invests in a suit now and then ; 

Though he basks in the torrent and welcomes the storm, 
As he waits for the ravages Time will perform ; 

And he chuckles for glee when his garb he can see 
Growing threadbare at elbow and polished at knee ; 

Till the symptoms of age crowd around it at last, 

And its bloom and its blightness are dreams of the past 


Then a day shall be born when but Chaos remains 

Of that faithful companion in pleasures and pains— 
When the button shall droop like the rose on her stem, 
And the fissures gape frequent and wide in the hem ;— 
When the rents and the patches their presence proclaim 
In the boldness of pride that is offspring of shame ;— 
And the wearer can deem it nor cruel nor strange 

That the voice of Society clamours for Change. 


While he ferrets his bygone habiliments out 

He exults in the joys of the huntsman or scout ; 

Not a nook—not 4 corner— but straightway unfolds 
A Potosi complete in the treasures it holds. 

Not a coat—not a waistcoat or trouser—but shows 

A regenerate novelty born of repose ; 

And the suits that were banished as faded and worn 
Look as fresh as the dewdrop that gleams in the morn 


And moreover, whilst looking o’er garments of old 
(‘Tis a fact that the reader may like to be told), 
You have pleasant surprises again and again ; 

For you never can guess what the pockets contain. 
Let me tell you a thing that occurred to myself 
With some raiment I'd long ago laid on the shelf ;— 
While exploring in quite a promiscuous way 

I discovered the change for a shilling one day ! 


An Art Lottery. : ; 
An illustrated contemporary recently advertised that it would, in a 
certain number, give several “* drawings of current events.” A pur- 


tiow for months. They have looked over palaces and hovels; they have | chaser, after a long study, has discovered that these are by no means 
seen paradises replete with every lurury and convenience ; they have scen 


prize drawings —in one or two instances they are complete blanks. 
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IMPORTANT TO HER ! 


Young Lady :—-“‘ ANN, WHATEVER ARE YOU DOING? Wes HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR TEA FOR HALF AN HOUR. DIDN’T YOU HBAR ME 


RINGING P” 


Ann :— ‘Ox yus, Miss. Bur I was A ’BARING GEORGE READ THE PAPER TO SBE IF WE WAS GOIN’ TO WAR OR NOT.” 


CONVERSATION A LA MODE. 


Clever thing those 6,000 Tekins did at Kissa- 


First GENTLEMAN. 
Nakashide and Krantshenko didn’t do 


larawat under Lamakine. 
better at Zugdidi, 

Ssconp Gent. Oh,no. Didhe? (Sighs.) 

First Gent. I suppose you hold with the Krakageorgovichian 
theory as to the value of the gangetic delta? 

Seconp Gant. Yes. It delta a blow to some of’em. ( Weeps.) 

Finst Gent. The Russian combined movement on the Soghali 
Dagh alters the position of the Turks some. 

Seconp Gant. Yes, they'd find it Turksome. (Groanzs.) 

Fisst Gent. The Danuk and Aul Artluch tribes are near Salataria. 

Szeconp Gant. Yes; you always find the force near Sal at area. 
( Faints.) 

First Gent. I hear from Schura more Russians have been sent to 
Gumbet. 

Sgconp Gant. Ah, you may be Schura they’ll stick to that bet if 
it’s a Gumbet. (Fadlis.) 

First Gent. Youare ill. I will leave you. 

Ssconp Gant. That Gumbet has ruined me. 
better. (Dies.) 


I shall never begum 





The Latest War News. 


Turee worthy old gentlemen have been appointed Field Marshals in 
order to relieve the Duke of Cambridge and the Prince of Wales in 
the event of war coming to England. We are authorised to state 
that, though getting rapidly on to centenarianism, the worthy 
Marshals will be able to take the air in Bath chairs on fine days, and 
with the aid of ear trumpets, strong spectacles, anda footman, & nurse, 
and a doctor, may yet be of service to theircountry. There is nothing 
like placing the country on a war footing in times like these. 


A Smart anp Earty Party.—The newspaper boy. 


Reed and Right. 


Srk CuHartzs Reep the other day opened a Board school in the 
City-road *‘ which will accommodate 857 children.’”’ That youngster 
deserves promotion who, after Sir Charles had made his speech, said the 
school ought to prosper, as its inaugurator represented in his own person 
two out of the famous “ three R’s’’ of education. This reminds us of the 
foreign gentleman who said that of the “ three R's,” the best was that 
which taught children to write poetry properly. On being asked to 
explain, he replied that of course he referred to the system of rhythm 
ticks pursued at all peepanatory schools in sagas. 


Over iin Lef te 


By a semi-official return the public are informed that “ the number 
of passengers conveyed over the Metropolitan Railway on Whit Monday 
was 249,433.” This would of course include many thousands who, 
riding in spring and pleasure vans, traps, four- wheelers, shallows, and 
other instruments of bank-holiday amusement or torture, as the case 
may be, never for a moment imagined that they were travelling over 
the Metropolitan Railway without even so much as half a ticket. 


Jam Satis. 

Tse Queen has appointed the Earl of Coventry to be Captain of the 
Hon. Corps of Gentlemen-at-Arms in lieu of the late Earl of Shrews- 
bury. It must be rather a blow to some of the more exclusive of this 
always exclusive body to find themselves suddenly “‘ Coventryed”’ like 
this! “It’s quite too awfully much of a quite too good a fearful 
thing this, you know, dear boy!”’ 


An Herban Improvement. 

Tue Mint is to be removed to the Thames Embankment. It is 
quite thyme this sage proceeding was adopted. The embankment at 
present is (s)parsley covered with public buildings, and the great 
money making establishment is sorrelly situated. 
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THE BLACKHEATH HIGH TOBY. 


By Ovr Lrenatic Laureate. 
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Wuew people go about and say the good old times are past, 
And ancient customs dying out because we live so fast, 


I wish you'd kindly murmur “ Bosh,” and “ Fiddle,” “de,” and 


“* dee,’’ 
And send them in a coach and pair to have a turn with me. 


When day has put her nightcap on and tumbled into bed, 

I dress myself like Claude Duval and give my horse his head. 
I stop the coaches on the Heath, take all that I can get, 
Then bid Jemima Ann alight and dance a minuet. 


Oh, shades of all ye highwaymen who went to Tyburn Tree, 
Behold again your gallant deeds revivified in me. 


Oh Dick, and Claude, and Jack, and Mac—who said the game must 


cease ! 
We've still a heath and carriage folks and impotent police. 


Come out my gallant Toby Knights, emerge from penny prints, 
And in the moonlight ride with me and give me,precious hints. 
Say, is my crape the proper thing, and when a lady cries, 

Oh, should I stop her ruby lips or—imprecate her eyes ? 


And when the peelers ride me down and take me to the jug, 
What famous artist shall I ask to come and paint my mug? 
What Countesses shall have my curls, and when I’m in the cart, 
Ought I to kick the parson out. en route or at the start ? 


A Mystery Solved. 

An advertisement in a daily paper of largest circulation asks, 
‘‘ Should this meet the eye of Y. Z., will he return home?” This at 
first reads very like a challenge to the mathematically proportioned 
mind; but ultimately it resolves itself into a double-headed conun- 
drum. The chances of a return depend much of course on the 

robabilities of the meeting between the eye and the announcement, 

ut asa Y. Z. is bound to contain wisdom it is to be hoped that the 
request will be discovered, and that all will yet be well. @Q. EZ. D. 


A Plattonic Proposition. 

A prrson named Platt writes toa Liverpool paper complaining that 
people who are not judges, referees, and such like small deer at athletic 
meetings, will persist in giving off opinions of their own. In deference 
to his wishes, no Liverpudlian athletes. or spectators will in future 
express themselves in any way but by officially recognised and 
properly expressed Plattitude. 


4. Good Example. 

A calckeT-PLAyzR at Sheffield said to his companions the other day, 

‘‘ Now, you can’t do that!” and immediately dropped down dead. 

If some of the people in London who are always trying to make them- 

selves out ultra clever would only adopt this mode of showing 

their as yet unexhibited ability, no ome would be in the least 
likely to grudge them their success. 


The ‘* Wurst”? One. 
A comTpmPporsry, speaking of a clever German writer, says, 
‘* Many of hie epigrammatic remarks have passed inte proverbs.” The 
gentleman is evidently a German saw sage. 
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A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 
Scene. Several large Wholesal: and Retail Establishments in the City. 


First Paincipat, Tremendousreception that idiot Gladstone had 
at Birmingham. What fools people are! Why they wouldn’t a’ 
given our Lord Beaconsfield, as is a greater man than ever Gladstone 
know’d how to be, half a one like that. 

Szconp Paincipat. It’s disgustin’. Wemust protest. Get upa 
meeting and condemn the—what is it our it—the facetious 
opposition—yes, that’s it, the facetious opposition—this——. 

First Principat. Fictitious opposition is, I think, the word. 

Szconp Parnorar. Yes, that’s it. We'll have a meetin’ at Free- 
mason’s Hall and condemn Gladstone, ch? Make it, ’ot for him, eh * 
Must support our party, eh ? 

Tuirp Principat. That's it, and look here, I'l} send a hundred o’ 
my young men to the’al) to old up their ’ands.agem him. 

First Principay, Tl) send two hundred of'my men. 

Fourtu Princmwan. I can make all my people go. 

Sseconp Principat. And there’s Brown and Jones and two or 
three more up the street’ll lend us their ands; why, we can get up 4 
unanimous mecting-ourselves. And we'll pass a vote of confidence in 
the Guverment, anda vote saying ae Gladstome’s a, hass, and then 
Lord Beaconsfield ll send us a acknowledgment, and’ we'll have it put 
in the papers. Won't:it be proper? 

First Principat, Blewed if we ain’t quite a power in the land, 
ain't we? Let's. get the meeting up at once—Down with Gladstone, 
hooray ! 

Ovursexves. Amd’that’s how it’s done, Ai Bact: 





Special News. 

Tse London. ent of an Irish paper reports that a prize- 
fight has takem place in a Baptist in London, and several 
metropolitam, journals, have “i ed occasion.” One in par- 
ticular aske“* such things be?” and wonders where are the police. 
We should think they are “on the track” of the pugilists, whose 
Baptist devotions took place no less than four years ago. How tired 
they must be! As for the correspondent, the enterprise which has so 
signally suceeeded ia ipping the authorities. cannot be too warmly 
recognised or- strongly recommended as an. effortof memory almost 
unrivalled in the annals,of: journalism. 


A Random Shot. 

A PpiIGEON-sHOOTING fraternity advertise that the public may be 
admitted to their ground on payment of ten shillings and presentation 
of member’s voucher as to applicant's respectability. A sporting 
friend of ours, who since the Derby has been awfully “full against 
swells,” wants to know if a member’s IO U for -a-guinea won't 
at once fulfil both purposes. 





Not to be Done. 

A CORRESPONDENT informs us that in Bexley churchyard, somewhat 
notable for its literary curiosities, is a tombstone bearing the followin 
inscription: “ Saered to the memory of Charles C——, born 6 
October, 1848; died 21st June, 1845 ”—and wants to know what age 
we should reckon the deceased to be. That's easily settled. Why, a 
nonagenarian, of course. 


In the Scales, 


‘‘ Wuart,” said Jones to Jenkins, looking up from a paper containing 
some political utterances anent the prospects of Marshal MacMahon, 
‘‘ what's un homme fini?” “Finny!” replied Jenkins, “ finny! why 
of course it means that ho’s in a ‘ fishy’ condition.” 


Weather or No. 


Ir is universally contended by almost everybody, including the rest 
of the world, that this is not the same old weather we had last year. 
Our meteorologist says of course it’s not same o/d weather, becsuse it’s 


Juneier weather. 





Better Engaged. 
Setriinc day at Tattersall’s last week fulfilled its purpose in more 
ways than one. It was an awful “settler” to one or two who came 
to scoff and remainedto pay—wiomer’s who'd be glad to take a bit 


less than they originally intended now. 


Daily News. 

“Heavy firing is reported from Sulina.”’ It can’t (be very heavy 
or it would be able to:report itself. Perhaps, though, it is the sort of 
heavy firing which ends only “in smoke”—in @ column of smoke 
daily. 


Wuart ought to “ go off” ata great rate’—The Daily’ Bapress. 
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Attendant Monster :—“‘ Au! BEEN IN, HAVE you ?”’ 
Shivering Mortal :— Yu-yu-yu-yE-Yx-s8s |” 
Monster :—“‘ THEN WH-WH-WH-Y¥ DON’T YOU SHA-A-A-HA-KE ABOUT AND 


WAW-AW-AW-AWM YOURSELF ?”’ 


INTERNATIONAL ATHLETICS. 


Wirt a view to render more pleasant the next re-union of English 
and Irish athletes, the Committee have prepared a special programme 
which the kindness of the secretary permits us to make public :— 

1. The Defenceless Female Black-eye Handicap. The amateur 
blacking the greatest number of defenceless female eyes in fifteen 
minutes to be champion for one year. Anyamateur who has been im- 
prisoned for assaults to allow four black eyes to the other com- 
petitors. 

2. The Hundred Yards Race. Open to amateurs who have com- 
petedin above. To start from a policeman. 

3. The Jostling Competition. To be competed for in fours arm in 
arm on any public thoroughfare. The four jostling the greatest 
number of respectable people off the pavement to be d winners. 
An old gentleman posted under a cab or omnibus to count double. 

4. A Knocker-wrenching and Bell-pulling Consolation Scramble. 

N.B.—Sir Thomas Gabriel has kindly consented to act as judge, and 
competitors are respectfully invited to come “ fresh.” 
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Tus German ironclad squadron is announced to have arrived at 
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THE BLIGHTED BARMAN. 


At the pub. called the Pickaxe and Spade 
There dwelt a most beautiful maid, 

Her beauty was rumoured afar ; 

It really illumined the bar. 


She’d a delicate mite of a nose, 

Her complexion outrivalled the rose, 
Her eyes were exceedingly blue; 
Her hair an auriferous hue. 
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Her mouth was a caution, indeed 
"Twas just like a tiny red bead; 
And ’twere worth a poetical wreath, 
An attempt at describing her teeth. 


She had gained some renown in those parts 
For damaging numberless hearts, 

And customers oft would declare 

They for ever could stand and drink there. 


The Barman in silence admired, 
His bosom with passion was fired ; 
And oh, how he panted to slay 
The rivals that stood in his way ! 


His mind was so often distraught, 
He couldn’t serve folks as he ought, 
His mind would so wander about 
He’d go and give whisky for stout. 


At length he no longer could rest, 

Such agony dwelt in his-breast, 

So flopping himself on his knees, 

He stammered, “‘ Oh, marry me, please !’’ 


She looked on the youth as insane, 
And turned up her nose in disdain, 
Then, lest he should suffer from doubt, 
She audibly murmured, ‘‘ Get out!”’ 


Said he, ‘Since you treat me with scorn, 
You yet shall have reason to mourn ! 
For since you my wooing forbid, 

I'll toddle abroad! ’”’—and he did! 


And lo, in the morning, the host 
Missed the Barman away from his post, 
And shortly he suffered a thrill 

On finding he’d emptied the till ! 
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One of Three. 

Ir is not true thatthe landlord of the “ Three Hats,’’ in Houndschapel, 
has offered to receive Mr. Midhat Pasha en féce in honour of the visit 
to this country of one so dear to all Eastern association. At the 
same time, the proposal, if made, might have been reveived by the 
Grand Turk with the greatest turbanity, and the deputation have 
been bowed out with every sample of Oriental hattitude, attended by 


hatti sheriffs and dealers in old clothes generally. 


A Grave Mistake, 

ConcgeRnine the recent sham fight at Aldershot, we read that “‘ The 
skeleton force representing the enemy,” &c. There’s sense. If it 
came to a real fight we know pretty well which side the skeleton force 
would be on. 


Better Apart. 
| Tue case of Pew v. Pew has lately occupied the attention of the 
Divorce Court. Like a good high churchman, Sir Robert Phillimore 


divided the Pews—male and female. 


One Advantage. 
A wRITER in the Globe recommends the nervous invalid to spend a 
month in Sark, and concludes his recommendation with the remark 
that brandy is only a penny a glass. The gentleman is Sarkastic. 


Waal iele-\. PENS 
POINTED 
C. BRANDAUER & CO,'S new resistered “ pres 


oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Riohiomer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 





[L 'EBIG TONIC WINE. 
A delicious drink, possessing the moet astonishing. in- PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING.| select the pattern best suited to your hand. 
visqeting Soe, SSeS UAES, SL. on _ CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stare! Worss, Bizmincuam. 


Gtalers. Assorted San:ple Case for 30s. 
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FROM BAD TO WORSE. | 
A Lavy Hovsexkerrers LAMENT. | 


Ou, servant-gals of long ago, 

If you could only wake and see 
How fallen is your ancient foe, 
How missises are lying low, 

You'd almost sympathetic be. 
No more ‘‘ the lady of the house”’ | 

I-xplains the work she wishes done, 
But sits as mum as any mouse, 
While slavey, if she has the “ nouse,” 

States how her daily duties run. 


‘T’ll rise at eight, but you must ring 
As loud as any steeple chime! .. . 
At table I believe the thing 
Is not to make a servant bring 
Up anything a second time!.. . 
Cold meat I can’t a bit abear, 
And cocking puts me ina stew!.. . 
Of beer I want my proper sbare, 
For wine I very little care, 
But like a glass of gin—ortwo!... 


“ In summer, when the weather's hot, 
I like to stroll atout the Parks! ... 
And ain’t the Guards a splendid lot! 
Dear me now, do you fancy not? 
They’re worth no end of City clerks! .. . 
You don’t like men who ‘ hang about’! . 
My cousin mustn’t come to tea! ... 
T can't be always running out! 
Well then I think there's not a doubt 
Your place ain't good enough for me! ”’ 


Ah, servant-gals of long ago, 
Who used to be content to drudge, 
And holidays to rarely know, 
How altered is the present “‘show’’! 
How slaveys now their labour grudge ! 
We grumbled much in days gone by, 
Nor thought that Fate would e’er arrange | 
That girls would up and ask you why, 
And how, and what, and when.—Oh my! 
I'd gladly places with them change. | 


CONVERSATIONS A LA MODE. 


Awfully hot, isn’t it? 
Hot? No; it’s cold; I'm shivering. 
First Gent. Ah, but I mean when I spoke a second ago. 
Seconp Gant. Oh yes. By Jove, the sun is beating down on my 
head. I shall have ia 
First Gent. Sunstroke? 
clouds. 

Seconp Gent. You weren’t looking at the moment. 
raining. We shall be wet through. 

First Gent. Rain! Why it’s snow! 

Seconp Gent. Snow—where! Hullo! my nose is peeling. 

First Gent. Sois mine. No, it isn’t—we’'re frost-bitten. 
rub our noses with snow. 

Szeconp Gent. It’s quite wintry, ain't it ? 

First Gent. Not now; look, the wind is in the west—it is spring. 

Szconp Gent. Summer has come; I cannot bear my coat on; I 
shall take it cff. 

First Gent. Don’t. There, take my ulster; I have two. It is 
winter now ; there are ten degrees of frost. 

Seconp Gent, That was thunder and lightning, I think. 

Fiust Gent. I had not time to see. What a brilliant rainbow! 

Steconp Gent. I cannot see it for the sudden fog that has come on. 
I never remember anything so dense. 

Fixst Gent. It has cleared away. 
summer day I never saw. 

Seconp Gent. And what a lovely breeze from the west. 

Fisst Gent. North, now. 

SEcoNnD GENT. 
catch bronchitis. 
First Gent. 
will make me giddy. Let us‘go in. 


First Gent. 
Seconp GeEnT. 


Nonsense; why the sky’s all black 
How it's 


Let us 


I really think a more delightful 


ConcentaL Newspaper Topics for a Barber's Conversation.—‘‘ The 
} 


weather and the crops.” 


VOL. XXV. 


And now there is not a breath of air. This sitet! | 
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PSYKICK FORCE. 


Housemaid :—*' Watt, OF couRsEB J KNOWS BETTER; BUT SINCB MASTER AND 
MISSUS BELIEVES IN ’EM SO, ALL I BREAKS I PUTS DOWN TO THE SPIRITS.’ 


Regularly Irregular. 

Ir is stated ‘‘on the best authority” that there is “ not a single 
European officer in the regular Turkish army.’ Of course not ; where 
polygamy is paramount everyone is a little bit married, if not com- 
pletely done for. 

(Just as we had achieved the foregoing our own interferer discovered 
that the paragraph means that there are no European officers whatever 
in the regular Turkish service. We at once annihilated him by 
observing that, whether or not, there is certainly a large proportion of 
‘“‘ regular Turks” in ours. ) 


Nothing like Leather. 


Sritu another paper is announced, the Fireman. It is to be hoped 
that though this is adventured in the interests of gentlemen of the 
Brigade, they will for once abstain from a pursuit which has so far 
done them much honour, and not throw cold water on the new organ 
too zealously. Other trades and professions have their various organs , 
this may be regarded as the fireman's engine. Though closely allied 
to, it should not kick, the bucket. 


A Rosseicrucian Test. 


Recent experiments, conducted by means of the gigantic Rosse 
telescope, show that the temperature of the moon is most terrific— 300 
degrees Fahrenheit over and above our boiling point. “ In one tick of 
the clock & human being would be shrivelled toa mummy.” ‘Truly a 


| Luna tick performance, this would be, if our taste is at all worth 
| consulting. 


No, the weathercock has changed to east. I shall | | 


The Sign of Love. 

Tus Russian officers who blew up the second Turkish monitor have 
received the cross of St. George. Both symbol and saint—the latter 
being one of the champions of Christendom—are in future to be 
sacred to such acts of humanitarian ability. 


Heavy Fartvuxes.—Ironclads. 
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THE CAXTON CELEBRATION! 


A tot of individuals have recently been hinting 
That they'll shortly be indulging in a tidy little féte 
In honour of the man who introduced the art of printing— 
A party who is frequently denominated “ great.” 
They declare they'll show the gratitude of ali the British nation 
By revelling in what they call a Caxton Celebration. 


This curious arrangement is exceedingly distressin 
To one who's s0 intensely conscientious anemedl 
To me it’s rather doubtful whether printing is a blessing ;— 
I fancy ’tis a thing that should be put upon the shelf 
I ve been reading the announcement with # deal of agitation,— 
That ridiculousannouncement of the Caxton Celebration. 


For instance, if the art of printing hadn't been invented, 
We shouldn't be deluded by the vaunted Fourth Estate; 
Tis only tricks of journalists that make us discontented,— 
I fancy that the press has grown too powerful of late. 
I'll enumerate my reasons with correct concatenation— 
Good reasons for objecting to a Caxton Celebration. 


If it hadn't been for Caxton, I should never have been worried 

About gigantic gooseberries and daily lists of crimes, 
By telegrams on war-affairs [ needn't have beem flurried, 

I should ne'er have learned of slaughter being rife in foreign climes. 
T should ne'er have read of paupers and their frequent Jamentation, 
So how cam J be partial to the Caxton Celebration ? 


I shouldn't have to wade through lots of brainless members’ speeches, 
And stonies of sea-serpents being captured off the coast, 

Nor grieve about the morals that the “penny dreadful”’ teaches, 
Nor shudder at the sketvhes that the * FPriday-Fright’ners "’ boast. 

Contider well these matters, friends, ere making preparation 

To spend a lot of money on a Caxton Celebration. 


I shouldn't have to swallow all the swindles in the City 
Where people over stocks and shares full often lose their pelf, 
Nor read the jokes of persons who imagine they are witty, 
Nor peruse the lays of idiotic writers (like myself). 
So, here's my ultimatum, after much consideration, — 
I don’t believe that Caxton ought to have a Celebration. 


THE TYRANT AND HIS VICTIM. 


A cvrtovs illustration of the deplorable state of serfdom which 
certain employers would wirh to reduce the industrious working man 
came before one of the metropolitan magistrates the other day, when 
James Moulding, a respectab’e looking man abont sixty years of age, 
was charged with using abusive and unbecoming language towards Mr. 
Stop Miking, and also with interrupting him in the due execution of 
hisduty. ‘Lhe defendant's face was very much swollen, and his left 
eye greatly contused. He had also a broad stiipe of adhesive plaster 
across the bridge of his nose. 

The complainant, a tall, powerful young man, addressed the worthy 
magistrate in the following terms: Vell; ye see, the case is jist this 
‘eer, yer virship. I'ma painter by perfeshun, [ ham—a hartist, ye 
know ; and I gues to the prisoner at the bar as has a shop in Halberry- 
street, and I sez to’im, sez I, ‘ave ye the never a job 0’ work as ye 
want done just now, sez 1, becos if ye ’ave, sez I, why I don't mind 
a-doing a bit to-day jist to obleege ye for once in a way, sez I. An’ 
the prisoner he quite catches at the hcffer like, an’ ’e rez, sez'e, O. why 
yes, sez'e. I’ave a job o’ painting work at a gentleman’s ‘ouse in the 
Regency Park, an’ I should be very much obleeged indeed, sez'e, if you 
would give us a bit o’ help like. Vell, I goes to the job all right, an’ 
yesterday mornin’ I was a-Jookin’ at a bito’ printin as I ‘ad in my 
hand, an’ standin’ near the wall, my shoulder was just a-touchin’ o’ 
the door poost, when the prisoner he comes in qnite sudden like and 
without givin’ no notice, an’ when he sees me he calls out quite loud, 
Halo, me man, sz ‘e, this ere won't do, ye know! I ’ired you to do 
some work, sez’e, an’ not to stand there a-lazyin’ an’ readin’ o' the 
newspaper at this time o’ the morning, sez’e. Vell, 1 natura'ly feel 
a goodish bit annoyed at being spuck to in that disrespectful kind o 
way, so | started right up an threw my harms out, natural like, in a 
promiecus kind o' way, as the sayin’ is, when blowed if ‘e didn’t go a- 
stagge’in’ agin the opposite wall jist as if ’ed bin ‘it. an’ then ’e said 
as how as I'd struck him. Vat, me strike ’#m/? Vy,I scorns the 
himputation. I never struck ‘im at all, I didn't. An’ has for ’is 
black hies, why, look yer here, yer virship, hif a man goes a-'umblin’ 
about an’ givin’ of hisself black hies, [ ain't to be blamed ‘cos | 
happened jist haxidently to be a throwin’ my arms about a little bit 
for hexersize, an’ 'e would come in the way at the time. So, ye see, 
yer virship, when ‘e said as I'd ’it im, I felt h«bligated to call in the 
protection of the law, I did, an’ I’ve come ‘ere to hask, yer virship not 
to let im do it no more, 





The complainant then recommended the prisoner to the merciful 
consideration of the worthy m»gistrate, who said it was indeed a very 
bad cuse. and one he felt it necessary he should mark with more thaa 
hie sual severity, that it might be a caution, not only to the prisoner, 
bnt to others of his class, for really the time had come when the 
overtaxed, industrious Hritis: workman must be protected. The 
worthy magistrate, in a lengthy address, then cautioned the prisoner to 
be more guardedly careful forthe future. He would now be discharged, 
without the op‘ion of a fine, and might go home and apply some cooling 
lotion to his bruised face, and with great earnestness told him not to 
do 80 any more. 

After such tyrannical conduct on the part of an employer, wé 
naturally ask, ‘‘ Is this really the boasted land of freedom?’ and “‘ are 
we living in the last quarter of the nineteenth century ?” 


Ce ee ee 








Our Idiotic Ilustrator's notion of the subject. Evidently to him 
outrizging aad outfitting are all the same. And more so. 


Poker Fiat, 


A wowan who broke her husband's jaw in three places with a poker 
as he lay in bed, pleaded that she did so out of pure kindness, because 
he was taking more whisky than was good for him. If anyone knows 
of a defence tuller of flat iron-y than this he had better send informa- 
tion at once to Sir Wilfrid Lawson and Co., who are at present struck 
with admiration at the woman’s self-sacrificing love of temperance. 
We, not being in that line, are content to quietiy admire her humble 
trustfulness and love of truth. 

Nothing Extraordinary. 

Tuer Dispatch speaks of a journalist just now engaged at home to 
manufacture- or to put it mildly, “ translate’’—war telegrams; and 
seems to think this surt of thing a novelty. We cant ourselves see 
anything remarkable in the fact, considering that most of the only 
authenticated battles take place in an area extending less than half 
a mile from Fleet-street. 


‘¢To the West.”’ 


‘** OccrpsnTAL death” was the verdict of a coroner's jury as printed 
in a contemporary. As the result was obtained at the ‘ extreme 
West’’ of the metropolis, it is easy to account fur what otherwise 
might be regarded as a cross between topographical Uccidence and 
typographical Accidents. 


Service Money. 

Mus. Jvuaarns gets more and more disgusted with that thore Parlia- 
mentary House o Commons every day. Why the other night some 
of ‘em objected to a vote for tne Queen's Plates. ‘The idea of a- 
wantin’ her Majesty to eat off the table cloth. And she a Hempress 
too. 


—_— —_— 


Wearing. 

Somenopy has sent our editor's butler a price list of ‘‘ wear resist- 
ing’’ suits. He says it’s enough to give a man delirium tremens to 
think about his clothes resisting him every time he wants to wear ‘em. 
He says the clothes would wear the man out first. 





Naval Question OF THE Day.—Does anything extraordinary 
happen to a “turret”’ ship when the captain gets in a “ towering”’ 
rage P 
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THE POLICEMAN HERO; OR, TRUE NOBILITY. 


An Eccantric Tract-Comepy in Tarse AcTs. 





[Nortoe To AutHors anp Manacers.—aAil rights of Translation, 
Reproduction, and Adaptation have been reserved. natered at 
Stationers’ Hall and Registered for Transmission abroad. Terms and 
particulars to be obtained on application to the Publisher, at this 
Office only. | 





ACT L.—A Sirect near Whitechtpsl Church. E.ter Tas Most Nonte 
THE Marquis or Mrinorrzs. 

Marquis. [aman English aristocrat of noblest extraction, whose 

ancestors came over with the Conqueror. Nothing that is not of the 

purest lineage can mix with the purple stream of the Marquis of 


Minories. (Evter Joun Brown, a Policeman.) 
_Brown (aside). Ah, little does this old man know how much I love 
his daughter. But I must fulfil the task for which I am engaged. (To 


M.) Now then, move on there if you please, no blocking up the 
thoroughfare. 

Marauis. Minion, dost thou know who I am? 

Braown. Alas! my lord, I do. Forgive me, but the British police- 
man has a duty to perform, and though it grieves me much asa private 
incividusl to disturb a person of your lordship's rank, my conscience 
tells me that nor peer nor peasant must be considered in the course of 
~—_ “Ce Respect the majesty of the law! (Attitude, and much 
opplause. 

Marauis. "Tis well. Tell me thy name, good constable. Thou art 
indeed both active and efficient. LBeshrew me, bat thy conduct shall 
not be forgotien mor go umrewarded, for it must not be that a Briti-~h 
peer shall be outdone in knowledges of his d:voir by a simple private 
of police. (Offers him twopenc:.) 

Brown. The knowledge that I have done my duty is, my lord, 
alone sufficient. I receive from her gracious Majesty, whom heaven 
bless! one pound per week with uniform. This is sufficient for my 
simple wants. Put up thy purse. I would not have thy gold. But 
should you wish at any time to remember this renco..t-e, my name is 
Brown, John Brown, a British yeoman, whose fathers held the soil 
long years before the innovation of the hated Norman. ( More attitude, 
and much more applause ) 

Marauis. And I,a patrician of the purest kind, can learn from 
this humble Saxon yeoman. There is mystery somewhere, which I 
must discover. (Fait in search of mystery.) 

Brown. How is it that my heart warms unto the noblest in the 
land? Why do I love this old man’s daughter? For what is it that 
my soul rebels against the contaminating touch of the common 
vagabond? Down down, my heart, the discovery will come in good 
time. There is, indeed, a mystery somewhere, and [ must find it out. 
(Springs rattle, draws truncheon, and exit tn search of mystery.) 


ACT II.—Bondoir in the Marquis or Mrnortes’ town palace, Good- 
man’s Fields. apy ARABELLA HouNpDspiTcH discovered tn cone 
fid-ntial communication with her Mato. Fireworks going off at 
‘intervals, fountains playing perpstually, the band of the Culdstream 
Guards, ices, lemonate-and-sherry, roast fowl and tongue, goose and 
green peas, and ail the paraphernalia suitable to the young demoisel e's 
room in @ nobleman’s house of the period. 

Lapy ARABELLA. I am a marquis’s daughter, and my blood is of a 
bright bright blue, as is betokened by the title which my father bears 
And yet I yearn for something more. Asa patrician, [ blush to own 
it, but my eyes are cast with affection on the policeman who stands on 
duty in yonder street. Why is this ? Why do [ pine in secret for 
young Brown, the private of police, and r-ject the offers of the peers 
and potentates who every day lay prostrate at my feet and declare 
their passion? Why, oh why? 

Matp. Iam buta simple village maiden, and may be wrong, my 
lady, but you mayhap love Brown because of the innate worth that 
beams in his every look and glorifies his every action. Would that he 
deigned to cast one glance upon the humble tiring woman! Does he 
know that you dearly love him? 

Lavy A. HowcanlI tell? But I know from the manner in which 
he said ** Move on!” as I passed him yester e’en, and the wave of his 
manly hand. that he is not insensible to my poor charms. Bat here's 
my lord. Let him not hear the purport of our converse. (They strike 
atti/udes of unconcern, and dissemble to slow music. Enter the Manauis 
oF Minories and severol MyRMIDONS.) 

Maravis. My daughter, it is time you made selection of a husband, 
so that my lands and titles may be properly cared for in the future 
Name, therefore, and at once, the noble of your choice. so I may send 
and inform him of the honour that’s in store, and give him time to get 
his wedding garments ready. 

Lapy A. Oh, father. spare me’ 

Marauis. Never! It isnot in my line. 
be cast into the deepest—er—dungeon—er—bes¢ath the 


Declare at one, or te 
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moat—er. Seizes her, my merry men. (He blows a blast wpom hia 
bugle horn. The Myxmivons already present—who have been vegaling 
themselves on the good things—and many others now summoned rush and 
surround the Lavy ARABRBLLA and her trembling Matp. The fate of the 
pair seems inevitab'e, but as the drop scene descends there is heard in the 
distance the sound of another bugle, and then, fi'fully, a policeman's 
rattle. Great excitement, and cverybody called three times.) 


ACT ITI.— The same scone slightly altered. The Myanurpons ere drawn 
up in line of battle with the Lavy ARABELLA and her Mat in their 
midst. By them stands the angry father with a coronet on his head, a 
scimitar in his han7, a smi’e on his lip, anda tear in his eyes. Steps 
are heard rapidly approaching. Enter Policeman Brown, armed cap- 
a-pie with truncheon, bullseye, rattle, $e. 

Brown. I command you im the name of her Majesty and the new 
Metropolitan Police Act to desist, /Strikesa Mixmuwon to the ground.) 
Move on, I say. 

Maxrauis. Never! An Englishman’s house is his castle, and I 
will defend it to the last. Draw each clothyard shaft to the head, my 
merry men, and examine the priming of every torpedo. Pikemen, to 
the front three deep. Fix bayonets and unfurl the standard of my 
house, the pennon uf my pride, (Band plays the “ Siege of Rochelle,” 
mm slo time, and the enemy advances on Baown, who continues to spring 
his rattle. Just as hie destruction is inminent, Cotone. Henpprson, 
SUPERINTENDENT Mort, and the A Reserve arrive to the support of ther 
comrad-, and the battle rages with t.d-fferent success on either side for 
some time. Band suddenly changes to *‘ Battle of Prague” in doubis 
quick ; the crowd of soldiers and police draws off and discovers terrific 
single combat between Buown and the Manauis. Coronet Henpgasun 
ad Svupewtntenvent Morr have Lavy AnaveLia and the Mato in 
safe custody. 

Brown (delivering three wp and three down). Now yield thee, 
Minories. 

Maxauis (three down and three up). Nay, ’tis thou must yield. 
(His foot sips and he is disarmed). Ah, ’tis the fortune of war. I 
yield me, however unwilliogly. (The Myxmipons throw down their 
arms and are taken in charge by the police amid much cheering from the 
popwlace, who, now the fiyhting ts ov-r, appear om the scene and make 


prevarations for rejoicing on a large scale.) 


Oot. Henoerson. Brown, for your bravery I appoint you a 
Commissioner in the Police. (Chers.) 

Bsown. [ thank you much, Colonel, but if may not be. Kaow 
then that I, though calling myself plain Brown the private, am 
Hungerford Stairs, Duke of Battersea, Pier of the Realm, who now 
throws off all reservation and disguiss. (/mmense excitement.) 

Marquis. A noble after all! Then I die happy. To no base 
plebeian did I ever yield. 

Duxs. Stay! Die thoushalt not, good Mincrics, My only hope has 
been to secure your daughter's hand. Arabella, wilt thou have plain 
Brown, the policeman ? 

Lapy A, Ay, marry will I, my noble heart. Well I knew thou 
couldst not be of a common kind, (She rushes across and throws 
herself on his manly breast.) 

Douxs. And marry thou shalt, sweet maid. (Laughter.) 

Cotoneu. I think, under the circumstances, | am empowered to 
bestow the Queen's free pardon on everyone engaged in this riot, and 
ail we now have to dois todrink long life and happiness to Lady 
Arabella and . 

Aut. THE POLICEMAN HERO! 

Blue Fire, Sty Roctets, Soda and Brandy, Paraffin Lamps, Pork Pies, 
Penny Pickwicks, Tableau, and 

Curtain, 





A Clean Sweep. 


A Tipat wave in Peru has swept off 600 peopleat once. The affairs 
of this place have wanted putting in order for # long time, but we don't 
want to see the innocent inhabitants put away 80 tidally as this. 


Note. 
Tue gentleman who put his hand in another gentleman's pocket 
and withdrew the other gentleman's pur:e, pleaded that he was over- 
come by his feelinys. 


In the Nick of Time. 


An important telegram from the seat of war is headed ‘ Rolief of 
Nicksic.” Whether they gave Nick brandy and water or plain soda 


we are not informed. 


Political. 
In consequence of their silly fears of Russia, the Government policy 
is known now a8 the Mohysterical policy. 





Pxayruines.— Theatrical properties. 








iy “ut 


+. 
eee 


OL 
> 
' 
- 


ea 
© 
F Fl 
1 
‘0 Piwe 


a #3 =. 


~ 


ES PEPE pyrene 
sili 


A Aes. 
Ser . 


See 
a ne > 
OO ORT ite” Oa eal ue ae ae 
% ¢ be-2 
os 


we Se 


z * 
ac. ee 


Se ae Sond 
wouter 


yo ere A ee ee 


» 


- 
. ete 
he. Bae4s> 


Ce 


Sod 
~~. 
= 
ee 
6 i eee, 
> + 


— 
2) Mas 


a 
ai 
— ae ee 
ra 


ose 
ah, 
+ 
ee eS 


a a 
» P 

~— 
hy PP gay 


Wit eG, ond an 
~~ 


on . 
ao. 


PRN 
ane 


? » : > 
» - 
—< 
oe.) My rw 


ew ee 
At by aE naan 


— 

















ci -" ; 
* 
thnk ger & 


are 
od 
Wr ge 







> tj ee 
- ee - , 


\ adie: 


se 


— 
e 






cw 
- 
viet 
Ade 


~* 





—— —— 


Sa-< 






od 
= 


si are 
ae 
' 
—si ; 
TZ VDP Seer, so 
ee <7 


¥ S . 
7 ae 
a TSC Ee Me 
' * * = . . sine 


A Ne Cok P= 


ee 
‘* 


a>? 
~ 
a 
ir 
Ce 
a 












SS ae ae 
2 f, t/t 


7/7 HH, Ww 

/ hl 1 
A /7 MN g 
LEA 7/ 


af Ms 


y, ty) 


J p/ , 
Aly by 
Va 
| Vis 
4h 
Wi, 


4 
J WHMY 
Iv 7 | 


f 





/ 
" 
y 








Jung 20, 1877. 











ora 5 
then D 
De ene a ey 





si 
Fe; 


MT 


St 


ao, " 
COS red 


oy es 


Bt 
SSO 


<* 


A ER 








PARTY FEELING. 


Inquisitive Party :—“ Now THEN, MAN, WHERE ARE YOU GOING TO TAKE THE CLOTHES?” 
Irate Party :—“* Now THEN, CLOTHES, WHERE ARE YOU GOING TO TAKE THB MAN?” 








THE BYRON MEMORIAL. 


By Our Lunatic Laursars. 


Go, take my pen and ink away, and hide my rhyming “ die.,” 
Go, put my poems up the flue, I’m sad at heart and sick; 

Tear off the bays that bind my brow and crush them in the dust, 
No longer to posterity will I my fame entrust ; 

Or haply when I’m dead and gone some busybodies may 

Insult with childish ridicule the hero of to-day. 

Let Byron's fate a warning be to all the kings of song, 

That galaxy of noble bards to which I now belong. 


Oh, tears are in my poet’s eyes to think that boys at school 

May draw my phiz in copybooks with compasses and rule, 

While prizes—say worth half a crown—are granted kids of eight 
Who make me look the biggest ape upon a shilling slate. 

I want no dull apprentices my effigy to maul 

And make me some November guy to grace the Albert Hall. 

Let scribblers such as Byron reap this aftermath of fame, 


The present bard would rather not, though ‘‘ thank you all the same.” 


I have a bow-wow that I love; he's something like a dog; 
He shan’t be libelled as a cross between a horse and hog. 
Farewell, farewell, my weekly friends, I cast my pen aside, 


Pray think upon your Lunatic as one who early died. 
A bitter wrath is in my heart, a blush upon my face, 
To think that men of intellect should sanction this disgrace. 


The blackest of our Byron's faults are purged and washed away 
When bunglers try who silliest can make him look in clay. 








Sham Sympathy. 

Tere is a fine bit of “lining’’ in a Manchester daily about a 
boiler explosion, which seems to have blown all the brains out of their 
ordinary resort in the head of the local reporter. Among a variety of 
information is that one man is so injured “ his death is despaired of.” 
We are rather surprised this remarkable effect should be obtained in 
Manchester, as it looks as though the wounded man must be suffering 
from what would best be described as a Brummagem injury. 





A Sight too Bad. 
Tr is stated that the windows of the War Office are caked with filth, 
and have not been cleaned for years. Yet if ever the people in the 


War Office ought to look out it is now. 


Worth Culling. 

Lorp Bgraconsristp has offered the living of Cullingworth to the 
Rev. Thomas Mellodey. The living is up toa pretty tune, and such 
a gentleman should have no difficulty in getting on harmoniously with 
his parishioners. _ 

From a Miner Theatre. 
A cerTain actor says that he knows something about these omeeree 
t 





sounds from the mouth of a pit that the mining people talk of. 
generally sounds like a hissing noise tu him. 





Ovr Guardsman says he did not go to Ascot willingly. He was 
‘* dragged” there. 
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“THE ONLY GENUINE” GOD OF WAR. 


VICTORY TO THE LONGEST PURSE. 


Se pee aes TP. — 2m Pere Rae t Earls aaa rS ti —————— : a ees 
z ne A 3 5, Te, « 3 é is dire al * ‘ 4 p= . we e - wg ee —_ 
Be Sea arene, 7: eetasene Rae Done wee ete y See ee Pon Se 
a ee pee Fs, te i a - 2 ae . oe ‘ aati / ae a ie oh. sa Saememanae : 
egies aie eee i ? ma ag 2 i a 2 Saati AO ea het 


= ae +5 Fee Regt ate " at Kak i Pia, lt a, " p * ae Pe wo a a 
f es wits i w - S 7” “ oe os * i ¢ ; a Y d an a we 
, a a ae ie) fh al sap = x 


ia nab. Sanaheinneienloniensnngscaiinaansscaidliinto-ccidtiiagin abel i = 4 ) ees lin ot eg aR a . - > P rs i oa . 
, Seiematatneed —_ fon» lileating sill idle 4 a < J yes * “a Sa: . L a ' alk oe... ee ce 


et. cael 











Jung 20 1877.) 


AFFAIRS IN THE EAST. 


A Suicut Conrvuston. 





A. anp B. both entertaim the highest opinions of each other's 
intellect. Each is longing to discuss the Eastern Question with so 
intelligent and clear-sighted a person asthe other one is; and they 
both feel sure of being able to argue the whole matter ont with much 
lucidity. The one obstacle to this is that while A. reads the Datly 
Diddler, which always has its particular spelling of the names of 
Eastern places and persons, B. takes in the Diurnal Dodderer, which 
always gives ‘ts particular spelling of the same. 

A. The Rassians don’t seem to be doing very much at Jdraila at 
present, do they? 

B. Jbraila? Oh, I wasn't aware they’d got there—where’s it? 
I see things have been somewhat quiet about Brahi/or lately. 

A. Ah, indeed? Can't say I’ve come across that place yet. (Slight 
check.) Moukhtar seems to be making a poor stand of it in Asia, eh? 

B. Doesit? I don't think I read any account of the Russians 
attacking that place, but I should think Mukta would never allow it 
to be taken 

A. But it isn’t a place; it’s a general— the general—— 

B. Well, but Mukta is the general 

A. Oh no—that must be a town! 

(A more painful check. They begin to feel that they are not running 
on the same line, somehow—that there is a something which clashes. 
Each one, too, begins to lose a little of his confidence in the other's. 
sound sense and knowledge ef his subject. However, they try again.) 

A. General Melikoff appears to have been pretty active in the direc- 
tion of Echhekzikh, doesn't he? 

B. (racking his brain and astonished at, his own ignorance.) Well, 
I'm ashamed to say I haven't read anything about either of ’em. 
Must have overlooked it. Have you seen the accounts of General 
Meliakow’s manceavres about Achaltsic 2 

A. Well—a—no—no. I'm afraid I haven't. 

(Another check more painful than the last. Hach one’s opinion of 
the other's knowledge and intelligence has gone down lamentably. 
They begin to look upon one another with suspicions about sanity.) 

B. (with a last effort.) Lergeukasoff gets on pretty well at Bayazid 
and A wakilissa. 

A. (getting mad.) Oh, I daresay, but the fact is—— 

(An instant’s fearful pause as each one forcibly restrains a homicidal 
impulse. 

B. (teh an uncontrollable burst.) The fact is—you don’t know any- 
thing about the subject. 

A. The fact is, yow don’t, and never did! 

B. You're an idiot ! 

A. Youre an ass! 

(The budding friendship is blighted. They part for ever.) 


No. H. 


A Turkish Generalissimo and one of his Officers discovered. 

The Generalissimo. Allah is great, Kismet. Goat once and defend 
Krashevoks from the enemy. 

The Oreicer. Mahomet is hie prophet. Live forever. I go. 

The Officer goes, but he is uncertain in his mind as to where the place 
is. Happening to encounter a Special Correspondent of an English 
paper, in a moment of regrettable weakness he determines to ask /:m 
about the matter. He does so. 

Tus Corresronpent. Arashevaks—Krash 2 Oh, ah, of course. 
You mean Krussyviaks. Anybody ll show you the way to it. 

The Offi:er isquires his way to it, and marches off his troops fifty 
miles, but can't fiad it. He encounters another Correspondent of an 
Englieh paper and asks Aim. 

CorgeseonDent No. 2. 
every body knows that place. 











Why, you mean Krisservicks. Oh, yes— 


EFUN. 
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The Officer inquires for that place, and marches fifty miles in 


another direction, but still can’t find the place, He encounters other 


Correspondents, 
Other Connesponpente (in one voice). Oh, you mean Crustvigs— 
Kressywage-—Khroservkhs. Anybody will tell——. 


At thaé moment the Officer receives information that the enemy has 
taken the place he was to defend. With much energy and despatch 
he collects all those Special Correspondents and exeoutes the lot. And 
a good job, too! 
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A MORAL VICTORY. 


SLow.y and sadly she turned away from the home of her happy 
wifehood. Her unconscious husband and children, ignorant of her 
flight, lay sleeping the sleep of innocence while she was severing their 
heartstrings at every step. The early birds of morning twittered on 
the eaves. The early sun gleamed upon the cool waters of the lake. 
‘The old well and the old bucket put on a sorrowful smile as she 


‘passed them by. The garden gate gave quite a little groam as she 


pushed it open for the Jast time. Then she flung back her bonnet 
from her flushed forehead and stepped out. Suddenly a lark whirred 
up from the poppied wheat-field and gave his matin song to azure 
above. She stopped, and a strange hungering look came into her 
eyes. “I will go back again,’ she murmured. A favourite dov 
hopped on her shoulder and said, “Coo.” ‘‘E must go back again,” 
she said. At the end of the lane, Tommy, the blind pony, ran up an 
rubbed his nose against hers. ‘I will go back again,’ she cried. She 
turned her fair young face once again towards her home. There was 
a look of determiaation in her eyes, and with bold brave steps she 
opened the wicket door and went up the gravel path. On the threshold 
of the door she halted. But the song of the lark burst out again, and 
nature triumphed. “I will go in again,” she whispered, “‘I know 
there's ano!her pound in his pocket, and he ain't awake yet.” 


OBVIOUS JOKES. 
Tue best aid to existence in hot weather is lemon aid. 
The best shot for stam fights is Aldershot. 
Veterinary surgeons are (cattle) plague goers, who patronize the 
stalls. 
The latest French bonnet is the Bonnet-Duverdier. 
the final t.) 


(Please sound 


‘* Painting the Lily.” 

Art a recent meeting ‘a special gold watch was presented to Capt. 
Markham for planting the British flag in the highest latitude.’ By 
which it would seem that when an expedition has for a time been given 
over to pinchbeck platitude and sounding brass, it ie at timea neces- 
sary to have quite a new metal to compromise the matter. The name 
of it in the present instance would seem to be “special” gold. It is 
only natural to expect it was also treble gilt. 


A Double Grant. 

Tue freedom of the City of London has been presented to the late 
President of the United States. It required two special grants before 
the ceremony could take place—one from the City of London, and one 
from America. 


Expressive. 
A GENTLEMAN named Harvey is said to be chief proprietor ef the 
latest addition to our list of morning papers. Fit name for one who 
would discover a more than doubtfal circulation ! 


The Marriage Market. 


Tus Lady Mayoress is to be married in Augusttoa Mr. Price. No 
further particulars as to price yet issued. 
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INSTITUTIONS PECULIARLY ENGLISH. 
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The Umbrella Charge. A crowd hurrying ¢o its train meets a crowd hurrying from its train. By the ingenuity of the Railway Company, there's only one gate 
for the two crowds. In the course of two hours or so, both crowds will have struggled through, much damaged. 
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Commons’ Preservation. Sketch of the prettiest corner of Barnes Common, 1877. 
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PARACELSUS PIMPERNEL. 


Paracetsus Pimprenet wasa morbid man. He thought in night- 
mares, and his imaginings were those of a vampire. KRevelling 
eternally in the ghostly and the awfal, his soul was yet as gentle as 
the maiden’s, and the tears of pitying sorrow were frequent visitors to 
his eyelids. He would stand at busy street crossings for hours 
together waiting te see some one run over; he would hang over the 
parapet of the Thames embankment near the steps from noon till 
nightfall waiting to see a child fall into the river; he would attend all 
the trapeze performances in the metropolis on the chance of seeing an 
acrobat slip and break his neck. Buatif any of these spectacles 
been vouchsafed to him he would have been ill fora month, It was 
the knowledge of the awful effect they would nave upon him which 
fascinated him. He would climb up monuments and high places, and, 
looking down, picture himself falling, fallen, and flat. Amd one day 
while he was looking over the candlestick construction on Fish-street- 
hill, he overbalanced himself and fell. He gave himself up for lost, 
and prepared to shriek, when suddenly he felt himself stopped. A 
projection half-way down had caugbt in his clothes, and he hung sus- 
pended ’twixt heaven and earth, Luckily, his head was the right 
way up. The sh. ck to his system and the general turning over and 
shaking up of the faculties had completely revolutionised hig mind. 
He ceased to be morbid, and beeame common sense and practical. 
When the keeper of the monument allowed his attention to be 
attracted, the following conversation occurred :— 

Paracetsus. Can you rescue me, and how? 

Keeper. In five minutes, with @ long net which we keep on the 
premises, | 

Paracetsus. I am in no danger P 

Kerrsr. Not the slightest. 

In a moment the morbidness of Paracelsus returned, and he insisted 
upon having his rescue put off while he enjoyed the horrors of his 
situation. heard the shouting of the people below andabove. He 
watched the women hiding their faces the strong men turning 
away, and a glow of morbid delight swept through his frame. To be 
absolutely out of danger and yet to inspire terror and pity was a joy 
he had never dreamed of. But just as his rapture commenced the 
keeper of the monument shouted to the crowd below, “ There ain't not 
the slightest danger. I can get him in a minute, only he don’t want 
me to.” The moment the a -headed thed heard there 
was no danger they turned away in disgust and alltheir pity vanished. 
They took no more notice of Paracelsus than if he'd been a tomtit on 
achurch spire At which he was so annoyed that he tried to shake 
his fist at them, and the exertion caused the projection to rip his coat 
up, and down he came with a crash. 

And the people who had gone away when they were told there was 
no danger, were so disgusted when they read the account in the even- 
ing papers that they went in a body tothe keeper of the monument 
and beat him. 


AT THE RESTAURANT. 
Country Customer. This is very nice cheese, waiter. Where does 
it come from? 
Waiter. It's Gruyere, sir. 
Country Customer. Grew yere. 
me, sir! Where's the manager? 


How dare you make jokes with 


Literary Announcement. 


Tue head-master of the City of London School has published a book 
entitled “ Bacon and Essex,” the publishing office of which should 
be, but is not, Eggseater Hall. This is to be supplemented shortly by 
‘‘ Hogs and Hampshire,” ‘ Pudding and Yorkshire,” ‘ Goodwin 
Sandwiches,” and others of a similar series from the like versatile and 


gifted pen. 


Ingratitude. 


A TELEGRAM from Tiflis states that all newspaper correspondents 
have been ordered to retire from the scene of war there. It is 
supposed that if allowed to remain the writers would teach the soldiers 
too much of the art and mystery of fighting—in both line and 
column. 


Astronomical. 


A GENTLEMAN Of the name of Belt has won the prize for the best 
design for a statue of Lord Byron. Is he the great Belt or the little 
Belt ? We never heard of him before. 


Bearing Malice. 
A conTemPporaRy says the Czarovich has the exterior of a bear. 
This is going a little too “fur,” and 1s bearly polite. 


“Rimeme tHE Cuaners.’’— Marrying a second time. 


FUN. 
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INTENSELY FUNNY! 


I want you fo listen to me a minute, 
I promise you all a treat, 

I'll tell you a stery with humour in it, 
A story that’s really neat, 

A comical story makes life seem sunny 
(Life's often too sad by half), 

So list to my tale, ’tis intensely fanny, 
And certain te make you laugh. 


One day last week, as I chanced to examine 
The traits of a neighbouring “ slum,” 

A quarter where misery, drink, and famine 
Fall often are seen to come,— 

A man and his wife were engaged in quarrel, 
And didn’t their neighbours chaff ? 

I'd own this behavicur was most immoral, 
But lor’! ’twould have made you laugh! 


I chanced to perceive on the next occasion 
Who cet th — uch persuasion, 
oa the ter m 
For fod for herself and child. 
And the officer fumed, and admonished the creatures 
Who'd annoyed the parochial staff, 
Yes, he bullied that woman with want-worn features. 
ow, doesn’t ¢iat make you laugh ? 


I frequently notice, with joy, the 
Respect that is paid to bit : _— 

A ar. considered @ grand tip-topper 

ith a biggish account at the Bank. 

Oar modern society’s all-a-flutter 
To worship the golden calf, 

While merit’s left shivering out in the gutter ; 
Now, doesn’t ‘iat make you laugh ? 

They tell me that nations abroad are fighting, 
The Russian against the Turk ; 

And the demons of war are now inciting 
Their victims to fearful work. 

The war-fiends are merry across the water, 
And blood is the drink they quaff, 

They’re revelling day after day in slaughter. 
Now, doesn’t that make you laugh? 


SUMMER SALAD. 


Tuere is a howl from Aldershot that the officers’ money is messed 
away. The officers who dine together there are always called 
‘* Messrs.” 

Lord de Mauley has given his friend Burnaby another big puff in 
the House, which is good for two more editions of the Ride-a-cock- 
horse to Khiva book, at least. Why don’t the legitimate advertising 
agents warn the author's friends to keep their Mauleys off ? 

There is a terrible scandal in the artistic world. Miss Thompson, 
the artist, has married A. Butler. 

You can buy Pianinos now. At first sight the word does look like 
the feminine for Pio Nino, but it isn’t. 

An officer has escaped from his own barracks, where he was a 
prisoner on parole. They say the deed has parolelised the service. 

The next edition of a famous pamphlet is to be dedicated to Mr. 
Collette for his services in raising its circulation from two per annum 
to half a million a month. 


A Political Tip. 

Prince Bismarck, being the other day asked what was his next 
step in connection with the war, after a moment's consideration 
replied, ““O do Russell!” But Odo will take such a lot of Odoing 
before he’s found to be quite Odone, that even Bismarck will find the 
generally keen scent of diplomacy this time somewhat Odoriferous. 
On the other hand, if his lordship is found to have much the best of 
the old diplomat, he will be considered so rare a bird that future 
historians will refer to him as Lord Dodo Russell. (N.B.—This being 
special and private information, supplied at a tremendous expense, it is 
requested that no journalist or private wire will use it without giving 
his authority in fall.) 


A-Boardsbip, 


Mx. Secretary Cross has informed the London School Board that 
the Lords of the Admiralty report that they have no ship available 
which they can lend to the Board to be used as an Industrial School- 
ship on the Thames. Very well, let the Board use one of its own 
echolarships, then. 
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A PLEASANT COMPANION. 
Bilious Party (on table, after festival on previous evening when everything and everybo ty were “ so jolly’’) :—‘* WANT A TOAST, DO YEK? SvurTHIn’ 
SEASONABLE, EH? THEN 'BRB’S WISHIN’ YOU AN’ MB WAS DEAD, AN’ | was IN ’EAvVEN, AND YOU WAS SOMEWHERE HELSE!” 











MORE WAR NEWS. | ‘‘Fiat Experimentum——.” 
Tux Russians have defeated the Turks. The Turks tried to shoot | Ms. Rusxry, in his Clavigeran but scarcely Forsible attempt to 
one of their men and the Russians pulled him behind a tree. prove that an increase of money is not an increase of prosperity, says 
‘The Turks have been driven back three miles. They were two in that ‘‘if every man had a thousand pounds put in his pocket no one 
number, and were driven back in the ambulance waggon. would be any the richer.” Then nobody can be any the poorer who 
‘The Czar has addressed a communication to the Queen of England. | puts the money there! Pray, good philanthropist, call at this office 
Its general purport was that the Duchess had taken one of her | right speedily, and you shall make the attempt as often as you like. 
Majesty’s handkerchiefs by mistake, but would take great care of it. | We will promise to give every opportunity for the test to work, and 
A Prussian officer of high rank has been shot in Paris. He offered | Mr. Ruskin cannot complain if, in return for coin of the realm, we offer 
the market odds in thousands against Christophe for the Grand Prix, | to his vagary so efficient a “ coign of vantage.” 
and was shot directly. 
There has been considerable firing in the Emperor's quarters. The | A Lampoon, 
cold weather has rendered it necessary. | Tue fashionable weapon of assault among the lower ladies and 
- | gentlemen at the present moment seems to be a lighted paraffin lamp. 


Atmospheric Pressure. | Our editor's private French Ambassador says this is caused parraffine- 


, ment de cruauteé. 
A WEEKLY contemporary tells its readers that a ‘“‘ boy named Lewis, | 
fifteen years of age, drowned himself in the Air, at Leeds, on Chef Sauce. 
Monday.’ We have both heard of and experienced a ‘‘ Scotch mist,”’ Tue late chef of the Carlton Club has recovered £25 damages from 
which for humidity is only beaten by an equally Scotch Sabbath ; but | Vanity Fair. He is now making out his Bill of (Vanity) Fare with 
_ monet a dry fact, is perfectly unprecedented for dampness. | great ability. 
at it Air. 














Way is the position of town-crier like the capital of Servia ? —Be- 
cause it’s a Bell grade. 


| 


Psor.E who ought never to be found out.—“ Celebrities at Home.” 
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SOUR GRAPES. 


Nor mine to strugglo in the race 
For fickle fortune or for fame, 
Content I keep my lowly place 
And play my quiet, humble game. 
I envy not the rich and great, 
The proud and pompous carriage folk, 
I know too well my lowly rate ey 4 il 
And don’t complain of Labour’s yoke. [ee i 


Yet often in my life’s dull round’ 
I think, how pleasant his degree 
Who hears of praise the trumpet sound 
Wherever he may chance to be. 
To have his name on ev'ry tongue, 
His manners and his smallest ways, 
His deeds and doings, daily sung, 
Must be a hero’s greatest praise. 


To have one’s coffers overflow, 
A bank account bevond a price, 
A splendid house in Fashion’s row, 
Must be accounted very nice. 
To hold a country park and scat, 
To be the lord of miles around— 
With rapture how my heart would beat 
Were I in such condition found. 


To soldier and to p-et too, ————— 
To novelist and man of State S=_SSS- 
How roseate is ev'ry view 
When Fame is found to follow Fate. 
How glorious must be his mind 
Who knows he’s not of common clay. 
But stay ! perchance e’en he may find 
Some griefs unknown my lowly way. 


Perchance the rich, the great, the grand, 
May have their cares and griefs as well 
As those, the humblest in the land, 
With whom it is my lot to dwell. . SS — ess ena 
Our “ gilded youth,” though finely drest, : Se —S 





y 





May not for aye have lives serene; 
And go I'll still contented rest, DANGEROUS RIVALS. 
Nor wistful think ‘‘ what might have been.” Scene: Not a hundred miles from Hampstead. 
Z. 00-1: —“ WHat ARB THESE HeRE Basui-Bazooks THBY’RE WRITING 
Seasonable, OF IN THE NOOSPAPERS, Tom?” 
THERE was acurious dearth prevalent in the me- | Tom :—“ Wuy, aA KIND oF Malisher, soMRTHING LIKE THE LOT WE RUN IN 
tropolis last Sunday. Everybody was out of doors. | Last SaTuRDay.”’ 
FOREIGN RUMOURS. | LOVE AND . 


Love and I were friends of old ;— 


France is henceforward to be an unlimited Arch-Presidentric, | 
I was then a true believer 


governed by MacMahon and a bishop. The office will be called the | 


Marshal See. 

Bismarck has written to Moltke to ray that the French are too in Be eae eer Sete a 
lazy now to care much about politics. The little excitement at present | E es tie to a a i 
in only 0 Posmadio wer. a | Of the bond that grew between us ;— 

The French Navy is only in its infancy. Many of the vessels are | y enn tank & Gee at ae 
still at Brest. | ! , , 

The Czar says he doesn't want the large towns to subscribe any of Love could call his mother \ enus. 
the new Russian loan. It being only a Russ-tick affair he appeals Years and years have gathered fast— 
solely to ‘ the country.” | Life has lost her summer glory ; 

The Sultan of Turkey calls Mr. Gladstone his Fish Torpedo, be- | Each deception of the past 


cause he blows him up; his best Monitor, Lord Derby. 
The Pope has been presented with a mitre studded with gems, and 
a purse of 100,000 francs. Replying to the Canadian pilgrims, who 


Seems a nigh-forgotten story. 
Still, in dreams of what is o’er, 
Mem'ry takes a retribution— 


presented it, he said that however much he might regret the past and | Though the partnership of yore 
fear the future, he was quite contented with the present. Long has been in dissolution. 
Victor Emmanual is so pleased with his last public reception that, | sacaahiaieminhdiaatiaainimiameamemaees 
in honour of himself, he is going to make ’em annual. | 
‘Arry! 
i ; ; Se ae Tuere is advertised ‘for the races and seaside”’ the “ Half-guinea 
An ‘‘ Americenised Iastitation. _Gentleman’s Umbrella.”’ ‘“Ah,’’ said our own exclusive, ‘‘and hang 


A youne man, evidently ambitious, advertises for a situation as ‘‘an | it! what a lot of half-guinea gentlemen you do see swelling it about 
Improver to Journalism or Literary Pursuits.'’ If he succeeds in his now-a-days in both places.” 
design, he will be a benefactor to one at least of the ‘ undefined pro- ceaiiadaibiainssibiiaiis 
fessions.’’ The best way that we can see to improve journalism just — Ape parently, 
now would be to improve keyholing off the face cf the earth,and the yr. purwin promises shortly ‘A Biographical Sketch of an Infant.’ 


best literary pursuit would be the pursuit with intent to duck any | ae P a ° 
hack who came hanging around on the “interviewing” humbug. | Of course, he will prove that the child was “a regular little monkey 


—_—— 





| Obvious. 


Kern Encocntrrs.—Those for the bicycle championship. Wuere to Cross in Bishopsgate.—At Cross’dby ’All, of course. 
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A PROVERB. 


I'm not a superstitious man 
With any blind belief in fate, 
But through my veins a shiver ran 
At something which I read of late. 
I glanced a book of provorbs through, 
To pass some moments spent alone, 
And there the saying met my view, 
That ‘‘ Soon or late all things are known.”’ 


I laid the book aside and thought 
About the secrets of my life, 
A wild career, with failings fraught, 
And long-repented errors rife. 
What mattered that above the heap 
The lapse of years a mound had thrown, 
The axe of Fate goes straight and deep, 
And “ Soon or late all things are known.” 


Nay, gentle reader, do not start 
And picture me a man of crime, 
Bacause I'm faint and sad at heart, 
To think of what may come in time. 
Let him be first to raise his hand, 
And cast at me the cruel stone, 
Who feels he can uaflinching stand 
Where “Soon or late all things are known.”’ 





THOMAS TUG AT HENLEY. 


A Reoatra Reminiscence. 


Tuomss ‘I've, though no descendant of the famous waterman of that 
ilk (if it be an ilk to be called Tug), was a hero ar inch of him. 
His soul was large, and so was his imagination, and if his body was 
small he had the satisfaction of knowing that the greatest men this 
world has yet known were notoriously on his side, and opposed to 
those whose only boast is their physicalsupremacy. Yes, Thomas Tug 
was short—he was exactly five feet and half an inch in his bluchers— 
but his sympathies soared, and at times Thomas Tug was quite ten 
feet high, until pegged down again by things and men at once of the 
world and worldly. 

Thomas Tug was a clerk in the City, and handy man as well. His 
income was not large, but he managed to eke it out and cut a dash on 
high days and holidays. Tom's weakness was fine clothes, and, as he 
said at times when communicative, he had a taste in dress not to be 
beaten by the best of ‘em. I think so, too, the only fault, if any, 
being that he had just a trifle too much taste, which led him at times 
to somewhat overdo his dress. For though I like as well as anyone to 
see a man smart, I think a bright green tie and a buff “ mat”’ shirt, a 
blue coat, and a green plaid vest and inexpressibles to match, though 
all very nice so far, hardly suited toa black wideawake with a white 
‘‘puggery”’ and streamers a yard long. Patent leather shoes, at 
three-and-six, with red laces and zebra socks, were not too much—in 
fact, I liked the whole of his get-up immensely if it had not been 
for the ‘ puggery,” which seemed to me to spoil the effect of what 
was in reality a handsome show for a regatta. 

Yes, ‘Thomas Tug had made up his mind to go to Henley. Long 
had he read of the glories of that famous gathering; and at last had 
determined to be one in the show. Not that Thomas Tug knew any- 
thing of rowing. He knew absolutely nothing and cared less for any 
branch of sport, but he was well aware that lovely ladies and gay 
cavaliers mustered in strong force at Henley, and that if ever there 
was a chance of mingling in the galaxy of fashion, rubbing shoulders 
with lords and dukes, and, maybe, bewitching some fair dame or rich 
heiress with his charms of person and taste in costume, it was at the 
great water party of the year, the fashionable reunion whereat sporting 
was for once shorn of all vulgarity and graced by the countenance of 
the fairest and most lovely in the land. 

Clad as I have described, Thomas Tug took a third return and some 
bread-and-meat in a handkerchief, and set out to woo Fortune by the 
side of the sylvan stream. With permission to be absent from the 
City for two whole days, and a pound all but the price of his fare, 
Thomas felt that his opportunity had at last arrived, and determined 
to make every exertion which should be likely to enable him to absent 
himeelf for ever from the hated City, and set up as a swell for the rest 
of his life, with four equare meals a day and brandy-and-soda always 
on draught and ready at a moment’s notice. 

The bustle and commotion of the first day’s rowing somewhat sur- 
prised and astonished our hero, and, as he said, there was much more 
sense sitting in your own carriage on the bridge or gazing from the 
stand than racing and yelling along the meadows like a pack of idiots. 
He was annoyed at the small notice taken of his swell get-up, 
and being hustled rather rudely during the turmoil consequent upon 
a close finish, he went on the bridge, and there, seated in a corner 
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FUN. 
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which nobody cared for as it looked on the wrong side of the stream, 
gave himsclf up to meditation not altogether of the sweetest. 

“ These coves,” thought he, ** with more coin than they know what 
to do with, come down here and slave at rowing. How different I'd 
be if I’d only got a chance. No more hard work for me, but plenty 
to eat and drink, and a turn now and then at Hampton Court Soa 
or Hampstead Heath in a nice open shay with tea at the Welsh Harp 
or under the trees in Bushey Park, and long pipes and shandygaff to 
follow in the hot weather. Andthen,in the winter——. But there, 
them as knows what life is never gets a chance, while coves like these 
slave their souls out and pretend that they’re enjoying themselves.” 

Just as he looked up he caught sight of a most beautiful face gazing 
at him from one of the carriages. There was a look in it of interest— 
of tender interest, as Tug thought—and a mist swam before his eyes 
as it flashed across him that now was his chance. Oould it be that at 
last a lady of rank and title had fallen in love with bim. His heart 
fluttered as he turned his head away in assumed carelessness, whilst 
he thrust out his shoe to show his zebra socks, and lifted his puggery 
so that the full expanse of his manly brow should be observable. 
When he looked round again the lady was still looking his way, but 
before he could make up his mind when to do there was a rush and 
commotion ; the last race for the day was over, and he was swept from 
his place by a surging crowd. When he struggled back the carriage 
in which she had sat was gone, but as he entered the town to look for 
a night’s lodging, he saw her for a moment as, whirled past by four 
horses, she seemed the gayest of a most gay and brilliant party. 
Tug’s heart gave one great throb, and the bread and meat he had 
expected to enjoy so much tasted like Dead Sea fruit in his mouth as 
he thought of the swells who doubtless were at the moment 
endeavouring to divert from their proper channel (him, T. T.) the 
thoughts of his lady love. 

Thomas Tug had little sleep that night. Not so much because he 
was thinking of the fair stranger as because of nocturnal visitors. 
His means had not allowed him to put up at a grand estabiishment, so 
he stayed at a place where an invitation to “ single men and travellers ” 
was exhibited in the window. But the longest night comes to an end, 
and the hungriest Norfolk Howard has its fill at last, and betimes 
Tug was up and partaking of his frugal breakfast preparatory to 
seeking out his charmer of the bridge, once more determined to know 
his fate whatever the result might be. 

So excited was Tug that he was on the bridge an hour or more 
before the racing was to commence, but he hadn't to wait long. The 
very first carriage that took up its position was that which contained 
Thomas Tug’s charmer, and Tug could not help regarding this as a 
favourable omen. He was not in such form as on the day before, as 
his collar was crumpled and the curl was out of his hair, while some 
itinerants had, during the night, put his puggery up the chimney ; but 
he felt strong in his love, and seating himself in the corner, again 
struck another graceful attitude, and awaited his opportunity. Often 
he saw her gaze round on him as though she would say, ‘‘ Ah, how I 
long to be there with thee, Thomas Tug, away from this butterfly and 
frivolous crowd. Thomas Tug, I love thee. Wait but a while, 
Thomas Tug, and I will avow my passion.” And all he had read in 
penny weekly numbers flashed across his mind, and rowing was less to 
him than ever. 

Yes, he would speak to her; she was alone now, her companions 
having strolled away on the lawn. Summoning all his courage, he ap- 
proached the spot where she, half reclining, sat, and in another moment 
would have thrown himself on his knees before her. But a strong 
hand grasped his collar just as he reached the carriage, and as a set of 
the roughest knuckles completely choked him, the harshest voice he 
had ever heard grated forth :— 

‘‘ Har, young man, yer thought hi didn't see yer, Hi've been 
watching yer all along. Wy, m’ lady, ’is ’and was on the wery 
luncheon ’amper. Hi knew ’is little game, and never took my heyes 
horf ‘im.” 

A crowd at once came round, and, hustled, bonnetted, and breathless, 
Thomas Tug was soon in charge of the police. Thefts of valuable 
hampers had been s0 frequent, it was, as the magistrate said, impossible 
t> regard the charge as a light one. The Countess of Cobblerswax 
herself gave evidence of his undoubtedly guilty intentions and his——. 
But why prolong so sadastory! Listen to the end “7. 

Six months’ imprisonment with hard labour! And Thomas Tug is 
now the reddest of red Republicans, and lives but in the hopes of 
revenge and the prospect of some day a Revolution. 


— 


FOURTOUITOUS. 
To make Four-two, and give his friends a chance, 
De Broglie played some wicked tricks on France. 
Now with his clique a fresh plot he’s revolving— 
How they can keep together by Dissolving. 


Wuat evening newspaper does a sick friend remind you of f—The 
Pal Mal. 
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‘‘FINICKING;"” OR, THE RESULTS OF PROGRESS. 


A Romance. 
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CHAPTER I.—Time: Some centuries ago. A Knicur and his Lapy 
setting out on a journey before sunrise. 


The Knicut (cheerfully), A right pleasant little journey, Lady; buta 
short day— or two—in the saddle and it is accomplished. And with 
so good a road beneath us, ’twill be but a pastime tor us! 

The Lapy. The road is indeed fairer than usual—a right easy road. 

(The road is, in truth, a more than usually excellent one; at times 
the track is distinctly visible with the naked eye; the good Knight's 
battle-axe is not needed oftener than once in fifty yards to cut a way 
through obstacles; there are not many precipices in the path; and the 
mud is at times less than three feet in depth. Here and there may 
occur & morass, now and then a torrent to wade through; but the road 
is a more than usually excellent one. They journey on pleasantly for 
a few hours, ) 

The Knicur. It grows stormy, Lady. See, a passing shower. 

The Lapy, A pleasant change—an incident of travel. 

(It merely rains cats-and-dogs and drenches them to the skin in four 
minutes. ‘li hey are now ravenously hungry.) 

The Lapy. See, my Knight, here is a rain-scaked pasty. Let us 
partake. What matters the dampness cf it? 

The Knicut. Pshaw! A most trifling casualty! 

(They partake of the soaked pasty with much content, and resume 
their journey until night-fall. They expect mcmentarily to arrive at 
their journey’s end. But they are somewhat deceived, for they 
encounter a swine-herd, who tells them that their destination is yet 
some half-day’s journey away, They remark, “ An annoying trifle,” 
and jog on cheerily. Anon they encounter some dozen robbers, but, 
with the k:s of a finger or two and an ear, the gallant Knight conquers 
them.) 

The Knxicht. An undesirable adventure, but of no import! 

The Lany. <A mere bagatelle, in sooth. 

(Then they jog on cheerily again until early morn, and arrive af an 
hostel.) 

The Knicur. What ho, within! What have we by way of repast? 

The Hosr. A manchet of bread and a cup of wine, Sir Knight. 

The Lany. An excellent repast. The wine, too, has but little grit 
in it. 

The Kaicur. 
floor are almost sweet. 
wont. 

Botu (retrospectively). 
aught of peril or disaster! 

(They sink peacefully to sleep on two boards ) 

CHAPTER II.—<A few centuries later. Say in the year eighteen hundred 
and—well, say seventy-seven. Two descendants of the KniGuT set out 
for an afternoon stroll. They provide themselves with umbrellas, pocket. 
waterproofs, and so on. 

A. B., what'sto be done? There are puddles in the pavement, 
How dreadfully the pavements are laid here. It is too much to bear! 


A most refreshing banquet. The rushes, too, on the 
There are fewer bones among them than is the 


A most pleasant journey, and devoid of 





| for pedestrians! 


| in the Park and my horse has put his foot in a hole! 


SS 
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B. Itisindecd! Look! See! Observe this shop-awning! It is 
scarcely high enough for me to pass beneath, it touches my hat. The 
streets are positively uneafe to walkin! I will write at once to the 
papers about this. 

(He steps into a shop and writes long, hopeless, appealing letters to 
the papers, which subsequently take up the subject as a national 
calamity. A.and B. continue their stroll.) 

A, The streets are not safe! ‘here is actually a tram-car with a 
bell to it. One can nct bear it! 

ie steps into a shop and writes to the papers about tram-cars 
with bells, and the papers subsequently take up that subjectas they 
did the other, A. and B, proceed.) 

3. Oh, A., pity me! ‘There is actually somebody 3-gging in tho 
public highway! (He steps into a shop and writes to the Charity 
Organisation Society, and to the Chief Commissioner of Police, and to 
the papers, which take up this subject too.) The peril is too much 
Let ns bire hacks and ride. (They hire hacks and 
go for a trot—say, in Richmond Park.) 

A. Oh, B, B., this is fearful! The rabbits have been burrowing 
I will never go 
ont again, the peril is far, far too terrible. I will introduce this 
awful subject in the House of Commons. 

(He subsequently does so, and the Legislature takes the matter up 
as a great calamity, A.and B. leave their horses and proceed to t!e 
nearest railway station to return home.) 

B. We shall actually have to wait ten minutes foratrain! Woe 
have only ten miles to go, and it will positively take us twenty 
minutes to do it. Oh, it’s too much—it is the last straw! (Writes to 
the papers about it! and then A. and B. return to their homes, lock 
themselves up, and never stir out again; the dangers and difliculties 
of the road being too great to bear.) 


CHAPTER III.—Some centuries hence—But no! Goodness knows 
what depth of ‘ finicking ’’ we shall have come to then ! 





FOR THE HOT WEATHER. 
A man’s two knees are legal outrages when they are fellow kree:. 
Canal water is not sweeter than scent, but its Eau de Coalowner. 
Two servants struggling for the keyhole are pries fighting, but a 
ring would frighten them. 
The daily papers have invented highway robberies for foot- 
padding. 


———— 


‘¢ Catchemalive!”’ 

RecentLy we remarked on a peculiar epitaph in Bexley churchyard, 
which made a man buried before he was born. But according toa 
report of the Bexley Heath vestry meeting there are still worse doings 
to record. ‘‘The burial ground,” said a speaker, “‘ was in a dis- 
graceful condition. They had to dig up the bones of the dead to 
make room for those of the living. (Sensation.)’ Sensation, for- 
sooth! And cause for it when they bury people alive in this way. 
The Bexley Board must be indeed Heathens. 


Feted. 
“Ah,” said Charley Bates when he was “ lagged” at the General 


Grant Crystal Palace Celebration, “it was a special féte as brought 
him, coat suppose it was a special fate as brought me—hang it all.” 
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254 FUN. 


THE ART OF RESTORING. 





The Original Designer \some few hundred years ago): —"" "| neie—that’s my 
idea of the thing—something quite plain and simple.’’ (He passes 
away, together with the few hundred years. } 


(June 27, 





The Modern Architect :—‘* Grand Ruin, isn’t it? Not enough to 
restore from? Bless you! I’ve restored a whole Cathedral 
from a chip of payement.’’ 
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** There, now — that’s atout the thing the Original D signer evidectiy intended —semething fl rid and comp icate] 





* All you have to do, you know, is to get yourself thoroughly imbued 
with the spirit of the Original Designer.’’ 
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things these moderns do design to befsure. 








Spirit of the Original Designer, taking a look roundj:—‘‘ Well, what strange 


Quite original though:’’ 
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POEMS ON PRO'S. 


—-—-  - 


'THE LEADING HEAVY MAN, 


My name’s McRanter, I'm a well-known play err— 
My woes and sorrows I'll to you confide ; 

I formerly appeared when times were gayerr, 
With much succass upon the Surrey side. 

Ere realistic rubbish rent asunderr 
The old traditions (which were great indeed), 

I used to figure in the blood and thunderr— 
My line of businass was the Heavy Lead. 


Time was when audiences would applaud me, 
When I was idolised by ‘‘ gods” and pit, 

And then the Prass would frequently belaud me,— 
My “ Michael Erle’’ was an astounding “ hit.’ 

1’d roll my R's with such a stagey rumble 
Accorrding to the wondrous Kemble creed, 

And chop my speeches into bits, and mumble,— 
Like most exponents of the Heavy Lead. 


1'd knit my eyebrows, and I’d clutch my daggerr, 
With horror all my hearers I’d benumb; 

And lo! in combats I would pant and staggerr, 
And shout “ No matter-er, the time wi// come!” 

I'd roll my eyes and fiendishly I’d chuckle, 
And gloat o’er ev'ry diabolic deed. 

They all admired my russet-boots and buckle, 
Whene’er I strutted in the Heavy Lead, 


Ay, frande, before the drama’s dissolution 
I now and then performed in Shakespeare's plays ; 
I did the ghost with splendid elocution,— 
I ran Macready close, and gained his praise. 
But now-a-days no managers will try me 
In spite of all my poverty and need, 
And if one should, the audiences “ guy ”’ me, 
And laugh at all my points in Heavy Lead. 


So now, alas, the palmy days are vanished ! 
The drrama is a mass of the grotasque ; 
And Melodrama from the boards is banished 
For Comedy, and frequently Burlasque. 
E’en Opéra Bouffe with lots o’ brilliant drasses 
Is now the kyind of fare the groundlings heed, 
And sterling actors must endure distrasses, 
Especially playerrs of the Heavy Lead! 


Farewell, a long farewell, to reputation ! 
Farewell to ycu, ye Bowerrs and ye Vicz. ! 
I'm like Othello, minus occupation— 
Adieu, ye broadsword-combats a /a Hicks ! 
But now ere I prepare to make my exit, 
For all your sympathies I strongly plead ; 
My life has had much sorrow to perplex it 
Since fashion has discyarded Heavy Lead. 


—. 


‘‘ Whisky Joy.” 

Tue Lurgan Weekly News is evidently fond of a j.ke, and perpe- 
trates one at the expense of the local teetotallers which is too good to 
remain unrepeated. A paragraph containing a report of a Temperance 
lodge meeting, concludes with the news that “ after the inebriation of 
a new candidate the lodge was closed, and the brethren separated, 
believing that they had not spent an hour in vain.” Perhaps though, 
after all, the information is correct, and in Ireland it is considered 
strict temperance where only one member in a lodge gets inebriated ! 
Our own Irishman informs us that in his day it was considered an 
extremely temperate lodge where one man remained sober. But as he 
also avers that a truco Irishman can get drunk on water we don’t 


believe him. 


Je ne le Croix pas. 


Tug Turkish Government has officially declared that the Red Cross 
will be ‘religiously respected by the Ottoman armies under all circum. 
stances.’ Now, Mr, Cesar, as the Turks have a religious respect for 
the Cross, they are your co-religionists, and Holy War is a misnomer. 


Struck Ile. 


An advertising purveyor of cod liver oil says that the purity of his 
speciality is an important fact. We should ba inclined to call ita 
‘‘ pure ile’”’ matter. 








A Nom pg Prume.—That of the founder of Pennsylvania. 








ARGUMENTUM AD HOMINEM. 


Ir has been stated that Mr. Leighton’s group ‘‘ admits of many 
App.ications.”’ Possibly these may be some of them. 


—-— — 





—- 


A DRAMA, 
Scenz. The Admiralty. Mr. Warp Hunt and an Inventor in 
conference. 
Inventor. Yes, my lord, I wish to bring to your attention a small 


torpedo invented by myself, which the moment it comes in contact 
with a positive obstuction explodes and blows it into pieces. 

Warp Hunt /vervously). You have it in your pocket ? 

Inventor. Yes, and if you will allow me I will throw it against 
something in the room, and you shall gee its effect. 

Warp Hunt. No—another time—I’m engaged—I've an appoint- 
ment. 

Inventor. I trust, at least, you will compensate me for my 
trouble in coming here ; I’ve come a thousand miles. 

Warp Hunt. Another time—another time. 

Inventor. Excuse me, but if you will not see my invention now 
I cannot come again. I have an aged mother who is seriously unwell. 

Warp Hunt. Call again to-morrow. 


Inventor. No; give me your cheque for a couple of hundred now 

Warp Hunt. Absurd! 

Inventor. Then I must show you the cffects of my torpedo at 
once (puts hand in pocket). I will throw it against the leg of your 
chair. 

Warp Hunt. For heaven’s sake, don’t. Here is the cheque. 

Inventor. No, give me cash—-you might stop it at the bank. 


Warp Hunt. Here is my watch, my diamond pin and studs, and 
all the gold and notes I have; take them and go 

Inventor. My lord, I thank you. (Goes, Wasp Hunt rings dell 
and requests preszice of Hap CLERK.) 

Waup Hunt. Mr. Head Clerk, the Government gives you an 
extra thousand a year to interview all inventors of torpedoes. Hence- 
forth I shall only consider their inventions in writing. . 

Hrap Crerk. My generous lord, a thousand thanks (Fzit.) 

Wanp Hunt. Hang these torpedoes. They'll be the death of me 
one way or other I know. (oes jome and has gout.) 


-——~— + ee 


Too Warm. 

In consequence of the excessive heat of the weather young Jones, 
who went to Scarborough with four ten-pound notes, found that the lot 
were melted before he’d been there a fortnight. 


Item, 
Hezz is an item of news: ‘ 10,000 sovereigns were sent to America 
yesterday.’’ What an insult to a Republic. 
Thorough. 


Ova Mr. Jenkins is so thorough in all he does. 
eat asparagus ‘‘to the bitter end.’ 


a a 


He has vowed to 


A Lavie»’ Birt —Jacob Bright's. 
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ENVY |! 


First Fisherman :—“ Wot was THE LADY BAYIN’ TO YER, Bitty P” 
Second F. :—“* Wants TO PAINT MY PICTER. NEVER KNOWRBD I WAS SO ’ANDSOME AFORE!”’ 
First F.:—‘‘ Tuovont I’p segn ’BR soMBWHERES! Treat’s Mapam Toosoo! Wants YER IN WAX FOR THB CHAMBER 0’ ’ORRORS 


#7) 








| And now Mr. Editor, sir, if you please, this task on my leisure 


encroaches, 
garcon’s demanding the ink, s’i? vous plait, and the moment of 


dinner approaches. 


A LETTER FROM PARIS. | 
Loox here, Mr. Editor, sir, if you please, I am over in Paris, you | The 


know it; 

And yet you expect me to work at the mill; oh come, Mr. Editor, | wa Re hope that you'll double my salary soon, I conclude, and I call 
stow it; a cocher 

I wish you were sipping your sirop with me at a café with awnings | To drive me at once to the Passage Jouffroy and the cheap little diner 
above it, de Rocher. 





The Oats de Bade is the one where I sit, and the syrup’s grosei/le—how | 
ove it! 

Of course, if I must do my work, why I must, so I'll give you the 
nouvelles de ** Parry’’— | 

Gambetta and Thiers are the idols of France, and the Marshal's en 
route for old Harry. 

It’s Diaweg away till the pavements are hot and the asphalte is all of 
a bubble, 

And the Dédsats maintains that the President's coup will bring us a_ 
terrible trouble. 

Yet here let me pause for a moment to ask why the beautiful tourist 


‘‘Knowledge is Power.” 

A canter of Greenock has succeeded in an interes\ing experiment. 
He kicked a young woman ‘till her mouth was made an inch wider 
on each side than it was naturally.” The question to us is, how wide 
is & woman’s mouth naturally? We'll bet no one cf our acquaintance 
can tell until the woman cares to let him know. 





‘‘’Tig Sixty Years Since,” 


Last week a monument to some Waterloo heroes was unveiled at 
Nottingham. We are in ignorance as to whether any special motto 


of London, ; 
To make himself look like an idiot here leaves nothing that’s possible adorns the work; if not, we should suggest the time-honoured one of 
undone; ‘‘ Better late than never,” or even more to the point, “‘ Notts so 


forgotten.” 


Flowery Language. 
A cusHING journalist says that MacMahon is picking the Lily of 
France to pieces. We fancy the state of affairs is in a pickle a little 
| hotter than Pick-a-lily. 





To walk about Paris in bright-colcured clothes and a lot of white rag 
round your topper 

Is a thing which degrades us in foreigners’ eyes, and the custom is 
highly improper. | 

Yet people who call themselves swells dress like this for the stalls of 
the principal houses, 

‘Mid the scorn of the black-coated people below and the chaff of the 
gallery ‘' blouses.”’ 

A crowd at the kiorques are seizing the sheets before they are sorted | 
and folded, LO 

To read how Gambetta arose in his wrath and the Government fie: | 

perly scolded. | 





A Conundrum. 
Whuar's the difference between Mr. Gladstone and the Conservative 


arty P—The Eastern Question. Ha! 














cy Arratr.—A “ Belle’s Life in London”’ during the Season. 
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Bledel : 


oY \pHE war was still going on, but a few slight diversions had taken place since last the high and mighty Emperor of Fun, Kaiser of 
“0: — Kindliness and Sultan of Smiles, had chosen to interfere on behalf of both sides, and show what may be done by mediation if only it 
come at the right moment, and be done in the right way. 

The guns on both sides had turned rusty and gone off, and owing to the continuous reign of terror the soldiers of either army 
had the greatest possible difliculty in keeping their powder dry. Their bodies, or at all events the outsides of them, were dust, their 
good swords were rust, and many of the warriors would have wished themselves with the rest of the famous triplet had it not been that 
in the first place they were unaware of it, and in the second ‘‘ Trust” had been dead for some time. He was in fact very, very 
dead, having been cruelly murdered by the belligerents on both sides, as any eminent financier of the reader's acquaintance will at once 
inform him. 

But for all this every soldier, no matter whether Turk or Russian, made up his mind to keep on fighting till he died; while one present 
even went so far as to go still farther, and say that ‘he would take twice as much killing as usual, especially with lemon and sugar, and the 
complimentsh o’ zhe sheashon.” 

. ‘Who was this mighty warrior? Who, indeed? Who but our own special reporter and correspondent, who, with a gun on one shoulder, 
a sword on the other, a breastplate on his noble back, a note-book in one hand, and a revolving pencil between his fingers, fire in his eye ar | 
whisky in his flask, shouted, ‘‘ Come one, come all! But I am here; and I will do my duty, and tell the truth, let the fictionists who sniff i « 
battle afar off, and stay there, say what they will of the carnage.” 


We will draw a veil over what followed, if only out of deference to the innate modesty of the Conductor of this Journal, who cannot 
bear any of his contributors to be too highly spiced, or praised—except with hampers, &c. 
* * * * e 





Meanwhile matters at home had taken a turn. The world had gone walking mad, and everybody was pedestrianising. Gale had walked 
a thousand somethings in a thousand somethings else and a pedestrian costume; Walker’s Dictionary and Walking Game's Tutor were the 
only books allowed at school; Walker! was particularly the password of the police force; and a Grand International Walking Tournament 
was proposed and accepted among the Grand National Newspaper Press, the winner to have three wishes granted him by the King of the 
Fairies and the Earl of Beaconsfield, no matter what those wishes might be. 


Besides the newspapers there were several potentates who joinedin. ‘ One, two, three,—go!’’ said the starter, and immediately Fun 
went ahead, was never approached, and reached the goal, as everybody knew he would, hands down and in the commonest of canters; the 
oldest inhabitant and the next greatest authority—the man who holds ‘‘ Benson’s chronograph ” everywhere and at all times—saying Fun’s 
was the fastest pace and the best time on record. 

And Fun’s three wishes, dear reader—cannot you see what they were? Why, of course, that there should be no more war or bloodshed ; 
that those who were trying to drag England into dreadful trouble, and plunge her families into endless mourning, should be punished as they 
conerees ane oe this was the wish !—that all the world would avail themselves of that glorious benefaction now offered to them in 
right goodwill— 


Dhe Dwenty-sixth Bolume of the Second Series of Sun. 
















Ar Our Restaurant, 95 
Awful Barbarities, 193 
Autumn, 145 

Angel Boy (The), 229 
Asinine Apellation (An), 246 
Another Atrocity, 265 


Baw« Holiday: or, Real Enjoyment, 67 
Book Piend (The), 94 

Bricks and Mortar, 139 

Bit of Blue Sky (A), 187 

Barbarians! 189 

Brave Prince (A), 200 


Comic End (A), 26 

Colorado Beetle (The), 56 

Chit-Chat, 65 

Charm of the Place (The), 136 

Common Enemy! (The), 167 

Couple of Dreams { 4), 208 

Capture of Kars (The), 226 

Courts (The), 228 

Convict’s Return (The), 239 

Conversations for the Times, 195. 109, 
118, 137, 157, 173, 193, 199, 209, 227 

Christmas Recipe (A), 247 

Christmas Leaves, 250, 266 

Christmas Revival (A), 256 

Cases of Real Distress, 26) 

Conquest of Ladia (The), 265 


Drama of the Day (A), 17 

Dreamer (A), 35 

Double Scene (A), 89 

Desirable Acquaintance (A), 103 
Drama of the Day (A), 115 

Dots by the Way, 116, 169, 2°9, 260 
Differing Doctors (The), 173 
Dream of the Ninth (A), 158 

Diary of a Comic Writer (The), 198 
Drama of the Day (A), 225 


Eno ianp's Upvarnished Heroes, 32, 36 

Englishman (The). 143 

Extracts from the Diary of a Respectable 
Member of Society, 168 


Fat Times, 7 
Fitzcopper (Mr.) at Home, 75 
Fund of Compasrion (A), 99 


Goscuen (Mr.), M.P., 15 

Garden Song (A), 44 

Hex, There, and Everywhere, 21, 93, 
187, 197, 248 

Home Rule! 71 

Holiday Maker (The), 78 

Honeybubble s Holiday, 145 

Honors on the Brain, 165 

Human Worm (The!, 236 

Holiday Question (The), 266 


Ixpico Blew, 138 
Influential Deputation (An), 257 
Interview with the Home Secretary 
An), 261 
\ ‘ 


Joker's Dilemma (A), 64 
Just on the Cards, 143 ’ 
Juvenile Pauper (A), 214 
KaroosL_etu’s Blunder, 52 
Le Mal Ibu Pays, 11 
Long Runs, 35 
Last Bulgarian Atrocity (The), 36 
Legend (A), 98 
Little Strangers 123 
Lesson in Life (A), 124 
** Little Mistakes,’’ 158 
Lost Treasure (The), 205 
Legal Sport : a Comedy, 234 
Letters to the Editor, 145 
Lays from Lempriere— 
Ups and Downs of Ulysses (The), 21 
Alectryon, 43 
Sappho and Phaon, &6 
Judgment of Paris (The, 155 
Classical Showman (The), 213 
Lucky Escape (A), 259 


Modern Advertisements, 6 
My Holiday Task, 22 

My Changes of Opinion, 56 
Mistaken Notion (A), 63 


{ Secret of Success 


Mixture (A), 75 


| Modest Request (A), 84 


Midsummer Madness (A), 84 
My Books, 93 

Model Lodging House,{95 
Moonstone ‘The’, 129 

My Pearl. 137 


| Money Sillibill’s Mistake, 149 


Maiden's Choice (The), 153 

Mission of the Drama (The), 183 
os about the Mission of the Drama, 198) 
My Pet's Pet, 223 

Music of the Past (The), 247 


| My Ambition, 265 


Nuisance (A), 24 

Newspapers (The), 83 

Nhrative of a Survivor, 153 

Nbw P. C. Regulations (The), 238 
New Leaves, 12, 99, 179, 219 
Next Year’s Notes, 247 


| Ow Pastoral Poetry,'5 


Out of Town, 25 

Obscure Onnipotence, 66 

Old 8t. Pancras Churchyard, 95 

Odly Preliminary, 109 

Ordeal (The) : or, The Blank Company’s? 
Route, 148 

Only Drawback (The), 259 


PosTPONED, 7 

Parenthetiec Paragon (A’, 26 
Potent Personage (A), 27 
Penurious Poet (A), 33 
Proof Positive, 57 

Puzzles. 47 

Poet's Love (The). 64 
Providing for the Poor, 163 
Puzzled, 195 

Perfect Model (A), 197 
Post-office Clerkesses. 918 
Patriotic Song (A), 2i0 


‘ Poems on Pro’s 


General Utility Man ! (The), 13 
Topical Vocalist (The), 53 

** Supers,’’ 72 

Copvist (The), 105 

Mus c Hal! Leader (The), 115 
};ovineial Landlaucy (The), 185 
Mammoth Comique (The), 203 


Quirre Overcome! 67 
(Jueen’s Specch (The), 76 


Repecca, or Innocence Personitied, £9 
Ridiculous Question (A), 113 
** Recognition,’ 237 


Sitty Old Man (A), 16 

Spread of Enlightenment (The), 23 

** Slight Reverse (A), ’’ 46 

Sense of Unfairness (A), $7 

Sport and Earnest: or, Ali the Differ- 
ence, 134 

Steam Laundress (The), 185 

Sympathy, 144 

Strict Journalistic Training, 164 

Startling Story (A), 175 

Several Boons, 178 

Sempronis the Good, 194 

The), 224 

Song to Christmas (A), 250 

Seasunable Song (A), 258 


TeLernone (The), and howto apply it, 
16 

Two Walkers (The), £5 

Thing I hate (A), 61 

To a Dear Young Friend, 73 

* Two's Company,’’ 97 

That Dreadful Thing War, 108 

Tears, Idle Tears. 126 

Topical Talks, 128 

Touriat (The), 133 

True to the Order, 169 

Toat Editorial ** We,’’ 174 

True Story (A), 245 


Unrieasant Remembrance (An),"23 
Useless Nuisance (A), 118 

Unkindly, 179 

Unfortunate Journalist (The), 193 

Vruy Fit and Proper Persons, 63 





Wonperevut Walking Match (The), 37 
Weakness (A), 74 
WE. G., 207 
CRIT 
Yourturcy Idea, 25 


Zea of Spo.g (The),"47 


ENGRAVINGS. 


| Aut Abroad, 20 


Anti-Vivisection, 64 

At the Grosvenor, 65 

All My Eye, 71 

Atrocious ! 74 

‘** As Good as He Sent,”’ 84 
‘* After’’ the Regatta, 85 
All the Difference, 96 
Above Price, 113 

And the Best Thing Too-;! 159 
Artbreaking, 164 

Among the Savages, 180 
Au Courant, 214 

Another New Pleasure, 259 


31r of Practical Advice (A), 68 

sehind the Age, 147 

British Tradesman (The). 

British Workman (The). 
210 


(10), 48 


(15), 58; (16), 


Cry of Distress "(A), 42 

Crafty Retort, 117 
Cumbuslanguage, 126 

Custom of the Trade (The), 140 
Christms Charity, 249 
Christmas Sketches, 250, 261 
Christmas Resolution (A). 255 
‘* Cooking His Goose!’’ 257 


| No Go, 3t 
'——‘*Nor Custom Stale Her Infinite 


Variety,’’ 224 


| Onty Course Open (The), 8 


Our Poor Relation,'87 


| Our Water Supply, 110 


Our Modern Babylon, 154 


Our Gas Company, 217 


| Patent Washable, 61 
P’inted Hint;(A), 72 

'Pashaw! 134 

| Pleasant, 143 


Practical View (A), 157 
Partiality of Fortune (The), 170 
Peg Back (A), 196 


| Preference (A), 236 
| Poetic Sympathy, 265 


REASSURING, 24 

Retrospect (A), 106 

** Repairs Neatly Executed,”’ 216 

Right Man in the Right Place (The), 226 


| Rival Attractions, 234 


| ‘*SpecirAL War”? Edition, 1! 
.* Savage Beast (The),’’ 25 





Spirit of Emulation (The), 35 
So Very Young, 44 
** Set Down (A),’’ 54 


| Strong Evidence, 55 


Seaside Sketches, 83 


_Some People Who Never Have Enough, 
| 90 
Slippery Subject (A), 93 


‘* Signs of the Times,”’ 114 

Smith’s Pedestrian Tour, 116 

Superior Workinan (A), 124 

~— Cases Really Deserving of Pity, 
1f 


| Seeing’s Believing, 194 


Sarcasm, 197 
** Small Deer,’’ 243 
“Strange Request (A),’’ 246 


| Seasonable, if not Correct, 258 


THere s Many a True Word, &c., 86 
** Topper (A),’’ 107 


| ** The 9th,” 187 


** Day in the Country (A),”’ 24 
Dust and Ashes, 38 

Discovery in the Distance, 76 
Day Out of Town (A), 77 
Dreadful Threat (A), 100, 176 
Diseouraging, 2) 0 

Drama of the Day (A), 233 
Doing it Dacently, 237 
Disgrceceful, 247 


EGosTREME Measures,{136 
Expectant, 166 

Epidemic ‘An), 227 
Enlightening Him, 256 


First Principles, 12 

** Far Cry (A),’’ 41 
Flowers of Speech, 94 
Fitness and Propriety, 146 
Fluctuations in Value, 169 
Flirtation Fan (The), 177 
Five o’clock Tease, 2.6 
Force of Habit, 220 

Fall of Cars (The), 223 
Few Black Sheep (A), 238 


Game! 167 


Heap Him There! 32 
**Hot’’ Dinner (A), 45 
Home Thrust (A), 62 

Hard on the Old Man, 137 
Highland Sport, 144 

Highly Commended, 207 
Hackneyed Portion (The), 240 


Institutions Peculiarly English, 18, 2S 
Irreparable Misfortune (An), 130 
**In His Sleeve,’’ 174 


Keen Observer (A), 14 
** Knowledge is Power,”’ 52 
Kindred Spirit (A), 244 
Lirt.e Mistake (A), 75 


Lucky Thought (A), 184 
Land of Good Taste The), 230 


** Murper will Oat,”’ 15 
Man and a Brother (A), 97 


te Mummy (The), 120 
Shore of It, 127 


Truly Terrible Punishment! (A), 204 
Taking Advantage of It, 266 


| Tailor (Tae), 262 
| Ur to Zlis Weight! 51 


Use and Hornament, 235 


' Very Likely Not, Indeed! 186 


Waiter (The) ; or, The Way of All Men, 
104 

‘* When Gentlemen Meet-——,”’ 156 

Wrong for Once, 245 


CARTOONS. 


‘* ATTITUDE is Everything,’’ 49 


| Atrocities at Westminster, 59 


At the International Cattle Show, 241 

Britannia’s Holiday, $0 

CHRISIMAS, 1877, 252 

** Cabinet Council (A),’’ 263 

Fireworks A la Francaise, 201 

Great International Glove Fight (The), 
161 

Gladstone (Mr ) in Ireland, 181 

** In the Bay of Besika, 0!” 19 


In Bad Odour, 91 
International Match (The). — Taking 
»’ 39 


Lives, 120 

‘* Le Premier Pas 

MiIckLe-MeEss Geese, 131 

** Mad Dog!” 211 

NATURAL Result (The), 29 

New Russian Loan (The), 221 

Onstrection Skunk (The), 231 

Proposep War Loan (The), 9 

Pongo (Mr.) on ** The Situation,’’ 111 

‘**Six of One and Half a Dozen of the 
Other,’”’ 101 

Sham Briti-h Workman (The), 191 

Voice from the Grave (A), 131 

** Vive le Sport,’? 171 

Westminster Shooting Season (The), 69 

‘Where There’s a Way There's a 
Wilson,” 157 
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ON PASTORAL POETRY. 


Wuar bores are the bards who endeavour to gull us 
By aping the airs of that classical age 
When Virgil and Ovid and flowing Catullus 
Described the delights of the plains by the page. 
These isles for a century nearly were flooded 
With pastoral poesy, tender but slow; ; 
And, reader, your grandmamma probably studied 
The lyrics of Shenstone and Beattie and Co. 


The bard is a “ shepherd,” and pines to discover 
Where sweet Amaryllis is ‘* tending her flocks” ; 
Meantime, as a rule, the disconsolate lover 
His trouble confides to the valleys and rocks. 
The pipe that he carries to solace his roaming 
For melody— not for tobacco—is meant ; 
And all the day long, from the dawn to the “ gloaming,” 
It worries the echoes to any extent. 


Such language is worse than affected or shady ;— 

I never, I own, could exactly explain 
Why a modern fine gentleman courting a lady 

Should call her a “‘ nymph”’ or himself be a “‘ swain.” 
Suppose it a sin— as it is—to play frolics 

In prose or in verse with our dear mother-tongue— 
The bards who committed those wicked bucolics 

Are simply the biggest of sinners unhung. 


The vapid conceits of their cooing and billing 
Are elegant, maybe, if not very deep ;— 
And, reader, I'm willing to bet you a shilling 
’T was only as chops that they cared for their sheep. 
Their manners are less of the fields than the cities, 
Their loves have a strong metropolitan taint ; 
And Nature, as found in the pastoral ditties, 
Is Nature in patches and powder and paint. 


ee 
Basement Benefaction. 


A conTeMporaRY Of the kind which professes to know all about | 


other people’s businesses, states that ‘* Major Geraghty has been 
installed a Military Knight on the Lower Foundation, Windsor 
Castle.” On the lower foundation! Can that mean that he is a 
knight only when “down among the coals,” a sort of Roland among 
cockroaches, or Bayard of empty bottles? ‘They certainly seem to have 
some strange notions of dignity on the lower foundation ! 


A Non-Conductor. 


‘‘Tue investment of Kars continues.” ‘ And not at all a bad invest- 
ment either,’ said old Mrs. Mullins. ‘ Why, there’s young Brown 
got his money in ’em and getting 15 per cent.already. And when they 
get the conductors to work for nothing at all a week, besides depositing 
£10 each security, Mullins ‘ll be sorry enough he didn’t take my 
advice and make his fortune, that he will.” 





Haw! Hawley. 
















GAMMON AND SPINACH. 


Marsa MacMauon’s Ministry are putting down all political 
leagues. Of course such as are Republican are illeagueal. 
| General Grant has had a private interview with the Prince of Wales, 
| and says next to his own country he looks upon our coming K—— as 
| A merry K. 
| Mr. Layard denies that he has presented the Turks with 500 beds. 
| It would Lay’ard against our consciences if he had. . 
| The Czar of Russia has developed considerable ability since he 
| arrived at the seat of war. It is called irrit-ability. 
| Particulars have reached London of a tremendous engagement at 
| Garbil. The accounts are naturally garbild. 
Very Low. 

A rract of over a hundred square miles in Barbary “ has been com- 
| pletely devastated by locusts.”” A suffering Barharyan, losing all control 
| of himself under his losses, was heard to say, as he exterminated one of 
| the depredators, that he had quite destroyed his “ low-cuss in quo.”’ 
| A vigilance committee was at once put on the man’s track, and before 
| sundown he was quivering a lifeless corse, as well as a frightful 
| example to all would-be witsters. (N.B.—Couldn’t something of a 
| similar kind be inaugurated here for some of our “ popular 


| parodists ’’?) 





Scientific if not Satisfactory. 

| Cayton has 150 different species of palm trees.” Thus read plain 
young Brown in his favourite weekly. “ But,” ruminated he, “‘ it’s deuced 

| Strange that not one of ’em produces the kind of palm oil so much in 

| use among policemen, summoning officers, and such like functionaries.” 

| (This is a subject we don’t at all understand; but if young Brown 

| was right, and we received such a recommendation with the remark 
that we cannot believe him to be wrong, perhaps some eminent 
naturalist will from his point of view inform us why. Or, still better, 

| perhaps some eminent policeman will oblige from Ais.) 

| Joceumneendientaniaidainaiidaameiimamian 


‘¢___. jn Corpore Vili.” 

| A wan who wishes to be healthy must treat himself as he would 

treat his horse.”’ So says the Herald of Health. We shall have no 
objection to seeing the editor of that publication enjoying a feed of 
hay ora bran-mash. We shall even have pleasure in giving him a dry 
| rub down with a wisp of straw, or in assisting him with a pail of water ; 

but until we have noted the benefit to be derived, we are inclined to 
bridle at the very thought of a bit of such treatment. Neigh, neigh, 
it whinny do for us. 





AN ASPIRATION. 


On, in this time of awful heat 
’Neath waving branches let ms lie, 
A trickling brooklet at my feet 
And lots of gin and seltzer nigh. 
Let cooling breezes fan my cheek, 
And warbling songsters sing above, 
And let me quick consumption wreak 
On all the ices that I love. 


ee 





Theatrical Mem. 


Tue author of Breezie Langton is announced to be writing a new | So it would seem that Miriam's Crime was after all only an act of Folly 


novel for the St. James's Magazine. Whatever other claims this con- 
tribution may have, it is sure to be Smart-ly written. 


Men wo? HAVE Mave route Marx.—Those who can’t write. 


—— sss sss Seen 
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MODERN ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Dowr urro Ruyme spy A Reaper or THe Dairy Papgrs. 


I 


I am looking about for the loveliest spot 
That this limited planet of ours can produce, 
And a scene of the average beauty is not 
(Let me hasten to mention) an atom of use: 
I require such a spot as the rosiest dream 
Never summoned to thrill the xsthetical mind— 
Ite ineffable loveliness, reigning supreme, 
Must completely bewilder— must dazzle—must blind! 


I’ve a glimpee now and then of the scene that I seek, 
When my fancy conceives an industrious whim ; 
But the picture’s uncertain, imperfect, and weak, 
And its form’s undefined, and its colouring dim. 
I've a fleeting impression of midsummer haze 
0 er a verdurous valley and blossoming heights ; 
Of a murmuring rivulet going its ways 
With a song and a sparkle of diamond-lights. 


Yet, enveloped in leaves, by the stream, by the road, 
In this marvellous scene that I mentaily scan, 
There is ever apparent the graceful abode— 
The luxurious home of ubiquitous man ; 
And whatever the change in'the vision may be— 
(For if memory serves me, I never have found 
Anv two of my visions precisely agree) — 
‘These desirable villas are dotted around. 


If you know such a spot, will you kindly address, 
With price and particulars, full and complete, 
And an accurate sketch of the landscape, to “8. 
Manufacturer, 70, Moneygrub-street ?”’ 
I will tell you the reason I’m anxious to trace 
A retreat so serene and enchantingly fair : 
It is not that I want to inhabit the place, 
But I wish to establish a factory there. 


IT. 


Tue advertiser wants a youth 

Unflinching in the path of truth 
And fearless in the right ; 

Ile must be affable and bland, 

Of rather light complexion, and 
About the middle height. 


Abhorrence of the base and bad 
Must be inherent in the lad! 
His spirit must aspire 
And look with withering disdain 
On base and sordid worldly guin 
And mercenary hire, 


Ilis parents, be it understood, 
Must not have earned a livelihood 
By any lawless means: 
lle must be able to refer 
Inquirers to his minister; 
And must be in his teens. 
The advertiser also seeks 
A maiden on whose guileless cheeks 
‘The timid blush would play, 
On knowing there was any man 
Within a shorter distance than 
A dozen miles away. 


The maiden must, he need not say, 
Attend her chapel ev ry day, 

Be dutiful and chasie, 
Of graceful mien and sterling worth; 
And bring certificate of birth ; 

And dress in perfect taste. 


These two are kindly asked to come 
And pay a very trifling sum 

To learn the telegraph, 
Most lucrative rewards to win ; 
Proficiency is certain in 

One lesson and a half. 


IIL. 


Et rs. 











Where the wailing of the petrel makes a treble to the breakers 

And the wrecks of shattered vessels lie and moulder in their beds, 
There are valuable fences round the ninety-seven acres, 

And a farm and splendid stables, and a double line of sheds. 


For the foaring of the ocean On its solitary shore, 
And the wailing of the petrel—oh, they ever shall endure ; 
And the cliffs in solemn glory shall arise for evermore; 
And the weed upon the boulders makes a capital manure. 
Oh! the gull shall wheel incessantly, a snowy-breasted flyer, 
And the veseels roll and tumble with the toam about their prows ; 
Ard the horses can be purchased at the option of the buyer 
At a proper valuation—and the same about the cows. 


Let the mighty ocean tumble, unrestric'ed, hollow, grand ; 
[et the gull continue wh: eling and the petrel wail in fear ; 
While the wonderful fertility there is about the land 
Will secure to any purchaser a dozen crops a year! 
And the mariner shali hie him to his labour, danger scorning, 
And his family shall think of him in sorrow and in tears ; 
And the ninety-seven acres will be sold on Monday morning 
At the ‘‘ Mart” at ten precisely, Brown and Buffin auctioneers. 
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THE BIGGEST ‘‘ BUTT’ AT WIMBLEDON. 









yf oe 
SC AL 





ay 
HA ‘ Td 





All of a Piece. 


In a paper called Capital and Labour there is an advertisement of a 
Steam Hammer Works at Openshaw, which states that there are 
always ‘‘ frm sixty to one hundred hammers usually in construction, 
3d. each. 2s. 6d. per dozen, post free.’ And a very ‘ seasonable 
present,’’ too, to receive by first post at breakfast time, is a doz-n 
steam hammers; and cheap withal. If this (as our special Capitalist and 
Labourer have just informed us) be wrong after all, the joke, though 
Capital in conception, is likely to be extremely Laborious in execution. 


Frytefui Proverbs, 

ProceEpiInGs have been commenced against Mr. Fry, the church- 
warden of St. Tooth, at Hatcham, for removing goods from the church. 
From the Fry to the fire is such a little way that a martyr’s church- 
warden ought willingly to hold all at steak for his proprietor. This 
may, however, seem * too fat—to Fry.” 


Rowecoco, 

Wuen Mr. Jefferson leaves the Haymarket Mr. G. F. Rowe will 
succeed him with Bass. Of which sort we are not told; but as it is 
said that Mr lowe will supply it all himself, and has still enough on 
hand, friends at a distance may make a shrewd guess for themselves. 
Anyhow, let s hope the playgoing public will receive this really clever 
comedian a Brass ouverts. 


Brammagem Brilliance, 
A Bricut idea: To ask the senior Member for Birmingham to 
unveil the statue of Cobden. A Brighter: To give consent to the 
application. 


[Juty 4, 1877. 
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Wuoenre the ever-bounding ocean wakes the echces of its caves, SHAKESPEARE 8 Ipga or Economy.— A tanner will last you nin: 
And the weed-encumbered boulders strew the tempest-beaten strand ; | Years.’ —Hamiet, Act V., Scene 1. 

Where the cliffs in solemn glory rise, majestic, from the waves. ane nanan 
There are ninety-seven acres of invaluable land: ~ To prevent the Sucz Canal locks being broken: Try a Key dive first. = 
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Juny 4, 1877.] 


FAST TIMES.—-AN ATHLETIC NOTE. 
To Tus Eprror or “ Fun.’’ 


Srr,—I am an athlete, and would fain crave from you aivice and 
assistance, which do not seem to be forthcoming from the sporting 
papers. During the past month I have laid out large sums in books 
of training, and on trainers. I have taken the advice of all, no matter 
how conflicting—and I may say here that doctors never yet did dis- 
agree like trainers—but so far have experienced no relief. My 
ambition was to rua a hundred yards in ten seconds, as [ have so often 
seen recorded in the papers, and at first all was merry, and [ was 
about te become a champion, when it was discovered by a writer on the 
sporting press that running is ‘‘ much faster now than it was,” and on 
consultation, my trainers decided that “ten” wouldn't be good 
enough, and that I should have to “get inside it’’ to become ‘“‘a real 
right down flyer.” Oh, sir, only fancy getting inside ten! though 
how it’s done, or from which side, I am still as ignorant as I was aft 
the beginning, after-all my agonies. 

But suddenly there came.a new phase in my troubles. I happened 
in my pedestrian ardour to take up a copy of Bel/’s Life, and there saw 
all my trainers stand confounded as to treatment, and the newspaper 
writer wko said that running is “‘much faster now than it was” 
utterly confuted. Imagine my distress—I, who had so vainly tried to 
‘‘ get, inside ten ’’—when I read in the ancient and, above all, “ time” 
honoured columns of Bel? that— 


George Seward was, when 1n his prime, an extraordinarily muscular man, stand- 
ing about 5 feet Sinches. He could, after partaking of his breakfast, a pint and 
a half of milk and four pancakes, run easily 100 yards in 94 seconds, and we have 


timed him so to do frequently. 

Of course, it was but the work of a moment to rush to a neighbour- 
ing restaurant and order a pint and a half of milk and four pancakes, 
And though I had already breakfasted in one of the manners pre- 
scribed by modern trainers (which only agree in the fact that they 
differ entirely from the Sewardian doctrine), I struggled manfully with 
the milk and pancakes till not a vestige of either remained. But it 
was of no use; and though I have tried this diet over and over again, 
have alternated the milk with the pancakes and the pancakes with the 
milk, have mixed them together and taken them at once if separate, 
my maximum of speei has never been better than ten seconds for a 
full hundred yards—a beggarly rate that won't bear thinking of. 
Dear sir, do pray do something to assist me. Help, Tentreat! I may 
inform you that a letter has been sent to the editors of the Field, 
Beil’s Life, Sporting Life, Sportsman, and Sporting Garbage, all of 
which take great interest in athletics and their promotion, but has 
been most injudiciously and unaccountably refused insertion in all. 
And so [ send this to you, knowing you will do your best to assist me 
in my difficulty and at the same time show how unfair to a rising man 
are the sporting papers.—I am, &c., Leos Tationis, 


Forrortat Notg on Forecornc.—We have no notion whatever as 
to the real facts of this case, but feel sure the writer has received 
injury somewhere. Several of our own athletes having read the letter, 
expressed an opinion that it ought to be published, and that we should 
at once and for ever solve the milk-and-pancake mystery. And so we, 
as we wish to oblige all classes, inserted the letter, though it is not a 
bit in our line, and submitted the question to a committee of noble- 
men and gentlemen well versed in sporting matters who happened to 
be on the spot. We have, therefore, much pleasure in laying before 
our esteemed correspondent the following duly signed and sealed 


Opinion.—We, to whom has been entrusted the task of settling this 
knotty point of pedestrianism, having duly received evidence and care- 
fully weighed all conditions, believe that you must (1) boil your milk 
in the outer-case of the watch and (2) fry your pancakes with 
the “‘movement’’; the spider hand having (3) been employed subse- 
quently to clean out the interstices and pick the pedestrian’s teeth, 
it will (4) be possible for him to run a hundred yards in any time (on 
the watch) he likes. 

And now we hope our correspondents and the great loggerheaded 
portion of the athletic world are both satisfied. 








































No Better to Hand. 


From several sources we have received cuttings of an advertisement 
which states that a ship about to sail for Melbourne “ carries a surgeon 
andacow.” Why? and why? and why? we are asked, over and 
Overagain. Because the projectors evidently thought the calves who 
have already shown such an interest in the transaction might be pas- 
sengers and require bleeding and suckling on the way. This is the 
only available reason, and we are not at all sorry we can’t give our 
interlocutors a better. 





‘‘ Play!” 
Goop Motto for Zord’s: Put not your trust in Prince's, 
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POSTPONED. 


WuHeEwn on a sultry summer night 

One quits the garden’s grateful shade, 
To hear a lecture, see a sight, 

Or watch some special drama played, 
"Tis sad to find the entrance barred 

By some sleek hireling honey-toned 
Who smilieg says (which makes it hard) 

“The entertainment is postponed.” 


In life how oft, eschewing ease, 
And all the things that bring us joy, 
We struggle on ’gainst tide and breeze 
To win some long forbidden toy. 
The goul's in view, the prize is nigh, 
The weary labour is atoned, 
When, just as comes the crowning try, 
The final issue is postponed. 


Or maybe when we lie between 

The neighb’ring shores of life and death 
Prepared to quit this busy scene, 

And pay the fare with all our breath : 
A change in fate’s decree we find, 

Too soon our brethren wept and groaned,— 
That little journey’s just the kind 

Of thing we like tu have postponed. 


The rule of all sublunar things 
Its strict perverseness here maintains, 
Our pleasures have the swiftest wings 
While lazy crawlers are our pains. 
That never fails to come and stay 
Whose loss we would not have bemoaned ; 
The longed-for blessing flies away, 
It’s “ unavoidably postponed.” 


Sl 


IN THE STREET. 
Jonzs. See that blind man crossing the road in front of that 
omnibus? Bet you a crown he’s run over, 
Brown. Bet youa crown he gets out of the way in time. 
Jones. Allright. No shouting to him, mind! 
Brown. I'm blowed if you won’t win— the driver don’t see him. 
Jonzs. He’sdown. Tip us your dollar! 


A Shrewed Suspicion, 

Aut the papers state that Shrewsbury carried off the honours in the 
first innings of the cricket match between Nottingham and Yorkshire. 
It is as well they are so unanimous, or the sceptical might be inclined 
to inquire what the famous historical town meant by leaving its own 
associations and going meddling, in an entirely new field, with counties 
which concern it not. Our married man thinks that perhaps after all 
Shrews’ bury is only another name for Nottingham, (We have, since 
he said it, discovered his wife was originally a Nottingham lambess. 


This is ungentlemanly.) 


A Stewpid Notion. 

Jones has been having a penitential time of it lately. His wife has 
forbidden him to dine at the club, or anywhere but at home till that 
new drawing-room suite she has her eye on is paid for. And he, 
poor fellow, with a grim remembrance of the good things of hi 
bachelor days and dinners, says that married life is indeed a time of 


‘‘sackcloth and hashes.”’ 


Private Means. 
“Har!” said Mr. Newview Reesh, late of Houndsditch, ‘I has 
everything in my house tip-top, 1 has. I paid a tenner extra for that 
there pianner, I did, solely because the whole of the action should be 


strung ‘by Private Wire’ that you reads about so much in the papers 
now.” 





True Patriotism. 

Antwerp? is being put into a complete state of defence. The river 
is constantly Scheld, and the hotel-keepers have expressed their 
intention to charge till the very last. 

A Hotms Sussect.—Army Reform. (And a Hackney’d one as 
well.—Eb.) 


An Unpauntep Garrison.—Mr. Anti-Slavery Garrison. 
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THE ONLY COURSE OPEN. 
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The friendly invitation. The Sketcher at peace. 
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THE PROPOSED WAR LOAN. 


QUITE A MISTAKE. (OF COURSE !) 
Mr. Jeremy Diddler Hardy :—‘‘BELIEVE ME, DEAR BOY, THE NOTION’S ABSURD. I WOULDN’T TAKE THE MONEY— 
WHILE ANYONE'S LOOKING!” 
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LE MAL DU PAYS. 


I terr my home that I might roam 
Far off in sunny climes, 

But ne’er forgot, though changed my lot, 
The joy of olden times. 

And often when the haunts of men 
Were few and far between, 

I turned my face and wept the place 
Where spent my days had been. 


I chose a stile beside the Nile 
To think of Camden Town, 

And visions fraught with Redcap brought 
The tears my cheeks adown. 

Neath southern skies my mourning eyes 
Were cast to things afar, 

’T was in Touraine I felt the pain 
Of missing Temple Bar. 


The morning light dispelled the night, 
And bade my sorrow cease, | 
But sombre eve would make me grieve, 
And all my woes release. | 
My mind recalls Niag’ra Falls, 
And how I stood beneath, | 
And thought how sweet a “‘ moke” to beat 
Once more on Hampstead Heath. 


Where glaciers high assail the sky, | 
And snows eternal reign, 
I felt a wish to taste a dish 
Of whelks in Drury-lane; 
Beside the Rhine my heart did pine 
To seek my native dell: 
No more to roam, I'm safe at home | 
In lovely Clerkenwell. 


A Trick Act. 


Tue Crown Princess of Germany has been ordered to 
Blankenburg “ for the benefit of the sea bathing there.” 
For which the bathing will, we trust, be duly grateful. 
Our Mrs. Juggins, on hearing the announcement, said 
they might as well have just mentioned ‘‘the berg,” 
as to leave it Blank; but perhaps they're afraid, as if a 
crowd assembled there wouldn’t be room for the Crown 
Prance, as she’ve heerd so much about. 


CONVERSATIONS A LA MODE. 


First Anxious Hotrpay-makezr. I say, I’ve got a month’s holiday! 
—will you come somewhere with me? 

Sgconp pirro. Yes; where shall we go? 

First pirto. Well, I thought of going through Paris to Vienna, 
and along the Danube, to see something of the war. 

Srcoonp pitro. Good. 
St. Petersburg and Madrid as well? 

First pirto. Not well; but I fancy I should like to get back so as 
to get a week in Scotland. 

Seconp vitro. Well, if you can manage to make it a walking tour now ? 

First pirro. Couldn’t walk, but I'll do a good bit of the journey 
on horseback. 

SgconD DITTO. 

First DITTo. 

Sgconp pitte. To-night! 

First pitto. Oh, I can't be ready for a week; besides, now I come 
to think of it I shall go to Norway and Sweden. 

Sgconp pirro. No, don’t do that. Look here, if you'll make it 
Iceland, I'll go with you; then we can go to the North Cape and see 
the midnight sun. 

First pirro. Ah, that would be jolly; but wouldn’t you like to go 
up the Rhine ? 

Sgconp pitro. No, it’s so stale; but I shouldn’t mind a tour 
through the Black Forest. Let’s go there. 

Fixst pirro. I say, let’s goright away to the East—Constantinople, 
eh! It would be something to say we’d been there, wouldn't it ? 

Sgconp pirro. ’Fraid of fever. It’s awfally unhealthy. I think 
a long sea voyage would do us most good. Let's take atrip to America. 


I don’t like riding. 


No; we'd better go by train. When shall we start? 


But couldn’t we go somehow so as to see | 
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“SPECIAL WAR” EDITIONS. 


“ SPECIAL EDI— SHUN. G&KAT BATTLE ‘TWREN THE TURKS AND THB RoosuHuUNs. 
ONE MAN KILLED AND WOUNDED! AND TWO TAKEN PRISONERS !!”’ 








SOMETHING NEW. 


Suou.p the reader care to seck, why upon a moun!ain blak I am 
squatting near the sky, I will frankly tell him why. ‘Tis the exigence 
of rhyme which has cost me years of time, ever out upon a quest 
leaving me but little rest—doomed to seek a fitting word, rhyme to 
‘“‘orange”’—search absurd! So I came to Aberga ny, and I hadn't 
fitted any, till I lighted on a hill which surrendered to my will. 


At the fair of Aberga’ny 
I, extravagant of pelf, 
Bought an orange for a penny, 
And [ ate it ail myself. 
‘‘ Orange,” said I in my rapture, 
** Poets cannot sing thy praise, 
Just because they cannot capture 
Fitting rhyme to weave their lays.” 
At the back of Aberga’ny 
Looms a mountain huge and tall; 
Of the man who took my penny 
Asked I what that hill to call. 
‘‘ Well,” says he, “‘ you've ate your orange 
(Better have a pen’orth more), 
That there hill be called the Blorenge ; 
Thought you know’'d it’s name afore.” 


A Flimsy Pretext. 


A CONTZMPORARY says that “one day last weck over 10,000 of the 
metropolitan volunteers were under arms and not a fatality occurred.”’ 


=u This, it must be admitted, is rather depressing, and says litt’e for the 
Missis ’1l expect to go somewhere. So I shall take her to Margate. utility of our civilian soldiers. Why, if a thousandth part of the 
SECOND Ditto. Well, if you won’t come with ne, then I shan’t go | number of penny-a-liners could only have been gotten toge'her, there 


abroad by myself. I shall go to Broadstairs, and p’raps I’ll run over | would have been enough bratal murders to follow for half a dozen 
and see you one Sunday. editions. Bat then they have been properly educated to their pro- 


First vitro. All right. fession, while the others are, after ali, only amateurs. 


ne 2. rn ean 


First pitto. No. Look here, old fellow; I’ve been thinking the 


Bye-bye! 


oe 














Sag % 


SR e-em ene ee 


ee 


tl tt 


a ee ee 


Lee 
en — 


c Ly Me kde tA J 

a 

TOON AEA 

: ig 6 i 5 AS of . $31 
‘ , we 4 + 


ro 
’ 


7 
Be 
‘ 
wo 
\ 
Ie 
Se 
ee 
WS 
‘ 
‘ 
as 


Vg 
(Fa 
he la 


ts 
"god, 
(LTA 


- 
pe) 


A ad 
108 
Ad adhe 
ake hte ‘ah ttn here 
pn JOE "S577 
— 


‘4 
os 


a 
Pie 


Gj 
a 


\ “y 
N AN AY . 


\ 
: ara 


i FUN. 


i? 
32427 < 
> 
“Aas 





KS fee 
imal 





(Jury 4, 1877. 


f 
: 4 yi) the . 
Re MM aD 
i pein) & 
i Pa fi 
bf, gy Ur 
YL if . 
VA 


A 
LU 
tp 


fa 


WY TMi 


FIRST PRINCIPLES. 


Lecturer :—*“ But, ON LOOKING AT THE THERMOMETER, WE FIND THAT, OUR ENDBAVOURS NOTWITHSTANDING, THERE I8 STILL NO INCREASE 


IN THE TEMPBRATURE. How SHALL WE NOW PROCEED?” 


Son of Erin (hastily) :—“ Saoor I’>p wARRUM THS THERMOMETER, SORR!”’ 


NEW LEAVES. 


Strong of Purpose (Charing Cross Publishing Company) has an un- 
usual advantage over the productions of literary young ladies as a rule, 


| 
| 


and more particularly of those who think they serve a great purpose | 
by writing down in novel form—a form anything but novel—their | 


experiences, and reflections thereon. It is in one small volume, set in | 
large type, an example we cannot too strongly recommend to Miss 

Mudge's sisters of the pen. The story is also much clearer and more 

connected than the generality of this sort of production, and if there | 
were only schools for the study of literature as there are for the | 
atudy of art, Miss Mudge might yet take honours in the profession | 
for which she has declared. As it is, that same profession doesn’t | 
just now seem to possess ,honours for anybody; the profits being not 

unfrequently like those in the great and famous business of Sawyer | 
late Nockemorf. | 

The Arctic Erpedition (Warne) is a narrative of the latest attempt 
to discover the Pole, and though published in a cheap form has both | 
maps and illustrative designs. The expedition has heen characterised 
as at once a gigantic success and a lamentable failure, according to the 
view point of the critic for the time being; and now that the first 
enthusiasm has worn off, the most roseate of spectacles hardly gives a 
pleasurable view to England's recent northern venture. On the 
other hand, the brochure now issued shows that even what was done 
entailed a lot of suffering and was productive of an amount of heroism 
which can hardly enter into the philosophy of those who grumble at 
the ill success of the exploring parties, and, comfortably ensconced at 
home themselves, look upon icebergs, floes, and frozen seas as 
nothing. 

Mary of Burgundy, which comes from the same firm, is so olda 
friend that we need only mention its re-issue in cheapest form to 
ensure quite a rush of purchasers. 

P. P. Bliss (Longley) is in no way identical with the sort of thing 
known by a similar name among racing men, bookmakers especially. 
Nor is it a specimen of bookmaking of quite another kind. It isa 


memoir of a good and clever man, who perished bravely in the most 
horribly disastrous railway accident known, that of Ashtabula, U.S. 
Mr. Bliss was the author of many well known religious songs, and, as 
his biography is published with charitable intent, it is not likely to want 
for subscribers. He might have escaped easily, but preferred staying 
and dying by the side of those he loved to leaving them to perish alone. 
Such instances of heroism should be as respected as they are rare. 
Words of Warning (Hamilton, Adams, and Co.) is an address in 
prose and verse to the ‘‘Societies for Organizing Charitable Relief 
and Suppressing Mendicity,” by a veteran journalist and littérateur, 
Mr. 8S. O. Hall. The story is well told and the verse far superior to 
that which generally appears in pamphlets with a purpose. Mr. 
Hall's zeal is evident, but—and no one will accuse us of being inelined 
to favour Charity Organisation—we cannot help thinking he has 
once or twice allowed it to outrun his discretion. The illustrations, 


| by Mr. W. J. Allen, are good. 


Meetings and Greetings is a pretty little book which treats of the 
‘‘ salutations, obeisances, and courtesies of nations,’ with notes on titles, 


* dignities, &c. It is one of Mr. Tegg's variorum volumes, and comparison 


paragraphs are at times as odd as they are humorous. 

If William Caxton (Knight) had no other claims, it would be entitled 
to consideration as a seasonable production. Mayhap there is some- 
thing just now struggling somewhere for bare existence—like Caxton’s 
invention struggled—which may one day rival printing and the Press's 
present gigantic position. Wonder what it is! Anyone who knows 
will oblige by communicating at once. 

Doing and Dreaming (Niwmo) is a tale forthe young. It is not sur- 
prising, therefore, to find it is better written, and much more sensible, 
than the majority of productions ostensibly intended for the full-sized 
and sane. 

We have received the Second Volume of Design and Werk (Parkess), 
and can see no reason why we should withdraw an atom of the good 
opinion expressed by us as to the First. Rather the reverse. 

The magazines for the month possess not one original feature 


among the lot, 
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POEMS ON PRO'S. 





THE GENERAL UTILITY MAN! 


ERCEIVE in me a seedy “ pro’’— 
An actor of the minor sort, 
Who's ne’er allowed to mix, you know, 
With players of a finer sort. 
‘Time was, before the boards I tried, 
I'd some respectability, 
Butnow-a-daysmy clothing’s “‘ guyed,”’ 
I’m playing on the Surrey side 
As General Utility. 


When first upon the stage I went, 
I thought of winning fame, I did ; 
I worshipped Kean, because I meant 
To go and do the same, I did. 
I fancied I should shine, you see, 
With marvellous facility ; 
So, thinking soon a star to be, 
I bound myself to Nelson Lee 
As General Utility. 


I lead a very chequered life— 
A life that’s most precarious ; 

I’ve several children, and a wife 
Whose whims are multifarious. 

The “gods” on me bestow their 
Or rather, incivility 

And when the “ > I seek 

‘They give me but a “ quid”’ a week 
For General Utility. 


I’ve played “‘ Bernardo” in a wig 
That ‘Cousin Joe’ had sniggered 
in 
~ I’ve worn a dress for “ Jacob Twig ” 
= | That Iago might have figured in. 
Av panialoon, at Christmas time, 
I represent senility. 
I quit the realms of the sublime 
’o knock about in pantomime 
As General Utility. 


Oh, friends, have pity on my lot! 
’Tis seldom Fate caresses me ; 
Come, stand a go of whisky hot, 
For want of booze distresses me. 
Were you to see me act, you'd say 
I'd talent and agility ; 
So, grant me your compassion, pray, 
For truly I've but little pay 
For General Utility ! 


lbs iw 








THE MUSIC-HALL CHAIRMAN. 


You’Lu doubtless wonder why it is I’ve given you a call,— 

You must know that I’m the chairman at a well-known music-hall ; 

I hammer on the table and announce each “ artiste’s” name, 

And in knocking down their “choruses” I’ve gained no end of fame. 


Cuorvs. I oceupy the chair, boys, 
By jingo, I’m “all there,” boys, 
With my rap-tap, ‘‘ Order, please!” 
I’m the Idol of the Hall! 


When eight o'clock is striking, the performance I begin 

With a sentimental song or two to sing the people in, 

And having done my turn I take possession of the chair, 

And all admire my shirt-front, showy studs, and curly hair. 
Cuorvs. I occupy, &c. 

The “scrag-hole” boys play up their larks and interrupt the “ stars” 

Whene’er the bands strike up a few preliminary bars, 

But when I bring my hammer on the table with a “ flop,” 

They twig the anger in my eye and pretty quickly stop. 
Cuorvs. I occupy, &c. 

The youthful swells that nightly come and lounge about the stalls 

For numerous cigars and grog indulge in frequent calls. 

I patronise them all around (a most successful fake), 

For feeling highly honoured, they all ask me what I'll take. 
Cnorvus. I occupy, &c. 

Besides, I’m always petted by all “ artistes” of renown, 

They know that I’m a “ caution” in the way I knock them down ; 


I listen for their “‘ bits of fat,’ and knowing all their ways, 
I gaily lead the choruses in all their “ leary” lays! 
Cuorvus. I occupy, &c. 


And often I contrive to make a trifle, you must know, ‘ 
By treating with beginners, who have come to “give a show.” — 
And if I think their “ business ’’ good, and they’re on “ parting” bent, 
I “shop” them all in turn, and get—say twenty-five per cent. 
". boree Cuorvs. I occupy, &v. 


Whene’er I take my “ ben.’’ all noted “ artistes” gather round, 
All lion-comiques, acrobats, and lady stars renowned ; 
My next occasion’s advertised—so pray you, make a ‘‘ mem.”’— 
We've got a drinking licence up till two o'clock a.m. 

Corvus. I occupy, &c. 


But now [ think I’ll take my leave, for time is getting on, 

I must show up at the ‘‘Junction”’ ere my brother pro’s are gone. 

Td like to get a toothful, mind you, as I go along, 

So come and treat the chairman to a drop of Irish. strong. 
Cuorvs. I occupy, &e. 


acl 


Cynical Man’s laughter. 

An account of a “fatal fray” im the mirage = given 
by a local paper :—“ Susands hit Parkhurst on the » and died 
almost immediately.” Now, if this isn’t a case of suicide whilst in an 
unsound state of mind, our own coroner will be much obliged’ to 
anyone who'll sum up the affair in its:proper light for him, And yet 
they head the article “‘ Manslaughter.” 


Doubly Dutch. 


A wumssr of Datch carpenters have been engaged by one of the 
largest shipbuilding firms on the Olyde. They breakfast every morn- 
ing on Datch rolls, and itis singular the amount of Dutch courage 
which has been shown by native workmen since the arrival of the 


foreigners. One of them remarked that the engagement was a’ fishy 
affair, and the yard resembled nothing so much as a great Datch 


Bullion. 

A Lexps butcher has been sent to prison for six weeks for cruelly 
beating a bullock. Out of evil cometh good, and for once if is satis- 
factory to discover that the man who beat a bullock found he had 
made “‘ a complete bull of it.” This is a way of building a Bull of 
Bash’un with a vengeance, and one we hope that will not be readily 
forgotten. 


Pooh-Poolery. 

Way should the gambols of the young sea-lion be most properly 
written “‘gambles?’’ Because it is publicly stated that he anc his 
parent have their morning “‘ pool” ly. (Query.—Do they by 
this at times endanger one another’s “ lives ’’?) 


Hessian Booty. 


Prince Louis has, by the death of his uncle, become Hereditary 
Grand Duke of Hesse. We are in a position to state that this is an item 
of court news which may be received without the slightest Hesse- 


A Varied Spell. 

Tus cow with a cough is a thing we have read of in our childhood. 
It has been reserved for our maturer years to find an example of the 
genus in that great and inscrutable chancellor—Prince Gortcha-kow 
and Prince Gortcha-koff. 





’Arry in ‘‘ Parry.” 


’Arry. I say, Jones, see this hotel advertisement, ‘‘ Cookery hors 
ligne.” It's bad enough to give us horse, but hang it, it’s adding 
insult to injury to say it’s lean. 

May Charing. 

Tue Pope has newly decorated His Imperial Maj MacMahon 

the First. H. I. M. commenced to be done up on the 16th of May. 


ee 


The Pot and the Kettle. 
A Recuiar Dentistr.—Oar own itinerant, who extracts bruises from 
pots and pans. (P.S.— Painless Dentistry this, by the kind permis- 
sion of G. H. Jones, Esq.) 


Sruzwprm Hoimay Resort ror “ tHe Sax.’’—Clackton-on-Sea. 
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A KEEN OBSERVER. 


Little Girl :—“ Wuy pon’? you MARRY sommBons, ALIcn?” 
Alice :—“* On, I can'r ASK THEM, YOU KNOW.” 


L. 6 :—* Wat, DO As HELEN DOES WITH TOM: SHAKE HANDS WITH SOMEONE, SAY YOU'RE GLAD TO SBE THEM, AND NEVER LBAVE 


THEM; then they'll marry you.’ 


HOLIDAY TELEGRAMS. 


Baiouron.—Just at present the town has a sheepish air. The 
Best Restaurateur is Mutton and the Mayor is Lamb. 

Masoars.— look black here. The principal promenade is 
quite va. The local Board of Health are improving the air to 
attract visitors. The local doctor certifies that he Kent imagine 
anything better Thanet. (Weather quite so.) 

a .—The are arriving. There is a pier here 

"*, (Weather or no.) 

+ .amouTH.—The season is commencing. Two School Board 
visitors have been seen in the streets. Bloaters are shy. (Weather 
tiddy fol lol.) 

Fo.xustonz.—The steamer from Boulogne arrived here to-day with 
several gers. Mr Smith of London was among them. The 
Folkestone Folk’s tone is elevated and moral. (Weather humbug.) 

Sovrnusnp.—The élite of society are pouring in. The President of 
the Amalgamated oa Sweeps’ League and family have taken a 
room for a week at the J uniper Berry Inn, (Weather promiscuous.) 

Lonpor.— With the exception of a few millions this town is now 
quite empty. (Weather all sorts.) 


—_—_—_—_——— 


Tx new piece called Liz will doubtless have imitators. Sal and 
Jim will follow, you may Bet a Bod. 
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= COCOA ESSENCE) 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFERESHING. 
| gate SPhelocato Londen Areatwe—N. J. POWELL &0Oo., 201, Whitechass).K. BR. | CAUTION,—IY Cocca thickens im the cup it proves the addition ef starch. 


Name! Name! 


Ir is said that “the Czar severely rebukes those Roumanians who 
would treat him as a conqueror.” A somewhat novel way of showing 
that he comes there in all humility. But, like a Cesar as well as 4 
true humourist, he wishes to show the docility and gentleness of the 
Roman off. 


A Shady Practice. 
Tax Birmingham police are summoning all shopkeepers who leave 
their awnings low enough to annoy passers-by. Let the London 
offenders take wawning in time. 


Do You Sea? ; 
Art the seaside the hotels treat visitors like periodical literature. 
They take them in in numbers. 


A Haveuty-Cutrvrat Fers.—One at the Botanical Gardens. 


Now Ready, the Thirty-Second Half-yearly Volume of FUN, betng the 


TWENTY-FIFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases Sor binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 
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Printed by JUDD & OO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Gemmons, anfi Published (for the Proprietors) at 158, Fieet-street, E.C.—London, July 4, 1977. 
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‘* MURDER 


Art Critic :—“ Exucurion or Mary Quuzn 0’ Scots! Hum! 
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TIMES, BUT I NEVER SAW HER ‘PUT TO THE TORTURE’ AS WELL BEFORE !” 








MR. GOSCHEN, MP. 


couple of months. Only, when you feel this sort of thing coming on 
another time, pray stop at home and jabber to yourself. 
Mr. G. I will, doctor, I will. 
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Ar the earnest request of the Liberal Party, Dr. Fun recently 
called upon Mr. Goschen at his private residence to examine the state 


with regard to the County Franchise had seriously alarmed his friends. 
The following conversation took place :— 


Dr. Fun. My dear Goschen, your party are very anxious about | 
you. What the dickens do you mean by saying that the extension of | 
the franchise would cause Parliament to be blown up, London to be | 
burned down, and a commune to be established at Birmingham ? 

Mr. G. I'm very nervous, doctor, and out of sorts, and I see specks | 
before my eyes, and I fancy awful things. 

Dr. Fun. Yes, my dear fellow, I guessed as much, but it’s a very | 
serious thing for you as an ex-Minister to get up and talk this non- | 
sense in the House. 

Mr. G. Oh, don’t be angry, doctor, or 1 shall cry. My digestion’s 
out of order and I’m very nervous. | 

Dra. Fun. Exactly. Now tell me what do you think would be the | 
result of our interfering in the present war ? | 

Mr. G. Oh, I think Russia would beat us, annex Ireland and | 
Scotland, send the Queen to Siberia, and shoot the Duke of Cambridge | 
and all the military prisoners on Hampstead Heath. 

Dr. Fun. Ha, just what I thought. Now, if capital punishment | 
were abolished, what do you foresee ? 

Mr. G. Don’t talk about it. Corpses would line the principal 
thoroughfares, the average age of man would be 18, and I should 
wear a coat of mail and a helmet. 

Dr. Fun. And the Burials Bill, George—now, what about that ? 

Mr, G. If the churchyard is open to the Nonconformists and 
everybody else, I foresee cancans danced on tombstones, and Christians 
buried with the obscene rites of the savages and the hymns of the 
modern music-hall. 

Dr. Fun. Poor fellow! Now, look here, George, I see what’s the 
matter with you. Take a blue pill, leave off wearing that chimney-pot 
hat, have a Turkish bath or two, and get away to the seaside for a | 
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Dra. Fun. You see we know it’s indigestion, but the other side 
of his mind. It is needless to say that his extraordinary delusions | don’t, and we can’t afford to have you exhibited to the country as 
“another split in the Liberal Party 


WiLL OUT.” 
Wet I’vm sBEN THAT UNFORTUNATE LADY BXECUTED A GOOD MANY 
town as quickly as possible, and don’t do it again. 





.” There, no thanks, get out of 





SHE AND I. 


Purpws skies of even over 
Tender twilight shadows sweep, 
As among the t clover 
She and I our vigil keep. 
Dark and light together meeting, 
Swiftly to each other fly, 
And cena the lovers’ greeting ; 
Ditto, ditto, she and I. 


Now the tints are growing deeper, 
Quickly fades the dying day, 

Darkness comes to soothe the sleeper 
Weary with the ceaseless fray. 

By the stile the lad and maiden 
Breathe the slowly said Good-bye 

(Words with gentle sorrow laden) ; 
Ditto, ditto, she and I. 


See, the East gives golden warning 
That another day hath life, 

With the joy of early morning 
All the teeming land is rife. 

Earth and sun their vows have plighted 
In their wedlock’s mystic tie— 

They are lovers re-united ; 
Ditto, ditto, she and I. 
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A SILLY OLD MAN, 


‘Min all the nasty things that come to make our tempers smart 

It's very nice in middle age to have « childi-h heart, — 

To feel—althovgh you've got a house, and t»xes coming due— 

The little joys of early life poasees a charm for you. 

My bove and girls are growing up; I m fifty in a day; 

And all the hair that tyme has left has turned a doubtful RTCY ; 

And yet I jump and ekip about and sing a rong vf glee, 

Recause we re off to spend a month beride the sonnding sea, 

Where I shall wear my holland clothes, and tuck thera up end wade, 
And buy myself an air-balloon, a bucket, und a spade. 


I've packed my box and corded jf, and seen my boys to bed, 

And now I’m in the drawing-room and +tanding on my head ; 

I really can’t contain myself, I shout and rub my bands, — 

Oh. won't I build a castle with a moat upon the sands! 

I know this week I've lost a lot of meney upon ’Change, 

I know the ki'chen boiler’s burgt and spoilt the kitchen range, 

i know my wife declares the wants another hundred pounds, 
And I should weep and tear my, bair because I've ample grounds; 
But visions of to-morrow’s bliss bid «llamy sorrows fade,— 
There's comfort in an air-belloon, a bucket, and a spade. 


I aught to be a sclemn chap, end dress in black, and frown, 

And do as other fathers do when going ovt of town; 

Levght to count the cort of it, and lock extremely riled, 

Aad swear that ell the packing-up will send me nearly wild. 
And when I reach the lovely sea 1 ought to take a seat, 

Or walk about a mile a day and grumble at the heat; 

Bat oh, I can’t contain myself, I m off my head with joy, 

And wen't I get my trourcrs wet and be a naughty boy, 

For I shal) wear my hollend clo'hes, and tuck them up and wade, 
And bey myself an air-balloon, a bucket, and a spade. 


THE TELFPHONE.-AND HOW TO APPLY IT. 
ee 





“MOK HERE’ We'll be bound 
* to say that the inventor 
ef the wonderfu 


l con- 





ty 2 trivance which is bringing 
\ itself into notice in 


America has no idea what- 

ever ot the real end and 

mission of his discovery. 
It has remained for our genius 
alone to invent the application 
of the invention, and in so doing 
we cannot but feel that, magnificent 
as the cleverness of the gentleman 
referred to may be, ours completely 
puts itin the shade. So impressed 
are we by this feeling, that we are 
not at all sure that we shan’t lay 
claim to the whole discovery 
straight off! If wedo not, we ehall 
be prevented only by motives of 
generosity. 

The Telephone (together with 
some great mind to discover its 
mission) is the one thing which has 
leng been wanting to sweep away 
the remaining social flaws and difti- 
culties, and to put everything right 
everywhere; it will be found an 
invaluable acquisition in the draw- 
ing-room, an indispensable com- 
panion to the quiz and the eavesdropper, and an incalculable buon to all. 
Here are a few of the modes of application. 


No. I. 

A private drawing-room. Amateur musicians entertaining the 
company. 

Miss Brown (on one side of the performing Tenor and at one end 
of a Telephone, to Miss Green on the other side of the Tenor and 
at the other end of the Telephone). How vilely that Mr. Uskie does 
sing, doesn't he? Isn't it edswrd to hear him try that C! 

Miss Gueen. I wonder he isn’t ashamed to stand up! And what 
a fright he is, to be sure! Look at his coat-tails, do.”’ 

Miss Brown. I've heard that he cficred himeelf to sing at a con- 
cert and was giten tn charge on the spot. 

Miss Green. His hands are too immense ! 

Miss Brown. I Aate music—especially singing ; don’t you ? 





Miss Green. Yes, awfully—especially ¢evor singing; don’t you? 

Miss Brown. Yes, 80 much—especially Mr. Uskie's! 

Need we point out how great a solace the Telephone will be in such 
cases as this? 


No. II. 


Flitter is simply ‘txcorrigthle! The only thing which has the 
power to reduce him to reason is the commanding voice of Mrs, 
Flitter, though, it is true, this at times reduces him not only to reason, 
but to terrified and grovelling obedience, helpless submission. Once 
out of reach of this voice, however, Flitter is impossible to restrain ; 
he gives full licence to his abandoned inclinations, dines with Chuckler, 
stays out till eleven at night, smokes, plays billiards! Nothing can 
keep him within bounds, he is a not-to-be-restrained torrent, an un- 
controllable whirlwind. In his ruthless insanity he has promised that 
Chuckler to accompany him to Boulogne for a week's outing and a 
“spree.” One dark night, when the voice of Mrs. Flitter is at rest, 
he. stealthily places a collar in a carpet-bag and sneaks off to Boulogne 
with that Chuckler, smoking! For three days Mrs. Chuckler wonders 
where he is; on the fourth she finds out. She writes him a terrible, 
terrible letter, ordering him home instantly, but she inwardly feels 
that her voice cannot reach him! Aha! Flitter receives the letter 
and actually lights his pipe with it! She has no power over him, 
though her letters get more and more terrible. He stays on at 
Boulogne with Chuckler. She cannot go to him owing to domestic 
considerations. Affairs are becoming serious. Flitter is unbridled, 
without check, whirling onward to destruction! 

Goodness only knows how long he does intend to remain at Boulogne, 
when, one day as he wanders by the channel filled with jubilant 
defiance, he turns pale, starts and trembles. 

He hos heard the voice of Mrs, Flitter through the terrible Telephone! 
He crawls shivering on board the Folkestone boat and creeps home 
that same day ! 

What further proof than this can be wanted to illustrate the 
blessings of the Telephone ? 
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No. ITT. 


Mr. Onweeyay (to Mrs. Onweeyay). I feel a little tired this even- 
ing, my love, I think I will not go out. My presence will not be 
required in te House, 80 I will have a quiet cigar at home and listen to 
the debates. 

(Lights his cigar, mixes some grog, chooses an easy chair, and 
applies his ear to a tube.) 

Mrs. Onweevay. Let me see, I really think I need not go out 
either. The Joneses won't expect me, and the Dobbses are so slow, and 
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the singing at the Bibbses is always so bad. J will have an evening 
at home and hear J? Trovatore at the Opera. 

(Chooses another easy chair and applies her ear to another tube ) 

Mr. Onweryay, Junior. Dreadful bore to have to put on my boots 
again! I'll be hangedifI do. I'It just have a pipe here at home and 
listen to the scandal at the club. ; 

(Lights his pipe in the billiard-room and applies iis ear to a tube.) 

Miss Onwesyay. Why 2on’tmemma take mo tosee Pi+k Domixos ? 
There must be something in it she doesn't wish me to hear. I wii/ 
hear it! 

(Reckines on a settee and applies Aer ear to a tube.) 

Mrs. Onweryay's Coox. Shame it is; there! Cooped up ’ere all 
day, and can’t only get out three evenin’s a weck! And me a-wantin’ 
to goto the Canterbury to-night. with private Spindles, pertickler! 
Never mind, I'll jest invite im down ’ere and we'll hear the singin’ at 
the Canterbury together. 

(Invites down private Spindles, and they apply their ears to a tube.) 

No. IV. 

Our Sprecran War CorresPonpent (in his own study). Splendid 
invention! I'll just have one of these ‘l'ele es fixed in the middle 
of Turkey with the other end here. Them I can hear all the reports 
as they circulate on the spot itself, and avoid the necessity of copying 
my information from other correspondents ! ; 

(Has the thing fixed, applies his ear to it, and hears so many wildly 
contradictory reports on the spot itself that he goes mad directly.) 





Another Historic Parallel. 

In an account of a ball getting on the South Coast railway line and 
attempting “‘ to charge the 6.16 train from Polegate to Eastbourne,” a 
contemporary states that the driver “turned the steam-cock and 
stopped the train.” It would bea pity indeed that a story like this 


should be left incomplete, and th , in the somewhat pa 

absence of chanticleer, we hail as am admirable substitute the appear- 
ance of that steam-cock. It once again gives completeness to a cock- 
and-bull story. 





Corroboration. 

A GooD many newspapers are making capital out of a brutal affair 
at Hanley between a drunken man and a house-dog, and referring to 
it as evidence of the famous Brummy and Physic business being after 
all correct. Singularly enough, however, they all lose sight of the to 
us somewhat curious fact that the magistrate before whom the case 
was heard the other day, is Mr. Greenwood. 


A Bitter Rue. 

A new street in Paris cat through the late Emperor Napoleon's 
private gardens, and called the Rue de Tuileries, is just open. Our 
Bonapartist says it was a Rued thing to do, and our Imperialist says 
it will be Rued some day. 


Brevet Rank. 


Mrs. Jueetns lost one of her lodgers lately. He went off suddenly 
on urgent private affairs, and forgot to settle his little account. 
‘‘ Ah,” says the old lady, “ when ’e come ’ere ’e called ‘isself a 
Capting; but I've discovered to my cost’e’s only a left tenant.” 


Caxtoniana. 


Tue Caxton celebration should have been held in the Spring, not in 
the Summer. Printemps you see. Bother the pronunciation! 


Wanrap.—A hen who can lay a foundation-stone. 





LUN. 17 


A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 


AT THE SEASIDE. 


Youne Courts. Very nice rooms indeed, and how much a week 
a you say? 

ANDLADY. Three guineas@ week the sitting room and two guineas 
a week the bedroom. . . 

Youne Courts. Well, that will be cheaper than going to an hotel, 
because of course we can provide ou 

Lanptapy. Then you decide to take the rooms for a fortnight ? 

Youne Covrnz. We decide. Here is the rent in advance. Of 
course you cook for us? 

LaspLapy. Oh yea; bat the kitchen fire is extra; that will be ten 
shillings a week. 

Yous@ Course. Oh! and are there any other extras? 

LanpiaDby. Not many. There’s boo one shilling a pair, 
use of plate and linen ten shillings a week, gas five shillings a week, 
attendance five shillings a week, warm water five shillings a week, and 
a few etceteras. 

Youne Covrtz. Ha, hum! Well, we will go out and purchuse 
provisions. (They go.) Let us see, suppose we have a pair of soles. 
fishmonger, send us that small pair of How much will 
be be ? 

isHMONGER. ‘That pair's five shiliings. 
Youne Courts. Ten t that a—ah—a little dear ? 
FisumoncGxr (contemptuously). I only keep the dest fish, and there's 


Yours Course. Let us now vegetables and fruit. What 
is the price of that basket of strawberries, and of those peas ? 

Frurrmear. two shillings and sixpence a basket, peas 
three shillings a peck. 


Youwe Covriz. Dear me, we can buy them at a quarter that 
price im Lendon. 

Fxorgwage. But you can’t here, because I’m the only fruiterer in 
the place. Have ’em or leave em, which you like. 

Yoouws Courte. We cannot afford such luxuries. We will have 
a pound of steak and a loaf of bread. 

eee Steak, yes mum, very nice, two shillings and ninepence 
@ poun 

Baxgr. Bread, yes sir, tempence a loaf. 

Youne Covrte. That is dreadfully dear. 

Burcagre anp Baxer. Well, we're the only butcher and baker in 
the town, so you won't get no cheaper. 

Youne Courts. We have come here for a fortnight, and have 
only brought one hundred pounds; we fear that will not be enough to 
carry us through, so we will go to town and fetch some more. 

Cuoxus or TrapssPsopiz. Yah, comin’ here with a hundred 
pounds for a fortnight! How d’ye expect we're a going to live? 

(Youna Courxe blush and return to town by first train, forfeiting 
rent paid in advanee.) 

Youne Courts. At last we are safe in Londom again. We will 
wait till we have saved a thousand pounds, and then we will go to the 
seaside for a fortnight. 


me one else in the place has any at all. 





MASTER FUN ON THE WAR. 


I wisu the war would go a-way, 
‘They do not fizht a bat-tle, 

They kill about a man a day 
Aud steal a lot of cat-tle. 

A page a day the pa-pers spin, 
All sto-ries, do not doubt it ; 

As no one cares which side may win, 
We'd glad-ly do with-out it. 


I know they both are wick-ed mea 
Who make such dread-fal slaugh-ter, 
They say one wants the other's den 
‘To give his eld-est daugh-ter. 
My ps be-lieves the Rus-sians right, 
Four Tur-key is my mo-ther ; 
I hope that Kng-land will not fight 
For ei-ther oue or o-ther. 


The Alphabet of War. 


Tue Rassians have been badly defeated at Zewin. Their first 
important success in Asia Minor was at Ardahan. Running through 
the alphabet after this fashion does not suit the Grand Duke Michael, 
who now writes his despatches in an Asia Minor key. 


Note. 
Tuer make flowers of shells now. Arti-fishal flowers, of course. 
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“IN THE BAY OF BESIKA, 0!” 
ae ERY Mi ALONE, DO, THERES NOTHING LIKE KEEPING PERFECTLY QUIET.” 
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LAYS FROM LEMPRI-RE. 





THE UPS AND DOWNS OF ULYSSES. 


I weiter of U'ysses, a wonderful man, 
The marvel of history’s pages: 
For wisdom he stoed at the head of his c!nn,— 
He was married, you know, to Penelope Ann 
According to classical sages. 


Their life was a round of continual joy, 
Continual pleasure and blisses ; 

No shadow of grief ever came to annoy 

Till Ulysses was summoned to toddle to Troy, 
And left his adorable *‘ missis.”’ 


In Troy he was fighting a number of years— 
From his nation for years was a roamer ; 

Panelope Ann was tormented with fears, 

For the taxes were due, and the rent in arrears— 
(At least, so I gather from Homer). 


At last, when his warlike engagement was o’er, 
He put on his Ulster coat gaily, 
Bid his comrades adieu at the “ Trojan Arms” door, 
And embarked on a steam-lauuch for Ithaca’s shore, — 
These vessels were running there daily. 


He hadn't got farther than Bittersea Pier 
When a storm filled the crew with dismay there, 
And cast him at length on an island just near, 
Where sirens made much of him—offered him beer, 
And ardently wished him to stay there. 


These sirens all served in a restaurant bar, 

And their cheeks and their eyebrows were pain‘ed ; 
“* Ulysses,” said thev, “ stay and smoke a cigar, 
You must be fatigued, having travelled so far— 

We'll make you with comtort acquainted. ’ 


Ulysses said, “‘ Nay, I must toddle away, 
For really my ‘ missis’’ expects me ; 

My return she is looking for day after day, 

Besides there's my rent and my taxes to pay, 
So homeward my conscience directs me!”’ 


Then he tore him away from their simvering wiles, 
For fear they should longer delay him, 

But walking about in the neighbouring isles, 

He met Polyphemus, the queerest of * files,’’ 
Who kindly remarked he would slay him! 


** What ho!”’ said Ulysses, “‘ you stupid old guy! 
What ridiculous nonsense you utter. 

Annihilate me ? Well, you'd better just try!” 

So he up and he gave him a punch in the eye, 
Which “ landed” him clean in the gutter! 


At length he arrived at his own native land, 

But hearing his ‘“ missis’’ was troubled 
By suitors who came and proposed for her hand, 
Said he, *‘ I'll exterminate all of the band.”’ 

In his breast dreadful agony bubbled! 


Taough his lady adspted an innocent mien 

Her sagacity hadn't diminished, 
For she’d purchased herself a small sewing-machine, 
And braiding a paletdt daily was seen, 

And said she’d be wed when ’twas finished. 


She had trimmings, and lace, and she’d bugles galore, 
Much more than was needed ~she knew it. 

Such a marvellous jacket was ne'er seen before, 

And being well-versed in all needlework lore, 
She knew ’twould take ages to do it! 


U!vsses turned up at his ‘‘ missis’s’’ gate. 
Like a mendicant cadging for “ wittles’’— 

And shortly he heard fair Penelope state 

Taat she now was prepared to choose him as a mate 
Who was victor in playing at skittles. 


It is needless to state that our hero essayed, 
Though his ragged appearance caused laughter, 
And soon on the floor ev'ry skittle was laid, 
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A WAIN ATTEMPT. 


‘‘Tur Hay Orop may now be considered well ow THE waws.” So 
cave a daily paper; and this is Our Own Idiot's notion of an iilestwation 
on the subject. 


ee eee 


Important Notice. 
We have been requested by two shrimpsellers and a lodging-house- 
keeper and a-half to note that the Sheerness-on-Season has commenced. 
The importance of the statement will at once speak for itself, and we 
need only add we have great pleasure in being the first to publish it, 


ee 


Contradictory. 

Tr is stated that the Country has purchased the offices of Bell’s Life 
and the Observer. And yet it was only this week that an eminent 
jurist observed there was no chance of the British Press ever becoming 
subsidised by the State or liable in any way to State patronage. 


Clerical Errors. 


Tut Dean of Arches wishes it to be known that his position is in 
no way connected with any railway company. It is also a mistake to 
imagine that his Metropolitan is one of the dignitaries of the Under- 
ground. 


Young Fogeys. 

Tue Prince Imperial of France has been elected an honorary mem- 
ber of the Junior Carlton Cinb. He is “ just about the age ” for a 
junior establishment like this. Besides. we believe ‘‘ Nap” in one 
shape or another is always a favourite at Tory clubs. 


Poetic Fire. 
Dvurtine the recent severely hot weather a policeman, roasting under 
a tropical sun and visibly smoking. was aptly compared by a second- 
hand wit to Robert Browning. ‘* Nonsense!” replied his companion ; 
‘Tle is to me the exact realization of Bobby Burns.” 


Piano Forte-fication. 

Since Juggins purchased a piano, his daughter has gone quite crazy 
on music ana singing. In fact, she has become a perfect madrigal. 
(What a mad wriggle a fellow's brains must be in when he perpetrates 
such a gleeless goak as this.— Eo ) 


Bits for Cits, 

Is a City liveryman bound to be a stable person? And how many 
suits is he allowed a year? And is he more liable to upbraiding than 
his commoner fellow creatures? And, asa liveryman, must he be of 
a bilious nature? All answers to be post paid. 


Not generally known. 

Pzopte who subsist entirely on farinaceous food are more likely 
than others to suffer from mealancholia; and carcass butchers possess 
more head and pluck than any other tradeomen i in the meatropolis. 

A New Ditty. 

Tur Turks continue to charge the Rassans with stripping the 
inhabitants of villages and driving them out in a state of nudity. 
That nu dity is an old song. 


Cellular. 
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Then he threw off his rags, and his missus “ hoorayed,”’ 


And happy they lived ever after! “ Liquors are sold in 2,341 places in Boston.” It is curious to 


speculate in how many of the:e places the ) bayers are sold as well, 


A Netty Fiavowr.—The favourite poet of the Emperor of the THe DrunKARD's Panapiss.—Lapland (with a reversion in favour 
Brazils is, of course, Shelley. of Beerhaven, Brimmerbaven, and Glass “ go,’ of course.) 
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ALL ABROAD. 


Neighbour (log.) :—“ Lok, HE'VB QUITE GROWED OUT 0’ KNOWLEDGE, HAVEN'T HE, Miscis?’’ 
Fond Mother :—“ AYB, HE BE GETTING A BIG BOY; AND WOULD ’B BBLIBVE IT, HB’VB PICKED UP £0 MANY O' THESE FINE FORBIGN WORDS 
SINCE HE'VE BEEN ABROAD AT HIS UNCLBE’s IN ScoTLAND, I CAN’T UNDERSTAND ARF HB SAY.” 





tka 


Brown, when he dined recently with the Beanfeasters’ Corporation, | 
didn’t get as well looked after as he expected. He says it wasacase Stolen Kisses at the Globe ought to draw the sporting men, it being 


of “ Waiter! Waiter!” everywhere, and not a drop to drink. 


MY HOLIDAY TASK. 


Ou, where shall I go to and what shall I do? 
I’ve a holiday dim in the distance, 

And a holiday's one of the things that I view 
As a plague to a quiet existence. 

Shall I wander away to the banks of the Rhine, 
And leave German landlords my rhino, 

Or seek the Dutch pastures, all water and kine, 
In a suit of light dittos by Kino? 


There’s Paris invites me with cafés and trees, 
And the smart little ladies who dance so, 

I confess I’ve a sneaking regard for the sprees 
Which the pleasures of travel enhance so. 

Vienna suggests I should make for the East, 
As to get at the war it’s the best way, 

But the wife of my bosom won’t hear in the least 
Of the risks I should run Buda Testh way. 


New York is a place I've a longing to see, 
But the billows I hate to be tost on; 
And the road to America’s haunted for me 
With the fate of the City of Boston. 
There's many a sight in the town where I dwell 
or. at agen this bees has left ener. 
And cy a month may be peer very W 
In ‘aktier a tour eat Lon on. ” 





Ancient. 


For Actors.—The pro Cathedral, 











STRAWBERRIES AND CREAM. 

| rg Micuazn Costa was warmly cheered at the close of the Handel 

| Festival. He never handled his daton better. 

| Floods must be prevented in the Thames valley. Everybody says 

| so. Then turn Lawson's hordes loose on the river, and let them drink 

|itdry. What they can’t manage may be bottled, and called ‘‘ Cream 

| of the Valley.” 

_ The Russians have crossed the Danube. They don’t say which 

| Bank though. 

| A floating magazine has exploded and killed three people. Floating 

| magazines ts almost as dangerous as floating newspapers. 

_ MacMahon has conducted a review of the French troops. He will 
review his conduct after the elections. 


| Vengeance. 


Tae Specked 'Tatur is great on the Colorado Beetle. Hitherto the 
| beetle has been left in quiet possession, so far as the tubers themselves 
_are concerned. If the new position of affairs be only half as puzzling 
| to the beetle as some of the Specked’ Tatur’s articles are to its readers, 
| he may fly in dismay, and the world may at last b2 a bit the better 
_ for some superfine writing. 


| De trop. 
| Mr. Dg Moraan threatens to head an attack on the Duke of Cam- 


| bridge's preserves in Richmond Park. De M. had better “ go slow”’ 
| @ bit, or, if he meddles with royal prerogative, he will find himself 
not so much in the preserves of the Duke as ina pickle of his own. 


| By George he will. 





On its Meritt, 


| 80 entirely hoss-culatory. 
Cotovrnep sr Hanp.—A black eye. 
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THE SPREAD OF ENLIGHTENMENT. 
Scenze: 4 City Chop House. 
Wasn’t that a good speech of Gladstone’s at the 

























Finst Maonare. 
Caxton Celebration ? 

Szconp Dirro. Jolly! 
tone was audible. 

First Ditto. Ah, that was, you know, because he was speaking in 
Caxtones. 

Szconp Dirro (impressed), By the way, perhaps you could tell me; 
who was this Caxton E. Hannah, that so much is spoken of now? 
Couldn't be his wife, you know, because the Hannah’d go first: then. 

First Ditro. Don't know, I’m sure; most likely some American, 
by the sound. Oaxton went abroad, you know, and doubtless met a 


lot of Yankees. 
Szconp Ditto (with evident satisfaction). Ah! And who was Fust? 
Because he was the 


First Dirro. Oh, Caxton to be sure. 
inventor. 

Sreconp Dirro. Oh, you misunderstand. Who was Fust—F-.u-s-t ? 
Gladstone said something about him, Don’t you remember? 

First Dirro. Oh, yes. Why, of course, he was the man who 
translated something from the German, and then sold himself to:the 
dev—— to Old Nick. There's an opera and a play about it—Phelps, 
and that sort of thing. 

Szconp Ditto (much reisved). Ah! 

ey Ditto (after a silence). By the way, the ry meee Board — 
to have our spelling rearranged, and everything put in > 

Sgconp Ditto, Those fellows seem to haat what they’ze ahout. 
They'll do a deal of good eventually for the poor and ignorant. 

First Dirro. Yes. I didn’t famey education would be a. 
thing for the masses at first, but when one comes to think a 
shocking thing it must be for the great bulk of a population fo remain 
benighted, he must admit the movement is a first-class one. 

Szconp Ditro. Ignorance must be a dreadful curse, I'm a great 
believer in the Scheel Board myself. 

First Ditro. SoamI now. Iam going to put up forit. Gota 
lot of votes promised. A gentleman, you see, should always support 
the spread of education. 

Ssconp Ditto (enthusiastically). Ah, of course, of course. You will 
stir them up a bit, I’m sure. Good morning! 


And though his voice was not loud, every 





Over-done. 

Cricketers of the old school are publicly grieving that cricket is 
not what it was. They say that fashionable matches are now only 
excuses for gigantic picnics, and that effeminacy reigns supreme among 
our rising players. It seems to us strange this should only have been 
just discovered, for those who could not see how things have been 
tending in the cricket field for seme years now, must have been “‘as 
blind as a bat” itself. As a cricket-bat, of course. . 


An Earring. 

A sPorTInG paper—fourpenny and fashionable—replying to a corre- 
spondent says, ‘‘ If you have reason to dispute facts, we are willing to 
give you an hearing.” The correspondent might have reason to dis- 
pute the fact of this promise being ever put into more than factitious 
performance. Such a thing would be like a pearl of great price in a 
pig’s snout, or a silk purse made out of a sporting writer's ear. 


Smoking Hot, 

A writer hazards the suggestion that portions of our theatres might 
be set aside for smokers in imitation of certain small Parisian houses, 
where, during the slack season, a notice is exhibited, “‘ On fume ici.” 
There are plenty of London houses where the performance makes 
everyone “ fume,” not to say fret. 


Our Bashi-Bazouks. 

Ir is rumoured that some European ladies have been brutally 
assaulted by Bashi-Bazouks while out driving near Pera. Really, 
something must be done, or Turkey will soon be as dangerous for ladies 
as—say Hampstead on a Sunday. 


Futile. 
An enthusiastic Radical says all the Conservatives ought to be 
clapped into jail. That would be a Newgate tory measure. 
' An Aid, 
Tue Ex-president of America will not visit the German watering 
places. He takes his own Badeau with him everywhere. 


“Te Secerr or Suocess.”—Lady*Audloy’s Sce et. 
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AN ZUNPLEASANT REMEMBRANCE. 


Wuen friends around the board are met, 
The friends of Honour's mould, 

And appetite requires no whet 
For dishes hot oreold : 

"Tis then the lightand lambent quip 
And laughter-moving jest 

Fly rapidly from lip to lip, 
And have a proper zest. 


There's nought in all the livelong year 
So sharpens up the wits, 

Prevents one joker being drear, 
Improves another's hits, 

Dismisses rancour from the mind, 
Arrests impending wrath, 

As—what J ever long to find— 
A well-laid supper-cloth. 


I know I'm not of Fashion's lot 


A sneerer who is nought besid 
A vapid thing of froth— 
Should find his level far and wide 
From friendly supper- cloth. 


I reasoned thus the other night 
When Id been out to sup, 
And found a fellow act as blight, 
And poison ev'ry cup. 
Oh, may it ne'er be said of me 
By those who stand aghast, 
“A little cad of low degree, 
A nuisance unsurpast.”’ 


IN THE STREET. 
Jonas. Heat's awful, ain't it. I call it torrid weather. 
Brown. Call it ’orrid, why? I think it’s delightful. Nothing 
’orrid about it, I’m sure. 


Ego et Rex —.” 

A wrirse in a “ Society’ paper, speaking of common people, and 
looking down on them from a lofty height, refers repeatedly to “the 
ancillary spoon.”’ These keyholers seem to have queer notions of 
journalism. It is certainly not usual for a contributar to keep 
ing himself in this egotistic fashion. 


A Ring Down. 

Tue Emperor of Germany has presented Salvini with a ring studded 
with brilliants. Salvini accepted it as an oeuriieran the wa 
he had studded Shakespeare’s brilliant works, and reproduced 
precious (s)tones with the true dramatic ring. 











‘‘Through a Glass Darkly.” 
Newsar Pasua has left London for Paris. His most natural 
successors here would seem, to our limited comprehension, to be 
Messrs. Spiers and Pond, who have just opened still another 


drinkery. 





Spicy. 
Tux Court of Appeal has just reversed the decision of the Chief 
Baron, in a case, “Spice v. Bacon.” Of course, where the Lards 
Justices were concerned, Bacon was bound to be best in favour. 


Our Lorpedo. 
Rvussm has sent a large order for Whitehead The Czar 
has respectfully declined to accept Bobby Lowe as one cn account, 





Nor Mvucs or a Loss.—Don Carlos. 
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A NUISANCE. 


Szerapuina loves me dearly, 
I love Seraphina, too, 
Oh, her form’s divine (or nearly) — 
(That's of course ’twixt me and you). 
Lots of blisses Fate has sent us, 
And we'd really not complain, 
But for one who wil/ torment us— 
Seraphina’s sister Jane! 


R LW <= , | Small is Seraphina’s sister, 
Me Sh) = Sh A Six years old, or thereabouts, 
Hii 7 NS : | But, by jingo, she’s a “twister,” 
Lay sy | Fall of noise and tiny shouts. 
Often when I'd gently whisper, 
Seraphina’s kiss to gain, 
In runs that intruding lisper, 
Seraphina’s sister Jane ! 


When we in the garden wander, 
Just to view the plants, you know, 
As our words are getting fonder, 
And my loved one listens ;—lo ! 
Io she rushes, hair a-tangle, 
Like a doll that’s gone insane ; 
Then I feel I'd like to strangle 
Seraphina’s sister Jane! 


When I next behold her figure 
At her I will make a spring, 
And I'll say, “ When you get bigger 
You won't like this scrt of thing! 
Courting has a brief existence,— 
- Don’t you interrupt again. 
; When J’m here, just keep your distance, 
REASSURING. Seraphina’s sister Jane!” 


Sketched in Pall Mali on a recent Great Occasion. 


Working Man (to son and heir) :—‘ I say, Tommy, IF WE GO TO WAR, THEM’S THE CHAPS 
TO Give THE RoosHINs sOMBTHIN’!”’ 
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ELemm@ntTary AsTRONOMICAL StuDy FOR 
CuitprEN.—The Milky Whey. 


HOLIDAY HAUNTS. | Wreckage! ; 
> For Hungry Folks ... Gnaw away. | Soms professional betting men are engaged in getting upa memorial 
Harrying Folks Rusher. _to the late Admiral Rous. It is to take the form of a lifeboat, and is, 
A Pp ’ we believe, to be stationed at the headquarters of the turf, where so 
i . many noble fortunes, gallant hopes, and valuable lives have met 
with such disastrous shipwreck. 
To Reign. i - 
= — Ee maa “<n Extensive Grant. 
, oS UO | Tur City Press speaks of “the presentation of the freedom of the 
- High Heel Wearers .......... Mar gait. | City of General Grant.” This is ideation our institutions with 
penitent iain | @ Vengeance. Grant will entirely ecli his illustrious predecessor, 
Curi Cc | and the City of Washington be poor by comparison with “the City 
urlous Vase. | of General Grant.” Not only to vs, but to U.S. as well. 
A GATIN-wovs serial announces to all whom it most concerns that seinsiahtinditandinadbaiiiiaiitieetaditaliianlad 
“‘ the editors cannot undertake to return manuscript in any case.” It From the War 
must be somewhat awkward for the Postal authorities if “the editors” | 7 . bli ; toi Hol 
send it away loose. But, on the other hand, what a lot of trouble it _ #8 Czar has decided, after much public prayer, to issue an Holyo- 
must save Lord John Manners and Co. when anxious to fulfil their | graph of the present war. 
duty to the public by poking and prying into the public’s correspond- 


encé, to have it all ready for them and unenclosed “in any case.”’ A Black Beetle. 


a Tx Colorado potato beetle has arrived in Germany. Let us hope 
A Reel Appointment. | it won’t Germ any over here. 


A Me. Corton, Q.C., has been appointed Lord Justice of Appeal. [ Sapa eceeeenn nasa ih ii 
We hope his justice won't be sew-rew. | Now Ready, the Thirty-Second Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 


TWENTY-FIFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Cuntove Dmvs.ormant or Cuinamania.—Mr. Austin Dobson's | Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s, 6d. each. 
Proverbs in Porcelain. Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


<* ciapman’s “| CADBURY'S (uals 


Entire Wheat Flour. | bd ok 
S., THOROUGHLY COOKED. By] ¢, snennauen o 00,8 xox cee or 
phe Mb ttl ans ae ose atiteaey Aanvell Sopa Sad 


Som  P aN 
2S moHLY NUTRITIOUS. Jv sis" PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING,. | select the pattern best suited to your 
RICH IN PHOSPHATES. CAUTION.—Iy Coven thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. Wosks, Birmixewam. 


Printed ty JUDD & CO., Phoeniz Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill. Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 158, Fieet-etreet, E.C.—London, July 11, 1977. 
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A YOUTHFUL IDEA. | 
Tue dreams of childhood age dispels, 
| 
| 


Our verdant visions vanish, 
Old Time the iron-fisted fells 
Our cloud-capped castles Spanish. 
Our gods are broken one by one, 
Our images are shattered, 
Our Fairy Queens we learn to shun 


As draggled-tailed and tattered. 


Yet still among the ruined host 
Are those we can but cling to, 
To bid them yield the final ghost 
Our hearts we cannot bring to. 
And so a fancy of my youth, 
Grown weak and like to perish, 
In spite of my delight in truth 
I still devoutly cherish. 


Stern fact maintains in chemists’ shops 
Those lovely coloured bottles 

Are white when drained of certain drops 
Of liquid in their throttles. 

I still believe it’s tinted glass 
Which casts a light so mellow, 

And makes the people as they pass 
Lok red and green and yellow. 
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‘¢ Ditto, Double Smut.”’ 


In an amusing theatrical discussion now going on 
between an actor and an “adaptor,” the former re- 
peatedly twits the latter with being unable to understand 
French. An obvious deduction after the player's last — 
playful epistle is, that if one knows no French, the other == 
is somewhat vague as to English. Friendly arbitration ee, 
has been called in, and the parties are to be reconciled. 
Surely, the force of Frenchship could no further go. 
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Oh, Stay! ; ety 
A ComeERORANE saree says that “during the See So SSeS Se Ss 
Duchess of Edinburgh’s journeyings from place to place = 
no one is able to calculate the length of her stays.”’ THE SAVAGE BEAST.” 
Except, of oun, ype and her maid. But why Amateur Violinist (to unmusical friend) :—I am 80 ENGAGED—80 SOUGHT 
should anyone wish to do so AFTER FOR THE SAKE OF MY PLAYING—THAT ’TWILL BE QUITE A RELIEF TO ME 
a a ee eaeene WHEN I CAN RUN AWAY FROM MY FRIBNDS.” 
4 Pro tust.—Hamlet. U. F:—“ An—yes! anp I sAy—wHarT A RELIBF TO YOUR FRIENDS, BH ?’’ 
DISCHARGING A DUTY. | OUT OF TOWN. 


Ratepaysrs, and all who by a proper performance of their obliga-| Now Mr. World and Mrs. World have shut their shutters tight, 
tions incur the inestimable privilege of being summoned on a jury, And taken all the little Worlds, and also taken flight. 
may read with some interest that there is now a chance of occasionally | There’s no one left in town, of course, except the Members’ wives, 
evading the blessings kept in store for them by a properly appointed | And they are getting ready, too, and packing for their lives. 
summoning officer. Mr. Serjeant Cox, himself the embodiment of ; That is, they do not pack themselves, but sit and watch it done, 
justiciary wisdom, discharged a jury the other day because they chose | And add a little thing or two till boxes weigh a ton; 
to acquit a prisoner whom he thought guilty. We have no intention of And when they’re off, and all are gone, the poet does it brown, 
appearing as apologists for the jurymen, who it is only fair to suppose For Fashion cannot dog his steps when Fashion’s out of town. 
wave as Lora ged meee eneneenes wae figure at the Sessions The iron rules of etiquette I fling away with joy, 

ouse; Ou tl re y jury ee ~— ing, it means that the jury-/ nd lie about the shady parks just like a ragged boy. 
men are entitle an opinion, which it is only too often the desire of Supine upon my back I doze beneath the leafy trees, 
our by no means cleverest judges to attempt setting aside. In fact,it| With pipe and ’bacca close at hand, and beer and bread-and-cheese. 
is notorious that in our smaller courts, trial by jury is not trial by jury | With pleasant children I may romp and pleasant nursemaids greet, 
at all, but merely trial by judge—“and a good judge, too!”” We There's generally room for one upon the wooden seat 
should like to know, now that Serjeant Cox has opened up an example, My feeding baby boys with buns will cause no Saale Seow 
whether in future it might not be possible, should a particularly en- My darling wife and her mamma will both be out of town. ' 


oer ee pcb ty, as om use t : _ “om by When Regent-street is blocked with cabs and other things on wheels 
scharging incompetent judge. Presum- : ; , 
ing, “1 course, that such a dual condition of affairs ever could possibly The Luke ceaty ate tak a ee Mie dees te = 
CO 8. : _— Sein 
7 oo ssneneeignanguannaanannenetiensteamnnseta | I never touch those thoroughfares, but go another way. 
Completely so. But now I lounge in Regent-street, and both the Bonds as well, 

; a ; ‘ . | And pass the houses bold as brass where certain tradesmen dwell, 
_ A PENNY-A-LINER describing an accident at Charing-cross station Because the men who make my clothes and roof my noble crown 
in a weekly paper said, “The poor fellow was caught by the buffers, Wij] not be there to claim their due, because they're out of town. 
and his chest, &c., completely smashed. He now lies in a very pre- | we ee 
carious condition.” So we should believe. And to think that while | ie a ce 

i a Simpleton. 


battles of the most sanguinarily inventive kind are fought every day | Tue Conservative journals accuse the Liberals of “ Bias.’’ There’s 


at the daily paper offices, such a man as this is compelled to pick up | 
occasional ‘eidsavenhal - Pies "P| no bias about the Conservatives, of course. Sell us is more the word 








dee aaiacteniertereaia | for them. 
“(A Mrpsummer Nicat’s Daeam.”—That the landlord said he didn’t | BaitisH _InteEREsts.—T wo-and-a-half to five per cent.—paid. 
want his Quarter’s rent. ToxxkisH Inrsrests.—T welve to twenty—promised. 
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A PARENTHETIC PARAGON. 


Si Y love, my love, 'tis years a score 
(Just now it seems a dozen more) 


shore, 
That is, were married. 
And since that happy, happy day 
(You've made me bali and turned me 
orev) 
How lightly life has sped away 
And love has tarried ! 


The day seems really recent when 
(Alas! I single was till then /) 
You made me happiest of men— 

: Our day of marriage! 
When we rejoicing took the train 
To dream Love's dream beside the 

| main 
(I'd not for worlds go there again)— 

The main at Harwich. 


My dear, what wondrous ways we 
walked 
(And hew you clacked, and jawed, and 
_ talked), 
And never bli¢s a moment balked 
Beside the sea there. 
What long excursions side by side 
{By ways I never could abide) 
e took when you were first my bride, 
My all to me there. 





And when beginning life in town 
How soon you proved a husband's crown 
( Hovw eruel/y you crushed me down), 
My housewife thrifty. 
How well you made both ends to meet 
(I ne'er had half enough to eat). 
As young as then you look—as sweet— 
( You no look fifty). 


My love, my love, for twenty years 
We've shared each other's joys and fears 
(For you the pleasures—me the tears) — 
You are a true wife. 
So may our lives together pass ;— 
If Time for you first turns his glass 
I swear—(e/se I'm an arrant ass)— 
I'll have no new wife. 


A COMIC END. 

{r was a humorous notion, doubtless, that prompted John Betterdazo 
when his money was gone to abstain from food. But he must have 
had a strong sense of humour to keep on abstaining for five days right 
off. It is true that in a weak moment he picked up a ham-bone that 
a dog had left, anda crust thata beggar had flung away. But the 
funniest thing of all in his intensely comic history is that he was 
tramping all that five days through the streets of London looking out 
for old friends, friends who had known him when the money was only 
going, when he was a good customer at ‘‘the Stores,” and a jolly 
fellow. And he met them. ‘“ Hullo, Betterdaze, old boy, how are 
vou? Haven't seen you for a blue moon. Come and have a drink.”’ 


One drink, two drinks, three drinks. Nota penny in his pocket, not. 


a morsel in his stomach, and he might have gone on drinking all day 
long, first with one and then with another. 

‘* Hullo, Betterdaze ; why, how ill you look! Down inthe world, eh? 
Well, come and have a drink.” “ Thanks, a glass of claret.”” “Two 
glasses of claret, miss, please, How much?” ‘Shilling, sir— 
thanks.” ‘ Well, good-bye, old boy, I must get back to the office; 
sorry to see you looking so seedy.”’ 

Following up his humorous notion, Betterdaze refrained from men- 
tioning the trifling fact that’ he hadn't tasted food for five days. You 
see, he didn’t know these people weil enough to say, “‘ I won't have a 
sixpenny drink; pay fora penny loat forme—I'm dying of starvation.” 
And the fifth day passed, and the fifth evening came. Betterdaze felt 
light at heeland head. Spirits and beer and wine taken freely at inter- 
vals of fifteen minutes, when the interval between food has extended to 
five days, have a peculiar lightening effect on the head and heels. If it 
hadn't been for that horrible gnawing sensation of hunger that seemed 
now tearing away at his inside, now trying to throw him down in the 
street and leave him there, he would have been allright. He emiled 
as he tottered past lighted bars and restaurants, and threaded his way 


Since we embarked on Hymen’s 
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poem, upon anything but a noiseless Strand. It was such a good idea, 
he thought, to be quietly dying by inches ina place like this for want 
of sixpenny worth of bread and meat, when he could have ten sixpenny- 
worths of liquor if he only liked to drop into any of his old haunts in 
the thoroughfare. He began to laugh out loud at the notion, but had 
to stop short, the use of the risible muscles caused him the most 
exquisite internal sgony. When a man’s starving, one of the first 
things he must remember is not to laugh aloud. Suddenly Better- 
daze found himself walking, as if by instinct, down a passage. He 
went down the passage, up some steps, and across a bar-room into a 
billiard-room. Then he sat down on a soft velvet cushion, and rested 
himself, and watched an exciting game at billiards. He smiled to 
himself again when he thought that starving, penniless wretches could 
sit on velvet cushions and be amused for nothing. He didn’t laugh 
this time, he knew better. 

The room began to fill; half the people who came in knew him and 
called him ‘old fellow,” ‘‘old chap,” ‘‘ dear boy,’ and other loving 
names. And he sat on his velvet quietly, and grew drowsy, and felt a 
queer numbness coming to his limbs, and quite a new strange sensation 
in his heart. Two players played a match, and they had half-a-dozen 
of ‘‘cham” onthe game, Betterdaze was an old friend of both, and 
a bottle and glass were placed before him as one of the company. 
The wine warmed his chilly veins; he poured it down his throat like 
water, for he had the bottle to himself. ‘This is good stuff,’ said 
someone, ‘“‘ what is it a bottle, waiter?’’ ‘“ Eight and sixpence, sir.” 
The wine had begun to play tricks upon Betterdaze by this time. “ Eight 
and sixpence!’’ hs shrieked, “and I’ve drunk that! Look here, you 
fellows, look at me. Here's a lark! I'm sitting on velvet and drinking 
phiz at eight and six a bottle, and, so help me heaven, I’m dying of 
starvation! The wine is burning like fire in my brain, and tears my 
secret from me. I swear to you all I haven’t tasted food for five—— 
Ha!” 

It didn’t take long, but it was a nasty scene while it lasted, and out 
of place in a billiard-room. It stopped the game, and the customers 
left early, and nobody tipped the marker, and the coroner said that it 
was starvation and diseased heart. And one or two people who knew 
Betterdaze said, ‘‘If he'd only have said, you know.” LExactly—but 


they never do. 


Political Measurement. 

Tue most Conservative of citizen dignitaries would not be averse to 
the return of Gladstone and Co. to office. The Tories have been, as a 
gentleman who didn't get his title observed, a trifle too Conservative, 
and it’s hard if the others would not be Liberal enough to accord a 
baronetcy or two to the City instead of conferring all the honours on 
themselves. This may be a trifle in itself, but Fun hails it as vet 
another instance of the scales falling from the eyes of a deluded con- 
stituency, and Conservative glitter and Tory tinsel being adjudged its 
proper weight in the political market. 


Still the Beetle. 

Tue Rector of Hitcham suggests that coloured illustrations of the 
Colorado beetle should be distributed among schcols, and then all village 
children might look about for it for a small pecuniary reward. Where 
that reward would tempt the village children to search for the beetle 
goodness only knows. Butif they were let loose on the potatoes, there 
would be a chance of the distinguished visitor being starved out. 

Too Truckulent. 

AN inventor complains that for two years the Royal Society for the 
Prevention of Crueity to Animals have advertised £400 in prizes for 
improved cattle trucks and forgotten to say when and where the com- 
petition is to come off. He wants less truck with the Society, 
evidently. 


A File Affair. 


Tre American Government ‘‘ have filed their reply to a British case 
involved in the Fisheries question’”’ we are glad to hear. American 
replies to British cases will bear smoothing down. They are generally 
too filent. 


A Black Draught. 


The number of “ Coffee Palaces’ is increasing rapidly in London 
wherever suitable coffee grouncs can be found for their erection. The 
publicans are shedding Café tears at the idea. 


From the War. 


Great events have been taking place at Tirnova. It's time both 
sides did Tirnova—a new leaf and begin fighting. 


A Zor Trops.—One of Mr. Maskelyne’s latest speeches. 









among the festive crowd which surges for ever, like the sea in the 
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A POTENT PERSONAGE. 


EVIEW him any way you like— 
In outward form, and dress, and features—. 
There’s nothing in the man to strike 
As:différing from common creatures. 
He’smever shown (that [ have-knowm) 
A habit of appearing, never; 
With hoofs or wings or any. things. 
Of that description whatsoever: 


One-therefore tries in vain to siff: 
His-irresistibly despotic 
And obviously magic gift 
Of making people idiotic! 
Of bearded age (that’s always sage), 
Ofbeardless youth (whose mind's expanding), 
Hre Time can trace and instantispace 
He undermines the understanding ! 


He enters, say a railway. train;. 
And all the other riders, secingy 
Believe they look upon a plain 
And ordisary human bei 
But by and bye he'll fix his-eye— 
Deep-seated in its gloomy socket 
(An eye to freeze!)— om one of these, 
And take a tract from out his: pocket. 


And then you'll suddenly, detect: 
The traveller thus 
Becomes as one whose intellect 
Is utterly annihilated; 
He'll madly stare (as unaware 
Of aught that intervenes betwixt him 
And distant space) right through the face 
Of him whose dismal ‘eye has-fixed him. 
Then finding this of little use, 
He'll move his lips in imitation: 
Of one absorbed .in someabstruse 
Engrossing mental calculation: 
This-also fails; he eyes-his- nails: 
So hard, you feel a strong. i 
He's had a scare to find them there 
On this particular occasion. 
Anon his head begins to swim ; 
His eye, in painful vacillation, 
Is slowly drawn to that of him 
Who sits-in dismal contemplation, 
a serene, ge oy — 
nd eye that: pierces thro and through him 
And speaks of graves; the latter waves 
That:dreadful tract and gives it to him. 








The Victim, with a helpless smile, 
Will idiotically hold it, 
And, sinking in his shoes-the while, 
Will twist and screw and roll and fold it. 
And try, confused, to look amused, 
And feebly make a last, despairing, 
And wholly vain, attempt to feign 
A careless unembarrassed bearing. 


Then he who gave the tract will cast 
His eye around, with calm unshaken, 
And say in hollow tones at last : 
‘* My brother, is your ticket taken ’”’ 


rT eEE——————————— a 


ro 
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But no one by will meet his eye, 
And all, in nervous trepida'ion, 
Will edge away—pretending they 
Have failcd to catch the observation. 


But-he:- who gave the tract would spurn 
Defeat; and with deliberation 

Selects eaeh rider in his turn 
For psychical examination ; 

And eaeh one shrinks and feebly blinks 
Or-weakly and insanely chuckles; 

Or, waxing red, will scratch his head 
And rub his nose and bite his knuckles. 


Atilength the torturer will cease 
His. terrifying exhortation, 
And give them all a tract apiece 
And leave, on coming to a station. 
And then it's strange to note the change 
That comes at once to those remaining ; 
For each, you find, has got a mind 
And is. extremely entertaining! 


I’ve known aman of sense and skill 

(A mighty thinker, men confessed him 
Become a hopeless imbecile 

When he who bears the tracts addressed him: 
I will engage the greatest sage, 

With gifts of ratiocination 
Supremely quick, becomes a stick 

eneath his crushing exhortation. 





Not: Plural. : 

A: PROVINCIAL journal s ‘a disasteron the London and North- 
Western Railway, in which a lady was: \ , a8 ‘‘a singular 
accident,’ Singular, we should think, in the fact that but a single 
person was slain. And) yet; as it: is also said that she had but just 
before changed places with her husband; she could not have been 
single either, Soe where the singularity was, only a juryman ora Here- 
ford journalist can tell us. 


Allport it is. 

Someone proposes in the City Press that Mr. Allport, who first put 
the precept “* third-class by all trains” into paying practice, should 
receive 4 recognition at the hands of the large body of travellers. he 
has done so much to benefit. Even though its promotion be third- 
class, a testimonial to the great pioneer of comfort and convenience on 
railways is bound to turn out first-rate. 





The Lex Talionis. 
Ovxk own cross-countryman is astonished and disgusted to find that 


the famous Fox Club is nota sporting but a political institution. And 
yet he admits that when he applied for admission he found sufliciently 
brusbque treatment even for him; and he hears that the opinions of 


all members tally (Oh!—Eb.) 


The Last Straw. 

Wen is a borrowed horse like Kaiser Wilhelm’s favourite watering- 
place? When it’s vob lent ’s. And what's more, as this was dun in 
black and white all at once and without an offort by a gentleman who 
wanted to show the world what real comic writing ought to be, we 
won't apologise. 

Tue Bank Ratrzg.—Two miles an hour for heavy traflic. 
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THE NATURAL RESULI. 


TOTAL DEFEAT OF GENERAL JOHN BULL BY THE ALL-LIED TURKISH AND RUSSIAN FORCES. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL BLUE DANUBE. 


Tue waters of the Danube gleam 
In all their summer glory, 

The hills are fair as painier’s dream, 
The vales are famed in story. 

3ut though I love that region well, 

And there would be a liver, 

At present I’m afraid to dwell 
Beside the Danube river. 


The verdant heights and slopes are set 
With many a charming village 

(Which Northern tourists won't forget 
To fall upon and pillage). 

To think what tint those waters blue 
‘Will turn to makes me shiver, 

I fear there'll be a reddish hue 
About the Danube river. 


T can but weep when I recall 
A scene of peace and plenty, 
When warmth and beauty reigned, and all 
Was “dolce far niente.” 
For war has blasted fertile plains, 
And set men’s hearts a-quiver, 
While daily slaughter stirs and stains 
The lovely Danube river. 








Doubly Dispatched. 

A WELL-KNOWN weekly treats its readers to what it 
calls “another mystery,’ which is soon to attract as 
much attention asthe Bravo case. “ A retired captain 
in the army, son of a late peer of the realm, was some 
time since found dead in a lavatory, and upon being 
taken to his bedroom, died in the course of a minute.” 
The veracity of our contemporary is unimpeachable ; 
but as there may be many people who never suspect the 
wonders going on around them, it is just as well to 
reprint so noticeable an item of news, if sonly for 
endorsement. 

An Observation. 

Toe Beazley Heath Observer observes with curious 
vision. Observe: ‘ Robert Wallace (long M.P. for 
Greenock) died, aged 5.’” To say nothing of the youth 
of this gentleman, it is news that Greenock ever 
returned a member to Parliament on account of his 
height, and length. Go a long, do! 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Critics, however much they may disagree as to generalities, are 


satisfied on one point concerning Stolen Kisses at the Globe. And that | 
this is a vital point will be readily admitted when we state what it is. | 


All agree that it is a very long while since so bright and fresh and 

original a piece of writing as Mr. Paul Meritt’s domestic drama first | 
saw the lightin a Londontheatre. Some say it isone length and some | 
say it is another, but all agree in naming a date which is sufficiently | 
remote to make the present production an epoch in the history cf 
modern playsand playgoers. The author is indeed by no means a | 
faultless writer, and he suffers under the somewhat critical disadvantage 
of being very young; but it is to be hoped that such errors as these 
will be cured in time. The disadvantage of youth is one that lessens 
with every day, and the most austere critic will in due course 
admit that a youthful dramatist is commencing to conquer that error. 
For fashionable tastes Mr. Meritt is perhaps a trifle too robust. We 
have been so long accustomed to “ comedies,” plotless, pithless struc- 
tures, conveniences for the conveyance of impertinence, inanity, and— 
save the mark !—epigram; that, when a play is produced that sins on 


the side of story, folk are apt to be a little bewildered at first, and to | 
But if | 


find the dish just a trifle too strong for the depraved palate. 
this be a fault, it is at least a good one; and whatever it may do for 
its ingenuous author, it is certain that Stolen Kisees will do something 
towards bringing the stage to a better position in the eyes of the 


community, and giving it something between the vapid nothings of | 


modern comedy and the dreadful doings of equally modern sensa- 
tionalism, ’twixt which two battledores the shuttlecock of public 
opinion has for long alternated. It is not within our province to ex- 
plain the plot of a new piece even when it is capable of explanation ; 


instead we cordially recommend our readers to learn for themselves, | 


especially as two or three of the characters are acted in a way which is 
worthy of the writing. 








a — 


NO GO. 
Scenz.—oyal Academy, Galkry No. I/. 


Artful One (noticing proximity of refreshment room) :—“ Ou, GEoraRr 
DEAR, I—I FEEL SO FAINT.” 

More Artful One (who has been “ served that way before”) :— Baur, 2x ? 
IT'S THIS DOOSID UNPLEASANT SMELL OF COOKERY; LET'S GET ON A BIT.” 


[ Bzeunt. 





Critics—and by this be it understood we don’t mean young gentle- 
| men who sit in the seat of the scorner and sneer at all they cannot 
| comprehend—critics are once again agreed that the production of Lady 
| Audley’s Secret by Mr. H. Neville is another reminder of the rapid 
flight of time. Beyond this and a comparison not particularly 
favourable to the new-comer between Mesdames Herbert and 
Pateman—and the admission that the drama is put on the stage with 
every care—there is little enough to say about a play which in its time 
has set all the Hazlitts of the period agog. Mr. Neville rarely 
fitted himself with a part so suitable to his somewhat uniquo 
abilities. 

We have so ofien referred to the excellence of Bullock's 
Marionettes that we need only now mention that they have taken the 
Folly for a short summer season, and exhibit themselves there daily. 
We have the more pleasure in doing this as just now there is again a 
craze for “‘ distiaguished amateurs,’ most of whom are distinguished 
more for their amateurism than for their ability. If a bundle of these 
sticks would but get themselves taken to the Marionette show two or 
| three times, they might, under such favourable auspices, learn to ‘‘ fret 
their hour”’ a little less awkwardly in future. 

Miss Glyn has commenced a fresh eeries of readings from Shake- 
speare, to be given in Mount-street, Grosvenor-square. While 
welcoming this lady back to public life we must express our regret to 
hear that the rentrée ia not so much one of desire as of necessity. 

At the Marylebone they are playing a piece called the Idiot of the 
Mill. A sporting friend of ours says that must be the one that got 

| himself licked, of course. 





Distin-ct. 


Says an advertisement in a daily paper: “ A gentleman with £500 or 
Well, why 





| £600 wishes for an investment in a sound business.” 
| doesn’t he go and take a drum shop ? 
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Mudbrown (who is making a rough pencil sketch) :—‘‘ Now THEN, CHAWBACON, WHAT ARE YOU THINKING ABOUT? OvT 0’ THE WAY THERE!” 
Rustic :—“ Tarnkina asout? Wei, I MoIGHT BE A-THINKING AS HOW MY BE-A-CON AND YOUR CALF’S ’BAD ’UDN’T MAKE A VERY BAD 


DISH—’UD THEY ?” 





SS 


ENGLAND’S UNVARNISHED HEROES. 


Tug Onty CIRCUMSTANTIAL AND CoMPLETE ACCOUNT. 


| Wiliam Wilkins, and Jerry J ones left their native village home, each 





travelling on his own account, and looking out for some way or other 


I pon’r believe there ever was a less heroic person than John Dobbs, | 
unless it were William Wilkins or Jerry Jones, his most intimate | 
friends and companions. A more unromantic, commonplace, pipe- , 


smoking, beer-swilling trio never tossed pot or snored away the fumes 
of a last night's debauch. They lived in a Midland county famous for 
the noble sportsmanship of its landed proprietors, but being only 
labourers there was very little noble sport for John Dobbs, William 
Wilkins, and Jerry Jones. Therefore they amused themselves when- 
ever opportunity offered with pastime of quite another description. 
Not being able to hunt the cunning fox or harry the noble stag, shoot 
tame pheasants and partridges, or course the nimble hare, they turned 
to low and filthy pursuits, such as prize-fighting, rat killing, and dog 


of obtaining a livelihood. They were all fine, strapping, hearty 
fellows, six feet two and broad in proportion, and had little fear for 
the future. 

Place au M’sieu Dobbs. He journeyed along until he came toa well- 
known town called London, and there took service in the Life Guards 
Green. In due course he became a perfect paragon of modern House- 


hold chivalry, and among nursemaids and general servants was 


warranted to kill at forty yards. He often said he had only to look 
and they at once surrendered. Happy the girl who could secure 


_ Corporal Dobbs for her Sunday out, and happy was Corporal Dobbs in 


racing. Nay, they now and again went even further, and it was. 


whispered that bull-dogs had been seen biting each other while Dobbs 
and Co., with many others, stood round and wagered on the result. 
Mains of cocks were talked of now and again, and in such a learned 
way that those who talked must have had practical experience. So it 
will be seen even at once that my three heroes, John Dobbs, William 
Wilkins, and Jerry Jones, were as incorrigible a lot as one would wish 
to find on a day’s walk in the Midlands, and as unheroic as the most 
unconventional of authors could desire. 

I shall not bore my readers by attempting to particularise the way 
in which these three friends became separated; how they came to 
leave the loved home of their youth, and each one to journey on a 
separate stream alone. Perhaps Dobbs may have been suspected of 
snaring game ; possibly Wilkins was the man who netted the Squire's 
fish preserve; maybe it was Jones who came behind old Purblind, 


fright and minus his helmet and staff. These things, I say, are 
merely surmise, the idle talk of envious tongues, and so I will not 
attempt to particularise, for the simple reason that I could not if I 
would. Let it merely be recorded that in due course John Dobbs, 


the enjoyment of his new life and the discovery that he was quite the 
fashion—the envy of all the Jeameses and adoration of half the Marys 
within a mile of Knightsbridge. 

Just then, however, war was declared, and of course the Life Guards 
Green were the first to be ordered for foreign service. Within a 
month from the day when he had been whispering tenderest words to 
his ladye love in the Park of Hyde, Dobbs was in the van of battle at 
Nevermyndwhere on the continent of Europe, and performing prodigies 
of valour. The despatches, written, as everyone knows, with a true 
English disregard for rank anda fit acknowledgment of the merit of 
the humblest British soldier, were full of his praises. Every Gazette 
contained his name, and at last, after he had led a forlorn hope and 
stormed the fortress of Gingerousbreadlypore, public excitement knew 
no bounds. He was still Corporal Dobbs, as the rules of the service 
prohibited promotion for plebeians, but as soon as peace was declared 
and the Greens returned home, Dobbs received in Hyde Park what 


| sporting writers delight to call an Ovation. Several nursemaids com- 


the pene one night and, tripping him up, left him half dead with | 
t 





mitted suicide on his behalf, and one French lady’s-companion went 
actually mad for him. He was mentioned in two leading articles on 
bravery in the Daily Dustcart, which started a subscription on his 
behalf and presented him with the money some months after the last 
contribution had come in, merely deducting a third for advertisements 
and a trifle of 15 per cent. on the gross receipts commission. Her 
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Majesty was graciously pleased, as Dobbs had received several wounds 
and was unfit for further campaigning, to dispense with his services 
and grant him the pension usual on such occasions, of sixpence per 
day; and thus, with name and fame, and with his patronymic as a 
synonym for gallant deeds of derring-do, John Dobbs returned to his 
native village in a Midland county. 

William Wilkins was not a man of war. A few weeks after his 
earliest friends lost sight of him he might have been seen hard at work 
in @ coal mine near unto the North of England. No ladies smiled on 
him, and his work was heavy and laborious, but he toiled on nor knew 
he was emulating the performance of many a hero whom poets have 
handed down to posterity and prose. He owed no penny he couldn’t 
pay, mainly because Trust had been dead in his new locality for many 
a year when he arrived. And so he toiled on, each morning seeing 
some task begun, each evening watching its close, just as though William 
Wilkins had been a high-souled noble fellow full of the finest feeling, 
who worked because he liked it, and wouldn’t be beholden to anyone. 
Which was not a fact, and never is except in books and poetry. As 
this is meither one or the other, I will merely content myself with the 
remark ‘that in real life I never yet found anyone who cared for hard 
work—real right down horny-handed brow-sweating labour—or who 
did it if he had the choice between that and resting. 

Well, days went on and Wilkins continued to work unceasingly and 
to bewegarded as merely a Common Man. Asa Common Man, to be 
sure, who was extremely stalwart and could do his share of work, or of 
meat-and drink, or of bruising, with any one in the mines; and if he 
was not loved he was at least feared and respected. But at last his 
opportunity came, and he showed that he too was ready when occasion 
served. One day aslip occurred in the mine, and half a dozen poor 
wretches found themselves shut off from home and hope and all but 
the atom of life fright left them. Great was the commotion, dire the 
despair. Women and children with hungry eyes and blanched lips 
huddled at the pit’s mouth and many a tear ran down a grimy channel 
and astonished beholders to.see there was after all a white skin beneath, 
as the words “ Husband!” “Father!” came in broken and heart- 
rending gasps from those left desolate, from these who were if not 
already to soon become the widows and the orphaned. 

But who is this that strides forward, and baring his arms, volun- 
teers to descend and dare all? Who is this whose example is epidemic 
and who soon finds gallant followers? Who in that day becomesa 
leader among men, and not only encourages others but does a giant's 
deeds himself ? Who is it who ultimately, narrowly sacrificing his own 
life, succeeds in saving the lives of all the others? Who that is blessed 
by the tears and heartfelt thanks of the wives and children for whom 
he has done so much? Who but William Wilkins! ‘Then indeed 
comes out the Dai/y Dustcart, and the name of Wilkins is trumpeted to 
the winds of heaven. Never was there such a. man!—never so noble 
an uncut diamond, so rich a nature’s nugget. ‘‘ Such men as these,” 
concluded the writer of a magnificently original leader, ‘‘ are England’s 
pride, and Wilkins must have a testimonial, for which we shall be happy 
to receive subscriptions.” Andthe money poured in, and more articles 
were written ; and in due course, after the usual deductions and com- 
missions, the hero received what was due tohim. And also in due 
course Wilkins, with his name a blessing and his heroism a topic of 
daily conversation, full of thanks and honours, returned to Ais native 
village in a Midland county. 

And now dear reader I must stop short, for a minute as it were. It 
would be unfair to hurry over the glorious doings of Jones or the great 
things which came of them. I will therefore ask you to wait one little 
week to see these heroes re-united and to mark the inevitable result. 


— 


‘Convey the wise it call.” 


SevERaL futile attempts, so the American papers say, have been 
made to assassinate Mr. Stilltong, the New York Herald’s correspondent 
in U By his managing to escape so repeatedly it would appear 
that a Still tong conveys a wise head in the new country as well as in 
the old. Except for the age of the proverb, however, it would seem 
more natural if the head conveyed the tongue. 

Pulpy. 


Tze Mayor of Montreal very properly declined to give official 
sanction to the parade of Orangemen on the 12th. He was quite right 
when he thought that such an Orange display would sow the seeds of 
intolerance, and bring forth fruit of a kind quite different from that 
inscribed on their bananners. 


Worsted Work. 


A TELEGRAM says :—“ The Russian troops haveagain been worsted.” 
sae eanangh $0 sake tho Omeints his brows and darn his—well, 





A Fizermc Joy.—The Naval Supremacy of England. 














































A PENURIOUS POET. 


“ . . « . With eloquence grown rhythmic, musical (what we call poetry), 
drew iron tears from the cheek of Pluto; buat by what witchery of rhyme or prose 
wilt thou from the pocket of Plutus draw gold ?’’—CaRiyte. 








Ox, pray regard this humble bard, 
Behold him shed a tear ; 

Observe his locks, through sorrow’s shocks, 
They’re white, or very near. 

You'll all agree the Bard (that’s me!) 
Has utterly been sold. 

Though people praise my wondrous lays, 
They never give me gold! 


I’ve written reams on lovers’ themes, 
Those sentimental things 

Concerning darts and trusting hearts, 
And little boys with wings, 

The rhymes I penned I'd often send 
To folks in Cupid's fold, 

Who often would remark “ that’s good '’— 
But never tipped me gold! 


Tis very sad, you're just as bad, 
You readers, one and all; 
When pressed by need, I often plead, 
You me’er regard my call. 
You’re hard of heart, and never ‘‘ part ’’— 
Though often you behold 
This Bard of Fun’s oppressed by duns, 
You never send me gold ! 





OUR GARDEN IN TOWN. 


(A Drama or Tae Day.) 


ACT I.—Spring. 
Hz. I say, don’t you think we ought to have a garden, flowers 


and things, you know? If we had those weeds, and that grass, and 
those trees pulled up, I think we might have a nice show by the 
summer. 


Suz. Yes, it would be nice, and we could get it done for five 


pounds. (They have it done.) 
He. Let's have a pound’s worth of seeds and put them in, and 
build a rockery, and buy a garden-roller, and a spade, and a rake, and 

ahoe! We shall want ’em, you know. 
(She goes.) 


Suz. Yes, give me ten pounds and I'll go and buy ‘em. 
Hz. That's it; now I'll take in the Gardeners’ Chronicle and buy a 


big straw hat, and when the eummer comes we shall be all right. 
ACT II.—-Summer. 

Hz. My dear, I’ve ordered sixty feet of tubing to water the garden, 
and twenty bushels of cocoa-nut fibre to put onthe beds, Let’s goand 
see how the garden’s getting on. 

Suz. Oh, there's nothing up yet, but I’ve had two men six days 
raking and tidying, and I’ve put wire all round to keep the cats off, 
and I think there'll soon be something. 

He. I shall build a glass house, just a little inexpensive thing, at 
the corner of the garden, where we can put the plants away for the 
winter. 

Sue. Yes; and I’ve bought a lot of those pretty g!ass things for 
the dinner table to put cut flowersin. It'll be so nice to say, ‘‘ Out 
of our own garden!’’ I shall be quite proud, shan’t you ? 

Hs. Yes. But, I say, when do you think there'll be any flowers 
tocut? Ain’t they rather basloweedl ? 

Sus. Oh, no. A few more warm days, and you'll see. 

ACT ITI.— Autumn. 

Hz. I say, my dear, I’ve been adding up, and I find, implements 
and labour included, I’ve spent £94 on this garden of yours. 

Suz. Oh, such a surprise, dear. Come into the garden, quick. 
There, look, there’s one geranium flowered at last. How delightful ! 

Hz. Hum, I think I'll buy one all a-blowin’ and a-growin’ next 
year for sixpence. I shall save £93 19s. 6d. ae 

Suz. Oh, but then you won't have the pleasure of growing it 


yourself. You are so unromantic. 


SOUND OR SENSE ? 
(Picked wp at the Queen’s Theatre on July 12.) 


Tam aew Ciara ean, 
Most folks call a Telephoan, 

But I'd bet at least “a pony” 
That the word is Telephoney. 


Goop Name To our 1x 4 Messe wrru.— Muktar Pasha. 














‘“A DAY 


Youthful Guest :-—“ Booxoo-00-00! BooHoo-00-00!” 
Y. G :—“ Booxnoo-00-00! I ca-ARN’T EAT NO MORB!”’ 
Y. G :-—‘** Anoo! 


R. 
I carn’t! 


LITERARY MEMS. 

Tene is a rumour that the “ Rape of the Lock”’ is to be novelised | 
in prose as “ Mist-tress and Maid,” by the author of the ““ Wandering 

ir.” 

The editor of a forthcoming comic has requested Mr. Morris to do | 
him some Earthly Parodies. He's heard he’s very good at them. | 

War is the title of a new paper. Of course, if war leaves off it will | 
go all to peaces. 

It is confidently asserted in certain literary circles that Scotland is 
the Black Country. 


For Civil Service Exam. 
Q.—What was the cause of the Gordon Riote? 4.—Religious | 


fervour. Q.—Is thereany chance ofa repetition of them? 4.—Yes. | 
In the event of the proprietors of the Holborn Restaurant stopping 
their nee dinner there would be Gordon Riots, com- 
pared with which the others would be nothing. | 

A Vest-ep Iwrenest.—Schneider'’s “little bill.” 

A “Bivcoz” Pour, Haxp to Swattow.—The recent scandal at 
Christ’s Hospital. 

Wat To po with “THs Canrersury” RKoor.— Let it slide.”’ 


Extra Strong 
STEEL PENS, 


WITH OBLIQUE 
AND TURNED.UP 
POIN 


OVER 200 PATTERNS. 


Sold in 6¢., Is , or 1 Gross Boxes, 

by all Stationers. A selected 

a sample Box. by Post, for7 or 13 

ae \ sf om MEDIUM, BoLps Plenty stamps. Orderof your Stationer 
Or ine Set tame Waites. Wir BE suas anv that suit your hand. 


Tu PLease. JOHN HEATH, Birmingham. 


CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


(Jury 18, 1877. 
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IN THE COUNTRY.” 
Rector :—“ Hatto! Dagar, DEAR MB! WHAT's THE MATTER, LITTLE MAN ?” 
:—* NsvgR MIND, MY FINE FELLOW! FILL yoUR POCKETS, FILL YOUR POOKETS !” 
THury’s FULL A’READY! 


Oo-00 !’”’ 


Bury True. 

Somz people have been asking why Prince Leopold should have pre- 
sided at the inauguration of a memorial tablet to Alberico Gentili ; 
and others, why after so many many years the trouble should have 
been taken to put up the tablet? The answer to the first conundrum 
is, Because of his Gentility ; and as to the other, we should think no 
one can decry a monument which is erected to the first man who dis- 
covered what was due to inter national law. 


Another Atrocity. 
Way is the Commander-in-Chief of the Turkish army like a law- 
officer of the Crown? Because he’s a tawny general. (Please excuse 
the accent.) 


A “Crown Jaws..”—Blankum’s infallible hair restorer. (N.B.— 
Beware of counterfeits.) 
An OxGan THAT Requies A Stop.—The Organization of Charity. 
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A DREAMER. 


I never can sleep of a night 
Fer thinking of words that will rhyme ; 
By day they will seldom “ come right,’’ 
And night seems the happiest time. 
They easily float through my dreams, 
And verses pour out by the yard, 
But day puts a stop to the streams 
And freezes up Helicon hard! 


And when in the morning I wake, 
I find, upon writing them down, 
That ‘“‘Crimson”’ is rhyming to “ Lake ’’— 
And “ Madder’”’ is rhyming to ‘“‘ Brown”’ ! 
In dreams this appeared good enough— 
And perfect, in fact, in its way! 
Yet— strangely !—’twas worse than the stuff 
I ever have written by day! 


Away with these visions! I ll try 
What waking and working will do ; 
Dream-poems are ‘‘ made but to die,”’ 
And never will bring me a “screw”! 
l’ve made up my mind to it quite— 
The healthy and sensible way 
Will be to sleep soundly all night 
And dream and write verses by day ! 


A Field Marshal. | 

Fretp Marshal His Royal Highness the Prince of 
Wales did not attend the Windsor review because he 
went to the Duke of Devonshire’s garden party. So 
says the Army and Navy Gazette, and then it adds as a 
further reason that, by an oversight, he was not asked. 
The latter might have come first like the one of a 
hundred which a gentleman once had; but what an im- 
portant person a Field Marshal must be to be quite over- 
looked ata review! Moltke has laughed in his seven 
languages ever since he heard of it. 





Joy is Dangerous. 
Tus “ Captain Williams Fund Committee’ have ac- 


THE SPIRIT OF EMULATION. 


cepted a nomination to Christ's Hospital for the eldest Other Newspapers give accounts and illustrations of the hair-breaith escapes 
boy. ‘They say this generous offer quite upset the lad of THEIR SPECIALS; ane see why we shouldn't. re, above represents @ GREAT 
for a time, and well it might. -  BATTLY, and our artist has taken up his position directly between the two armies, 
eT agua aap The brave brave man is making a sketch, regardless of danger and intent only 

Tue New Sensation Cottan.—-The Collar-ado. on duty. Yet he isn’t to be compared with some others we know ! 








LONG RUNS. gentlemen playgoers rush on the stage to do any other part that may 
ScenE: A certain Theatre near the Strand. ~ atta. ed, and, there being nobody to perform to, the curtaia 
First Praycorr. Old Buttertub said two words of his part wrong ancenee.) 


just now—did you notice that? “If” and “ the,” you know. A PRONOUNCED SUCCESS 


_ SgconpD Piaycorr. Yes, I heard that, though I dessay you know | 
it better than Ido. I've only seen it a hundred and thirteen times;| A corrEsPONDENT signing himself ‘‘ Which Field ?’’ writes to know 


and thirty four out of them were when I was quite a boy. how the Premier's ti d be pronounced. We put our n 
Tuimp Praycosr. Ah, then you wouldn't know it so well. I've | the sob, ieee — —, the result. , = —s 
seen it, let's see, two hundred and seventy thr——. | ; ' r 
First PLaycorr. Old Battertub’s memory is getting weak. He To Frexp. 
don’t remember his part as he used when he was in his prime——. | Your elders and your deacons, Field, 
Seconp Piaycorr. Oh, he’s not so old as Sir Blooblud Chutnee; | Would hardly call it Beaconsfield, 
he must be getting on——. Hullo, what's up? | Because the owner reckons, Field, 
Tue Stace Manacsr. Ladies and Gentlemen, I’m extremely sorry | His proper title’s Beaconsfield. 
to say that Mr. is suddenly unable, through advancing senility, to | ooo 
continue his part of Sir Blooblud Chutnee, The Stafford House Fund. 


First Praycorr. Oh, here—never mind. 1 know the part perfectly, | 
let me go on with it. | We are requested by the Stafford House Committee to state that as 
(This offer is accepted, and he goes on with it.) _some misunderstanding has arisen, the money they obtain from the 
Srtacz Manacer. Ladies and Gentlemen, I regret to state that | public will go solely to the relief of the wounded Turks, and under no 
Mr. has also broken down (by reason of great age) in the part of | circumstances will any dying Christian or mangled Bulgarian be 
Parkin Buttertub; but if any gentleman among the audience happens | attended to. As so many noble lords and ladies are on the committee, 
to know the part sufficiently —. | we have much pleasure in giving this announcement publicity, and 
Sgconp PLAYGOER, AND MANY OTHER PiayGogks (in chorus) Here! | trust all Christians will contribute freely. 
Yes, I know it perfectly! (About a third of the male Playgoers rush 
on to the stage in a body to do Parkin Buttertub.) | 
Coached up. 


Staca Manacer. I'm very sorry to trouble you again—but we | 

suddenly find ourselves in need of a lady to finish the part of Miss | Somes adventurous pickaxers down at Eastbourne have unearthed a 

Chutnee, as Miss has a particular engagement. / coach and. horses and a driver and his whistle, all in skeleton bien 
ALL THB LADY PLayGorks (with one mighty voice.) I know every | entendu, that disappeared mysteriously a century or so ago. This is 

word of the part—let me. evidently the coach and horses that used to be driven through Acts of 


(The Auditorium is cleared of ladies in an instant ; all the remaining | Parliament before they took three years to frame and carry. 
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THE LAST BULGARIAN ATROCITY. 


Tuere was a mild Bulgarian who watched the brutal Turks 
Decapitate his grandmother and other wicked works ; 

He eaw them chop his babies up and make them into pies, 

While others played at marbles with his near relations’ eyes. 

He watched them burn the villages, the churches, and the priests, 
And otherwise behave themselves like very loathsome beasts. 

But when he told the Tory press who came to view the scene, 


They smiled and said, ‘In war, my friend, such things have ever 


been.”’ 


And then they curled their upper lips and made a sly grimace, 
Tmplying that Bulgarian had magnified the case. 

The Turks were perfect gentlemen who wouldn’t hurt a fly, 

And couldn't even bear to hear a Christian baby cry. 

Of course, they might by accident have killed some girls and boys, 
But that would hardly justify his kicking up a noise. 


No doubt his granddam’s “‘twopenny’”’ had tumbled off from 


fright, 


And if his friends had lost their eyes—’twas careless—serve ‘em 


right! 


He went, that mild Bulgarian, and sought a mountain top, 

And waited till the Russians came, his enemies to whop ; 

And then he took his walking stick and found the army corps 
Prepared to leave his vengeance to the whirligig of war. 

And so it chanced he found himeelf, am army at his back, 

Among some Moslem mountaineers who hadn't time to pack. 

He thoveht upon the home and kin he'd lost by sword and flame, 
And in his passion called a Turk a bad Bulgarian name. 


The news of this Atrocity soon reached the Tory press, 
Their Christian blood ran cold at once (the Jewish did no less) ; 


They shrieked aloud and rolled their eyes and called upon the 


State 
To interfere and save the Turks from such a fearful fate. 
‘They shuddered in their inner rooms and fainted in the ink, 
On such an outrage on the ‘Turk ’twas horrible to think. 
Let twenty thousands Moslem heels crush Christians in the dirt, 
But not one hair on Moslem heads shall bad Bulgarians hurt. 


——— 


ENGLAND'S UNVARNISHED HEROES. 


Tuetr Rewarp, AnD Wuat Bacame or Txem. 


Last week I took the almost unexampled course (on this paper) of 


asking the reader to allow me to keep the adventures of Jerry Jones 
over, 80 that I might do them the fullest justice. Also that I might 
reunite the three companions after travail and trouble had endeared 
them to their native village and to each other. I will now take up 
the dropped thread, and trust its unravelling will be to the satisfaction 
of all interested in heroes and heroism. That the story isatrue one 
I can guarantee, as I happened to be an eye-witness of all the events 
detailed in it. 

Jerry Jones, then, like his congener the great Corporal Dobbs of 
the Life Guards Green, also travelled to London, though not in the 
company of that gallant warrior, otherwise Le might also have enlisted, 
and one part of my plot would have been destroyed for ever. His 
intention was to join the navy and emulate the deeds of days long 
gone, but being, as I have described, six feet two and broad in pro- 
portion, he was too big for any but a first-class ironclad, and as these 
were all at the time laid up in ordinary undergoing repairs, he had to 
wait awhile. During the time he was waiting he read an account of 
how two highly-finished first-rate British ships on a foreign station 
had been engaged with a rebel ironclad not armed or manned half as 
well as either of them, and after several hours’ fighting the foreigner 
managed to steam off not so much hurt as his assailants. And Jerry 
Jones, being an untutored man and not able to understand the 
technical reasons put forth for this, was greatly grieved. Not being a 
staunch Conservative—indeed, being nothing at a!l but an ignorant 
ass—Jones thought the navy was not what it had been in the days of 
which he had read, when Jervis, and Howe, and Collingwood, and 
Nelson, not only never were two to one, but when one to two generally 
managed to score a victory. And so, as I say, being insufficiently 
educated to understand that it requires more seamanship nowadays to 
keep one (English) ironclad afloat than it took to secure all Nelson's 
victories, this poor dunderhead voted the navy degenerate and gave 
himself up to the search for another occupation. 

He wasn't long in discovering something suited to his tastes. 
Walking along one night, wondering whether after all it wouldn't 
have been as well to brave the ire of magnates in the country as to 
starve in London, he was aroused from his torpor by the galloping of 
horses, the rattling of wheels, and the shouting in no measured accents 
of “Hi! hi! hi!’ Looking round he saw a red machine rapidly 
approaching. Fire and smoke were vomited from it, and several brass- 
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helmeted sturdy fellows, with axes in their belts and determination on 
their faces, sat like representatives of England’s home-cured heroism 
behind the energetic driver. A crowd was hurrying after the vehicle, 
but Jones, who had had no dinner for two days, preferred to g0 
“home ”’ and have four pen’orth of sleep. Jones had never heard it 
authoritatively stated that “he who sleeps dines,” but that there is 
parallelism in all great minds was proved by his putting the precept 
into execution repeatedly during his stay in the metropolis. 

Next day Jerry read in the papers that there had been a great fire, 
and that at the risk of their lives the engine and escape men rescued 
several people. ‘ Ah,” said he, “‘now I may get a chance.’”’ And as 
it doesn’t require much interest to get a fine strapping fellow into a 
force where there is every day a prospect, more or less remote, of 
losing one’s life for a moderate remuneration of less than a pound a 
week, Jones after a short time found himself wearing the uniform of 
a fireman and passing a somewhat monotonous and uneventful 
existence. It was summer, and fires were necessarily scarce; so 
heroism had no chance for a long while, and nothing to do beyond 
learning to fire straight with the hose and look after the horses. 
There was also an occasional practice gallop, which, though good fun 
in its way, was hardly exciting enough for one who had in his time 
broken every law possible in a Midland village. 

But things were not destined to go on like this for long. The days 
were shortening fast, the evenings were becoming dark and tempestuous, 
and Jerry Jones found himself one night aroused from sleep with 
every prospect of his fondest wish being realised. His heart beat as 
they clattered through the almost deserted streets towards the dull 
red glare in the distance ; it beat still faster, not with fear indeed, but 
with fierce emulation, when they were close to the blazing pile and 
heard that there was need of daring now or never. Have you ever, 
reader, stood at a London fire, and heard the cry of distress from some 
poor imprisoned wretch doomed to most dreadful death? If not, 
Heaven send you never may; it is a gruesome sight and a sickening. 
The first and, as it turned out, the last fire Jerry Jones ever visitedin 
his official capacity possessed this element of horror. It was ina poor 
and densely populated neighbourhood, and when, as was thought, the 
last family had been extricated from the half-dozen ricketty tenements 
now in full blaze, a shriek went up as a woman was seen through the 
smoke, with two children in her arms, standing at one of the upper 
windows. 

It might be done, men said, if anyone dared to risk it. But who 
would care to run the chance of roasting himself alive to save a pauper 
and her brats? Doves no one volunteer? Ah yes, see Jerry Jones. 
As this is not a sensational narrative, I will merely say that to as 
brave and noble a deed as ever was done three lives were due. Thrice 
it appeared all over with him, once his foot slipped and he only by the 
merest fluke saved himself from the furnace beneath; but at last he, 
blessed with herculean strength and courage to match, stood safe with 
his charges on the ground once more. Thensuch a cheer was given as 
an Englishman loves to hear; and the excitement being now over, and 
some talk of a subscription for the poor waifs just saved being mooted, 
every one hurried off to bed and dreams of Jones’s bravery. 

There was a good deal about this in the papers, but though Jerry 
Jones was sadly burnt and had to wear a wig and blue spectacles— 
curious guise this for a hero!—for many months, he got no testimonial. 
The editor of the Daily Dusteart was busy getting a particularly 
heinous murderer the respite he deserved; and the rest of the staff 
were engaged in the manufacture of Atrocities at the seat of war. 
Besides, an enthusiastic sub-editor had rather muddled their last sub- 
ecription list by paying the money over in full, during the absence of 
his chief, without any discount or deduction whatsoever. ‘The other 
papers were liberal enough of their praise, but they didn’t go in for 
such a thing asa testimonial, and so Jerry Jones had to do without 
any but the emptiest form of public recognition. But an anonymous 
admirer sent him a hundred pounds, the brigade men made up a purse 
for their half-crippled brother; and in due course, fall of fame, but 
sadly shorn of his manly beauty, Jerry Jones, being recommended 
change of air, also returned to his native village in a Midland county. 

Ani now, you see, we have again together three of the bravest 
fellows that ever broke bread or the laws of an outraged country. 
For a while they were much admired, but admiration is not a par- 
ticularly lasting quality, especially when the admirers and the 
admirees are brought in close and continuous contact. For 
a while John Dobbs and William Wilkins and Jerry Jones smoked 
their pipes and drank their beer, full of the dignity of good deeds, and 
required nothing better than an opportunity of comparing notes as to 
what-had happened to the village and themselves during the time of 
their enforced retirement from it. But soon, I regret to say, this 
mild kind of excitement began to pall upon them—soon they began to 
return to their old and evil ways—soon the end of their heroism was 
to be seen approaching. And in due course it came. At this stage 
grief overmasters me, and all I can do is to present the reader with an 
extract from the local police returns of a well-known village in a Mid- 
land county. 

“ Before a full bench of magistrates on Monday last three notoriously 
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disreputable fellows, John Dobbs, William Wilkins, and Jeremiah 
Jones, wero charged with snaring game on the land of the Rev. Jonas 
Jumper, chairman of the bench. {his was the only charge proceeded 
with, though it was known that these hulking vagabonds had for years 
been in the habit of poaching on the preserves of the magistrates, and 
had some time back to leave the neighbourhood because of their 
irregularities. The Rev. Peter Parblind, J.P., said he was sure it was 
Jones who netted his fish-pond, and other of the worthy Justices were 
positive that Dobbs and Wilkins had done similar depredation on 
their property. Parish-constable Walker gave evidence, and said 
prisoners were a great trouble to him; they indulged in cock-fighting, 
skittles, dog-racing, boxing, and such other criminal amusements ; 
and he felt sure they were guilty of whatever they were charged with. 
The defendants made a lame defence, and spoke of having done good 
service elsewhere, but the rev. chairman very properly and with 
great esprit said that elsewhere was not in his jurisdiction. The bench 
without retiring sentenced the culprits to six months each with hard 
labour.” 

Alas for the vanity of human greatness! Alas, too, for those who 
think that bravery is a possession spotless as the driven snow. 
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HgartReNnDING sight for attached domestic—Old Lady nreptcep To 
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SALAD. 

Str Tuzopuitus SHepstronz is being Boerd to death by the Trans- 
vaal community. 

The Orange Riots in Montreal have led to several lemontable 
occurrences. The ringleaders were arrested by orange peelers. _ 

Considerable alarm was occasioned by one of the bench of Bishops 
jumping up suddenly yesterday. As he was on the end of the bench, 
it tilted and let the others down. It is stated that the worthy prelate 
had just woke up to the fact that Ritualism was getting dangerous. 

A well known burlesque actress has been tumbling into the water ; 
not being dressed for a part, she unfortunately hai something on to 
get wet. 








Benjamin's Little Game. 

Tue Seebach scandal is, we understand, likely to come before the 
public again in another form. In the meantime the noble mystery of 
Asia declines to Seebach so far as that ticklish conversation of his. 
Short memories are convenient at times, even to great Tory states- 


men. 


One AdWantage. 

Count GreicuEn’s statue of Alfred the Great has been erected in a 
town of which everyone may claim to be an inhabitant. We live ina 
Want age, all of us. 

A Ministerial Job. 

Wuen Lord Beaconsfield heard that his nice little game at the 
Stationery Office had been condemned by a majority in the House, he 
said it was a bad job, We quite agree with the Premier, it was, 


A Novet Cuvrcn Movement: The presentation of “ Fffie Deans” 
to her Majesty at Windsor Castle. 
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THE WONDERFUL WALKING MATCH. 


By Our Cocxngy ConTrRinvTor. 





‘* The performance of both men was most marvellous. The least conservative 
of athl: tes would, a few years back, have ridiculed the idea of amy man walking 
twenty-two miles in three hours, yet both the winner and the loser in this match 
succeeded in covering more than that, on a bad day, though there can be no 
doubt as to the distance, and there was not the slightest suspicion of “ lift’’ 
about either.’”’— Weekly Paper. 





Youne Perkins ’ails from Camberwell, a little one is ’e, 

And ‘Owes his heven smaller, but their deeds a: 6 great to see. 
They've done the biggest walking feat this world ’as hever known, 
And ain’t I proud they’re Cockney bred an’ Cockney blood an’ bone. 


Hold ’Owes, who's nearly forty year,’as done some waliant deeds, 
You'd think ’e was a boy again as on the track ’e speeds. 

But Perkins is a wunner who ’as never yet been beat 

At any distance suited to ’is nimble little feet. 


Hall though the day was dull an’ damp, an’ ’cavy ’ung the clouds, 
The willin’ shillin’ at the gate was paid by hanxious crowds; 

By not a few the hextra bob for seats in part reserved 

Was paid away with readiness—the hextra’s well deserved. 


Now Perkins was the favourite becos ’e’s young an’ strong, 

But them as backed the old ’un didn’t do so wery wrong. 

"E's stout of ’art an’ strong of limb ; he stayed the distance through, 
Though Perkins took ’im at a pace as wonderful as new. 


Behold ’em standin’ on the mark ; “ get ready” his the word, 
Then “ go” ; an’ there is Perkins horf afore the other's stirred. 
Along the cinder-path ’e speeds, the fleetest of the fleet, 

But Owes is pegging ’ard away and’e’ll be “ bad to beat.” 


Away, away, the pace his warm, Young Perkins makes it ’ot. 
Height miles less heighty yards “in one’”’ is warmish, his hit not ? 
Time was when such a record would have been considered wrong, 
Yet ’Owes is not so far behind, an’ still his fresh an’ strong. 


When they ’ad gone a dozen miles the young ’un still ’ad gained. 
A quarter-mile divided them, and Owes was summut pained 

To think, though walkin’ at a pace unheard of until now, 

"E never once could get in front,—to Fate we hall must bow. 


Hi must admit hit’s jolly ’ard to do a wondrous feat, 

Hand yet from start to finish to be regularly beat. 

Tis ’ard for ‘Owes to know that ’e'd a-beaten all of yore— 
Yes, beaten ’em like babies—an’ be second now, no more! 


They'd covered nearly heighteen mile when, Perkins feeling queer, 
Hinformed ’is mentor, Mister Boot, ’e wished the hend was near ; 
Then Mister Richard Lewis went to’Owes’s side an’ said, 

‘* Now ‘ie thee honward, William, an’ hi think you'll go ahead.” 


The race was droring near hits hend, hexcitement reigned supreme, 
And hold ’uns present eld their breath, hexclaiming, ‘‘ Do hi dream ?”’ 
As hinch by hinch the ’Ackney man kept gainin’ hon ’is foe, 

But Perkins struggled gamely though ’e rolling was and slow. 


Has lap by lap and hinch by hinch hold Owes was seen to gain, 
The young ’un’s backers faltered an’ seemed fall of innard pain. 
The young ‘un staunchly stuck to work, hand has the time flew by 
’E said, ** Hi mean to win this ’ere hunless hi drop an’ die!” 


Hand when the time was hall but hup the pace ad told hits tale : 
Poor Owes ’ad struggled wondrous well but ’e was doomed to fail. 
For Perkins just ’ad strength enough to walk till “‘ time’”’ was due, 
An’ though ’e finished well hin front they both *‘ beat twenty-two.” 


This ’ere’s a splendid struggle; such ’as never been afore. 
Har, when shall we in future witness sich a special score ? 
No doubt there his that both the pair har giants among men, 
For they were clocked hoficially by Mister Joseph Jenn. 





A Presumptuous Person. 


A conongr’s jury at Liverpool sat on what they considered to be 
the body of one John Graham, a grocer and provision dealer, and 
returned a verdict of found drowned in the canal. On the following 
day “‘ the supposed deceased attended before the coroner and said he 
supposed there must be some mistake.” Naturally, it is a great mis- 
take for any man to remain alive after a British jury have declared 
him dead, And an impertinence as well. ‘’his is a very gross case; 
no one knows & grocer. 


“Union is not always strength,” as was Casually remarked the 
other morning by a tramp as he paused midway with his gruel. 
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DUST AND ASHES. 


(Juny 25, 1877. 
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‘““ Now DO PUT DOWN THAT NASTY LITTLE PIPE, Mr. CHIpps, AND SMOKE THIS ERE, JEST TO PLEASE MB,—IT’S MASTER’S VERY BEST.” 
‘““ AH, NOW, THAT BE A PROPER PIPB, SARAH! I say, NOW DO YOU THINK YER MasTER ’UD MI8ss IT IF I WAS TER BORRER IT FUR TO- 


MORRER - 


TINNED FRUITS. 


Tus ruddy round cherry is thick on the bough, 
And the plums look exceedingly fine, 
The peach and the apricot ripening now 
All the flavours of nectar combine. 
As I gaze on the gardens that jewel the land, 
And the fruits with the bloom on their skins, 
The trade that is done I can not understand 
In those foreign delusions in tins. 


I fancied our plentiful orchards could bear 
All the apples the Britisher eats, 

And I know that a native grown apple or pear 
All the trash of the Continent beats. 

But the shops of the grocers are full, and they groan 
With the fruit which was first of our sins, 

And they're double the price that we ask for our own,— 
Those American apples in tins. 








‘‘A Rose by any other Name 

Lavy Daxrin’s garden party was one of the events of the City of 

London season. A friend of ours to whom all citizens are the same, 

was sadly disappointed to find this was not a special show of tea- 
roses. 


”? 
. 





_ possession.” 


I'vE GOT TO GO TO A FUNERAL, AND IT WOULD COMB IN SO ANDY.” 


No Wonder. 


A DAILY paper says that the Duke of Devonshire’s second garden 
party was a great success. The only drawback to it was, we should 
think, this, which appears in the same account: ‘* Her Royal Highness 
Princess Mary Adelaide Duchess of Teck arrived at half past o'clock ; 
the Prince of Wales was present, and Lady Caroline Cust.” It isn’t 


nice to have to use a vulgarism, however expressive it may be, when 


talking of such great folks; but of this reporter it can hardly be said 
that “he knows what's o’clock.”’ 


Brokers Ahead! 


A BAILIFF in Manchester has been committed for trial for stealing 
several articles from a dwelling house of which he was “the man in 
It is hard to understand how a man, being in possession, 
could steal from himself. Besides, as 4 bailiff, he must have known 
‘“‘ possession is nine points of the law,’’ and possessed him self legally 
and accordingly. 


Road Down. 


A sporTinG paper informs its readers that a boatrace between Glas- 
gow and Edinburgh is to be rowed shortly. It doesn’t say who are to 
be the rowers, but whoever they may be the course will certainly be a 
novel one. It looks to us like a Scotch joke (one that requires an 
N.B. at the end of course). 
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LE PREMIER PAS—. 
Turkey :—“JUMP IN, OLD FELLOW, AND GIVE US A HAND. IT’S NOT HALF SO BAD WHEN YOU'RE ONCE IN IT!” 
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Juty 25, 1877.] 


IN MID JULY. 


In mid July 

’Tis sweet to lie 

In pastures dry 
Where earth and sky 
In beauty vie 

And all things try 
T’o please the eye, 
While up on high | 
Sweet songsters fly, 
And there is nigh 

A maiden sly 

Who heaves a sigh 

And asks you why 

The roses die, 

Sings “ She and I,” 

‘‘ Sweet love good-bye,” 
And “ Thro’ the Rye”’ 
In mid July. 








Kind to be Cruel. 

Mr. Justice Lvsx has sentenced a man who 
committed bigamy to one day’s imprisonment. | 
His lordship has been the first to discover that | 
the real way to punish a man who takes two | 
wives is to leave him to the ladies, and not put | 
four strong walls between them. 





Jadicially Jokefual. 


Cursr Baron Ke ty received in Merioneth | 
recently the first pair of white kid gloves ever | 
presented to him ‘during a long judicial | 
career.” When asked what size he would 
take, he replied, “Oh, the usual ‘maiden , 
’size’ to be sure!” | 





Natural Inferences, 


ArTtER reading the newspapers: That all 
public companies are frauds, all charities 
swindles, and all detectives humbugs. 


SOMETHING LIKE A REPUBLIC. 


A Drama or THE Day. 
France. Arrival of Liperty in a Balloon. Manrsuar 
MacManon, surrounded by the Army, discovered seated. 
MarsHay. Really, madam, I haven’t the pleasure of remembering 


your face. 
Liperty. Indeed! Yet as President of a Republic you should not 


be altogether unacquainted with Liberty. 


ScENE: 


Marsaat. Oh, Liberty, of course! Yes, I have a dim recollection 
of you now. I think you were in France last in Thiors’s time ? 

Liserty. Yes. And now I’ve come to have a little talk with 
you. 

MarsHAL. 


I shall be very pene, indeed, but I've very little time 
to spare for you at present. I’m saving the country from itself. 


Lisperty. You have changed the Ministry, I hear ? 

Marsuat. Yes. Kicked them out and dissolved the Assembly. 
Lipgrty. Why? 

MarsHat. Because they were Liberal and I’m Conservative. 
Lisgrty. Rather a daring thing to do? 

Marsuat. Plucky, wasn't it? Well, and I've had all the Liberal 


newspapers seized and the editors arrested, and I've appointed all my 
own magistrates to try them and find them guilty, and I’ve shut up all 
the political clubs. 

Lissrty. But don’t you think such conduct very much out of 
place in a temporary President of a Free Republic. Why, they 
wouldn't stand it under a Monarchy—Parliament would interfere. 

Marsuat. Ah! but I don’t allow any Parliaments to interfere. 
I’ve got rid of the old one, and I shan’t allow a new one to be elected 
till I can get my own men in. 

Lrperty. Postpone the elections till you choose to allow them ! 
Why, you disfranchise France and become a military tyrant. 

MaxrsHaL. I am President of the Republic. 

Lrssaty. Republic! Pshaw. You disgrace the name. You are 
a despot of the worst class. Here, lower my balloon, I’m off to 
England. They may have a little grandmotherly Government there, 
but, thank goodness, they’re not a free Republic 4 la Francaise 


yet. 








‘'A FAR CRY.” 


Tourist (who is great at astonishing the Natives) :—“ Weiu, My MAN, I sUPPOsE YOU CAN 
SEE A LONG WAY FROM HERB. 
WHEN THE S8KY’S CLEAR?”’ 

Scotch Shepherd :—“ Eu, MON, AND A LONG WAY BBYANT.” 


Tourist :-—* Beyonp ! 
S. 8. :—“ Ex, MON, THE MUNE’S A GOOD DEAL FURTHER THAN A’ Y2R MERICKIES, NAB DOOT.”’ 


Such A CLEVBR FBLLOW AS YOU CAN 8E& AMBRICA, Now, 


WHY, WHERE CAN YOU s8EE?” 








MY LADY LOVE. 


Ou, had I now to choose a maid, 
And hail her as my bride, 

I feel the claims of look and grade 
I'd have to put aside. 

My lady love should be the lass 
Who —though no forward minx— 

Could sharp examination pass 
In mixing cooling drinks. 


I would not mind if she were past 
The early days of youth, 

Or if she were a little fast— 
I like to tell the truth. 

I would not mind if she venaae : 
Toough that would be a ; 

I'd pardon much if I were sure 
She’d mix a salad well. 





Positive as wall as Comparative. 


Da. Lyon Pcayratr states that if the dwellings of the honest poor 
in London were as healthy as felons’ cells, from eight to ten years 
a life would be added to the labouring classes. Comparisons are, we 
know, odious, and if thievery causes one man to live in a cell, honesty 
often leaves another to die in a cellar. And Dr. Playfair ought to 
know ; he is a cellebrated man, though it is only celldom he studies 


the subject. 


Single Stick, 

A ParovinciaL paper reports the levying of a distress warrant on a 
small theatre, and adds, “not a single stick was left.’ A distress 
warrant with a similar result is a desideratum at some of our big town 
houses certainly. 


A Fikg-TREE 139 feet high has just been cut down in Hungary. The 
proprietor had it cut because the top was too fir away from the bottom. 
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A CRY OF DISTRESS. 


{Jury 25, 1877. 
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There's a man who always pounces upon our Comic Artist whenever he sees him 
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And then he makes our C. A. sit down while he repeats his entirely 


And wil] take his arm and say, “I say, why don’t you do some comic drawing about my 
personal and unmeaning adventure. 


adventure with a mouse ’”’—\or a pig, or something) —*‘ Capital subject for you! ’’ 












“There!” he exclaims. * There’s a fine idea! Awfully funny!’’ And he always stands on ourC. A.’s coat tails until our C. A. swears to use the idea. 
Our C. A. has already perjured himself fifteen times—What is to be done? 
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Itty 25, 1877. 


LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 




















ALECTRYON. 


fp LECTRYON’S my name, and 
> I’ve gained a certain fame 
Which isn’t of & very pleasant 
kind ; 
T'll enumerate my woes, and en- 
deavour to disclose 
The sorrows that are preying on 
my mind. 
I was once a handsome youth, and 
was idolized, forsooth, 
Yes, was petted up by everyone 
T knew; 
But I had to change my gear, and 
become a chanticleer, 
And daily carol, ‘‘ Cock-a-doodle- 
doo!” 





You must understand that Mars 
(who is now among the stars) 
Went paying court to Venus, who 
was fair: 
She'd a finely chiselled nose, though 
I'll own that as to clothes 
She never had a large amount to 
spare. 
Now Mars, he said to me, ‘Just 
wait outside,” said he, 
“And notice if Apollo comes in 
view. 
Just hang about the gate, and ‘ tip the griffin’ straight, 
By imitating ‘ Cock-a-doodle-doo!’”’ 


So I lingered round the gate, in a semi-nervous state, 
But determined that my vigil I would keep ; 

And I smoked a cigarette (the mildest I could get), 
When euddenly I dozed—and fell asleep ! 

And lo, along the street, came Apollo on his beat, 
And shed along the East a ruddy hue ; 

And instead of singing out an electrifying shout— 
I forgot to holloa, ‘‘ Cock-a-doodie-doo ! ” 


Then wasn’t there arow? Apollo's angry brow 
Soon terrified the wooers pretty quick— 
By Jingo, how he swore (a thing he'd never done before) 
And vowed he'd settle Mars with half a brick! 
But Mars was up to snuff, and he bolted sharp enough— 
And he beat your humble servant black and blue ; 
And to vengeance being spurred, he transformed me to a bird— 
The bird that carols ‘“* Cock. a-doodle-doo!”’ 


My apparel then I shed—and feathers came instead, 
_And suddenly my nose became a beak ; 

I'd wattles round my jaws—and my feet were turned to claws— 

Because Mars declared I'd proved a little sneak. 
And the vagabond averred I should e’er remain a bird, 

A member of the many-feathered crew; 
From my roost condemned to run, at the rising of the sun, 

With my shbrilly ory of “ Cock-a-doodle doo!”’ 

— o——— 
THE TRUE TALE. OF THE TROJAN WAR. 


Come, ladies and gentlemen, gather round, 
And elassical doings J’ll here expound, 
And s0, if your leisure you'd well employ, 
Attend to my tale of the Siege of Troy. 
Now it happened that Paris, a wayward lad, 
A genuine type of the classic “ cad,’ 
Fair Helen away from her home decoyed, 
Which worried her “ hubby,” likewise annoyed. 
Menelaus, for that was her husband's name, 
Considered that Paris was much to blame, 
So after a number of tears he’d shed, 
Said he, ‘I'll pursue him and punch his head.” 
His friends their sympathy all exprest, 

( Ulysses, and all the rest, 
Ex » “ Oar services we'll devote. 
Go, pitch into Paris; we'll hold your coat,”’ 
So each warrior went to his pa and ma, 
And tearfully uttered “ Adieu, ta-ta ! 
We're off to ‘land’ Paris on Ilium's plains, 
And we mesn to throw stones at his windew-panes. 





‘“‘ Menelaus's missus he stole away, 

And that’s why we've put on our war array. 
We'll stick to our pal, and we won't come back 
Till Paris's optics are wreathed in black! ”’ 
Friends strove to dissuade them, but all in vain, 
They toddled away by the morning train ; 

And anon their bosems were filled with joy 
When the men at the terminus shouted ‘‘ Troy !' 


Then brave Menelaus and all his mates 

Soon kicked up a row at the Trojan gates, 

And loudly thev vented this warlike shout— : 
“Chicoorup! Whoy-ay! Bring your warriors out! 
Achilles, and all of the valiant band, 

1:d wonderful deeds in the Trojan land, 

And their numerous battles, as you may guess, 
Were fully described in the daily press. 

Ten years did they struggle their cause to gain ; 
Ten years did they battle, but all in vain, 

Till the Grecians at length made a wooden horse 

In which they secreted their leading force. 


The horse was conveyed through the gates of Troy, 
And it proved an exceedingly neat decoy, 

For at midnight the parties concealed inside 

Went in for a massacre far and wide. 

Young Paris they punched in the dead of night, 
And all his companions they put to flight. 

And lo, when the Gasclans hod gained the day 
They lighted their pipes and exclaimed ‘‘ Hooray!” 
Menelaus sought Helen, but didn’t he swear 
When he found she’d grown older and dyed her hair ? 
Then he sued for divorce in the usual way, 

And the jury empanelled at once said ‘‘ Yea! ” 


Soon afterwards Helen obtained employ 

At a luncheon-bar up in the High-street, Troy. 

Menelaus migrated to foreign scenes 

And wedded a widow of tidy means. 

The various chieftains, whose names bred fear, 

Made merry o’er several quarts of beer. 

Then they toddled away to their native shore, 

And that was the end of the Trojan War. 
a 


A GRANDFATHER'S TALE. 


Yes, my dear children, the Court of Aldermen refused to accept him, 
and so we, the doughty purghers of the ward, called up the ’prentice 
lads with their clubs, and set the fountains running claret, and 
marched upon Guildhall. And he, mounted on a milk-white charger, 
led the attack, and waved us on to conquer or to die. We carried the 
place in a day and a night, and drove the aldermen out by the postern 
gate and set their traitor heads upon Temple Bar. And then we 
crowned him Lord Mayor and set him on the pinnacle of the ancient 
chariot, and drew him through the town to Westminster. And there 
he did make a humorous speech to the judges who, it seems, had al] 
been boys together with him, and called him Jack, and then, mounted 
on an elephant, he rode back, Boating up Fleet-street, to the Mansion- 
house. And then was high wassail, for never were the hospitable 
doors of the Mansion-house shut from that moment forth, and right 
merry jests cracked by bold Bohemian lips around the festive board 
went round, till daylight brought pompous footmen with his lordship’s 
wig and gown. And then were the Courts of Justice pleasant places, 
for merry were the words from the judgment seat, and many & 
prisoner had to be smacked on his back by the usher to stop his 
hilarious choking. But, oh, they were rare merry times, my dear 
children, and though it may not seem right nowadays for a Lord 
Mayor to take her Majesty’s judges to Oremorne for their annual 
beanfeast, yet in that year it was thought but a trifle. And it all 
wound up with a dinner to the Press and the ant oh which the 
Lord Mayor sang songs of his own composition, while the ladies 
present danced the hornpipe after a dessert. And this was all in the 
year before Mr. Barnum became President of the United States. 


Not at All. 

A crnTiEman who recently went down on a “private # 
mission to the country was rather rudely received, and being ridden 
on a rail and tarred and feathered was 


ditch to ruminate. “Fortunately,” says s “the man 
injuries were not of a serious character.” And yet they could hardly 
have been comic—to him ! 


The Reductio ad Absurdum. 
Spraxine of the ten per cent. reduction of railway servants’ wages 
in America, a contemporary says that “over a hundred thousand 
persons are affected by this measure.” ;, Affected to tears, naturally. 
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SO VERY YOUNG. 


Time: three weeks after marriage. 


Loving Wife :—‘'THoss ACCOUNTS OF THE WAR, LOVE, ARE 80 UNTRUST- 


WORTHY, THEY CONTRADICT EACH OTHER LIKE I don’t know what.” 


Sweet Husband :—“‘I po; THEY CONTRADICT LIKE A WIFE DOES HER 


HUSBAND.” 
L. W. (tenderly) :—‘‘ Ox AS A HUSBAND DOES HIS WIFB, DEAR. 


FROM ‘THE HOUSE.” 


‘‘ Dgar me,” remarked the doctor of the establishment when called 
in to look at an old pauper who had persisted in dying to spite the 
parochial officials. ‘ Dear me! reduced to a perfect skilly-tone.” 

‘‘ Hunger may be the sharpest sauce, but too much to eat makes 

some people saucy.” Thus the overseer. ; 
“They fulfil the Scripture here, only a bit more so,’ says Tom 
Idle. ‘“ You ask ’em for bread and they gives yer a bushel of stones.” 
Lurcher thinks, ‘“‘ What a fine instrument to break up granite a 
relieving officer's heart would be!”’ 

Charity begins at home; and our own widder-woman thinks they 
let very little of it come out of “‘ the House.” 


Children-in-Arms. 


Tus standard for German infantry has been fixed at something less 
than 5ft. 2in. according to our measurement. Smith says he always 
knew the Prussians were 8 doosid low lot, and this provesit. We 
think that the German regiments made of full-sized soldiers will have 
to be called by another name now, as that of infantry so well fits the 
small files. 


“mO-°-T DELICIOUS BEVERAGES.” 





Pints 1 9, §- pints 1/-; 1 doz. assorted Pints sent carree. pd.for £1. 
Sole Manufacturer, W. BECKETT, Heywoed, Manchester. 
Bold by Chemists, Grocers, and Confectioners, in most towns. 
Can be obta ned throngh ali Wholesale H ouses. 





RASPHRKKY | (IMk& PRUIT. | RTRAWBERRY., 
BLACK CURRANT. LEMON, ORANGE. 
JARGONELLE PEAR. | GINGER LEON, 
PINE APPLE. PEPPERMINT, &c., &c. 
Make most delicious beverages by thesimpie addition of water. 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION. —If Coooa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stares. 


(Juxy 25, 1877. 





A GARDEN SONG. 


I scorn the doubts and cares that hurt 
| The world and all its mockeries, 
Mv only care is now to squirt 

The ferns among my rockeries. 

| 


In early youth and later life 

I've seen an up and seen a down, 
And now I have a loving wife 

To help me peg verbena down. 





Of joys that come to womankind 
The loom of fate doth weave her few, 
| But here are summer joys entwined 
| And bound with golden feverfew. 


I’ve learnt the lessons one and all 

With which the world its sermon stocks, 
Now, heedless of a rise or fall, 

I've Brompton and I’ve German stocks. 


With nought to vex our craniums, 
Our middle beds are all ablaze 
With red and white geraniums., 


And like a boy I laugh when she 
In Varden hat and Varden hose 
| Comes slyly up the lawn at me 
| To squirt me with the garden hose. 


Let him who'd have the peace he needs 
Give all his worldly mumming up, 

Then dig a garden, plant the seeds, 
And watch the product coming up. 


| In peace and quiet pass our days, 
| 


A Reform in Hospitalities. 


A KNOW-ALL paper states that the dinner to General 
Grant at the Reform Club “ cost each guest £3 17s. 6d., 
which may be considered too high a figure.” We should 
think so. It was bad enough once at a great City dinner 
when the waiters wouldn't bring anything till they 
were bribed, but to think of the Reform Olub itself 

| charging its guests so much a head for dinner! We 
| presume members of the Club, who were supposed to be 
the hosts, by this means got off scot-fres. 

Tus Trus Hovsge or Corrucrion. — The Work- 
house. 








Curious State, 


Ir has been all but officially announced that H. Chaplin, Esq. (we 
haven’t the courage to call him Mr.), M.P., is to be raised to the 
peerage. It would have been better to say that the peerage is to 
be elevated to the level of H. Chaplin, Esq., who hasn’t even yet 
discovered how it was ‘‘old Gladstone” didn’t sit still and allow him- 
self to be bearded when the attack was made by one so magnificently 
his superior. H. Chaplin, Esq., will find the seats in the Upper 
House somewhat softer than below, and so he may not suffer quite 
so much should he at any time be saton up there. But what a strange 
thing it is that people who are really clever and good, who serve their 
country and richly deserve reward, should so rarely receive their due, 
while for simply getting himself born rich another is in the fulness of 
time appointed “a pillar of the State.” 


Messmates. 


‘¢ Arter a fourteen days’ cruise the Channel Squadron arrived at 
Cork.” This result was of course not arrived at until the officers had 


repeatedly passed the bottle. 





C. BRANDAUER & C0.'S New registered “ press 


series’’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
points being rounded by a new precess.—Ask your 
Statiener for a Sixpenny Asserted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand, 


Works, Bismincuam. 
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THE SONG OF THE CLERK. 


Nucessity, with harsh decree, 

Has made a City clerk of me; 
Oh cruel fate! 

To reach my office daily I 

An early train must travel by,— 
It leaves at eight. 


All day I sit with pendant head, 

And write in ledgers ruled in red, 
And add them up. 

I often grumble when I think 

Hew full of black and scarlet ink 
Fate fills my cup. 


And then I envy idle folk 

Whoee necks are free from labour’s yoke, 
Who've nought to do 

The whole year long but dine and dance, 

Dress, drive, and dream, and sometimes glance 
‘The papers through. 


But when the heats of summer wane, 
And I’ve a fortnight by the main 
Or in the fields, 
I feel at once the pleasure keen 
Which sudden change of air and scene 
The toiler yields. 


The Dead Sea fruit is his who strays 
Along life’s flat and idle ways, 
From dawn to dark; 
But once a year two joyous weeks 
Can compensate for fortune’s freaks 
The City clerk. 


‘*Me Washy Washy.” 


Newspapers contain accounts of a race between a 
mail train and a homing pigeon, in which the former, 
only too evidently handicapped to carry weight, was 
badly beaten. It is singular that all the reports we 
have so far read omit the essential particular that to give 
the bird a still better chance, the message it carried 
was carefully and completely written in pigeon-English. 
It was also wrapped in a Weekly Dispitch, which, as 
every one knows, is given to “ rapidly rising.” 


—— 








AUTUMNAL LEAves.—Families’ for the seaside. 


RUMOURS. 
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A ‘‘HOT” DINNER, 


Gentleman :—“‘ WHY, WHAT ON EARTH HAVE YOU BEEN DOING, Mike? 
YOU'VE DUG UP EVERY BIT OF HORSE-RADISH.”’ 


Mike (who has been cfficiating in the absence of the gardener) :—“ Suure 
NOW, AND WASN'T IT YOURSELF THAT TO’'D ME YOU WEKE GOING TO HAVB 
HORSE-RADISH FOR DINNE8,—AND SORRA A BIT MORB COULD I FIND IN THB 
BLESSED GARDEN.” 








Satisfactory. 


Tuxy say that when the First Lord is a little better and the naval | ‘THe Hospital Sunday Fund now amounts to nearly £27,000.” 
engagements begin, he will call himself War Dunt, because it sounds | The old and somewhat illused proverb, “‘ the better the day the better 


more bellicose. 


They say that a Scotland Yard is three legs, not three feet. 


the deed,’ has at last asserted itself for good and not for evil. We 
trust those who thought they could find for themselves a short cut to 


They say that the new sporting paper will be very useful to curl | glory by opposing this movement, and only succeeded in arranging 


some gentlemen’s hair. 


a Hospital Satireday, will now take a permanent back seat and be 


They say that Mr. Pigott will do his duty and take the price in | sate-isfied. 


whatever Stationery Department of life the Lord Beaconsfield may 


please to place him. 


Lords and Commons. 


They say that at an evening party Lord Salisbury pretended to Mrs. Jones says she doesn’t see why there should be such a row 
bave a cold in his head in order to say that the Russians were playing | ahout «the Commons Preservation,”’ as they seem quite able to take 


Widdin game. 
Billing and Cooing. 


Tue Metropolitan Board of Works intends to apply to Parliament 
for power to prohibit bill-posters from pursuing their trade in the 
public streets. Our-own William Sticker says he can’t stand his 
living being taken away like this, and if he can’t put his bills anywhere 
else he’ll paste ’em on the Metropolitan Board itself. We advised him 
to keep his threats to himself, 1.e., to hoard them in his own boso:a ; 
but up to the time of going to press the peor man sticks to his word 


and refuses to be pastitied. 


An Art Discovery. 


Brown read somewhere the other day that “the Society at once | 
voted a monument.’ Said our incorrigible, “ It’s to be hoped the new 


care of theirselves. What she thinks wiil be most wanted is Pre- 
| servation for the Lords, if they don’t look out, and shortly. 


A Block Piece. 


| 

| Iris stated that a timber merchant in a large way of business is to 
| contest Grimsby in the Conservative interest. Should he succeed and 
| get into the House he is likely to find there is more wood in the 
world than even a timber merchant is usually acquainted with. 
| 


A Novel Notion. 


| Tue Khedive has discovered a wonderfully new way of “ spoiling 
| the Egyptians.’’ Ie has cffered to send twenty thousand of them to 
| fight under ‘lurkish direction— and to be much damaged by Russian 
guns. 


process will be more satisfactory than that which has made London | The Love that Lived. 


sacred to the genus (;uy—the one, you know, who was not the Earl of 


Warwick.”’ 


| Tue Dunmow flitch has been awarded to Mr. and Mrs. Jas. Barrack. 
As these worthy people have been married twenty-cight years, it may 


Siupry Discracercvy.— Advertising Sullivan’s Sweethearts. | be truly eaid that they have saved their bacon ! 
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My eye, if you look at it, starte from its 


lota of fact, or the slightest infusion 
So far from atrocities being committed, 


There never was any Bulgarian race ; 
And as for Bulgaria, people half-witted 


On any pretence to re-enter my door! 


strangle his infant in cold blood, and cut off his 
Sun of the thing.) 


(That criminal at large !)— 


I beg you'll tell Matilda Jane 
To give the man in charge. 


Our very baby, little Bill, 


I suffer unaffected pain 
At one who early leaned 


Becoming such a fiend— 
A perfect homicide—a brute; 


—- 


‘‘A SLIGHT REVERSE.” 
IME: 4 few months ago. 


Wurecsy (a tender- 
O Tawrey, my sensitive 


As it reads of the deeds 


Why, I gravely assure 


And the whole of my system's so dreadfully shaken 
I'm frightened to sit in @ room in the dark! 
I, Whyggey, who formerly cared not a button 
For spectral illusion, now frequently see 
Al ian corse on my sho of mutton— 
The head of it bobbing about in my tea! 


ith horror—ineffable sorrow— dismay— 
Oh! here are some mangled remains i'n my pocket! 
There are! I'm convinced of it! Take ’em away! 


TawkBY (a stony-hearted sceptic, a hard, cynical man of the world, 
without an atom of humanity). 


Oh. pooh! You're a dreamer—a prey to delusion! 
Permit me to tell you there isn’t the least 


Of truth in these thrilling reports from the East. 


Alone would believe that there is such a place! 

Then as for the stories you've tortured and twisted 
Concerning the Turks and their gloating in gore— 

There aren't any Turks, sir—they never existed ; 
Besides, they're as moral as angels—that’s more. (Sneers.) 


Wurcory. Get out of my sight, you upholder of ravage! 
Your heartless behaviour I truly deplore ; 
Ise off! I can never permit such a savage 


Tawrey, with a final stony-hearted expression of contempt, goes home to 


Whicory (to Mas. Wuyocsr). My dear, if Tawrey calls again— 


A villain, ma’am, in ev'ry part 
A block of ice without a heart! 


Our gentle girls would feel a chill 
()n shaking hands with such ; 


Would shudder at his touch ! 
Why, when he’s grasped this hand of mine 
I'm forced to take a glass of wine! 


To ev’rything that’s most humane 


But there! It's Toryism’s fruit ! 
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The Liberal papers are 
reporting Turkish atro- 
cities, and the Conserva- 
tive papers are sncering 
at them. Wuracry (a 
reader of the Liberal 
papers) and Tawney (a 
reader of the Conserva- 
tive ones) discovered in 
conversation. 















hearted sealous humani- 
tarian, all “ feelings’’). 


























bosom is splitting, 
My eye, I assure you, 


o é (The few months pass away and the present time arrives. In the meanwhile 
INCessANnMYy swrns 


affairs have reversed themselves ; the Conservative papers have begun to 
report Russian atrocities andthe Liberal papers to sneer at them. TAWREY 
(a reader of the Conservative papers) and WuxGceEy (a reader of the 
Liberal ones) again discovered.) 


Tawrzy (a ¢ender-hearted, zealous humanitarian, all ‘‘ feelings,’ with 
much agitation). 


Oh, Whyggey dear, you well may say 
| 
| 
| 






that the Turks are 


committing, 

Impaling, and burn- 
ing, and lopping off 
limbs ! 












I look unnaturally grave, 
I've just been reading of the way 
Those wicked Muscovites behave ! 
And you will shudder too, my friend, 
As I retail the fearful plan 
By which these Russian fiends intend 
To extirpate the Mussulman. 
Dread visions haunt me day and night, 
And dog and chase me in and out, 
Begot of simple sheer affright 
At all these things I’ve read about. 
I dream of babes of tender years 
Torn writhing, shrieking, part from part— 
My heart it positively sears! 
(I’m very soft about the heart.) 


Wuycogy (a heartless demon, impervious to the softening influences of 
pity). 


you, each night I 
awaken 


And see a Bulgarian 
gory and stark ; 











socket 










Oh, bosh! I scornfully pooh-pooh 
These wild reports, which may enlist 
The sympathies belonging to 
The sickly sentimentalist. 
These babes to which you now refer 
Were never torn—it never could, 
I tell you, possibly occur— 
And if it did, it's done ’em good! 
Young babes are things I like to tear, 
I love to hear them screech and groan ; 
I have a little time to spare— 
I'll go and massacre my own! (Exit to do so.) 


| 
| 
{ 
Tawney (shocked). Oh, heartless wretch, receive my ban! 
' 

















Oh, murderer of infants—go! 
A demon in the form of man— 
But Liberals are ever so! 


(Then the scene somehow changes and discovers both WuyoGoary and 
TAwrRBY contentedly administering pap to their respective youngests. 
Perhaps their newspapers haven't arrived that morning !) 








wife's ears for the mere 
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THE ZEAL OF SPONG. 


Tue kind and intelligent reader who does not want to dye his hair, 
furnish his back kitchen on the hire system, take pills or a public- 
house, or have himself put earth to earth, may probably have devoted 
an occasional glance to that small and unimportant corner of the daily 
press which contains the news of the day done down in the compresse4 
vegetable-extract-of-meat-paradise-lost-on-a-fourpenny-bit style, and 
if then he was not too wildly absorbed in the letters to the editor on 
Blues, Beetles, Bulgarians, or Baldachin bobberies, he may have 
observed that about ence a week a beautiful letter in the essay style is 
left on the banks of a canal or river announcing that the writer has 
drowned him or herself, and that it was drink that did it. And the 
above-named intelligence, if the jolting of the train or omnibus in 
which he sits has not run the money market and police news into his 
paragraph before he gets to the end of it, will notice that in nineteen 
cases out of nineteen and a half the beautiful essay on intemperance 
is found and the victim’s body isn’t. Thereby hangs this tale. 


THE TALE. 


Spong was one of those gentle humanitarians who are perpetually 
weeping over the vices of other people, who take St. James’s Hall to 
call their fellow creatures rude names, and consider unblushing men- 
dacity in figures and facts to be a powerful impetus to national 
morality. Spong considered that if a man was a teetotaller that was 
all a man needed to be, and with this idea indelibly imprinted on his 
mind he laboured to teetotalise the community. Spong being of an 
4nventive turn wrote short stories for publication in which small 
glasses of claret brought men to the gallows, and brandy sauce with 
plum pudding caused the overthrow of dynasties and the downfall of 
kingdoms. He would chalk very awful words of warning on beer- 
shop doors, and distribute tracts with pictures of a nature to choke the 
new-born babe off its dill-water. But the chief feat of the enthu- 
siastic Spong was ‘‘ the voice from the grave dodge.’”” Spong would 
write a letter containing the supposed writer's awful career and ter- 
rible misfortunes. The writer would have committed every known 
crime and misdemeanour, and have suffered every known misery, and 
all through this accursed drink. And then the writer would avow he 
could bear it no longer, but had sought refuge in the canal or river, 
as the case might be. These Spong would distribute on the banks of 
rivers, and somebody would find them. The newspapers would pub- 
lish ** Another Suicide through Drink,” and the publications of the 
Alliance would add another waxwork to their chamber of horrors. 

Now it happened one night that Spong had had an extra dash of 
green in his tea, and was extra morbidly inclined. He sat down and 
wrote a suicide’s confession which even chilled his own blood as he 
wrote. No greater villain ever lived. Spong lumped on the crimes 
till the two sides were a concentrated Newgate Calendar of the entire 
universe. And then, of course, came in that the cause of all was drink, 
and the result a suicide’s grave, When Spong had finished he walked 
off briskly to the nearest river and selected a spot where it would be 
sure to be found in the morning. “Ah,” he said, as he laid it lovingly 
down, ‘‘ won't all the newspapers hold this cove up as an example ! 
Why, it’s enough to make the newspaper men turn ’totallers them- 
selves.’ And just at that moment his foot slipped and headlong into 
the river he fell and was drowned— 

* = * « * 
Drowned, at least, so nearly that when he was pulled out he was insen- 
sible for twelve hours, and during that time his confessions had been 
found. He was taken before the magistrate and convicted of attempt- 
ing to commit suicide. His crimes and wickednesses were read in 
court and published right and left, and when he was liberated he had 
the pleasure of reading a little book called “* The Career of a Drunkard,” 
in which he found his name freely handled by the fraternity. But no 
more ‘‘ voices from the grave’’ have pleaded the cause of temperance 
lately, and Spong, disgusted, has acquired a strong affection for some- 


thing stronger than tea. 


ANSWERS IN THE HOUSE. 


LrpeRaAL Query. Why have the troops been ordered to the neigh- 


bourhood of the war? ; 
MInisTeRIAL ANSWER. Because it’s ajar. (Conservative cheers.) 


LisperaL Query. Is is true that the English Ambassador at the 
Porte is promising Turkey British support ? 

MINIsTERIAL ANsweR. Gone away, and left no address. (Con- 
servative cheers.) 

LIBERAL QUERY. 

MINISTERIAL ANSWER. 
cheers. ) 


Ts this country cailed England ? 
No, sir, it is not. (Loud Conservative 


Extract From Daily Dustcart. 

‘The straightforward and conclusive answers of the Government 
to the alarmist questions of the Opposition will entirely allay the un- 
easy feeling of the country and gratify its patriotism.” 
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PUZZLES. 
By Our Lunatic Lavursars. 


O RxcELLENT Editor—calm and serene—of course, as an editor you 

Are accustomed with clear and unprejudiced eyes to read all the news- 
papers through ; 

Will you give me the benefit, sir, if you please, of your balanced and 
logical mind, 

And explain to your madman a march of events which is leaving him 
lagging behind ? 


Is it _ ” or the newspapers err when they state that Lord 
nsfield sai 
a Vicar of Hughenden wasn’t his friend, but voted against him 
tead P 
For the book of the poll proves the statement was false, since the vicar 
ne'er voted at all ; 
In the face of the fact, was it worthy the House its expression of 
blame to recall ? 


And sates I beg of you, sir, to explain to an intellect clouded and 
im, 
Why his lordship, who'd Northcote all day at his heels, kept the 
history hidden from him ? 
It is funny Sir Stafford, who knew that he’d have the Prime Minister's 
course to defend, 
vr permitted to master the facts by his “very illustrious 
riend.” 


There are questions, of course, which my lunatic hand is expressly 


forbidden to touch, 
But a delicate subject is daily discussed which is vexing your lunatic 


much ; 

If I had but a beautiful brain like your own I might probably see in 
a jiff 

Why of loud-smelling scandals that poison the Church our Bishops 
ne’er scented a whiff. 


It is strange, since in dealing with clerical things all their days are 
supposed to be past, 

That the prelates to know what the clergy are at should always be 
absolute last ; 

But of course if I hinted their blindness was sham, and declared that 
they knew all along, 

You would hold that the charge from a noodle like me was exceedingly 
wicked and wrong. 


So I say that the Bishops are doing their best to caustic the wounds 
of the Church, 

And to punish the hypocrite parsons who seek all her raiment of white 
to besmirch ; 

And I’m sorry my cloudy conception of things, which is lunacy’s 
terrible curse, 

Compels me to picture these clerical lords as intent upon just the 
reverse, 


Patrician Brilliance. 

“ Begn told by sporting f'ler-—aw—he’s going to stand Whitebait— 
aw—at Goodwood,” said Lord ‘om Noddy the other day when he met 
us on the sweet shady side of Pall Mall. ‘ You're comic f’ler-—aw— 
so ‘ll tell you good joke I made—aw. Said—aw—‘ Old f'ler—aw— 
rather you did t at Gwinnidge!’—aw. Do for Fun—aw?” ‘laken 
unawares, we unhappily said yes, and must keep our word or die. 
Explanations will, if necessary, be forwarded on receipt of stamped 
addressed envelope. 


Somewhat Reflective. 


Mrs. Jeaoins, whose little boy Blue (at home from school on a 
permanent holiday) has been reading the war-news to her, thinks that 
there Nick o’ Poll must be a hardened hussy. But where are the Nick 
o’ Police, that’s what she wants to know? 

Light and ’eat. 

SzeveraL gentlemen persist in writing to the papers that there are 
not enough lights on the Underground. Our cat, who was lost in a 
tunnel for a fortnight, brought back the same impression. 





A Thought in Passing. 
“How these Christians love one another!’’ Especially in Christ's 
Hospital. 
Tue True Cuampron Tap.—(Captain) Barclay and (William) 
Perkins. (Entire-ly so.—Ebp.) 
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THE BRITISH TRADESMAN.-——No. 10. THE ‘‘ TIRING ’EM OUT” SYSTEM. 


‘*] want you to make me a tall, black, narrow-brimmed chimney-pot hat, ** Made it, have you? Well—a—but—that’s not exactly like mine; that’s a 
precisely like this one I have on.’’ short, white, broad-brimmed countryman’s hat !’’ 
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A GENTEEL ATHLETE. 


Tue sun is shining high 

And bright within the sky, 

But if to walk I start 

He quickly will d > 

Behind a cloud he'll pop, 

And rain begin to drop. 
Tis this unruly game | 
Prevents my getting fame. 


For if I had a chance 

I’d make O'Leary dance, 
Leave Weston in a way 
He never could essay. 
But how can I,—I ask,— 
Prepare for such a task, 
If when I start to train 
It’s sure to come on rain ? 


Maybe there are some brutes, 
With thick and heavy boots, 
Who'd muddle through the mire 
Which makes me half expire. 
Give me a road that’s clear, 

No stone or puddle near ; 

Let me get well in front, 

And no one’s “in the hunt.’’ 


Bold Advertisement. 


Me. Ruys, an Aberdare magistrate, fined himself five 
shillings the other day for allowing his dog to be at 
large. His conscience, he said, would not allow him to 
fine others while he himself was guilty. “How 
generous!” ‘‘ How just!”’ exclaim his friends. ‘“ How 
eccentric !’’ ** How honourable!” cry those who knew 
him not, but are always ready to admire the motive of 
a magnate. ‘* How artful!” says Mr. Fun, who thinks 
Mr. Rhys has received far more immortality than ought 
fairly to be bought for five shillings. It’s injuring trade. 


Dangerous Rivalry. 


One of the visitors to the Westminster Aquarium 
went in to see Mr. Pongo, the newly-arrived gorilla, 
and his disappointment was so evident that one of “ the 
staff’? asked him what was the matter. ‘‘ Well,” said 
the stranger, ‘‘if you can afford to make a show of this 
here cuss, what a fortune might be got out of one or 
two of his promoters!” 





Wine and Water. 


Messrs. Lavery gave a déjeuner the other day to a select party at 


one of their branch establishments in Brighton. With youth at the 


helm and pleasure at the prow, the Mayor in the chair, and no stint of | 


anything, one would have thought wit as well as wine would have 
flowed freely. And yet the only thing that has come to hand is this. 
One of the speakers said up to the present he had never been 
able to say “ Bo!” to a goose with any degree of complacency. In 
future, however, he should never meet any of his companions of that 
day without going still further and murmuring “ Bodega!’’ (Which 
really is Spanish, we believe, for ‘‘ May we ne'er want a friend nor a 
bottle to give him!”’) N.B.—This isa joke which can only be seen 
through a powerful glass—one with something still stronger inside it. 


Bay y’r Leaf! 


A Sourx-coast paper makes mention of ‘‘a wild Bore at large,’’ 
somewhere near Herne Bay. Several others seem to have compro- 
mised the matter, and, joining the essentials, have been Bores at Bay 
without, we regret to say, taking the trouble to leave the vicinity of 
Fleet-street. 


Their Own Choice, 

Berorge London Bridge can be properly widened, says a great 
engineering authority, it will be necessary “to sink permanently a 
dense heavy body.” That’s easy enough. There's the Common 
Council ready to hand—and they wi// have it done. 


Tout Autre Shoes. 
A Frencw sportsman says that since the great walking match at 
Lillie Bridge, “ Comment c’est va-t-il?’’ is best translated, ‘‘ Howes 
goes it!’’ This is free; we trust our readers will find it easy. 


ae 


terre ee sss ss ese ete 











» 8 
ih a’ a 
NN UN 


IN AN | M 
RON 
ANN TN 
ANN ‘i 
ANS Y 
x t 

IN 





Stout Bumptious Party :—“‘ Here, you sik, GOT A ’ORSE THAT ’LL 8UIT 
MBP SOMETHING BXTRA GOOD, AS LL CARRY WEIGHT; NONE OF YOUR BROKEN 
pOWN OLD HACKS for me 

Jobmaster (quietly) :—‘* WLLL, 8IR, W2’VB NOTHING IN AT PRESENT, BUT 
IF YOU ARE IN A GREAT HURRY, I DARESAY THBY’D LEND FOR YOU A HELE- 
PHANT AT THE ZOOLOGICAL FOR AN HOUR OR 80,” 


y? 





Bumble dee. 

Mr. Mupp1iz, connected with the parochial mismanagement of 
Eastern London, can’t understand why there’s all this here bother 
about the Colorado Beadle. ‘“ Hif ’e’s reely hoficial, wy not pass ’im 
hon to ’is hown parish an’ ’a done with it?’ That's what Mr. 
Muddle calls putting his foot down on the question—and so it is. 


‘‘ Mind the Grease! ” 
Tax reported death of a popular artist well known on this paper 
turns out to be happily unfounded. It was, as the saying is, “a slip 
of the pen.’ And not so wonderful a slip either seeing that the 


subject was Griset. 


‘*‘Weel Done, Cutty ” 

Ir is stated that ‘‘ most ladies at the Orleans Club on Sundays 
smoke, and some of them seem to find it dry work.’’ Evidently some- 
one connected with the new private inquiry papers has been following 
these ladies, and “ piping them off.” 





Public or Private. 

One or two sowmnentes have collected what they please to call 
evidence of “‘ public feeling on the war.” The only public feeling we 
have been able to discover is what in less public matters is known 
as private feeling—most personal, mean, and selfish. 


‘‘ Another Good Man Gone Wrong!” 
Wuar metropolitan monument ought to be considered most likely to 
answer ?—One in Kensington-gardens; because it’s Speke’s. 


O.p song to be sung to a new tune in art circles by Mr. Ruskin :— 
‘* Oh, Whistle and I'll come to you, my lad.” 
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IS POWER.’ 


Policeman :—‘*‘ Now THEN—MOVE ON! THERE'S NOTHING THE MATTER.” 
Boy in crowd :—‘‘ YRR NEBDN’T TELL US THAT; Y0% WOULDN'T BE HERE IF THERB WAS!” 


KAFOOZLEUM’S BLUNDER. 
Or, Wuat Micut Have Bssn, anp Wuat Reatty Was. 


I pargsay it served old Kafoozleum quite right, and he ought to 
have been ashamed of himself throughout. But as I happen to be 
something of an old Kafoozleum myself, my sympatbies turn in his 
direction. This may be mean; it is none the less natural on that 
account. Ask yourself, most truly unselfish reader, what is the fount- 
spring of your sympathies, and I don’t think you will find yourself so 
extremely different from me, except that I don’t mind admitting I am 
mean, and you, when you side with what suits you and your inclina- 
tions best, believe yourself to be the very soul of honour. 

Well, all I know is, the balance of opinion was decidedly against 
Kafoozleum, because all agreed he had committed a most foolish act. 
What right had an old doddering idiot like him to go marrying a cherry- 
cheeked lass who was sure to make a fool of him? There, I have all 
at once let you into the enormity of K.'s offence, and of course you will 
admit that as usual everyone was correct. What right had he to do 
this? asked the elderly maiden ladies who had so long booked 


Kafoozleum for one of themselves. What right had he to do this? | 
repeated the young men, mostly policemen and bakers, who had been | 


in the habit of casting sheep’s-eyes at the pretty girl who was now 
Mrs. Kafoozleum. 

The atrocity of the affair mainly consisted, so far as I could discover, 
in old K. marrying his housekeeper, or cook, or general servant, or 
whatever she may have been in his emall establishment. 
which were passed on this event were various, but they all agreed in 
the one particular that it was very wrong for so old and ugly a man to 
marry so young and pretty a woman. For so learned and clever a 
man to marry so ignorant and uncultivated a woman, said some. For 
so jolly a girl to marry so mean an old hunks, said others. 
ran on, no one was satisfied, and everyone prophesied the union would 
prove disastrous in the end. And so it did. 

For all that was eaid about him I never could discover anything 
either very old or very ugly about Kafoozleum. But then, you know, 


The criticisms | 


And 0 it | 


so, and she five-and-twenty—dear me, lots of people make matches like 
that every day, and no one complains. He was what is called at the 
bar a rising young man at the time, and as lawyers go is not even old 
now. Yet somehow all joined in calling him old and foolish over 
this particular step in life. And it is to prove that all were right that 
this is written. I have no doubt some clever people thought I was 
going to turn round suddenly and show that everyone was wrong and 
that Kafoozleum and his wife lived happy ever afterwards; but I’m 
not—so there! Yah! 

This is not a story—as the term is generally understood—so I shall 
ramble on as I think best. It is an attempt to warn others by means 
of a fearful example, and to show that for once the world has been 
right in its cold and selfish surmises, and not wrong as it seems to be 
the duty of all story tellers nowadays to show. There is such a plea- 
sure to me in being able to prove somebody else wrong as well as 
Kafoozleum that I am almost rejoiced in the midst of all my sorrows. 
Almost, but alas! not quite, for if the others had been wrong I should 
have been right and not writing as now. Ha! ha! ho! ho! A joke, as 
Ilive. Hurrah! 

Well, to dissemble, Kafoozleum married his servant, and for a time 
all went well. He didn’t feel so very old, and spurred by the fact that 
he had now someone dependent on him, he pegged away at his profes- 
sion harder than ever, and commenced to make rapid strides towards 
success. He began to be looked on by old stagers at the bar as still 
more rising, and some of his contributions to legal literature began to 
be talked about. One actually got to be mentioned openly in Court as 
authoritative quite unexpectedly by » great judge, and people said old 
Kafoozleum had done it at last. Fellows crowded round him and 
shook him by the hands, saying, ‘‘ Bless you,cear old boy, I always 
said you would!’’ and then went away to wonder how anyone couid 
see anything in the work of such a dee’d old pump. But what they 
really thought didn’t matter to Kafoozleum ; he’d made his tucc ss, and 
away he went home at once to communicate it to his wife. Ax a true 
and loving husband always does—as, of course, he always should do, 

She listened quietly enough, and then said, ‘‘ And J’ve news for you 


| admit to having my sympathies in the matter. Say he was forty or | —there’s a fresh policeman on our beat, such a nice young fellow.” 
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Kafoozleum went on and tried to explain what might come of his 
new prospects. He spoke of the fact that a solicitor-general is always 
knighted and his wife called my lady; how a judge is one of the chief 
dignitaries of the State, and his “‘ lady”’ is proportionately great. And 
then she said, ‘‘ Beef’s gone up a ha’peny a pound again, dear; but oh, 
there's sich a nice new young man at the butcher's!” 

Next day when Kafoozleum got to his chambers he found a free fight 
going on between no end of reputable solicitors and an equal number 
of editors of high-class serials, each of whom wanted to have first call 
on his services. After some trouble he succeeded in pacifying them, 
and having made such terms as had never before entered into his 
imagination, he returned home, burning to tell his wife all about it. 
As—(I have said this before, but it will bear repeating)—as a true and 
loving husband always does—as, of course, he always should do. 

She looked up from the columns of the Ha'peny Horful, and this 
much I will say: she did not interrupt him in one word of his story. 
But when he said, “ We shall be no small potatoes now, my love,’’ she 
seemed to awake as from a dream, and replied, ‘“‘ Taturs ain't very good 
this year—an’ flukes seems to have gone quite out of fashion.” If I 
were to say Kafoozleum didn’t feel hurt I should be unworthy of belief. 
He did, for he was extremely fond of his wife, and quite hungered for 
the interest and belief confided in other husbands by other wives; but 
he bottled up his wrath and went on. She — into a languid 
state until he told her he might yet be Master of the Rolls, she 
at once became brisk and said, ‘*‘ Our baker's growing qui mous- 
tache, dear; I’ve watched it for this three weeks.” I grieve to admit 
it, but at this Kafoozleum gave way to temper and possibly said a word 
or two unfit for publication here. His wife called him a brute and 
threatened to throw something at his head; and they were not recon- 
ciled up to the time when he went off to the Temple. His pleasure, it 
will be readily understood, was considerably dashed, and he was by no 
means in such high spirits when he reached his staircase as might have 
been anticipated. 

But here a fresh surprise awaited him. The news of his being men- 
tioned in Court had caused still others to look to his work, and the 
Lord Chief Justice of England and Lord Chancellor had both been 
struck with the same idea—had both, unknown to each other, set out 
that morning with the intention of securing Kafoozleum’s services. 
There in his room sat the two great dignitaries, each inwardly fuming 
and pretending he did not recognise the other or his business ; but they 
forgot this reticence when K. entered, and there was desperate strug- 
gle between them for possession of his body. At last the matter was 
compromised by, for the first time in English history, the junction of 
the duties of Deputy Woolsack and Junior Lord Chief Justice. ‘These 
were now incorporated in the person of Kafoozleum, who, as a law 
paper said, was yet an extremely young man ix his profession, but who 
had shown an amount of legal perspicacity far beyond his years. 

When all had been arranged, Lord Kafoozleum (he was, of course, 
to have a peerage) dismissed his visitors, and na forgetful of the 
little tiff with his dear wife, rushed off home to tell her the joyful news. 
{ have already said that he loved his wife intensely, otherwise he might 
not have stultified himself by marrying her; and doubtless lots of 
people will think this folly was rendered more foolish still by his being 
of a temperament which made him anxious to share his joys with any- 
one he cared for very much. His sorrows he could cheerfully keep 
himself, but joy he ever shared. I think he couldn’t have been a very 
bad fellow—but then, you know, I’m prejudiced. Well, away he 
rushed home, and found his wife had gone out, amd by-and-by, as she 
didn’t return and he was anxious, he looked about and found this 
note :— 

“Ser,” it ran, ‘‘i think as how wee had better part. Yew yewsed 
languidge beastly to me, hand as the young man hat the baker’s 
his still has fond of me as hever hand a grate deel better man than yew 
wee har going to Ameriker too gather wear i can get a divorce he 
says.’ 

There was some more in the same strain, but it faded from 
poor K.’s eyes, and he hada fit, and when he came to all his cleverness 
was gone and he was in an asylum, where he is now, a drivelling idiot. 

How do I know? 

H’m; well, I'm Kafoozleum. 


IN THE STREET. 


Jack. I say, Bill, “‘ Visitors are admitted on the payment of a 
nominal fee.” What isa nominal fee? 
Briyt. Something so feenominal that it’s very rarely seen. 


The Crab-like Action. 

No one yet seems to have noticed that the Premier chose a proper 
situation for his most recent little game. A true Conservative job is 
never so well done as in a Stationary Department. “ And Progress 
shriesed when Beaconsfield explained.’’ 


ES 





Way is next spring like the downfall of Temple Bar ?—Because it’s 
a Llooming time coming. 
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A SUBJECTIVE APPLICATION. 


Ovr idiotic illustrator read somewhere the other day that “the 
king was quite CARRIBD AWAY BY His suBsact.” And this is his 
notion of the occurrence. 


POEMS ON PRO'S. _ 


THE TOPICAL VOCALIST. 


I’ a well-to-do professional ; I've gained a notoriety 
For singing lays on topical affairs ; f 

I'm petted up where’er I go, in music-hall society, 
My rhymes are wed to very taking airs. _ 

My agent said, “I'll cram you down the British public’s throat, my lad, 
‘Ere long shall all your ditties be renowned ; 

So don your evening-dress, and stick a flower in your coat, my lad, 
You'li quickly make some ‘ pieces,’ I'll be bound.”’ 

My career has consequently been a most successful one, 

And, if you'll attend, I'll show you all the way in which it’s done. 


I’ve four or five engagements, and I earn a lot of pelf, I do, 
And travel in a brougham, which I hire ; 
I'm sure my songs are good, because I write them a!] myself, I do; 
I know the kind of thing the “ gods’’ require. 
I make believe I dote upon the Claimant, and the rest of it, 
And carol of the doings of the day ; 
I note each little scandal, and proceed $0 make @ jest of it, 
And treat it in a catchy sort of way. 
And I warble my effusions with a very hasty ruan,— 
And that’s another picture of the way im which it's done! 


Whene’er I go to benefits I always sing a bit or two 
Extempore they call it, do they not? / 
And lo, on these occasions I contrive to make a hit or two, 
They fancy I compose them on the spot ! 
You should hear my last effusion, it enthralled both pit and gallery, 
’Tis all about the fighting in the Kast ; 
It’s really such a favourite they’ve had to raise my salary, 
And my number of engagements has increased. 
By ditties such as this my popularity’s been won, 
And that’s another wrinkle of the way in which it’s done! 


I feel convinced I’ve talents, and I'm proud that I’m possessed of them, 
Because I take my audience by storm ; 

I fancy you'll admit that I’m a cut above the rest of them, 
My songs are more respectable in form. ; . 

I often challenge rival ‘‘ artistes’’ (fools, there's not a doubt of it !) 
To have a contest—fifty pounds a side ; 

But lor, if they attempted, they would pretty soon be out of it ; 
By jingo, they’d be sorry that they tried. 

These challenges have made me seem a biggish sort of gun. 

You may take your affidavit ¢/at’s the style in which it’s done ! 











Pediculous: 

An order has gone forth allowing all French soldiers who require 
them to wear spectacles. It is supposed that much mischief was 
caused during the last war through short-sighted Frenchmen being 
perfectly unable to see some of the “small Germans” that swarmed 
around them. We are obliged to put on rose-coloured glasses when 
some of the same gentry are to be viewed in this country with any 


degree of pleasure. = | 
Tue Orper or THe Baru.—Soap, water, towels, cleanliness, comfort. 
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Ae — A JOKER’S DILEMMA. 
| I Ave a joke—a splendid joke— 
At present in my head, 


I dreamt it, and at once awoke 
And sat upright in bed. 

I took a paper, pen, and ink, 
As Campbell used to do 


oa 


P| Pegs 

| re, ae When in the night he chanced to think 
| / “ty » ) Of something that was new. 

| J >0 /, fy} I took this pen and wrote it down, 







And finding it sublime, 

I felt that it would take the town 
If nicely put in rhyme; 

But then it looked so very good 
When in the morn [ rose, 

I made my mind up that I would 
Arrange the thing in prose. 

And later in the day I thought 
’"T were better done in verse, 

And later still I felt I ought 
So fine a joke to nurse, 

And spin it out to quite a tale 
In just a bit of each. 

With such a joke I could not fail 
The height of fame to reach, 


And still I find it very hard 
On either to decide, 
And as a conscientious bard 
I cannot “let it slide.” 
My joke is good, however done, 
ith laughter ’twill be read, 
But just at present, Mr. Fun, 
It’s only in my head. 
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A SCANDAL. 
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Pen TE WE i . 
ES ee PAL Hear the Globe on the reports of Russian 
Etat er et ul Mut eee ) atrocities : ‘‘ This intelligence will soon do 
WD eee rH ety its work among English waverers, and 
i LU LLC ee , every fresh murder of women and children 
e bl il | is will rob the front Opposition Bench of 


' one or more of its following.” Before 
the revolting inhumanity of the idea 
which fathers this sentence, Mr. Fun 
removes his cap and bells that his shudder 
may not make them jangle out of tune. 
_ Fancy a partisan press that seesin every 
| murder or rumour of murder a party gain, 
and, having done that, fancy who will 
believe in the Russian atrocities manufac- 
tured on the premises by the Conservative 

ress in order to “‘ rob the front Opposition 

ench of one or moreof its following.” 
This is the key of those gory Tory locks 
| which are shaken at us. 


So Awfally Clever! 
_ Tus Conservative papers contradict with 
some eagerness the rumours of Lord Bea- 
consfield’s retirement. One journal can’t 


, understand how the reports could have got 
— “ about. For once we can agree with our 
: ee contemporary, and wonder too; for it is 


A “ser DOWN.”? not as if the great Hughenden lover of 
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a , sia justice, and leader of the Tor ty, had 
Cabby (on reeniving his proper fare, one shilling) :—‘‘Ht! Miss! Hare! Waar po rou eee ae ana dene of . eats dis- 
CALL this ? Young Lady :—“ I caLu IT A VBRY DIRTY HAND.” [ Collapse of Cabby, position. Besides, it is necessary his lord- 
. = = — + => ——_E | ship should wait until he can offer the 
His Orrnion.—An American paper says of an actor : “‘ Mr. Charles Thorne denies that he has | appointment to that marvel of intrinsic 
recently exhibited signs of insanity.’’ It is all very well for Mr. Thorne to contradict it, but | ability, the present Controller of the 


there’s no doubt he ‘s mad—with rage. | Stationery Department. 











Extra Strong 
STEEL PENS, 


| WITH OBLIQUE 
AND TURNED.U?! 
|  POINTs, 

Suit all Hands and 
all Work. 
OVER 200 PATTERNS. 
Bold in 6d., 1s , or 1 Gross Boxes, 
by all feasteneen. A selected 
_— sample Bos, by Post, for7 or 1$ 
vans J Pint om Mepivm, HOLDS PLENTy #lamps. Orderof your Statione: 
ae aad Ear rere wairee. Wilt ee svar anv that evit sour hand. 

JOHN HEATH, Birmingham. 
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CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh. 
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“ WHAT ARE YOU DOING, CHARLEY ? 
“Bur ARB YOU SUR8 HE ¢?Ss DBAD?” 





THE TWO WALKERS. 


First Waker. I say, old man, let’s go in for walking, it’ud do us 
both good. Weston business, long distance, you know. 

Seconp Waker. I shall be delighted; let’s go in for a good 
hundred miles spin, eh ? 

First Waker. Good! I’ve been reading the thing up. We must 
go in for one or two little things, and then we shall be all right. 

Seconp WaLKER. Yes. 


| 
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SITRONG EVIDENCE. 


| 
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I've had a special pair of boots made, | 
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‘* BoryIn’ A LITTLE DEAD CRAB.” 


‘© Ou, yes! ComME HBRE AND SMBLL ’M.” 





_ watch. We have been twenty-five minutes. The watch is out of order 


evidently. 
Seconp Watker. Where is the milestone ? 
Finst WatKker. We must have passed it, it is hidden by the hedge. 
Seconp Waker. Ah, thereisthe public house. They are waiting 
to rub us down. 
Fisst Waker. I can walk no further in these clothes; I shall 
change them, and finish the journey in a tight-fitting jersey. 
Sseconp WaAtKgR. My boots are wrong; they hurt me. I shall wait 


cost three guineas, and I’ve gone into training and pickled my feet | pore while the boy runs back to Waukenphast’s and gets me a new 


and soaped my socks. 


First Watxes. That’s it; and I’ve bought a stop-watch, one of | Pe eer W£ALEBR. 


Benson's best, so that we can time our miles. We'd better keep account 
for the sporting papers, you know. 

Szeconp Waker. I shall carry two bits of wood in my hand, like 
O'Leary ; they're useful. 

Frest Waker. Where shall we walk ? 

Seconp WaLkeR. From Highgate Archway to Edinburgh,—that’s 
a fair distance. 

First Waker. All right, let's start now, I'm just in the humour. 

Sgsconp Watxsr. Off, then; but, I say, we won’t walk more than 
eight miles an hour at first. 

First WALKER. No, about six to start with is best. Have you set 
the watch ? 

Seconp WaLKER. Yes. We're going along well, ain't we ? 
strong the wind is in our faces! 

First Watksr. Itis. Westhall the great walker once had a sail 
held in front of him to keep the wind off. It isa good plan, let us | 
try it. 

"Then Waker. Weare quitea mile from the Archway now. Ah, 
there is a boy with a sail. Let us engage him to walk in front of us. 
Had we not better stop at a public house and be rubbed down ? 

First Wa ker. Yes; send the boy with the sail on in front to 
say we are coming. 

Seconp WaLkgR, I think you had better throw water on the back 
of my neck, it is always done by professionals. 

Finst WaLker. Wehave gone over a mile now. Let us look at the | 


How 


VOL. XXVI. 


I remember I had two 


I am quite done up. 
I shall stay here for a 


glasses of sherry yesterday. It was wrong. 
week and get myself fit. 

SeconpD Waker. I say, the landlord says this is only three-quarters 
of a mile from where we started, and we have been thirty minutes. 

First Watker. We are out of condition. I knewit. I always 
walk six miles to the hour. I am quite unfit. 

Seconp WaLkgEr. I say, as we're not going any further to-day we 
need not be rubbed down. It’s a lot of trouble. 

First Waker. Yes, and I will take this bar of soap and pound of 
candles out of my boots; they are quite sticky. 

Seconp Warker. Landlord, two bottles of Bass and some long 
pipes, and see that we have two beds well aired for to-night. 

Finst Waker. And have a fly ready to take us back to the Arch- 
way to-morrow morning. 


A TRIO. 
Bicoca, Parnell, and O Donnell, 
Weak disciples of O Connell,— 
Parnell, O'Donnell, also Biggar, 
‘You despised by Con. and Whig are. 
O'Donnell, Biggar, and Parnell, 
All of you may go to—well— 
Let us say you all may go 
Willingly to Jericho! 
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THE COLORADO BEETLE. 


A Geawpd Histoxican Hirro-Mirirany-Marinr Domestic Drama. 

Scene 1: Jhe House of Commons. The CuanceLtior or THe Ex- 
CHEQUER, Aaving muzzied Messxs Bicoar, Panne, and O Donne11, 
and chained them to the leg of the SpRaKER'S chatr, rises, 

C. or E, Mr. Speaker, sir. In the face of a national disaster and 
an approaching enemy, | trust the House w:]! bear with me while I 
atk an extraordinary grant of thirty-seven millions. (@roans from 
Mr. Pererk Ryranps. ‘ Hear, hear,’ from Mason O Gorman.) 
Gentlemen, on the lonely shores of the Atlantic there sits at this 
momenta Colorado Beetle—(Sensation. Several members are removed 
to Hanwell by the Senceant-atT-Anms)—of which I have here a faithful 
picture executed by order of the Board of Trade. (The House was here 
so overcome that amelling salts were handed round by the Wutrs.) 
G:ntlemen, an eminent naturalist sent out in an ironclad by the 
Government to study the habits of this insect, is of opinion that if 
allowed to make the best of his way, this terrible insect will reach our 
thores in two years. (Shrieks from below the gangway.) Gentlemen, 
do you not think aur army and navy should be reinforced to meet this 
danger, and do you think that thirty-sé¢ven millions is too much to ask 
to place the island in a state of defence? (No! no! Mr. Parnery 
attempts to vise, but is kicked down again by Lowry CuHapiin. A messenger 
1s sent to the Treasury for the thirty-seven millions, which, being laid on 
the table of the House, is jar ded to the CHANCELLOR, who retires to the 
teteroom to count. Mr. WHALLEY, having thrice attempted to address the 
House, is assaulted by the Spwakern, and'the proceedings are adjourned at 
a quarter to nine in the morning.) 

Scenw 2: Off Dower. The Army, one thousand strong, ts standing at 
ease on Shakespeare's Clif. The Navy ts anchored in the Harbour. 

The Volunteers are on the Beach, and observatories dot the coast. 


Tar Commanner-1n-Cuirr. Soldiers, England expects you to do 
vour duty. The Beetle is hourly expected. Should you fall, the 
State will hand your wives and children over to the Charity Organisa- 
tion Society, so you need not trouble about them. A glorious future 
awaits you if you conquer. You will be specially recommended to the 
Corps of Commissionaires. Soldicrs, in the hour of battle remember 
that the enemy is one and you are a hundred thousand. Let this 
inspire jou to deeds cf courage. I have promised to spend the even- 
ing at a boxing competition, rono more now. (Cheertng.) 

ADMIRAL OF THR Fi¥er. Ironclads and sailors, keep your powder 
dry and shiver your maindecks. If the Captain of the Foretop sces 
the Beetle, have guns pointed and rams ready. No ironclad to go full 
speed without whistling and being four miles in front of any other 
ironclad. If the Beetleshould sink an ironclad by swimming violently 
against it, the principal officers on board the nearest vessel will be 
executed. Remember Nelson and Wapping Old Stairs. (7e yards are 
manned, and the ADMIRAL returns tn a ateam launch to the Star and 
Garter, Richmond, where a dinner awatts htm.) 

Fiast Crowp. This is a glorious day for England. 

Seconp Crowp. Whata great nation! What an army and navy! 
What defensive preparations! When is the Beetle expected ¢ , 

First Crown. As the bell of St. Paul’s booms across the ocean, 
the fires are lit upon the Cheviot Hills, the fog horn of the Nore light- 
ship is blowing, the Box-tunnel signal is red—Ha, ha—then the 
enemy isin tight. Oh, supreme moment in the history of a nation— 
the Beetle is at hand! (Advance of the Army and Navy. Shrieks of 
women and children. The horrors of war commence. Arrival of the 
Atrocity reporters. ‘Tur First Suor 1s Firep.) 

Scenze 3. After the Battle. Dover by sunset. 

Kinst StraGGirr. Alas, whatascenc! ‘The town isinruins! I 
wonder who was victorious ? 

Sroonp Srraa@cigsr. A living being! I thonght I alone survived. 

Fixst Srracoiru. No, 1 am fearfully wounded, but I linger still. 
Did you see the close of the cor flict ? 

Szconp Srracoitsr. Yes, the army was so enthusiastic that at the 
word “advance” they rushed into the sea, and while the Field Marshal 
was fixing his front teeth, eo as to say “retire,” they had got out of 
their depth and were drowned. 

Fisst Straccier. And the navy ? 

Sroonp Srracoier. Oh, they ran each other down till only one 
was left; that steered wrong, got on some rocks, and blew itself up. 

Finest Stxacoeier. And the Beetle: 

Seconp Srraccier. Slipped in between them, and when last I saw 
him he was wagging his tail good-humouredly, and taking the shady 
side of the London road. 

Two Srraccienrs (ensemble). Alas, we are all that remain of a 
noble army and navy! In spite of our ¢fforts the foot of the invader 
pollutes our soil. Let us fall upon our swords and die, and when we 
are found the words “ Colorado Beetle’”’ will be discovered written 
upon our hearts. (They faliupon their swords and die. Enter Natv- 
RALIST from London out of breath.) 

Narvratist. Here, [ sav, it’s all right, it ien't the Colorado Beetle 
at all, it's a ladybird. Hullo, they’re all dead! What a pity I didn’t 
get here sooner. 
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MY CHANGES OF OPINION. 


My Original Opinion. 


cy HE miners, Jem and Joe 
. i np and Bill, 
he 


peewee mma 


ai oe — Are taking recreation ; 
¢ SS Till labour-time returns 
‘ 


L they’ll swill 
iB With great determin- 
( nation ; 
To train and rear their dogs aright, 
‘To swear a gocdish bit, and fight, 
In these pursuits consists their light 
And cheerful occupation. 


I'm bound to say I never had 
The slightest chance of learning 
A single tact, or good or bad 
Or otherwise, concerning 
There very interesting three, 
And so my judgment ought to bo 
Extremely independent, free, 
Impartial, and discerning ! 


And this I say: The mining lot, 
Depraved and disaffected, 

Are folks whose characters will not 
Endure to be inspected. 

I hear they very often swear; 

They kick their wives and pull their 

hair ; 

To mining folks, I must declare, 

I always have objected. 


A Change. 


Oh, sorrow! Lot the thoughtless cease 
Untimely jubilation! 

I have indeed received a piece 
Of dreadful information: 

Those three have tumbled down a pit, 

And now they can’t get out of it, 

And on the minds of all there sit 
Alarm and consternation! 


Devoid of mad, admiring zeal, 
Which favourably mellows, 

Without that hatred some reveal 
Which censuringly bellows, 

I fancy Jack and bill and Jem 

(To judge from what L’ve seen of them, 

With my unbiassed, wonted phlegm) 
Are very decent fellows. 


And, now I come to give the fact 
Deliberate reflection, 

Those miners’ characters exact 
More critical dissection ; 

I'm sure that J. and L. and J. 

Are worthy fellows in their way—- 

Extremely worthy fellows, they— 
Deserving my «ficction. 


An Increase in the Change. 
7 


Those three have been confined for days; 
I hear the water's rising, 

In spite of all the means and ways 
That people are devising; 

lor folks, deploring, meet, discuss, 

And make a most astounding fuss— 

Poor, noble three imprisoned thus! 
Their virtues were surprising. 


Unhappy Jem and Bill and Joe— 
(Deplorable to think of !) 

Have been confined a week or so 
With nought to eat or drink of ; 
This dreadful news I’ve read to-day 
Has pained me in the ceepest way— 
Why, absolute starvation they 

Are surely on the brink of! 


Such painful tidings to the sense 
Are potently alarming, 

The mind of its indifference 
And carelessness disarming! 
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And let me candidly confess 

A miner, in his clumsy dress, 

Appeals to me as nothing less 
Than positively charming! 


I always think there's such a grace 
About the simple miner ; 
Observe his honest, homely face— 
picture can be finer? 
He stands before us alla man! 
Behold his chest’s imposing span ; 
Why what in all creation can 
Be nobler or diviner ? 


And then, you know, observe his mind— 
It's civilized condition, 
Upon my word, deserves to find 
A wider recognition : 
I’m sure you never would expect, 
However sanguine, to detect 
Such cultivated intellect 
In one in his position ! 


Doubt. 


They've got those noble three from out 
Their dreadful situation, 

And now those three have set about 
Their wonted occupation : 

Jem’s pulling out his lady’s locks, 

And Joe is training fighting cocks, 

And Bill revolves and rolls and rocks 
In wild inebriation. 


And on this miner subject now 
My mind is much divided ; 

I can’t decide by what and how 
My verdict should be guided ; 

Whether this hewer of the coal 

Is always such a noble soul— 

Or only when he’s *‘ in a hole” 
I'm very undecided ! 





A PUBLIC PATRIOT. 


Firsr Customer (ata Bar). What'll you have, Bill ? 

Szconp Customer. A drop o’ whisky. 

Barman. Scotch or Irish, sir ? 

Szconp Customer. Neither, blarm ’em. I ain't going to support 
no furrin drinks. Give us a drop of English. 





A Post Card. 


Hrs Royal Highness the Postmaster General has given notice that 
single halfpenny postcards may now be purchased, price three far- 
things each. After this the old joke, ‘‘ What is the price of a two- 
penny loaf?’ may be resuscitated. The idea of charging fifty per cent. 
profit on a single article is said to have arisen in the beautiful brain of 
a delicately nurtured post-office clerk, who thought it so jolly low to 
sell one of anything, the price ought to be prohibitory, to preserve the 
character of his establishment. 


Meeum and Tuum. 


Two men recently charged at Roscommon Aesizes with the murder 
of a farmer named Mee were, after some consultation, acquitted. 
From private sources we learn that one of the jaty said, “ Gentlemen, 
we are to decide whether the prisoners killed Mee. My own opinion is 


LUN. 


PROOF POSITIVE. 


A Purety ImAcmnary AFFAIR—OF COURSE. 
Scene: A Government Office. Enter Extremety Mite Person. 


Extreme.y Mitp Person. Oh, I want to register a newspaper, if 
yeu please. 
Firet Suor Cierx. Don't know if you can, you know. Were 
yer o hete. Besides, it's just dinner time, and we can’t be 
e 


E.M.P. Bat it's important, and besides I only want to 
comply with yout own rules. 

Szconp Sor Ctex. Ah, ha! that's good, that is; why we don’t 
know what they are ourselves. 

Finest §. 0. People are always coming here saying it’s very im- 
portant, and then they never bring the papers out. What do they 
fiean by it? Have you got the paper with you? 

E.M. P. Yes, and I am prepared to prove publication, according 
to the Act. 

First S.C. Ah, now you've done it. Mind, J didn't want you to 
pfove anything. (Consults with other clerk.) We can let you have 
a form—one penny, please—but as you ve conformed to the regulations 
we shall have to put you off for a day ortwo. Make haste, please, as 
I'm getting precious hungry. Don’t happen to have an ingun about 
you f suppose ? 

M. P. i seems doubtful as to how to fill up form). No,I 
haven't, but [ don’t mind running out to get you one, if you'll do this. 

First S.C. Ah, thanks. An’ you may as well get half a pint 
o’ four-half an’ a saveloy while you're about it. (E. M. P. goes, and 
presently returns laden, but the form is not yet filled up.) 

E. M. P. But you’ve not done that, after all. 

Frust S. C. (with his mouth full). No. HowcouldI? You only 
say J. Brown. Is it J. for James or J. for George? 

E.M. P. Neither; it’s for John. 

Frast S. C. How do you spell John—and who gave you that name P 
(E. M. P. gives the desired information, and First 8. O. fills up 
paper.) Five shillings! 

Szconp S.C. But we can’t register to-day. You see you’ve taken 
the trouble to prove publication, and we can’t register a thing that’s 
been published till afterwards. 

E. M.P. Naturally. You see if you registered it beforehand, it 
wouldn't have been published. 

Seconp S.C. Don't know nothing about that. The Vice-Chan- 
cellor says that if you prove publication you mustn't register till 
afterwards; so you must come another day. 

E. M. P. (beginuing to lose some of his mildness), Can I see your 
superior officer ? 

Seconp 3. C. No, he’s gone for his holidays; besides, he won't see 
strangers when he is here. It’s no use, I tell you, you must come 
some day after you've proved publication. 

E. M. P. But suppose I hadn't taken fhe trouble to publish in 
accordance with the Copyright Act?—lI only did it because I considered 
if necessary. 

Born 8. C’s. More flat you! 

First S. C. If you'd come here and only said you wanted to r 
your title, we could ha’ done it all right. But we mustn’t depart from 
the Vice-Chancellor’s decision, you know. Come again next week, and 
perhaps we'll be ready for you. 

E. M. P. (despairingly). Oh, Routine, Routine, surely your name 
is Civil Service. (Exit.) 

(Clerks laugh consumedly, and toss for beer. Five minufes after 
the ExtremeLy Miip Parson has disappeared a rival appears on the 
scene, and not having taken the proper legal precaution, succeeds in 
registering title without any trouble. ‘Tableau: Great Triumph of 
Truth and Justice, Red fire, and Apotheosis cf Civil Service Clerks.) 


GEORGE WARD HUNT. 
’Mrp wild alarms, and when with anxious heart 
The captain waited for his Lord's behest, 
The great First Lord of all bids him depart 
From troubled waters to the seas of rest, 
While all the cries of friends and foemen cease, 
And War is changed for one eternal Peace. 


Getting over a Bad Habit. 


An old lady, eighty years of age, has committed suicide. This is 
another and somewhat peculiar instance of lengthened suspense 
becoming at last worse than the end itself. 








The Hour and the Man. 
Tus Hour has again been appearing, this tiae in the law courts- 


they have not killed Mee, yet, and I don’t intend to find ’em guilty ti}] | But strange to say, though there is no misjudging the Howr, no one 


they have.” Verdict accordingly. 


seems really to know which is ‘he Man. 
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE XV.—TBE MAN WITH THE PICKAXF. 
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‘‘*Bre's a awful place to be sent to do a day's work in! Dull? Why there ain’t no sort of amusement wotever. Nothink to okkipy yer mind and kill time.” 
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“*Ooray! ’Ere’sa Geng a-comin’, ’E’s somethink for to ag at for a bit.’’ 


\ Woy . MAL \ \ ar eS SY SQ 7 ea ~~ Me ‘ gp ~ [ 
: , \ . : A ACY A \ ‘ \ \ iy %, . de Stes ~N WS NX WW q Ta ty ~? JY Vy Ean off _\y a Lp 
: \ ‘ ‘ \ \ \ . Ny aT, A ‘ “ai 7 r Hi] — ve ty i i} fa Ty 
\ << >) ‘ . = ; | * , . i mien uy Sy. Site a yy ef 5 
S / \ \ 1 ‘ 1 5 3 7 / i i" 
TY iT) 7 , R / \ 
AES ms Se 
iN Hi ith iF 


- 
SS i ft | 
7B q a mun pe hi ie Si 
| aR ay KY 






-———_— 





ly 


My HT 
oi be rr 


OFT a 
a mT 
Ny 


\\ 






ob < 








o There ! ! ‘the dorg’s gone now. S’pose I shall ’ave to take to ** Or——why, I might doa bit o’ work for want ov employmer t. Oh, there’s the 
counting my fingers.’’ clock a-strikin’; time to give over. I’m orf.’’ 
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A THING | HATE. 


Man’s often full of foolish ways 

In manners or in conversation, 
And human nature nowadays 

Fills many a breast with indignation. 
Folks’ tempers vary— maybe Fate 

Has much to do with their condition— 
But if there is a thing I hate 

It is a nasty disposition. 
I lately bought a suit of clothes, 

Which, ’twixt ourselves, I stood in need cf. 
(Now this is an affair that shows 

The petty spite we see and read of.) 
I’ve been that tailor’s friend, but still, 

To gratify his mean ambition, 
List week he sent me in the bill— 

That shows a nasty disposition. 


There’s Mrs. Maggs, with whom I dwe!! 
(For formerly her kindaess won me), 

I'm very much ashamed to tell | 
She’s lately thought it fit to dun me. 

Ox troubling me she seems intent, | 
And like some borrid apparition 

She comes and aeks me for her rent— 
Which shows a nasty disposition. 


I lately went to woo a maid, 
Her hand (and cash) was all I needed, 
And quickly my devoirs I paid ; 
I sought her house and strongly pleaded. 
I donned my best attire and, lo! 
Soon told her of my heart’s ignition, 
I asked her hand, she answered “* No!” 
That showed a nasty disposition. 
Believe me, friends, I blush to hear 
(And really I'm the worst of biushers) 
That someone who, it would appear, | 
Is Emperor of all the ““ Rushers,’ 
Is now engaged im active war 


’ 


To gain some Eastern acquisition. a 
I’m sorry he’s so greedy, for 
It shows a nasty disposition. 
A coop little boy wishes to know if when men tell 
very wicked stories they ever hurt their fib-ula. 
An AgrisL Rartway.—That of Ohighoh! to be sure. | 


MORE MIDSUMMER MAGISTERIAL MANTA. 
Sexceant Cox has fined himself sixpence for stealing a joke, the 
property of the late Sydney Smith, and palming it off in open court 


as his own. 
Sir James Ingham has sentenced himself to half a day’s imprison- 


ment for interfering with detectives. 
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THINK A WASH OVER THE FACE, PEKHAPS 
Countryman :—** Dana ir ALL, MatsTer; IT BEAN’T DIRTY, BE IT? 
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PATENT WASHABLE. 
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Countryman (who has becn * sitting’’) :—“ WHat po ’EB say, Maister f 
Artist (answering friend who has just spoken) :—“* Ou, NOTHING! DON’T you 
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While They’re About It. 


Tue Russian press is ‘‘ furious in its attacks on England's perfidious 
policy, as it is now called.” Well, so is the best portion of the 
English—so perhaps now the Tories will say these are all in the pay 
of the Emperor of Russia. It would be only one more in their list of 
Atrocities if they did. And would be well worthy of connecting with 


Mr. Commissioner Korr has fined himself a farthing for being rude | the others, and just as easy of manufacture. 


to a prosecutor. On the application of Mr. Commissioner Kerr the 
fine was subsequently remitted, the culprit showing that he would have | 
to change in order to pay it. 

Our own private mazistrate has fined himself five shillings for being | 
drunk and incapable once when he was a young man. He handed the | 
money over to his wife as the representative of authority. | 

| 
A Life Chase, | 

A Local paper states that, “Three young men, who lefé St. Aubin's | 
Ilarbour, Jersey, the other day on a pleasure expedition, have not yet | 
returned.’? Maybe they haven't yet found the object of their search. | 
Presuming, only naturally, that a pleasure expedition is an expedition 
in search of pleasure, we should have been surprised at those com- | 
posing it returning speedily, unless, indeed, they had given up the 
chase for good, finding capture impossible. | 


' 


Said and Done. 
_Masor Sepvon “of the firm of Rice, Potter, Walker, and Co, 
timber merchants,” wanted to be a Conservative M.P. for Grimsby, 
and delivered speeches anticipatory of victory. It was to have been 
Seddon for Grimsby, but it isn’t Seddon done yet. | 


' 


Church News. 
_ A sHOCKING report reaches us concerning the Bishops. We are 
informed they are perpetually winking at Miss Behaviour. 


Hobart Doing It. 
“Honart Pasa has taken two ironclads and gone to the Black 
Sea.”’ Under ordinary circumstances, oue ship is enough for one man 
to sail in at a time, and it is some consolation during the present 


| impaired position of Great Britain to find that an Englishman in a 


foreign service is 80 great a gun that it takes two ironclads to carry 
him—and his dignity. 
The Weak Spot. 

A man in Scotland was committed for trial the other day for having 
broken his wife's neck. ‘‘I never thought it could have been so 
brittle,’’ said he to his legal adviser, “ seeing her heart was as hard as 
adamant and her tongue like a ten-ton-power flail.’’ 


A Dot in the I, 


Ssiru thinks that Karl Blind is hardly the kind of man to prophecy 
as to the future of certain Continental States, especially when it is 
remembered what an extremely keen look-out for themselves their 
politicians seem to keep. 

Ray bies. 

In the dog days, our high life contributor says he hates the Park 
and the Row, they are so horribly sunny. He has an attack of Hyde 
Row phobia, of course. 
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Colonel :—“‘ OH, VERY WELL THANK you, Docror, HOW DO you f 








VERY FIT AND: PROPER PERSONS. | |. or 6 ee eee 
. pre zn. A. C. Swovpurne has taken it into his head to dignify Con- 
Sunny Pemteates “ esa mrerehing my Goewt of Aamernen. greve, in ‘‘an encyclopedic utterance,’ as the ‘greatest English 
Break up the British nation quick, and sweep the bits away, master of pure comedy.” We ourselves possess almost a reverence 
Pound Parliament to atoms, please, it’s had its little day. for Congreve and a very large respect for Mr. Swinburne—for the 
Bring back the plan of lord and serf and good old feudal games, latter more particularly when not engaged in giving off his ‘‘ encyclo- 
Then find where Magna Charta is and fling it to the flames. pedic utterances’—but those who know them both will think the 


Go sit, Britannia, on your wheel, and weep the happy times 
When outrage on a Briton’s right was deemed the worst of crimes. 
A vulgar Court of Aldermen our Constitution takes, 

Then puts it o'er a gouty knee and bends it till it breaks. 


Now who be these same Aldermen who dare defy the will 

Of freemen who, with earnest vote, choose one a place to fill ? 

What neither king, nor prince, nor priest, nor governments attempt, 
Shall these poor podgy dotards do from punishment exempt ? 


adjective is hardly the one that might have been chosen. Particularly 
as it can never have been intended to hold any connection with 
purity. 


~~ 








‘‘Time!” 
Tue Paris Temps has long been noted for the variability of its 
opinions. Our own Stratford-atte-Bowe correspondent says that’s 
quite right. ‘Time’ changes us all, and nothing is much more 


s 
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A pretty lot, forsooth, to say, ‘‘ What though six hundred men shifty than “ weather.’”” (N.B.—We shall keep our weather-eye open, 
Have used undoubted right of choice and sent him here—what then? 82d see no more such puns—pun-y puns?—find their way in 
We magnates of the scarlet robe and heavy chain of gold unnoticed, ) 

Decline to let a Radical invade our Tory fold.” Fiddle de dee 

= > go = —— Bee, he ceeee = ee and wine, Mexuemep Aur Pasna, the present commander of the Turkish army 
NO oa, i ae hale rt 1 outed DY Act OF thine. of the Danube, is the son of a French fiddler. His father’s old pro- 
Get off the wheel, you foolish fites, lest as it turns around fession should be of use to him now, for some one who can “ fiddle’”’ 


A HOME THRUST. 
Doctor :—“ Now TELL MB, CoLONEL, HOW DO YOU FBBL WHBN YOU'VE KILLED A MAN?” 


It crushes you a shapeless mass upon the dusty ground. 


How dare you tell the honest man his fellow men elect well is highly appreciated in Turkey. 


; He is not fit to sit with you—his presence would infect ? a ee nae are et 
You relics of a barb’rous age and unenlightened past, A Vehicle for a Joke, 
Be sure this act of insolence proclaims your end at last. | = Tue papers bristle with lively accounts of the carriage accident to 
—————————— | Prince Amadeus, who had a wonderful escape “‘ by jumping out of the 
Disclaimer. machine,” It is not recorded that he exclaimed, “I Ama deus ex 
oe is 
f@ We are authorised by the Russian Ambassador to deny the state- maching 1" when Se Gi &. 

ment that, Druscovich being a Russian, the Czar had sent an army to All Al ly. 

defend him from the attacks of Poland. Tue Ministerial Organ which announced that the Crocodile had 


sailed to take our Turkish ally gaiters, has been sent to sea for himself. 





A Cruciat Tgast.—The one applied to the Chaplain of the Middle- — 
sex House of Detention by the magistrates. An “Exastic Srep.”’—The “ stepper’’ at Cold Bath Fields. 
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leave it till the faculty of feeling pleasure in almost anything has de- 
parted from him. 

So we may reckon for once the moral of a story “ came off wrong.” 
- the old man might just as well have been not a magician after 
all. 

To our thinking, Brown was possessed of the true magic. 











































A MISTAKEN NOTION. 


‘“‘Ou, I do so wish I was well off, and could do without work!’ said 
young John Brown, as he started off briskly to his daily labour one 
fine morning; * how I'd walk in the fields and enjoy myself all day 
long, and then I’d have a good dinner, and wind up atthe play. Ah, 
how fine it must be to be well off!’ And he hurried along, and busy 
with his thoughts about wealth and position, got in just before the 
gate was locked on all late-comers, who were by the inexorable rules 
of the establishment compelled to lose “ a quarter.”’ 

“I think I should ha’ been tempted and taken the day,” thought 
Brown, “ if I hadn’t just managed it,” and all the morning long he 
envied the rich, by which he meant everyone not compelled to work. 
He envied one old man in particular, his master, who was reported 
very well off, but who always hung about the shop and scolded the 
men, and was generally disagreeable. ‘‘ Why don’t he go to the play, 
or up in the fields, or anywhere but the workshop,” said Brown ; “I 
fe I would if I wasn't obliged to be here, and earn my blessed 

ving.” 

It will be readily understood that Brown had not seen so much of 
the fields or s> many of the theatres as we have. Of course not, or he 
wouldn’t have fancied that either the one or the other can yield per- 
petual enjoyment, to those who have had time to pursue the phantom, 
for any length of time. It never struck him that anyone could pos- 
sibly tire of either, and so he went on wondering and grumbling the 
whole day long. 

Now it so happened that Brown’s master was a magician, and had 
mastered the faculty of divining other people’s thoughts, and as he 
had a great regard for Brown, who was a good workman and really 
very es he called him into the counting-house that same night, 
and said : 

‘‘1’m sorry, Brown, to see you are dissatisfied with the position in 
which it has pleased Providence to place you. Now the sooner you 
conquer all that sort of feeling the better it will be for you. I know 
you wonder why I don’t go away for holidays, and sce all the new 
plays, and walk in the fields. The real fact is that I enjoy myself a 
good deal more in my own way.” 

Brown shook his head doubtfully, at which his master said, 

“Well, wait a while, and I'll explain it all to you.” 

And as his desire was simply to encourage this youth, by all means 
in his power, to stick to work and not let himself be carried away by 
any false or absurd notions, the old gentleman produced a bottle anda 
box of cigars, and telling Brown to help himself, proceeded. 

‘*T, too, was once like you,” he said, ‘‘and used to think that there 
was nothing in the world like pleasure, as the word is generally under- 
stood. I, too, was young and in love——.” 

It may as well be admitted here that Brown was very deeply in love 
with a girl of similar station and inclinations to himself, and that was 
another of the reasons why he regretted his poverty,—so the old man 
must have been an awfully cute magician, mustn’t he ? 

‘‘ And in love like yourself; and I used to spend the greater part of 
the day complaining. But I was not long in discovering that sort of 
thing wouldn’t do, and so I stuck to work with assiduity and moved 
on step by step until I in time achieved an independency. It took, of 
course, a good long while, and several slices of luck fell in my way, 
but I’m sure that luck always comes to him who deserves it: that is, 
there is really no such thing asluck in the world. The same things 
will be sure to come to you if you but try after them,’’ And here the 
old man paused to let the truth sink deeply into Brown’s mind. 
Brown, it must be admitted, seemed to pay much more attention to the 
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PAINFUL SCENE 


Iutvsraative of the old proverb, “ Where there's s-will there's 
8-way !’ 


LOVE’S CAPTIVE. 
Rondel. 
I urpz her in my heart, my May, 
And keep my darling captive there ! 
But not because she'd fly away 
To seek for liberty elsewhere. 


For love is ever free as air! 
And as with me her love will stay, 
I hide her in my heart, my May, 
And keep my darling captive there. 


Our love is love that lives for aye, 

Enchained in fetters strong and fair ; 
So evermore, by night and day, 

That we our prison’d love may share, 
I hide her in my heart, my May, 

And keep my darling captive there ! 





Fashionable Intelligence. 
Mrs. Naytor, who gave a ball to the Prince and Princess of Wales, 
did the thing in style, for ‘‘ although the number of guests was by no 
means large, the ball cost over £5,000."’ Anyone who can realize what 
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bottle and cigars than to his employer. 


‘“‘ By the time I was in a position to be married, the girl I loved had 
proved, as she said, tired of waiting, and had half-a-dozen equalling 
brats around her. I was therefore pleased to see I had avoided wedding 
anyone who didn’t care for me for myself alone, and improved my 
fortunes considerably by taking a wealthy wife. Perhaps I’m not as 
happy as I expected to be; but nobody ever is. When I was at last 


able to go to the plays I found them extremely dull and uninteresting, 
and was glad I never wasted my time at them before. And walks in 
the country only made me hot and tired, and stirred up my bile, or 
caused me to eat more than was good for my digestion, and brought 
on a bad dyspepsia. So you will tind, when you've reached my age, that 
the best enjoyment after all is in the workshop—if you happen to be 
master. And you will be master some day, of course, if you only 
persevere. Take another cigar. Good night.” And the old man felt 
sure he had converted Brown from his dreams of pleasure. 

Brown had some more drink that night and thought itover. Next 
morning he had a headache, and instead of stirring himself to go to 
work he thought, ‘“‘Why should I? Now's the time I can enjoy 
myself—by-and-by I mayn’t be able.’ And he went up in the 
fields, and finished off at the play, taking his sweetheart with him, an 
arrangement which really resulted in their getting married a month 
afterwards. And Brown constantly neglected his work, and remained 
poor, and had a large family, and will very likely die a pauper ; but upto 
the present he says it’s his duty to enjoy himself while he can, and not 





the position of the ox-envying frog in the fable would have been had he 
not come to a sudden collapse, will understand the now-exalted station 
of the Naylorsin the world of fashion, and the envy of their friends and 
neighbours. Indeed, it is whispered that the Prince, so as in future 
to distinguish them from all others in that branch of trade and show 
their superiority, has given them permission in future to call them- 
selves by the style and title of regular Tenpenny Naylors. 


Strange but True, 


Severat of the New York papers insist that General Grant was 
mercilessly snubbed when in England. The Yanks are annoyed to 
think the highest honour he received was that of a ~~ citizenship, 
when he might have been made Chief of the Reform League, Presi- 
dent of the Magna Chartists, Chairman of the Codgers’ Hall, or have 
worthily filled one or other of the many similar public offices so well 
known in America as being real representative positions of greatness 
over here. 


Boss and M, Boss, 


A wewsparse for the blind is the latest thing spoken of. What- 
ever may be its success as a journal, no one can doubt it will 
thoroughly represent the Press in its most extended form. 





A Loanty Loox-our.—That of Russia this week in the City. 
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THE POET’S LOVE. 


Tue present writer here 
Would make a full confession, 
For love has made him fear 
He's full of indiscretion. 
Bat anyhow, his heart I vow 
Is not is his possession ! 


He's been and met his fate, 
His fate has oft caressed him, 

Her name he couldn't state, 
Not even if you pressed him. 

No doubt his way will make you say, 
‘*‘ Whatever has possessed him ?”’ 


He simply answers this, 
That love one day implored him 

To seek a certain miss, 
And said that she adored him. 

The Bard was scared and unprepared, 
In fact it rather “ floored”’ him. 


At all events he went, 
And favoured was his mission ; 
He found a being sént 
To brighten his condition— 
A maiden trne, with eyes of blue, 
Who proved a wee magician ! 


Lo, she disdained him not 
(He found he’d not intruded), 
And said she'd share his cot 
(With heart and hand included). 
Now, won't he prize those love-lit eyes 
(To which he has alluded) ! 


The present writer owns 
His bosom feels the lighter, 

And s0, in joyous tones, 
To aii he’s an inviter, 

For look you, friends, she soon intends 
To wed the present writer ! 


An Aquatic (£5) Note. 
Tas Lord Mayor, having observed a boatman gave 
Old Lady (sympathetically) :—‘‘ Wot’s THE POOR HOLD GENT BEEN A- two lives at Hammersmith, has sent him a fiver. All 
DOIN’ ON, PLEECeMAN P”’ | the mair honour to him, says our Scotchman; while 
| our Bond-street elegant retained on the establishment 


: 9 a $6 , ! P th 98 
; Pee ee — on! WY, HIMPALIN’ OF THAT THERE J8LLY | for the out of ln ol adds, “Quite. White of him 
—haw.” 


Old Lady (feelingly) :—“ Ho! 1H 'ARDENED HOLD wrRetcH !” 





**One Touch of Nature——.” | Piscatorial, ee 

Mr. Darwin and others have signified their intention of presenting | A new weekly paper devoted entirely to fishin is announced. We 
Mr. Pongo to the first vacant Irish constituency enamoured of Repeal, | must be allowed to express our doubts as to the “‘entirely.’? We 
as soon ashe arrives at his majority. (Of course before obtaining a | happen to know a little too much of the fishing for plaice (which often 
majority it would be impossible to consider Mr. P. duly elected.) | ‘ comes off crabs”), so significant not only of weekly, but of some | 
Mesers. Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, and Co. are of course anxious to ear WE vow that roe in with any Ministerial sole-cism, too well to be 

| know whether in the course of natural selection Mr. Pongo’s manners | codded like that! 

will at all suffer through his constant conferences and connections Good News 
with the Irish Home Rule members. As the project and its result is | “ ss says, “ Prince Albedt Victor Ee a 
; ; : , . 
likely to cause the deepest interest in the scientific world, we feel a MED Oe y Sota, op he weukia"eiee: Bluse Albet 


: . is i i his malady.” 
most lively leasure in being the first to place this information vie oh, ere would seem to be a royal road to health nowadays, if 


oncecga elite ltetaass B Seitee, “Mis.. 


benene Sie Ge ——-_—--———_——_—_———— not to learning. Formerly, the royal road was only one to illness; 
The Ayes Have It, ‘and in that much we are indeed improved. 
Two labourers quarrélled about a division of beer at York the other ee 
day. One struck the other in the eye and knocked himdown. When | Pedestrianism. 


picked up the man was quite dead. This, though a strange, was a | igh Church walking match is in progress. The com- 
very certain way of obtaining his bier—and he got it with the eye, too. | an en ee which can go Soldiiest, and the ground selected is 
“Grist to tHe Mity.”—Subsecriptions to a prizefighter’s stake- the Romes 


money. Tas Onty Homes Ruiurs.—Shillelaghs, and the Biggar the better. 








AS THE BEST FOOD 
THE FACULTY RECOMMEND i oe 


¢ ciinrman’s “| CADBURY 'S (Gants 


Entire Wheat Flour. 
THOROUGHLY COOKED. 43 series’’ of these Pens ecrateh nor spurt—the 
Gg PERFECTLY DIGESTIBLE. <<. 


ints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
7 tationes for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box end 


44° HIGHLY NUTRITIOUS. J ois PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. | select the pattern best muted to your 
RICH IN PHOSPHATES. CAUPION,—If Cocca thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stare. Works, BiamincHam. 
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CHIT-CHAT. 


A NEw paper de- 
voted to the inter- 
ests of supers and 
stage f otmen is an- 
nounced. Itis plea- 
sant tu find that the 
spirit of ultra-Con- 
servatism which has 
so long tramme'led 
the theatrical } ress, 
and made it ob- 
servant only of the 
stars and such-like, 
is about to receive 
its a pun sh- 
ment 

The elegant man- 
ner in which Mr. 
Jones places a chair 
or removes acarptt, 
and the energetic 
way in which the 
line, ‘* My lord, the 
banquet waits!’’ is 
delivered by Mr. 
Smith, will not now 
be Icst to an appre- 
ciative public. The 
venture, we are in- 
formed, will be 
edited by Mr. Brown, 
for s0 many years 
the much-respected 
scene-shifter at the 
Theatre Royal, Bun- 
garee-street. 

As the eminent 
tragedi«n Mr. Bull- 
roarer was coming 
home the other night 
he dropped his voice. 
All efforts to dcis- 
cover the where- 
abouts of it have 
been up to the pre- 
sent fruitless. 

Mrs. Juggins, the 
worthy washerwo- 
man, who likewise 
deals in apples, 
oranges, ginger beer, 
and almond butter- 
cakes at the Chuck- 
emout Circus, is 
about to take a well- 
earned holiday. 

Club- row, long 
famous as an Eust- 
end market for 
pigeons’ milk and 
mares’ nests, is about 
to be pulled down. 

The Board of 
Works will be peti- 
tioned to allow the 
title Club-row to be 
transferred to and 
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AT THE GROSVENOR.—A REMINISCENCE. 


Lady (with Catalogue) :—‘' No. 53, ‘Eva Tamprep.’” 
Gentleman (desirous to know the painter’s name) :—‘‘ WxHo Br?” 
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Mr. Potts, the 
famous painter, has 
just completed an 
“arrangement’’ in 
water - colours — a 
liquidation move- 
ment in effect. 

A friendly lead 
will shortly be held 


_ in aid of the Drama- 


tic College, which 
has been ‘‘in trou- 
ble’ lately. The 


promoters of the 
meeting are glad to 
state that several 
eminent “pugs,” 
the shove-ha’ penny 
champion, and the 
whole of the comiqne 
talent of the music- 
halls have promised 
their assistance. 
Complimentary tick- 
ets, which entitle 
the holder to « pint 
of four-half and a 
screw of shag, to be 
obtained of the Cus- 
todian of the “ Na- 
tional Drama,”’ Bul- 
ly’s Rents, E. C. 
While Mr. Melli- 
fluous, the baritone, 
was cutting his 
corns last Monday 
evening, he had the 
misfortune to notch 
one of his razors. 
This is why he did 


not give his shave 


d’ceuvre the other 
night at the Pro- 
menate Concerts. 
Mesers Moore and 
Burgess are in nego- 
ciation for the pur- 
chase of the Albert 
Hall. The only diffi- 
| culty in the matter is 
Mr. Moore’s desire to 
pull down the Me- 


| morial and sell it for 


second-hand ginger- 


| bread. He hasalready 


| made several Seuth 


Kensington C. B.'s 


| weep at his irrever- 


ent remarks on the 
subject. 

Should the present 
lessees succeed in 
making a fortune out 
of the refreshment 
department at Alex- 
andra Park, shares 
in the aérial railway 
to the moon will be 
immediately issued 
at 150 per cent. pre- 








Mr alga Adel- | Lady (shocked at his ignorance) :—‘' Way—sy THE DeviL, OF COURSE.” mium. 
i 
Absit Omen! THE ECHO. 
Mr. Bore, 80 a local paper says, has arranged to “conduct” the Wuy do members legislate ? 
coach which runs between “lJargate and Canterbury ‘during the ( Echo) late. 
season.”’ It is much to be hoped that the only Bolter will be on the Making Erin grow irater. 
box, and that both leaders and wheelers will go at the pace which a (Echo) I rate her. 
would-be wit, who died shortly afterwards of his own sharpness, Laws so passed have mips weight, 
described as a Canter bury much like a Mar gait. And everybody | ( Echo) ait. 
admitted that he richly deserved it too! How will ’t end? quoth legislator. 
( Echo) later 
Parliamentary Minute. ——————————. 
Tuere is to be no “ Ministerial Whitebait’’ this year. The| ‘“ Zhe Mitirary Srrearion.’’—That of HR H. the Field Marehal 


Government will try a little Whitewash instead. 


VOL. XXVI, 


| Commanding-in-Chief. 
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66 FUN. 


OBSCURE OMNIPOTENCE. 
(A Comic Sone hy A JOURNALIST.) 


ALTHOUGH you'll assure me the voice of Fame 
Has never repeated my name to you, 
I feel I'm a journalist all the same 
Of shining abilities owned by few; 
And nobody, having a mind, would feign 
To place these abilities on the shelf, 
I'm certain, on hearing me once explain 
The glorious task that I've set myself ! 


However my articles may begin— 
Whatever I happen to have to say— 
I manage to Mr. Gladstone in, 
In a jocular, airy, abusive way. 
Whatever I write about (I repeat), 
The name of the statesman 'that I malign 
Has nothing to do with the theme I treat, 
Bat this is the merit of my design. 


(Spoken.) Yes, my dear boys, here’g a specimen of the sort of 
articles I write in the first page of our veteable paper :— 
“ EX-PREMIER OR IDIOT ? 

‘We who live in the nineteenth century have much reason to con- 
gratulate ourselves on the fact that science has attained its present 
state of advancement, and, perhaps, among all the wonderful dis- 
coveries which may well cause us to rejoice, the one which has of late 
obtained such notice in America should take the foremost place. The 
Telephone is, indeed, one of the most interesting, as well as one of the 
most important, achievements of any age. Yet-—(and here we cannot 
keep back the rising tear of sorrow and pity)—in spite of the advance 
of science; in spite of the manifold means of enlightenment open to 
all; nay, in spite of the Telephone itself, we find Mr. Gladstone still 
holding on his pitiful course of unscrupulous recklessness and per- 
sisting in his Jamentable efforts to drag the name of Englishman 
through the mire!” 

My regular readers, delighted, say 
An infinite humour and most refined 
And keen ingenuity mark the way 
I harp on the gentleman's “‘oren MIND.” 
And oft, as I prove that his whole career 
Is simply a great and protracted hash, 
I think to myself, ‘* This is too severe— 
And how the poor fellow must feel my lash.’’ 


Oh, how he must redden with cringing shame 
On hearing my arrows of censure whiz, 
As nobody probably knows my name, 
And several people have heard of his. 
And when I review my tirades (in some 
Weak moment, when pity with gentle force 
Is touching my bosom) I'm overcome 
With something uncommonly like remorse ! 


(Spoken.) For, you know, it must simply§knock the Ex-Premier 
out of his seven senses when he reads such an article as this :— 


“THAT OPEN MIND AGAIN. 

“ Are we at length to receive a Lond fide visit from the much-dreaded, 
but as yet little known, chimera, the Colorado Beetle? From 
accounts which have been lately flowing in from all sides, it would 
seem as if we were to become the next victims of this terrifying 
monster, and that the tuber crops of “‘ Merrie England”’ were destined 
to be the next spoil of this insatiable conqueror. Specimens of the 
tiny pest have, it is reported, been already observed in our potato 
fields, and, should the next winter be an open one——. But alas! 
what are all the evils of an open winter when compared with the 
disastrous horrors of an ‘“‘Open Mind?’’ Mr. Gladstone, in his last 
pamphlet, has perhaps at length attained the uttermost depth of 
Phich party bigotry and radical inconsistency are capable,’ &c., &c. 

And how I have slowly contrived to win 
The skill I possess in my work I'll tell— 
The skill that assists me in working in 
Entirely irrelevant themes so well: 
A few of my earlier years I spent 
(Before 1 developed my party views) 
In working up bits of advertisement 
To read like respectable bits of news. 


Commencing, we'll say, with the “‘ Turnpikes Bill,” 

Or, say, with the heading “ Saeed at Sea,”’ 
I'd finish with “ Quacker’s Unfailing Pill,” 

Or somebody else's “* Unegualled Tea.” 

* a = o 

Yet I’ve thought now and then—(and I tear my hair 

At the withering notion, and clench my fists)— 
What horror if Gladstone is not aware 

That any such writer as I exists! ! 





[Ave. 15, 1877. 








And, I do assure you, when I ponder upon this fearful possibility, I 
go off meanderingly into some such medley as the following But 
on second thoughts, I'll refer you to any of my little articles on the 
first page of our valuable and beautifully-tinted evening paper; and 
then you can see for yourselves, dear boys, what medleys I do go off 
into. But, at the same time, it's always very comforting to think :— 


(Cherus.) | Oh, how he must redden with cringing shame 
On hearing my arrows of censure whiz, 
As nobody probably knows my name, 
And several people have heard of his! 
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THE POOR INDIAN 
“ Burning to distinguish himself! ’’ 


The Cloven Hoof. 


Mr. Wzston, the walker, informs his friends that he has, during the 
past year, walked nearly ten thousand miles. We would willingly 
credit him with the performance, and not be at all particular as to the 
measurement, if he had only done it ‘‘on end” in one continuous 
Northern, Southern, Eastern, or even Weston direction. We would 
freely have allowed him the assistance of a ‘Scotch run”’ in, but 
as it is there is much too much of the “* Walker!” element in the 
statement— even for walkers. 
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Extenuation. 


A RAILWAY company has just been compelled to award a widow 
over £6,000 for the loss of her husband. The married ladies of the 
neighbourhood, who were at first all sympathy, now display a distrust 
and jealousy of the unfortunate relict which would have quite over- 
whelmed her, had not a wise friend pointed out how extremely com- 
plimented all the husbands must feel under the circumstances. 


‘* Does not a Meeting Like This Make Amends?” 
Lornp Bzaconsrrsyp has been to see Mr. Pongo. The meeting was 
of a private and only semi-official character, but for all that the consulta- 
tion must make its mark in history. What becomes of the interview 
between Alexander and Diogenes, or of that between Wellington and 
Blucher, after so significant a conference as this ? 


An Extinguisher. 


Frk8-BRIGADE men who distinguish themselves greatly at fires are 
to be rewarded with bronze medals. To give such true heroes a more 
expensive metal would be like sending coals to Newcastle or gilding 
refined gold. Still, penny presentations seem somewhat out of place 
among men -who are constantly showing themselves “‘as good as 
gold.”’ 


An Explanation. 

Psori¥ are wondering why the professional name for Scotland Yard 
is “‘ the Factory.” Why, of course, that is merely the short for ‘‘ Male- 
factory.” 

Another New Reading. 
An “airey” nothing (X. 999}'s version): ‘‘ Honly cold mutton.”’ 


Tse Swinpiers “ Av Siaat.’’—The Bridge of Allan. 
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BANK HOLIDAY; OR, REAL ENJOYMENT. 
A Dagama or THE Day. 


Scane: Hampstead-road. Time: On the verge of Midnight, Bank 
Heliday. Enter Huspanp and Wir and SevEN CHILDREN. 


Hvssanp. Come on, missus, do, we shan’t get ’ome afore daybreak 
at this rate. 

Wire. I’m dead beat. I can't move a hinch; carry the baby and 
make the children leave go o’ my skirts, I can’t drag ’em no further. 

Seven CaILpREN (howling). Oh, father, we're so tired. We want 
to go to bed. 

Huspanp. Stop yer row, do, and come hon. (Shakes them indis- 
eriminately.) 

Wire. Leave them children alone, do, you brute. If you was a 
man you'd have a cab. 

Hvussayp. How can I take a cab when we ain’t got a mag left. 
You're always a-wanting something. Come hon, do. 

Wire. I shan’t. I shall sit down on this’ere doorstep, and I 
shan’t budge a hinch. (Seats herself with Seven CuittpRren. They 
shriek.) 

Hussanp. Stop there for hever if you like. I’mhoff. No more 
Bank Holidays for me. [ Brit. 


Enter Youna Gentieman and Lavy quarrelling. 


Youne G. Go on, yer was a-talkin’ to him. 

Youne L. No, I wasern’t. 

Youne G. If yer conterdicks me again I'll slap yer in the hi. 

Youne L. Well, I wasern’t; there! (He slaps her in the hi. She 
shrieks “‘ Police!”’ They are taken to the station-house.) 

Youne G. (en route). No more takin’a gal out o’ Bank Ollerday 
fur me. [ Baeunt. 

Enter Swk 1. 

Swett. Hi, cab! 

Potiouman. You won’t get any cabs to-night, sir, the werkin’ 
classes uses all wots out, and the hothers keeps the day. 

Swett. Hang the working classes. Hang Bank Holiday. (Walks 
up Hampstead-road perspiring with exertion. Enter middle-class Lavy 
and GaNTLEMAN.) 

Lapy. Ican go no further; we must have walked four miles in 
search of some meat and a loaf for supper. 

Gent. It is shocking. Nota butcher's or a baker's open. Only 
public-houses, which we cannot enter. 

Lavy. Oh, Policeman, can you tell us where we could buy a loaf 
or alittle cheese, or something to eat ? 

Poriceman. No—but you can get happlesand hices. There ain’tno 
other shops been open all day. (Charitable person at window above, who 
has heard conversation, calls to them.) 

CHARITABLE Psrson. Here is a loaf, lady and gentleman; I took 
six on Sunday, and have this left. (Middle-class couple take loaf and 
depart with tears of gratitude.) 

First Poriceman. Our station’s chock full o' charges. How's 
yourn, Bill ? 

Sgconp Poriceman. Full; there’s been four murders on my beat, 
and about forty assaults. 

First Poxiceman. All this ’ere Bank Ollerday—— 

Seconp Poxriceman. Yus, it’s a noosance. em as don’t walk 
theirselves silly gets smashed on railways, and them as don't get 
drunk gets nothin’ to eat, and them as don’t get fighting but goes 


"ome quiet has to be knocked up to bail their relations. It's a 


Nashernul nuisance is Bank Ollerday. 

RESPECTABLE TRADESMAN (passing promiscuously). No it is not. 
If men and women spent the day as I do, indoors, overhauling the 
place, repairing the wall-paper, whitewashing the ceiling, and going 
rv. through their books, it would be a very delightful holiday 
in : 

Poxicemen. Look here. If you don’t square us we'll run you in 
and charge you with assaultin’ us, you wiper. 

RgsPrcTaABLE TeapssMaN. Go on, you wagabonds! 

‘ Poticemsn. He calls us vagabonds. Off with him! (They run 
tm tn.) 

ResPrcTaBLe TrapssmMaNn. Ah, this comes of passing promiscuously 
on Bank Holiday. Blow Bank Holiday. 


Fame and Name, 

Hznx is a literary announcement of considerable interest. ‘ Lady 
Susan and the Watson, by James Austen, Authoress of Emma.” 
Macaulay once said of this authoress, “If I could get materials I 
really would write a short life of that wonderful woman.” Perhaps 
he would have thought her more wonderful still had he heard her 
Christian name was James. | 


A “Goop Time Cominc” vor Pepssreians.—The Mile-ennium. 
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QUITE OVERCOME ! 


"Twas a glorious day, and Apollo was present, 
For summer had come all our hearts to console, 

When it chanced, on o the weather was pleasant, 
The poet emerged from his slum for a stroll. 

He mused, as he went, on the cares that annoyed him, 
And thought of the lustre that affluence lends ; 

And lo, as he wept to think “ chums” would avoid him, 
He happened to run against one or two friends. 


“Come, join us!’’ said they, “ let us drink to our meeting, 
A pub's nigh at hand, let us go and carouse ; 
"Tis long since we had the great pleasure of treating 
Our talented friend with the laurel-decked brows.” 
To the “ Boozer and Bottle ’’ our steps we directed, 
And very hilarious there we became— 
Some “ Chamuny’”’ to moisten our throats we selected, 
A wine which the Poet knew only by name! 


To several doses the Bard was persuaded, 
For when you're at Rome you must imitate Rome, 
Till thinking he’d be by his ‘‘ missus” upbraided, 
He thought it high time to be seeking his home. 
* $ * 


He fancied ’twas only the heat of the weather 
That caused him to totter as homeward he slunk, 

But his speech was uncertain, his knees knocked together, 
In fact, to be candid the Post wus drunk. 


Yea, his neighbours unfeelingly grinned when they saw him 
Attempting to find out his knocker by night, 
And the wife of his bosom, oh, didn’t she jaw him, 
On letting him in, and beholding his plight ? 
Anon, all entreaties to go to bed scorning, 
Unspeakably helpless he lay on the floor :— 
Bat, oh, such a headache he had the next morning 
That he fancies he'll never get “‘ screwed” any more! 


Happytising for Travellers, 

Tus Midland Railway Company are about to introduce a “ dinner- 
wagon,” which will be attached to their daily saloon service for long 
journeys. Of course, the dinner a /a cart will be chief on the list, 
though most signal success is expected from points steaks, open- 
cutting pasties, wheel cutlets, cushion rashers, railway porter, and 
other leds It is only natural that the money will be collected 
at Settle, that no heel taps will be allowed, and that the drink for the 
usual loyal and patriotic toasts will be All port of a most approved brand 
and bouquet. 


Not Bock Yet. 

A Scorrisu paper states that heirs are anxiously wanted for a 
handsome property in Clackmannan. ‘“ Representatives of the family 
have been advertised for in every portion of North Britain, but 
without success.’” Naturally. We should have thought it was beyond 
a doubt that the way of all others not to discover a missing Scotchman 
was to advertise for him—in Scotland. 


A Mystery Solved. 
A Waeron-supsn-Manrs paper says that a young man had his ear 
“‘ shot off the other day by the accidental discharge of a gun he was 
carrying in his pocket.’” Our own interrogator wishes to know if he 
carried Fis ear in his pocket aswell. (Of course not; it is obvious that 
he carried his pocket on his ear and the gun behind it.) 


Hazy and Daisy. 


A new weekly publication entitled the Daisy is announced. The 
writing in it will, of course, be of a “‘ flowery” description. We can- 
not, however, help thinking the title is a misnomer for a weekly, as it 
is only a morning or evening paper that should call itself the Daysey. 


‘Once Bit, Twice Shy.’’ 
MarsHat MacManow states that the first object of his policy is 
It would be singular, indeed, if there was anything warlike in 
the policy of a modern French marshal. 


A Popular Question. 
‘‘Sranwps Scotland where it did?’’ No less popular answer: No; 
not if it is to be measured by a Scotland Yard. 


A Reat “ Front-rnanx” Man.—First Lord Smith. 
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A BIT OF PRACTICAL ADVICE. 
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When you make an ap nao to meet a friend, never fix upon a long, straight piece of road as the meetiug place ; if you do, you catch sight 
of your friend a long way off and embarrassedly pretend not to see him, to avoid commencing your smile of greeting too soon. 
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Whereas, had you fixed on a corner, you would have come upon one another suddenly, burst into a great, glad, intelligent smile of welcome, and 
conceived a mutual attachment never to fade. 
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Then, arriving, say, at that post, you suddenly burst into a tie. Still, you find you have begun too soon, and you meet like two idiots and ever z 
unnatural grin which you have been preparing for a hundred years. after despise one another! : 
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HOME RULE! 


Wr love the land where grows the green : 
For noble men are they 
As this brave world has ever seen 
Amid the battle fray, 
That claim it as their native land, 
And proud they ought to be, 
For valour, worth, and many grand 
Bold deeds of chivalrie. 


And while we all due honour give 
To these, the best and brave, 

O woe that gallant hearts should live 
To see this land the slave 

Of such a rowdy, blatant lot 
As we have seen to-day, 

That leave a blear’d, dark canker-blot 
The good can’t wipe away ! 


The best and bravest of her men 
Now blush with shame to tell 

Of their humiliation, when 
Mad Biggar and Parnell . 

Did play the fool's ‘‘ obstruction” game, 
With their weak rowdy crew, 

And brought disgrace upon the name 
Of Ireland, bold and true. 


We love old Ireland, land of song; 
- - For many a noble heart 

Hath she sent forth to right the wrong 
And play an honest part... 

As they have done, so woitld we do, 
And for our sister stand}. 3 

’Gainst these, the neither brave nor true 
Sons of a noble land. 


Shame that these men betray the trust 
Which they are sent to guard, 

Each honest heart now feels there must 
Be dealt some sound reward ; ; 

And that reward we say, well! what ? 
How shall this bud be nipp’d ? 

If Mr. Fun could hold the “ cat,’’ 
These fellows should be whipp’d. 


A Famous Remark. 


Wuat the tree said when it fell on the woodman. 
Serve the feller right. 


WHAT THEY SAY. 


Tuey say that the French Marquis has renounced Patti and her 
income on account of their Income Pattibility of temper. 

They say that Biggar considers hurried legislation in August grouse 
injustice to Ireland. 

They say that a new spoon called the Operatic is being introduced 
by asilversmith. It is made of Nickelini silver. 

They say that dreadful affairin Islington was Lynch law witha 
vengeance. 

They say that young Merritt the author is to have shares in his Golden 
Plough which should be a case of money tilling certainly. 

They say that Lord Salisbury having overcome his emotion at the 
loss of his gorgeous pickings out of the new street, has composed 
. ong ” Conservative working men entitled “All round my 

at field,’’ 


Conservative Foresight. 


Ir was stated by the Standard, which was, of course, wrong again 
with its “inspired officialism,” that Sir M. H. Beach was to be First 
Lord of the Admiralty. Possibly the report arose through the fond- 
ness her Majesty’s ships have lately shown for running ashore. Had 
the rumour proved true, the Admiralty offices would at once have 
been anal to their most appropriate place, Beachy Head. So 
much for Government “tips.” (But the Government appointment of 
Mr. W. H. Smith is the most popular and well-deserved thing the 
Conservatives have done since they have been in office.—Eb.) 


Keeping Them Warm. 

Oct at Simcoe, in Ontario, they have invented a capital method of 
dealing with paupers. It was unfortunate.there were only seventeen 
ro ie premises when they caught fire, but the result was satis- 

ry. 
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Conductor :-— Now THEN, Brix, ‘nxear sight cp.’” 


[At least that s what it sounds like to little Purblind. 








A SMALL REQUEST. 


Fate, I have a boon to ask you, 
Will you grant it, if you please ? 
In your favours let me bask—you 
Never more shall know me tease. 
Twill not take you half a second, 
And upon your aid I've reckoned. 


Do I want to know the issue 
Of these Russo-Turkish cries ?— 
No, dear Fate, I do not wish you 
Thus to open mortal eyes. 
Only tell a cautious hedger 
What will win the great St. Leger. 


A Question of Privy-lege. 
Tax Dispatch is very much exercised because Lord Beaconsfield has 
been drawing, and still wants to draw, £2,000 per annum extra as 
Lord Privy Seal, while professing to do nothing of the kind or being 


Privy to such professions. Our contemporary doesn’t seem to see the 
joke. Lord Beaconsfield being a humourist of the first water, saw at 
once that what was intended to be Privy should never be made pro- 
fane » public. Anda very good joke, too—for him: until he got 
found out! 


Noteworthy. 
A GENEROUS action is recorded this week of a nobleman not remark- 


able for such things. Whileriding in the Pars, he gave his horse its 


head. 





Sporting. 
Tuy want to make out now in pedestrian circles that O'Leary did 


| his miles so easily because he was a Mile easy ’un. 
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A P’INTED HiNT. 


Knowing Visitor (about to sasl) :—‘* Winp asoutT Nor-Nor-Weast, 2x ?” 
First Fisherman :—‘“‘ AY, SIR, MIGHT BE A PINT OR TWO MORE TO TH’ West, EH, JIMMY 
Second Ditto :—* Oou! DON'T MAKE NO DIFFBRENCE; A PINT OR TWO WON'T HURT NONE ON Us.” 
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Seconp Super. The Super-master we must be defying, 


POEMS ON PRO'S. 
“SUPERS.” 
Scunz: Not far from Bow-street. 





And make our grievance clearly understood. 
Would not a small revolt be worth the trying? 
Omnzgs (eagerly). It would! 
Taixp Supgsr. Ay, let them jeer and gibe at our position, 
The time wil? come when te’l/ earn better pay, 


First Supsr. Behold in us three parties known as ‘“ Supers,”’ 
Vho “enter” nightly when we get our “cue,” 
Attired as Gensd’armes, Bandits, Mob, and Troopers. 
Omngs (voc: ferously). We do! 
Sgsconp Svupgr. We're ragged, we'll admit, but still we re clever, 
And though Melpomene adopts an air 
Of diffidence, shall we desert her? Never! 
Omnes (melodramatically). We swear! 
Turap Svprgsr. Although our aspirations it disables 
To be disdained by ev'ry noted “‘ star,”’ 
We're there at hand to bring on chairs and tables— 
OmneEs (proudly). We are! 
Finst Surpsr. Observe how soldierly each bears his banner, 
And shivers when the heavy man says “ Bah!’’ 
Or laughs, at certain cues, in stagey manner. 
Omnzs (hollowly). Ha! ha! 
Szconp Super. And when to “ Treasury " we wander meekly 
To see if there's a “‘ ghost '’—our “ sal”’ is small, 
"Tis but six shillings we are tendered weekly. 
Omwes (dismally). That's all! 
Tuirp Surge. It matters not how carefully we spend it, 
A ‘‘ bob” a night will scarcely buy a ‘ crust.” 
Friends, must we not do something to amend it? 
Omwnas (mysteriously). We must. 
Finst Surge. Shall we submit to managers’ oppression ? 
Nay, let us rise, and strike a mighty blow! 
Shall we be trampled on in our profession ? 
Omnes (emphatically), No, no! 


By striking we may better our position. 
Omnes (excitedly). Hooray ! 

Fiast Super. Hold! let us not give way to idle sorrow, 
But, rather, let’s be resolute and brave. 

We've got a “call” at twelve o'clock to-morrow— 
Omnegs (dolefully). We haive! 
Sgconp Super. Allow me to remark that, near this quarter 

I know a “ pub,”” where we may drink our fill. 
Let's seek the ‘‘ Gasper’s Arms,” and have some porter ? 


Omnzs (with alacrity). e will! 
[ Exeunt Omnzs. 


What’s in a Name? 
__ Tris not generally known that old John Frost the Chartist lately 
' deceased was originally chosen as Jeader of the movement with which 
he is now only identified, because he was the properest person to 
represent that ‘‘ now is the winter of our discontent’’ if the Chartists 
had but got a proper hearing. As it was he merely lived to 
signify by his name the manner in which the affair collapsed directly 
the element of danger appeared among those who were ready to 
sacrifice their lives for the cause—if it could only be donein a nice, 
easy, and profitable manner. In the way of all true patriots, in fact. 





Parliamentary. 


Mr. Parnect is announced to be editing a new guide book to sena- 
torial duties. It is entitled, ‘“‘ A Book of Easy Obstructions for Young 


M P.’s.”” 
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THE MINISTER OF HEALTH. 


Ir is seriously mooted that we are to have a Minister of Health. 
We believe the following notices of questions are shortly to be given 
in the House of Commons :— 

Mr. PaRnsl.. 


To ask the Minister of Health if his attention has been called to the 
bilious appearance of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, and if he does 
not consider late sittings injurious to the hon. gentleman’s health. 


Mr. WHALLEY. 


To ask the Minister of Health if his attention has been called to the 
advertisement of an English patent medicine vendor, who professes 
that his food has restored the Pops to health, and if it is lawful for a 
Protestant subject to restore the Pope to health. 

Mr. Wiirraip Lawson. 


To move that the Minister of Health be requested to feel the pulses 
of hon. members, and report generally upon the health of abstainers 
and non-abstainers in the House. 

Mr. Forrincron. 


To ask the Minister of Healthif he is aware that Lady Beaumonde’s 
little girl caught cold through sitting on damp grass in Hyde Park, 
and if he will take measures to have the grass dried. 

Sirk Patrick O'Brign. 


To ask the Minister of Health if dandelion tea or hot Irish is best 
for a liver complaint, and to conclude with a quotation. 


Mr. JENKINS. 


To ask if the Minister of Health is aware that Dundee marmalade is 
the most wholesome sweetmeat in the world. 


A Remedy. 


Tue Chancellor of the Exchequer has contrived during the last 
fortnight to land the House and himself over and over again in a 
ridiculous and humiliating position on account of his lack of presence 
of mind when dealing with the Obstructives. Proposing awful 
punishments at one moment and backing out of his own proposals at 
the next, amid the jeers of the cool and collected culprits, the right 
hon. gentleman is fanning the very flame he would smother. Let 
him abandon his present course, and whenever Biggar, Parnell, and 
O'Donnell get troublesome, let him rise and propose that the House 
do adjourn for the purpose of shooting passers-by from behind a hedge. 
The trio of tyrants promise to be good when Irish business is alluded 
to, and we know of no Irish business so flourishing as this. If 
hy oe or Parnell should be the wrong side of the hedge so much 
the better. 


‘¢Oh the Times——.” 


Way will the Zimes, applying its archaisms to most modern pro- 
ductions, insist on calling August 6 a holy day? It may be so, indeed, 
to those who can afford to worship at the shrine of St. Lubbock— 
whom we take to be not so much a martyr himself as a cause of 
martyrdom in others—but to our thinking last Bank festival had 
much more of the Saturnalia than the holy day about it, It was, in 
fact, not so much fast as furious; though in some few cases we will 
admit it seemed to be indeed both. 


‘‘The Better Horse.”’ 


In the catalogue of a sale of horses and harness a few days back at 
Newcastle-on-Tyne, occurs the following stupendous piece of descrip- 
tion: ‘‘ A grey mare, 15.3 hands high, six years old, used by owner 
for the last ten years.’’ And not the only “grey mare’’ by many in 
Newcastle who has managed to get the better of old Time in this way. 
That auctioneer is evidently of a sarcastic turn, and though he only 
says ‘‘ten years” it is evident he intends to make “a score” off 


someone. 


4Snything but Loyal. 

In speaking of the last performance at Her Majesty's, the Times 
says, ‘‘ Among the audience was his Royal Highness the Prince of 
Wales, with a large party.” Of course, we do not know who the 
“party” was, but it is a very disrespectful way of alluding to any 
friend of the Prince of Wales's. This coarse familiarity is unfortu- 
nately a sign of the Times. 


An Axeidental Parallel. 


Lo: p BraconsFizip is so glad. He says if in the Seebach affair he 
was # little bit of a traitor to his country, Mr. Gladstone is tarred 
with the same brush, for down at Hawarden the other day he was 
practising high trees on in the presence of afthousand people. 
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TO A DEAR YOUNG FRIEND. 
(Ong or a Lor.) By an Ocp Foory. 


.~ LD fellow, as you gaze into that glass 
And think yourself a dashing sort 
of youth, 
You seem to have no inkling of the 
truth. 
It never strikes you that you are an 





ass, 
But that you’re one 
I'll show in Fun,— 
I cannot let such good occasion pass. 


You think that if you’ve got the pro- 
er fit, 
And if your trousers wrinkle not or 


You a" afford to let the whole 
world wag 
And care for letters nor for art one bit ; 
And war's alarms 
Fcr you have charms 
Because they exercise your puny wit. 


You say, “’Tis jolly—aw—to hear— 
aw—both 
Have—aw—the worst of it by all 
account!” 
And then you let your flood of 
wisdom fount 
And never dream that listeners are loth. 
Poor little mind, 
Inane and blind, 
Yes, you’re a humourist —of mildest growth. 


You! who believe that if your coat is cut 
To fit exaetly as the Fashion shows, 
Whose way in life is one of Parks and Rows ; 
You! who are nothing but a witling’s butt,— 
That you and such 
Should dare to touch 
And soil great subjec’s with your pigmy “ wut”! 


And thus you see, my friend, it comes to pass, 
Though on the subject I don’t care to harp, 
That as you think now well you look, and sharp, 

To me and others you're an ass, as crass 

(A selfish cad 
Weak-minded, sad) 
As ever was reflected in a glass. 





Forbes or MacG. P 


One of the Scotsman’s correspondents at the seat of war was pre J 
expelled from Turkish territory because it was believed by offici 
that he represented the Datly News. What becomes of the angelic 
features of Mussulmans, so vividly dwelt on by all true Conservatives, 
when they take a small and pitiful revenge against honest opinions 
this way? And, what is perhaps more to the purpose, where by this 
light is the gorgeous ability insisted on in the same direction, when 
after a consultation, the authorities stated{that so far as they could 
discover the Scoisman was the Daily News. {And the D. J. is so 
particular to always have Irishmen, too! 


Practical Experience. 

‘‘Psuaw!” said Mr. Biskitt, the eminent pastrycook and con- 

fectioner, when he was told that Geikie’s Great Ice Age referred to a 

remote period ; “‘ pshaw! wy hi’ve bin in the trade near on forty year 

myself, an’ there never was so much done in that line as now, hi can 

assure yon. It’s hallus the way with them fellows as write books on 
trade subjects; their facks is never right!” 


An Ancient Wish to a Modern Parpose. 
A uiTzrary gentleman advertising in a ditto paper for a re-engage- 


ment, specifies among his requirements, “ modern salary, is, 
we suppose, he requires his money before the debt becomes ancient. 


In this case, all we can do is to “ wish he may get it.” 


‘* Blow it All!” 


A piastine operation: That of the ironmasters in Scotland who 
intend to “blow out” one-third of the furnaces at present in full 
work. 
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ATROCIOUS! 


DgRm YER THINK NOBODY WANTS ANY 'TROCITIBS BUT you ? ”’ 


DISAPPOINTMENT. 
A Sonnet. 


I waTcusp & man with feeble steps ascend 
‘The steep where Fame’s proud temple shines afar” 
Against high heaven, like a distant star! 
On his pale face such sad expressions blend 
As if, save Hope, he had on earth no friend ! 
Ever to Fame he gives the toils which bar 
With golden rays of joy the days that are 
His life within this mortal prison penn’'d. 


I saw him prone upon the steps recline, 

And pray admission to Fame’s shining sphere. 
But hark! a voice from out the sacred shrine 

Comes floating down in accents sharp and clear: 
‘“‘Ah! I daresay you think ‘tis very fine, 

But, Mr. Fergusson, you don't lodge here !"’ 


‘* Cheese it!”’ 

Ws are informed that the deposits in the Frome Penny Bank 
amount to £968 18s. 3d. At this rate it should soon be called the 
Frome Pretty Penny Bank—that would to our thinking be “just the 
Frome-age.” 
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Extra Strong 


STEEL PENS, 









| WITH OBLIQUE 
OVE 900 PATTERNS. 


or ina. Veer ramwaires. Wilt es oven an that soit your hand. 
Te FPisass. JOHN HEATH, Birmingham. 


Small Boy :—“ Now THEN, GUVNER, MOVE HUP A BINCH OR TWO, WILL YER ? 


-AND TURNED.UP 
POINTS, 
Bait all Hands and 
all Work. 
Bold in 6¢. 18, or 1 Gross Koxes, 
by all eee. A selected 
sample 2. "ost, for7 or 13 
No 68 Fixg om Mepicm, wotns rianry Stamps. Sedetotnet Statlenes 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


Sole Wholesale London Agentse—N. J. POWELL & Co., 101, Whitechape!, E. CAUTION.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh.1 TE 


A WEAKNESS. 


I'vea longing at present consuming my soul 
And increasing by rapid degrees, 

And my hankering’s only and ultimate goal 
Is a silly affair, if you please. 

sut a man cannot help where his appetites rest, 

Or arrange where his fancy shall lie, 

And the groan which at present is riving my breast 
Is fur currant and raspberry pie. 


Of course, it is proper and right to explain, 
And [ hold it, dear reader, but due, 

That the cause of a seemingly frivolous pain 
Should be freely unbosomed to you. 

I am staying, alas! at the house of a friend— 
Now it's August—I came in July, 

And I know e’er I leave that the season will end 
For my currant and raspberry pie. 


Now the rules of our etiquette won't let me say 
What I[ fancy for dinner or tea. 

We've the best of good fare on the table each day, 
Save the dish that I'm longing to see. 

And there isn’t a shop in the place, for it’s small, 
Where the writer would order or buy 

The joy for which freely he’d barter his all— 
Just a currant and raspberry pie. 


I've a notion that longer I cannot conceal 
All the agony deep in my heart ; 

I shall pour out my woe at some middle day meal 
And descant on that exquisite tart. 

I shall fall on my knees and in accents of grief, 
Sob aloud, ‘‘ Oh, my hostess, I die ! 

I've a painful disease, and its only relief 
Is a currant and raspberry pie.” 


Quite Right, Too! 


Mrs. Jones read the other day that ‘‘the pro- 

visions of the Wild Birds Protection Act, 1872, have 

| just expired.” ‘Then why don’t them Parliament 

men order a fresh supply, and prevent the poor little 

creatures from starving?’’ was the good old lady’s 
natural question. 








IN THE STREET. 


First Workinc Man. Well, I believe we should have done the 
same as them American Railway chaps. 

Seconp W. M. No fear. And, besides, our soldiers wouldn't have 
fired on their own countrymen. 

First W. M. I’m surethey would. (7) Sotprsr.) Wouldn’t you? 

Sotprgr. No, that I shouldn't. 

Frast W. M. You wouldn't? And why the blank wouldn’t you, 
I should like to know ? 

Sotpirr. Simply because —. 

Finst W. M. Yes? 

Sotpigr. Because I’m in the Band. 


Tue Royal Dramatic College is at present promoting angry discus- 
sions among “the"’ profession. It isa pity the college should produce 
such ungracious (s}cholers. 


Wits Mr. Fun’s compliments to the New First Lord: “* Fader omnia 
viocit.”’ 
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“NOTICE = Next iil | 
THE HOLIDAY DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


PsorvuseLy IntvustaaTep.—One Penny. 
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A MIXTURE. 


Last night I had to pen a lay, 
A friend dropped in to have a chat, 
I stuck to work, yet bid him stay— 
And in the easy chair he sat. 
But all he said and I replied 
Got mixed with what I meant to write ; 
And when to read it o’er I tried, 
This queer production met my sight. 


The moon was high o'er Leman’s lake— 
Old Joe and wife are up to stay, 

A furnished house they mean to take — 
And brighter than the orb of day 

Shed silver shadows on the hills. 
His liver’s queer, I hear he'll drink 

No end of draughts, and swall.w prils 
Enough to make a lifeboat sink. 


With nimble footstep sprang a maid— 
I wish you'd come and see @ pup 
I bought last week of Jerry Slade— 
Then turned her eyes in rapture up 
And bowing to the holy moon, 
Exclaimed—the grog wants stirring, Joe, 
I beg your pardon, here's a spoon— 
“‘T hear his footstep on the snow.”’ 


He came and clasped her to his breast— 
You know the girl at Dawson's bir ? 
She's married Jobbins—on hia crest 
He wore a gleaming silver star. 
He beats her so, the neighbours say ; 
Poor girl, her pigs were badly sold. 
They heard his faithful charger neigh— 
My mother's got an awful cold. 


But who is this with flashing blade ?— 
Oh, can you change me half a quid ? 
I want a cab, and I’m afraid 
With coal-black yes by helmet hid 
He rushes at the heedless twain, 
And cries, while aiming deadly stroke— 
Yow re busy, boy, I’ il call again ; 
Confound it all, my meerschaum's broke. 





An Unfeline Remark. 


Tue gentleman who bit a cat’s tail off remarked the 
other day when receiving sentence, “I can do that bit 
fora cat's tail.” Why didn’t the magistrate call him 
back and give him nine more cats’ tails? He missed a 
fine opportunity for Justice and a joke. 





\Scuns 1. A suburban station. 


Porter (to Lidy) :—“ Atn’? THESE DOGS AND GUNs youR’N, Maro ?’ 
Lady :—“ Ou, Gracious, NO! AND OH, WHAT has BEC ME OF MY PET ?”’ 


( Paints.) 





Scans 2. Fifty miles further on, 


Porter (to Major Bang) :—‘‘Gouns AND poGs, 81K! 
YOU'VE Gort.” 


No, SIR, THIS 18 ALL 





MR. FITZCOPPER AT HOME, 


He led me through the marble halls of his gorgeous palace, and I 
stood amazed at the grandeur which surrounded me. As he fell 


sunlight came softly through the orange groves without, and Jit up 
his features. ‘Strange,’ I exclaimed in an audible whisper, ‘‘ but if 
mine eyes deceive me not, I recognize in you the famous barrister who 
had 2,000 guineas a day and a million as a retaining fee.” * Oh, yes,” 
he answered quietly, ‘‘ I was that barrister once, but the remuneration 
was too small, and I went into a more lucrative profession.” ‘* More 
lucrative! can there be one?’’ ‘“ Oh yes, I turned detective, and my 
present colossal fortune is the result. This gold arm chair set with 
diamonds was my share of the robbery of the Bank of England. 
Yonder two million bank-note which is framed above the door was a 
testimonial presented to me by twelve wealthy murderers whom I 
assisted to dispose of their victims. 
the Countess of Ironly’s diamonds, and half of them fe)l to my share. 
I squared twenty big jewel robberies in a month ard purchased an 
estate. You see, the men found out that I was safe and honest, and I 
soon had my share of all the good things. Upstairs you shall presently 
stroll through my gallery of stolen pictures. Ah, the bell announces 
a visitor ; keep your seat, pray.’ As he spokethe servant announced 
Mr. Alexander Collie. 
visitor cordially by the band; “ glad to see you.” 
upon one knee and exclaimed, ‘‘ My lord, I have brought your quarter's 
allowance; you will find in this envelope the usual ten thousand 
pounds.” My host counted the notes, then flung them carelessly 
on the table. As he did so two other visitors entered who were 


announced as * Mr. Lizardi” and “The Cannon-street Murderer.”’ | 
ean InEIEnEIEInEnENInnEnnnnneee aan 


VoL. XXXVI. 





Both of them having laid envelopes upon the table, shook hands with 
Mr. Collie. ‘“ Well, gentlemen, you ll stay lunch?” said my host. 
But they al declined at once, merely asking if all was quiet at the 


luxuriously into a solid gold arm chair set with priceless diamonds, the | factory, and, receiving assurance that it was, with a bow to me they 


departed. ‘‘This is quarter day, you know,” said the detective 
presently, “and you must not mind a few interruptions of this sort.’’ 
It was about half an hour afterwards,’ while I was inspecting the 
collection of stolen plate of this Prince of Detectives that a telegram 
was handed to him which he at once opened and read. ‘“ You must 
excuse me,” he said when he had finished, ‘“‘ but I have a telegram 
stating that the police have information that the Queen is to 
be carried off by the Fenians, tcgether with the Crown jewels and 
plate. ‘The latter are to be my share, and I must go and mount guard 


at once Jest the plan should be interrupted. You will excuse me, I 


I was also employed in disposing of | this T have never been able to make out where I lost my watch and 


He shook hands cordially, stepped into his brougham, and 
I left soon afterwards, and from that day to 


know.”’ 
was gone in an instant. 


chain, my puree, my scarf-pin, my pocket handkerchief, half an ounce 


‘Ah, Collie,’ said my host, grasping his | 
Mr. Collie fell | . ” 
| requested his name to be added to the Fund. 


of tobacco, a pair of cotton gloves, and two new farthings, all of 
which I had about me when I called on this Prince of Detectives. 





Information Wanted. 


A FASHIONAKLE contemporary announces that “ Lord Ruseell has 
We should be glad to 


know what Lord Russell's name replied, and if lords’ names have the 


| power of unassisted action. 


A “Lone Dror.”—A pot o’ beer—among one! 
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IN THE DISTANCE. 


This represents the delight of Spooney Brown, who thought he could do a little swagger at Cowes, in full Yachting rig, as oy course noone there 


would know Aim. 


He comes on those jolly but awfully enthusiastic Sailors, the Topsles, with Captain Spinnaker in tow. 


They are just going off to 


their yacht, and he must positively come too, to make up the party. The Youngest Topsle is promising him a “ Hummer” outside ! 
(N. B.—A bree is springing up, and Brown was ence very tll going to Greenwich by water). 


THE QUEEN’S SPEECH. 
(As 1r Oveut To Have Bern.) Bry Ovr Lunatic Laurgate. 


My lords and merry gentlemen, I'm very glad to say 

Your little game of Parliament is broken up to-day. 

I'm sure my clever Ministers must need a little rest : | 
How hard they've worked to muddle things and done their little best! 
My cheeky note to Russia drew a very mild reply ; 

We tried our best to go to war—I'm sure I don't know why, | 
Unless my lord of l:aconsfield imagined that a fight | 
W ould let him end his wild career amid a blaze of light. 


At present I regret to say we're rather in a fix, 

Because our foreign politics are what is termed “ a mix.” 
My Cabinet is split in two, one-half for Russia works, 

The other half would egg us on to help the nasty Turks. 

I think I'll let the navy go and pepper Russian ports, 

And march my army overland to storm the Turkish forts ; 
Then Beaconsfield and Salisbury can kiss and make it up, 
And silence all the spicy hints their quarrels give to “ gup.” 


A famine I regret to say has visited the land 

Where lately wealth was spent for me with free and lavish hand: 
While streams of gold were flowing fast to make a pageant bright, 
The starving myriads strewed the fields—a truly awful sight. 

But when my heralds blew their trumps, I hear they all got well, 
And down before the Kaiserin in graceful homage fell ; 

And those who died, Lord Claud declares, were victims of their glee,— | 
Perchance that was a compliment from Hamilton to me. 


At home, I think we've sat upon the naughty Irish lot ; 

If Dizzy had been in the Ilouse they would have caught it hot. 
Poor Northcote has not shown himself a clever leader yet— 
But then among Conservatives we have what we can get. 

My people are delighted with the very pretty laws 

You've passed with such judiciousness, debating every clause. 





mm me  - 


If any say you have been slow, I hope you'll answer ‘‘ Stuff! 
We passed at least a bill a month, and surely that’s enough.”’ 


Now get ye gone my noblemen and excellent M.P.’s; 

Go, shoot the birds upon the moors, or sail upon the seas; 

And if you get the smallest chance to charm a country crowd, 

Be sure that none of you forget to sound your trumpets loud. 

And while you’re on your holidays— five months you take, of course, 
The mighty stream of great events must tarry in its source : 
Though with the heat of raging war the lands of Europe burn, 
The interests of your countrymen can wait till you return. 


A Novel Sight. 


Tue Anti-tobacco Societarians think the Colorado claro knocks 
the ditto beetle into a cocked hat for danger and destructiveness. We 
don't know ourselves, but should like to see the beetle when he is well 
into the cocked hat—of course smoking the claro to comfort him in 
his new and unwonted position. 

Washy or Quashy. 

Tus gentleman who was fined the other day for using soap in the 
Serpentine is going to appeal. He says it is evident such proceedings 
‘‘ won't wash.’ On the other hand, the prosesution prays that the 
Bench won't quash. Meanwhile, the password of the Serpentine 
Swimming Club remains as ever, ‘‘ How are you off for soap ?”’ 


——— 


Maghysterial. 


Tue magistrate who sentenced a geranium to three months imprison- 
ment for shooting without a license, has had a barman executed for 
blowing the head off a pot of four ale. 


Tue Most Valuable Beast in the Market: The (fore) stalled ox. 
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A DAY OUT 
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OF TOWN.—ONE OF OUR NATIONAL 
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Before the S:art. Putting up some snacks for the journey. 


At the Railway Station. Using up some of the snacks, 








CHARACTERISTICS. 
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THE HOLIDAY MAKER. 


A journalist's duty holds out 

(I'm sure of it) no undertaking 
So pleasant as writing about 

A popular holiday-making ! 
The heart that is planted aright 

Must view with unqualified pleasure 
That highly delectable sight 

A people enjoying their leisure. 
When ple on holidays start, 

By pleasure enchantingly bidden, 
Their nature's more culpable part 

Is ever 80 happily hidden : 


No cruel, unnatural lark, 

The calls of humanity flouting, 
Has ever been noticed to mark 

A popular holiday outing. 


We've never the sorrow to find 
The holiday maker |distresses 
The properly sensitive mind 
With wild alcoholic excesses ! 
We cannot but ask, with a stare 
Of glad admiration,) ‘‘ How is it 
He shows such a cherishing care 
For places he happens to visit ?”’ 


He'd yield him to martyrdom’s stings 
Before he would think of destroying 
The trees and the shrubs and the things 

Intended for public enjoying ! 


I judge of his innocent sports, 
And outings, and holiday capers, 

From these and from other reports 
I frequently find in the papers. 


THE DERBY. 
(From Our Spscrat Reportsr.) 


Ere morning subdued and serene 

The roadway to Epsom was lighting, 
That roadway presented a scene 

As varied and gay as exciting. 
Amid the incongruous throng 

All business seemed in abeyance, 
And travellers rattled along 

In every kind of conveysnce. 


The way these conveyances took 

Was lined with a legion of faces, 
Intent upon having a look 

At those who were bound for the races. 
Some hundreds of horses (but fit 

‘l’o rest and be pensioned and stabled) 
Were tortured, and rawed with the bit, 

And goaded, and lamed, and disabled ; 


And several, failing in breath, 

Were killed by unlimited thrashing, 
Or savagely driven to death 

By drivers uncommonly dashirg. 


Ths eonstables round and about 

Were furnished with ample employment, 
And nothing whatever fell out 

To limit the people’s enjoyment. 


WOTSANAME PARK. 


Sir Woteaname, wishing to lend 
The people some gratification, 
Invited the people to spend 
A day in his noble plantation. 
Sir Wotsangme’s garden and ground, 
With choicest exotics abounding, 
Are truly the loveliest found 


Throughout all the country surrounding ; 


And here, all agog and elate, 
The people came flocking in legicns, 
As soon as they opened the gate, 
l'o visit theee beautiful regions. 
Taey tore up the plants by the roots, 
Ae prcof of their gratified eenses ; 
They trampled the beds with their bcots, 
And camag:d the ga‘es and the fences 
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Much drinking and boisterous play 
Accompanied language unseemly, 

And during the course of the day 
The host was insulted extremely. 


At midnight (persuaded in part, 
And partly by dint of coercion), 
The crowds were induced to depart, 
Much pleased with their little excursion. 


And when the enjoyable day 

They spent in the place had concluded, 
They bore the exotics away, 

Thus leaving the gardens denuded. 


I afterwards heard from a friend 
Possessed of correct information, 

Sir Wotsaname doesn’t intend 
Repeating his kind invitation. 


HYDE PARK. 


The hands of Blank, Dashem and Co., 
Released from their daily employment, 
Had special permission to go 
In search of a little enjoyment. 


The masters provided the ale, 

A band for their workmen’s diversion, 
And food on a liberal scale, 

And vans for the little excursion. 


The workmen, accepting this mark 
Of kindness with gratification, 
Proceeded at once to the Park 
To join in a strike demonstration. 


Most eloquent speeches were made 
Denouncing their present employers 
And others engaged in the trade, 
As ‘Labour's relentless destroyers.” 


At length that assembly arose, 
And, as they were homeward returning, 
They went to Blank, Dashem, and Co.’s 
And set all the workshops a-burning. 
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A JOLLY HOLIDAY PARTY. 


Fun-etic Fancy. 

Some interesting experiments have been made with electric light at 
Cronstadt. The #eter the Great was illuminated, and on board the 
Olaf, ‘which was anchored four cables off, the officers were able to 
decipher the text of an English newspaper.” That was more than 
likely because the newspaper was “light reading” on its own account, 
and if so, why are we left in the dark as to its title? No doubt Fun 
was at the bottom of the whole business. 


‘‘ Dayvus Some !”’ 
A statisticaL journal says: “ Last week the sun was above the 
horizon 107.4 hours.” ‘Dear me,” exclaimed Mrs. Juggins, on 
residing this, ‘tan’ I thoucht the longest day was over weeks ago!” 


——— 
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Ava, 22, 1877.] 


THE NEWSPAPERS. 


Come, quick! boy—bring me here the morning news, 
That I may see how moves the world along, 

Whose rapid step doth brush the morning dews, 
What wayward whim now rules the restless throng. 

What says the war cry, clanging from afar ? 

Who fights for peace? Who drives the battle car? 


And let me turn to scenes of peaceful day, 
And read who wins where never blood is shed. 
Who wins the race upon the watery way ? 
Which gallant horse upon the green turf led ? 
In manly sport where stalwart and the bold 
May wrestle, who the victory shall hold ? 


I want to know what Parliament has done, 
Who kept the members there till early morn ? 
Who were the drones, who made a little fun r— 
What laws were patched—what reputation torn ? 
The Opera, too! O let me see who sang— 
Who thrilled the throng while silvery music rang. 


The Opera closed? Well, then, ‘‘ the play’s the thing”’; 
Who acted Hamlet—who the murderous Thane? 
Who cares to hear a simpering siren sing 
When Bouncer struts his hour at Drury Lane ? 
But stop! I see the tragic muse is not 
Just now enacted at that classic spot. 


But what of that ?—there’s still before the scene 
Good men of worth and high histrionic fame, 
And many young and fair ones too, I ween, 
That teach and please and bear unblemished name, 
Yes, yes!—say what you will, “‘ the play’s the thing ” 
To bear man’s heart away upon the wing. 


So let that pass. We'll turn to something else. 
The City news—how are the funds to-day ? 
Is cold or fever-heat the money pulse? 
Are consols firm ?—do foreign stocks give way ? 
Are “Mines” and “ Railways” better now, or worse? 
And at the close how stands the public purse? 


No, this won’t do! I’m nota City man! 
But here I see a more attractive page: 
‘‘ The Courts of Law” my eye shall closely scan 
And mark who try to cheat, who chafe and rage ;— 
These strange, odd leaves of history that we read, 
How loud they speak of cunning, crime, and greed ! 


Here's startling tidings of a drownéd crew; 
Or fashion fétes some “lion” of renown; 

Then here’s *‘ the foreign news,’’ that’s soon got through, 
We'll turn a page and run the “ leaders’”’ down. 

T like to read what thinking men may say 

Upon the stirring topics of the day. 


Well! Be it good or bad, the news we see; 
The paper is in part our daily bread,— 
An apple from the great and glorious tree 
Of knowledge; full it’s golden fruit is shed ; 
Take any other charm of life away, 
But leave us, pray, the papers of the day. 


Calling Spirits. 

Tue carcase butchers are about to call a special gathering for the 
purpose of discussing certain matters in connection with the continued 
high price of meat. That seems a lot of words to little purpose, when 
it is remembered that the affair might be called a meating, by the 
butchers, and disposed of in one word. 


Warm Words. 

A LABOURER of Holbrook has been convicted at the Suffolk Assizes 
of holding his father, seventy-eight years of age, on the fire. The 
judge and jury coincided in the fact that it was a“ burning” shame, 
on anes got ten years, a sufficiently “hot” penalty it is to be 

oped. 


Rushin’ Off. 

Tux Turks came upon the Russians so suddenly recently that the 
Grand Duke, a special plaintively informs us, hadn’t time to eat his 
dinner. A diner dla Russe is one where everything is cut away from the 
table. This was a diner d la Russe where the diner had to cut away 
from the table, evidently. 


Why isa keepsake like a ha’porth of blacking on your boots ?— 
Because it’s a sow veneer. 
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‘‘Up Guards, and at ’em!”’ 

A HYBRID paper goes into gush largely because the Duke of Con- 
naught has turned ie o ee According to this authority, 
“ his Royal Highness has submitted more than one of his ideas for the 
consideration of the Horse Guards, but has not yet succeeded in 
getting his articles put upon trial.’’ It must be itted that our 
contemporary, with all its exuberant devotion, leaves it deliciously 
vague as to which of these two facts it is rejoicing about. Does any- 
one doubt the integrity of the Horse Guards after this ? 





Theatrical. 


Tay have brought out Brass at the Haymarket. Query, bave they 
brought in brass ? 
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Traveller :-—‘‘ THIRD-CLAgsS TO Du LLINGHAM,’ 
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(Ava. 22, 


A MODEST REQUEST. 


Aun, Fortune, my girl, I've been looking for you, 
Where on earth have you lately been hiding ? 
They tell me at times you are apt to be true 
To those who are somewhat confiding. 


For 'tis little I have to amuse me ; 
And fain would I ask you to grant me a boon,— 
If you fancy I’m cheeky, excuse me. 
Benevolent lady, attend to my plea,— 
I want you to send me away to the sea! 


Behold your admirer! You'll see he’s not rich 
By the “ quisby”’ apparel he’s wearing ; 

For trouble has cast him, as ’twere, in a ditch,— 
Very badly of late he’s been faring. 

You'll not be astonished if pale he appears, 
And I don’t think his eye could be duller 

Why, bless you, he hasn't left London for y ears, 
So how can he have any colour? 

Now, if you'd give vent to a pleasant decree, 

Please send him away to disport by the sea! 


Oh, daily he longs for those rural delights 
To which he has e’er been a stranger, 
To roam by the ocean on moonshiny nights, 
And embark—(if there isn’t much danger). 
I'm grumpy, and surly and full of despair ;— 
Fortune, take this effusion and read it, 
Then send me away for a mouthful of air, 
I think you'll admit that I need it. 
A week or two's rest, how delightful ‘twould be! 
So Fortune, pray send me away to the sea! 


By the bye, there is somebody whom I adore, 
Whose cheeks are fast losing their roses, 

And a holiday, maybe, might help to restore 
Her colour, but Fate interposes. 

Now, if you would lend your benevolent aid, 
A little surprice I'd prepare her ; 

And though I should miss her dear smile, I’m afraid, 
I would try fr a fortnight to spare her. 

So, after all, Fortune, you needn't mind me, 

I can wait—if you'll send her away to the sea! 


Ticket Clerk (roughly) :-—** Can’? yER ReAD?P THIS AIN'T THIRD-CLASS.’ 


Traveller (mildly) :—“ Bea parpon. DIpNn'T Look THERE. 
YOU WERE THE THIKD-CLAS3 CLBI1K—BY YOUR MANNER.’’ 


A MIDSUMMER MADNESS. 


AMUEL PUNKER, Fsq., 
was a wealthy merchant 
in the City, whither he 
repaired regularly every 


and brushed, and in the 
manner generally that so 
well becomes a British 
merchant and the head 
of a large establishment. 
Ile was very methodical 
in his ways, and always 
rode down by the same 
train—the one at 10.30, 


employing interest, and 
was not one of the earlier 
and more clerkly des- 
patchments—and always 
read the same paper. I 
don’t mean always and 
exactly the same piece of 
paper; what I want to 
say is that he perused the 
Banner on his way to the 
oftice, and had his Con- 
servatism strengthened 
accordingly. 

Now and again when 
he got to the end of 
an article he might be 
perceived to é anxiously around him, and once or twice when 
suddenly accosted as he folded up his journal he wandered alightly ip 





MaADB SURE 





morning, carefully shaved | 


which was full of the 


‘train stopped at his station. 


An Opportune Season for the London Poor: The 


‘Opping season. 


his speech, and seemed dazed somewhat; but he always shook this cff 
by the time his offise was reached, and remsined a stern, stauach man 
of business and a specimen Conservative for the rest of the day. On 
his way home he would purchase the evening issue of his favourite 
Banner, and the editorials of this he would study carefully till the 
There too it was once or twice not'ced 
that he had a vacancy in his manner and a glare in his eye, which 
faded away by the time he reached his own street-door. 

What could it be that thus affected him? Fora time he passed it 
off, but at last it became painfully apparent, and with the knowledge 
that it was so, and not merely fancy, came anxiety deep and grave. 
He consulted the doctors, and they said it must be the train or the 
tunnels, and advised him to be driven down daily in his brougham. 

But worse and worse he gradually became, and it was noted that 
once or twice, instead of getting rid of his malady before beginning 
business, he at the office made one or two very foolish mistakes, and 
said things which caused even the grave senior clerks to stare, while 


juniors burst into a regular guffaw. By and by the doctors ‘had a 


consultation and advised him to go away for a holiday and have abso- 
lute rest. He went, and from the time he started out never felt the 


slightest return of the mysterious disease; until, one day pining like 





a true Conservative for his regular new spaper, he asked at the railway 
station if they could procure him a Banner, and they said yes. In due 
course next day he received it, went out on the Marine Parade, and 
commenced to read eagerly, and had not got well through a third of 
the leading articles when he was seized with a return of his incipient 
insanity, this time much worse than ever. 

It was the paper! 

Happily he had a medical attendant travelling with him, who at 


| once saw how matters stood, and taking the Banner away, hurried Mr. 


Punker home before a crowd had time to collect. In tho ev ening tacy 
both laughed over the adventure, and said it was rather fortu- 
nate than otherwise, as it now removed all doubts from their minds as 
to what had hitherto been so occult. 

“ But,”’ said Mr. Punker, ‘‘ whatever am I to do without my regular 
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I’ve been dreaming of pleasure this bright afternoon, 
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THE REGATTA. 


Mamma :—" GooD GRACIOUS, WHAT ARE YOU DOING, AND WHERB’s Bay ?”’ 
Henry (trying to explain) :—“ Ou! you sgz, Ma, we tHoveut Baby WOULD LIKE TO BE JUMPING IN SACK3, AND 89——.” 
Daughter :—“ AND on, Ma DEAR! WE DON’T KNOW WHICH SACK 8HE’S IN NOW.” 








Conservative paper’ I can’t read the Radical stuff, and the neutral is | Conservative feeling, and whether it is domestic or political in its 


a good deal too slow for an old-fashioned ‘blue and true’ like me, 
don’t you know.” 

Pondering thus he returned to town, and was really grateful to find 
that during his absence the Daily Dustcart had turned traitor—non- 
sense, Tory, I mean, of course. And as there was nothing in that 
likely to affect the brain, he got along healthily, wisely, and well for 
a long while, and no one ever dreamt of thinking him in the least 
insane. He grew more and more Conservative every day, and never 
ceased to sing the praises of the Tory Ministry and the Turks, while 


consigning Gladstone and all political agitators to perdition, eternal, | 


material, and irredeemable. 

It was August and the House was to be prorogued for a full half- 
year, while war was impending and the whole continent of Europe 
was in an uproar. Punker had been noticed in serious thought for a 
week or two, and the day Parliament closed and the country was left 
to govern itself, he went down to his office, called all his clerks, ware- 


bearing and influence. 
' And Samuel Punker, Esq., would have been better off if he had 
| Stuck to the Banner after all, as then he would have been really mad 
and wouldn’t have minded. As it was, he was only justa trifle too 
sane for the times in which he lived; and so he was made to suffer 
| accordingly. 


Favourable Notice? 

A WEEKLY paper notices that some correspondents of dailies 
were seen toiling away from the wedding of Miss White (the Lady 
Mayoress), almost bent double under loads of wedding cake. Can 
this be considered an unequal distribution of wedding “ favours’’ ? 
But what a curious Price! 


_ That's the Ticket!” 
Litrts Jones, the psnny-a-liner, who was allowed the whole of a 





housemen, and other employés together, ani told them he meant to | 

shut up shop till next year and pay them their wages all the same. | shilling ticket to himself on the first night of the Promenade 
There was naturally great jubilation among the crowd, who gave | Concerts at Covent Garden, was immeasurably delighted. He said he 

three times three and departed full of the morrow, when each was to | always knew the promoters were good fellows, anxious to show their 

receive a cheque and be allowed to roam at will until Parliament | Gatti-tude for services rendered during the past season. 

reassembled. And they received one they didn’t expect next morn- | > 

ing, as they were told to get to work at once and not be silly by | A Black a Moor. 

& new man who was put there by Punker’s next of kin, while Punker | ATHEATEICAL manager of our acquaintance thinks of reviving Othello 

it = wee ed in the night to the padded room of the | 4, , piéce de cirecnstance. He says the Moorsare all the thing just now, 
“If it's good enough for the Government of a great nation—and | and the dasky guseral opght 6 Seve Ss Chae 

such a splendid Government, too—to do ata crisis like this, it must | : . 

be good enough for a private firm which is smooth and flourishing!” | Ne c’est P as de Calais P 

was all the explanation or remonstrance poor Samuel Punker could Suoutp the gentleman who wishes to rival Captain Webb by 

give. | swimming across the Channel succeed in his attempt, it is to be hoped 
And finding he insisted on this line, the doctors had the roomdouble | no one will Cavill at his receiving all honour and attention. 

padded, and ordered extra strong chains to be forged for a patient | ED 

whom they declared to be the maddest they had ever met. ScpPLeManTARY CaLcuLaTions.—The porter’s, as to whether he 

So, you see, everything depends on the exact balance of your true will get a drink or not. 
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THERE’S MANY A TRUE WORD, &c. 







A PAIR OF GLOVES. 
Triolets. 


My love of loves—my May, 
In rippling shadows lying, 
Was sleeping mid the hay— 
My love of loves—my May! 
The ardent sun was trying 
A To kiss her dreams away ! 
My love of loves—my May, 
n rippling shadows lying! 


I knelt and kissed her lips, 
Sweeter than any flower 

The bee for honey sips! 

- I knelt and kissed her lips— 


4 


Long may the sweet debt rur— 
The pair of gloves I won! 
a Till death our love dismisses 
z < This fund will ne’er be done— 
The pair of gloves I won 
My darling pays in kisses ! 


Globe-ular, 

A stricr Tory of our acquaintance says he can’t for 
the life of him see why Mr. Gladstone should go about 
troubling himself with regard to the No mads in Central 
Asia. They really can’t be of much interest to one who 
has so many bees in his own bonnet as our Ex-Premicr. 
What does the Globe say ? 





i 





Handle or Mo’sart P 
A TRADE journal says that the Rhabdoskidopheros is 
the name of a new umbrella of curious shape. A comic 
journalist assumes that it is an umbrella with a very 
long “ handle.”’ 
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on in na Is And as her dark eyes’ power 

= van ae Awoke from sleep's eclipse, 
The = I knelt and kissed her lips, | 
Ltt ee Sweeter than any flower! | 
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Hard to Swallow. 


Tas village of Eaton, in Wisconsin, has been “ de- 
voured by fire.” When rebuilt it will be renamed 


Eaton-up. 


Old Friend (who had promised to take the girls for a sail) :—“ Yes, FINE 
MORNING ; BUT I'M NOT SURE IP THERE WONT BE SOMB DIFFICULTY IN GETTING 


THE GIRLS OFF.’ 
Mamma :—“ Ou, pzaAn NO! NoT IF YOUNG Brown AND JONES GO WITH 





YOU, SURBLY.”’ 





‘‘ Well-tried Men.”’ 


A report to the House of Commons states that “ drunkenness is 


increasing beyond precedent and belief in militia regiments.” Beyond | 
whose belief? we should like to know, and so would the militia, who 
are not in the habit of having their ability questioned like this. To 
keep them quiet, we are prepared to admit that, though only rated as 
occasional troops, every “ malliky ’’ of our acquaintance is a “ regular’’ 


Provisional. 

A pap phase of roguery, says our own rabid Radical humourist, is 
Parliamentary pro-roguery. (Our own professional thinks there must | 
be a mistake, as there never was, never is, and never will be any 
roguery about pro's.) 


Parliamentary. 
Mr. Pannziz alluding to his recent escapades, says that through 
him the place he represents will never be forgotten. If he isn’t care- 
ful, it will be re-membered sooner than he thinks. 








“wO°T PELICION? BEVERAGES.” 


ReckettsFruitSyrups 








LIM « 
ae rai LEMON. 
PINK APPLE. 
Make most delicious beverages by thesimpie addition of water. 
Pinwe1 8. §-oimts 1/- ; 1 doz. assorte! Pints sent carree. pd.for £1. 
chester. 


FRUIT. | Sees Ss ESERE. 
A 


NGER LEMON. 
PPERMINT, &c., &e. 


RA-PsckRY. 


Manafactacer, W. HECK ETT, Heywood, Man 
Gold by Chemists, Givocers, and Confectioners, in most towns. 
Caa be obtained through ali Wholesale H ouses. 


the stones? 


CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUFION,—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 





Silos Fixings. 

Ow1nce to one or two defaults on the part of bridegrooms who have 
forgotten to show up at the exact moment, it is gravely proposed in a 
local journal that when the bridal day is fixed the bridegroom shall be 
fixed also, and atthe same time. Considering what a fix the poor 
fellow is sure to find himself in after the deed is done, it seems hard 
to rob him of all chance directly he commits himself. 


Oxydised Weight. 
Ture has been exhibited to the Prince of Wales and his portion of 
“ the rest of the Royal Family,’’ an ox which is stated on authority to 
weigh ‘400 stones.””’ This may mean anything—or nothing, to those 
in the know— perhaps one of them will inform us, what is the size of 


A Kurrsory Remark. 
Our nigger says that his sympathies are quite with the defendant 
bobbies, and he considers the evidence against them “a Massa Kurr 
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C. BRANDAUER & CO.'S New registered “ press 
series’’ of these Pens neither seratch nor epurt—the 

oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Readies for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand, 
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A SENSE OF UNFAIRNESS. 


By a Bwrciar. 


Betovep pals and mateys—feller journeymen in crime, 
You’ve knowed me and you've trusted me for sich a length o’ time ; 
And knowing of me long, I says, you'll all on you agree 
I’ve never ’ad no morals wot was big enough to see. 
I up an’ says this ’ere to you in this impressin’ way, 
Because I'm feared you'll take the words as I’m about to say 
As being kind o’ moral in their inclination ; which 
I ’astens to assure you as they are not meant as sich. 
Now (it’s painful to be stated, 
But) I’m dreadful agitated, 
And my mind is off its ’inge, 
And my bosum with remorsefulness is werry overweighted, 
And I suffer from a inward twinge. 


I’ve scrooperlously tried, I ’ave—(I ’ope you'll bear in mind)— 
To never ‘ave no scrooples, not of any sort of kind; 
You couldn’t go denying that I've struggled all my might 
Resisting all temptation towards a-doin’ wot is right; 
You’ll ail of you remember as I’ve always turned my back 
On any missionary as was orferin’ a track : 
All this I say repeated, as preparin’ of you fust 
Before I up an’ mentions (which I feel as how I must) 
That by trembles overtaken 
All my nerves is badly shaken, 
And my mind is off its ’inge, 
And I feel a sort of feeling of regretfulness awaken, 
And I suffer from a inward twinge! 


Now I long ’ave"bin a trouble and a terror to the force, 
But I’ve never felt a atom of the thing yer call “ remorse,”’ 
And I go a-robbin’ people and a-leavin’ ’em for dead, 
But I never ’as a thought o’ bein’ sorry in my ’ead. 
And a kid I mangles frequently, or else a aged dame, 
But dooce a bit o’ scroople and remorsefulness and shame. 
But for somethink as I've lately bin a doin’ of. I’ve got 
A kind o’ moral shameyness—a sort o’ “ don’t know wot!”’ 
Oh, there isn’t no expressing 
Of my feelings—they’re distressing ! 
And my mind is off its ’inge, 
And the trouble I’m a sufferin’ is impossible o’ guessing, 
And I suffer from a inward twinge! 


Well, the cause of all my troubledness and shameyness and care 
Is feelin’ as I ’aven’t bin a-actin’ werry fair; 
I’m afeard as I’m the meanest and contemptiblest of chaps 
For a takin’ mean advantage of my enemies’ mishaps. 
For while the poor detectives (as have got into a fix) 
Are quoddedly unable for to watch my little tricks, 
I’ve up and bin a-makin’ ’ay and playin’ fast and loose, 
A-robbin’ and a-burglin’ and maraudin’ like the dooce! 
And I feel, in candid speakin’, 
That it’s werry mean and sneakin’, 
And my mind is off its ’inge ; 
And remorsefulness upon me all its wengeancs is a-wreakin’, 
And I suffer from a inward twinge! 


And, feeling sort 0’ makin’ reppyrationy inclined, 
I’ve got a werry generous suggestion in my mind : 
Suppose, while them detectives is a-getting through their case, 
I goes and stops at Scotland Yard and kindly takes their place! 
I understands detective work, I fancy, when there’s need 
As well as any orficer as England ever seed. 
And then—I’ve thought the matter out and werry plainly see 
As how some such a place o’ trust is jest the place for me! 
There’s a ’eap o’ consolation 
In this wise determination 
To a mind wot’s off its ’inge ; 
For I feel I’m in a kind o’ way a-makin’ reppyration, 
And it easifies my inward twinge! 


Kurr-fou! 

Ovr Own Poet came in just now and asked us if we might~not call 
the “tecs’’ at Bow-street three ‘‘ Kurr-led darlings of the nation.” 
Our readers will be glad to learn that upon our threatening to Kurr- 
tail his screw, he promised it should not oc-Kurr again. We trust our 
readers will con-Kurr with our decision! 


Mushrooms. 


A Lares mushroom has forced its way through twelve inches of 
concrete and a layer of asphalte in the floor of the General Post-office. 
The Vanguard difficulty is settled at last. Plant mushrooms under it, 
or have a mushroom Lord or two on the Admiralty Board. 
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OUR POOR RELATION. 
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Accomplishments of Mr, Pongo. 
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Astonishment of Mr. Pongo at meeting some of his relations at the Royal 
Aquarium. 
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Mr. Pongo’s dinner time. 
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LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 


SAPPHO AND PHAON. 


Tux story of Sappho and Phaon I now will proceed to narrate to you, 
A marvellous story you'll find it, ’tis one of the classical time ; 
I fancy you'll feel interested in what I'm about to relate to you 
(This line please consider as missing, I can’t bring it in with the 
rhyme). 
At all events, Sappho, you know, was the daughter of old Scamand- 


ronymus 
(A fanny cognomen is that, though it’s better than being anonymous). 


Now Sappho, I've read, wasan authoress, one who had gained notoriety 
By writing some popular novels, evincing much talent and tact, 
Thongh nowadays we might regard them unfitted for genteel society, 
Because they were too highly flavoured—too broadly suggestive, 
in fact. 
What a pleasure to think we've improved since those ages of virtue’s 


obscurity ,— 
The novels now written by ladies are models of goodness and purity ! 


Now Phaon, I wish you to note, was a well-to-do jolly young water- 


man | 
(Observe, no connection with Dibdin, who knew someone else in 
that line) ; | 
If you sought from the Nore to the Soapworks, you'd not find a 
trimmer or tauter man 
(Pray pardon the nautical phrases, they’re rather a weakness of 
mine). 
At the time I am speaking of |’haon was youthful and full of agility, 
Yet shortly ere Sappho beheld him he was but a mass of senility. 





It happened one morning when Venus, who then was residing at 


Got Phaon to ferry her over, as well as his age would permit ; 
And he wouldn't accept her gratuity (mow you the truth of the matter 
see), 
But had it been anyone else he'd have wanted a threepenny bit. 
And she was so pleased at his kindness (be sure, I am telling the truth 
again) 
‘That she gave him some curious ointment, and said, ‘ That will give 
you your youth again !”’ 
But let us return to our narrative. Phaon, I say, was aquatical, 
And Sappho beheld him one day as he rowed up to Teddington 
Weir. 
“By jingo, I love him!”’ said she—(which expression, I'll own, was 
emphatical) — 
(Excuse those additional syllables—really the measure’s so queer). 
‘‘ What marvellous biceps!’’ said she; “*’tis a figure a sculptor might 
fix upon— 
A jauntily juvenile party, whom Chronos has not tried his tricks 
upon !”’ 
“T Jove him,” said she, “and I'll wed him—that is, if the youth will 
consent to it, 
For him I'd e’en cast aside writing, and banish my paper and pen!” 
So she found out our hero’s address, and preparing her toilet, she went 
to it— 
(Not the toilet, but Phaon’s address)—and exclaimed, ‘Oh, most 
noble of men! 
I love thee, indeed, to distraction; be mine! As for wealth, I will 
bring it, then = 
But Phaon made answer as follows, ‘ All right, Missis Sappho; don’t 
sing it then.”’ 
“ Don't scorn my affection,” she uttered, “ or else to distraction thou'lt 
carry me; 
Behold me a suppliant here !’’—(I believe I am right in the text)— 
“My wealth and my love I'll bestow on thee if thou'lt be willing to 
marry me!”’ 
But, puffing away at his ‘‘churchwarden,”’ Phaon replied, “ Oh, 
what next! 
Don't talk of connubial bligs ; I have found it a deuce of a bore, I have; 
Don’t fancy I'm quite such a ‘mug’—anot at all; I’ve been married 
before, I have!” 
“TH g° to the river,” she moaned; ‘‘ yes, at once I'll depart and I'll 
ive in it. 
Farewell to thee, flint-hearted person,” our heroine said with a sigh. 
“Don't jump in the water,” he answered; “I fancy you wouldn't 
survive in it; 
Still, if you're determined on going—why, all I can say is ‘ Good- 
ve ' xo? 








She rapidly rushed to the river, and shivering stood on the brink of it, 
And said in sad, heart-broken accents, ‘‘ Well, no, I'll go home and 
I'll think of it.” 


gs FUN. 


I have but to add in conclusion that Sappho got over her foolishness, 


don, concludes with the usual bit of weather wisdom. 
—‘* Deluging rain, accompanied by some thunder, fell in Ipswich this 
morning.’ And yet there is no mention of this wonderful /usus in 
the records of the Meteorological Society! Still, the lines quoted con- 
stitute a “‘thundering’”’ good bit of description, and we only regret 
that none of the fallen bits have as yet been brought to light. 
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And founded a certain society dealing in feminine rights ; 


And spouted at halls here and there upon “ Man, and his Manners and 


Mulishness,”’ 
Along with the ‘‘ Woman’s Rights ’’ Members, the classical Fawcetts 


and Brights. 
While Phaon, they tell me, eschewing the blisses and joys of the 


courting world, 
Rowed several matches with boating-men, very well known in the 


sporting world. 


Donner and Noblitzen, 


A LocaL correspondent sending his diurnal shillingsworth to Lon- 
It runs thus: 


Sew-ho! 
We just tumbled across the following advertisement: ‘* Wanted 


by a steady young man (speaking three ditferent languages) a situation 
as Tailor's Trimmer, filling up his time with sewing. Apply to Mr. 
Sew-and-Sew, Chapel-street, Soho!" Weshould think this linguistic 
young man could ‘cut out” all his rivals. For where would you 
find a ‘‘trimmer’’ man? Can he speak the New-Cut dialect, we 


wonder? If sew, how sew? 


Experto Crede. 
An American paper thinks “ the latest thing out” is » young man 


with a latchkey. How strange this seems in a country 1: e England, 
where nobody ever stops out after nine, and isn’t above knocking the 
house down if he happens to be kept down in the City on particular 
business, and finds the * Chubb” has become a “ rotary ”’ during his 


absence! 


New Humour. 


A soxe that was somewhat “delayed in transmission,’ in re the 
Right Hon. W. H. Smith, got itself aelivered at our office the other 


day in this fashion :—‘‘ Strange, ain't it, that the First Lord should be 
the last Lord, after all?’ And, with an interval of some hours for 
reflection and refection, we subsequently replied, ‘‘ Ah! yes! quite so! 


ba! ha!’ and grinned horribly a ghastly grin. 





Paz de China. 
Mrs. Mvcarns, ever since she read about the Servian Skuptschina, 


has been boring Muggins to get her some specimens for her droring- 
room. M. has asked her to wait till things are a bit quieter up there, 


and then she shall not only have a complete Serviace, but a little black 
boy—a regular Montenegro—to take care of it, and make himself 


generally useful. 
‘‘ Apres moi ——.”’ 

Tue President of the United States—or he who is at present occupy- 
ing the President’s seat—has forbidden the sale of tire-arms to the 
Indians. VPerhaps he thinks that without fire-arms they have shown 
themselves a sufliciently hot legacy, and one that cannot be too care- 
fully passed an to his successor. 


Multum in Parvo. 

On the Spa Rotunda at Scarborough appears the following notice :— 
‘* Lost, &@ purse containing money and a railway ticket, aiso an 
umbrelia.”” We presume the gingham in question was a “ paragon”’ 
—of smallness; or the good people of Scarborough must be blessed 


with most enviably /exg purses. 


Not Meat. 


Miss Heten Taytor complains that men make eating too much of 
a pieasure. Would the talented lady have us sit down in sackcloth to 
our hashes, shed tears over steak and onions, and howlaloud, “‘ Brother 


we must die’’ at the sight of a calf’s head ? 


Capital. 
Turkey is absorbing such 4 quantity of English capital that the 
pronunciation of its own capital ought to be altered. Constant-tin- 
op!e would be there or thereabouts. 


Mors the Pity. 
Ir is the dead season just now in London. And yet the town is 
full of nobodies. 
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A DOUBLE SCENE. 
Scene 1: England. Couneil of Charitasle People. 

First C. P. Qh, here is ‘ten thousand pound for the poor 
wounded Turkish soldiers. It is all I have, but take it. 

Seconp C. P. And here are blankets which I have made my 
children purchase with their pocket-money. 

Turep ©. P, And here is a thoasane pounds collected from poor 
men and women by their employers and handed over to me for the 
suffering Ottomans. Please let it go at once. 

Corvus. And here is money to ten times the amount subscribed in 
ten years for our fellow countrymen ; pray send it at once to buy nice 
things for the darling Bashi-Bazouks. 

AGENT (smiling). Oh, ladies and en, rest tb-night upon 
your pillows blessed with the thought that your compassionate offer- 
ings will gladden the soul of many a wounded martyr, and rescues many 
& mother and her babe from the agonies ef starvation. I will pack 
my portmartiteau and proceed at once to Constattinople. 

Sounz 2: Constantinople. Council of Turks. 

Acenr. Yes, and I expect we shall get a lot more for you'this way. 
Here is a hundred thousand to go on with. 

Frasr Pasna. This is about the cheapest loan we've had. 

Srooxn Pasa. Rather. But you wouldn’t think the English 
would be such fools after the way we've let them in. 

Aeant. You don’t knowthem. Why, over there, if a man goes 
about without his hat and boots and says he’s been badly treated and 
got a wife and children, all more or less dying at home, he can pick up 
a small fortune in no time. Now, that’s how we've worked it for you. 
We've written up such harrowing accounts of your sufferings, the 
money pours in. 

Tuirp Pasua. What does it amount,to now? 

Aaent (reading). ‘“ Fifty thousand for the Relief of the Wounded 
in the War.” 

First Pasna. By-the-bye, what do you think of our plan of cutting 
all our wounded men up and saying the Russians did it ? 

Acunt. That would save giving them any of this money, and if 
we get a correspondent or two to work up the details it would bring 
some more in. 

Seconp Pasua. Capital idea. Let’s see, we can have a few thou- 
sand out of it, I suppose, to replenish and redecorate our harems, and 
the rest will enable us to buy arms and horses. If we get enough 
money out of England we shall be able to massacre every Bulgarian 


off the earth yet. oe 
Turep Pasua. What's that noise in the courtyard? (Enter an 


old English lady in a great hurry.) 

Otp Lavy. Oh, if please, Mr. Turks, I’m quite out of breath, and 
I’ve come all the way from London to say my feelings were 60 worked 
upon I sent you five hundred pounds, and now I find my son’s quite 
ruined through the Turkish loan, and he’s lost all my money too, and 
I’ve only just found it out, and will you give me my money back, 
please, for it will be all we shall have in the world to keep us out of 
the workhouse ? 

Seoonp Pasua. What shall we do with this old fool ? 

First Pasua. Chop her up and put it about that the Cossacks did 
it and sent the pieces here, and the Turkish buried her decently and 
cried over her grave. ; 

Acent. A capital idea. I'll get}it beautifully worked up for the 
Press. (They murder the old lady.) 

Seconp Pasua. Now let us get a lot of correspondents together to 
see us weep over her grave. 

Acent. Do, and in the meantime I'll return to England and work 
you up another hundred thousand or so. 

First Pasua. You are a good fellow, and we won't forget your 
commission when the war is over. 

Agent (aside). I dare say not. But I stop my commission as we 
go on, please. Catch me trusting a Turk ! 


Better Arranged Abroad ! 

A pgrRson in Vienna has been sent to prison for three months for 
advising a young actress to senda bank-note to Herr Loewe, the 
critic of the Newe Freie Presse, with a view to obtaining favourable 
notice. An action against this adviser was brought by the critic for 
the purpose of vindicating the honour of his profession, with the 
result already given. Here, the only chance for an action would be 
in the fact that the bank-note, though promised, had never been given 
to the critic. This is evidently one other of the glaring defects of 


international law ! 


Things Theatrical. 
Guinea Gold, the new piece for the Princess’s, sounds like a drama 
of the right stamp. There is no doubt Mr. Byron is on his mettle, 
The success of the Moon’s tone, about to be produced at the Olympic, 
will doubtless depend upon the brilliancy of the “ stars.” 


REBECCA ; OR, 












By One wuo was THERE, 


her crook 


little fay 


ae “ laughter,” 
Attention to her #iérit Wasn’t spatee 


From those Who went “ behind”’ and saw her after. 


Rebecca was &s aftiess, I have said, 
As any simple ‘maiden in a valley, 
Her innocence @ halo often shed 
On other ladiesthose who're in the ballet. 
And as she stands there waiting at the wing 
To get the cue to rush on and be jolly, 
She looks a pretty, playful little thing, 
One knowing nought of wickedness orjfolly. 


“ Rebecca!” thought a gentleman one night ; 
“‘ She’s just the sort of gal I'd like to spoon on! 
How rounded is her—shoulder—and how white, 
And see what pretty buckles are her ‘ shoon’ on.” 
For weeks he wandered round the back to see 
Rebecca, and, devouring every feature, 
He’d cry, ‘‘ She’s all the werld has got for me! 
The darling, unsophisticated creature! ”’ 


Like this he carried on, I think, for weeks; 

She couldn’t help but notice all his sighing, 
And innocently said, ‘‘ He never speaks, 

And yet the chap with love is almost dying.”’ 
Her innocence was such she couldn’t bear 

To see him stand about and always suffer ; 
Of sympathy she had a lot to spare, 

So playfully she whispered, ‘‘ You’re a duffer!” 


He woke as from a trance at hearing this, 
And pouring forth the floodgates of his feeling, 
Soon told her she'd provided him with bliss,— 
That o'er his heart true happiness was stealing. 
Such innocence as hers you ve never met, 
A scoundrel he who said a word to pain her, 
His kindness she would never—ne’er—forget ; 
Of presents she was constantly the gainer. 
His passion grew on passion’s daily food, 
He said, ‘* Rebecea, ain't it time to marry ? ” 
Her innocence was such she thought him rude, 
And said, “ Oh, sir, I prithee let us tarry.” 
At last she said, ‘‘ I'll satisfy your hopes,” 


A “settlement” she took, for he would make her,— 


This done Rebecca innocently slopes, 
And goes at once and marries Brown the baker. 


Musical. 


Tue Promenade Concerts announce the overture to “ Fatinsky.” 
Our music-hall critic says he should think “ Fat in the fire” was the 


overture to that. 





INNOCENCE PERSONIFiED. 


EBECCA was ashepherdess: 


Was used on blackest 
sh — well, 
should try em. 

Her shepherding was dorie 
with—well, a hook, 

And she received—well, 
half-a-crown a diem. 

She was in fact a lady of 
the boards— 

Or rather “the” 
fession now they 

And if my story merri- 
ment affords 

mn’ You're welcome to it 

ee |) ali—or, rather, all it. 


~ >. 
o> ” Rebeoea was an artless 


ee (Or, a8 some men prefér 
eon | >< an the spelling, fairy), 
s » She'd prattle through her 
portion of a play 
As shepherdess or some- 
thing in a dairy. 
And now and then she’d 
come on in a farce, 


yl 7 Jit- And always have her 
share o 
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SOME PEOPLE WHO NEVER HAVE ENOUGH. 
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‘*T want to see one or two cravats.’’ 
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IN BAD ODOUR.” 


STOPPAGE OF THE CRIMINAL DRAINS. 


wane poet Very Cross:—* DRAT THIS JOB; I NEVER THOUGHT I SHOULD HAVE STIRRED UP THE—AHEM—TO 


Mr. Buli:—“ GO ON, MY BOY, AND GET IT OVER. ANYHOW, THE YARD MUST BE PUT ALL RIGHT, NOW!” 
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MY BOOKS. 


I nave a few of varied sort,— 

And some are sad, some full of sport, 
Some rife with lore that’s antique. 

Some lead me with a gentle hand 

O’er mountain top, through many a land, 
And ’cross the wild Atlantic. 


If I am sad they bring me joy, 
Their laughter leaves:no cold alloy ; 
Each book is like a brother,— 
Here, friends we sit, and chat, and sing, 
And which the brightest thought shall bring 
They vie with one another. 
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Some tell me tales so strange and wild, 
I wonder like a little child, 
If all is true they’re telling. 
But, true or false, I'll let it go, 
For there they stand a goodly row, 
With not one face repelling. 


What matter though the Bank may smash, 
And earthquake swallow all the cash, 
And ruin round me flutter ; 
If these my friends are left me still, 
I'll calmly totter down the hill 
Of life, and never mutter 


" 
} 


Grim discontent.or heavy groan 

That all the goody-goods are gone, 
Which I had held as prizes ; 

Though rough the blow, and hard my lot, 

Still happy in the friends I’ve got,— 
Tkese friends wear no disguises. 


Conglomery. 


A wOoULD-BE jokist sends us “a notion.” He says 
that an island ulways does remind him of an‘ocean. 
But that’s not the joke. This is though :—* The proper 
place for invalids: ’Ayling Island.” Our own devil 
thinks that Hail!-ing Island is, instead, just the situa- 
tion for a raining sovereign. And our own Charto- 
Radico-Reform Leaguer says, yes it would, a good deal 
better than Balmoral, though of course not quite so 
Scotch, and therefore shorn of much of its claim on 
queenly consideration. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue ‘* Coppers,’ as Messrs. “ Archer and Co.” humorously describe | 


them, had a grand day out at Alexandra Park on Wednesday. The 


athletic sports were most manfully contested, and the way in which | 
inspectors forgot their dignity and superintendents remembered they | 


were but human after all, was a sight to see. There were close ona 
dozen police bands which discoursed sweet music, and vigorous. 


Many a strong man went in a corner and wept with joy as he| 


thought what a splendid thing it was to see the real defenders of our 
hearths and homes enjoying themselves with their wives and children, 
devoid of all the buckram of officialism, but whiling the happy hours 
away just like so many common people. Long may Field-Marshal 
Mott and his merry men flourish annually (and oftener if necessary) 


on the slopes of Muswell. There were but two things wanting on | 
Wednesday to make the programme of athletics and the measure of | 


our joy complete. These were a Frog’s March, to slow music, and a 
Running-in Handicap, the latter of which might fairly have been con- 
sidered a real ‘‘ consolation race”’ to the gentlemen engaged. 


Yolande, a Dream of Far Cathay, is the title of the last new thing at | 


the Alhambra, It is a ballet in four magnificent tableaux, arranged by 
Mr. Alfred Thompson. Real water can hardly be considered a novelty 
in a country blessed as onrs is, but the art of the inventor has been 
brought to bear on the cascades in Leicester-equare to such good 
purpose that one wonders it isn’t prejudicial to the business at the 
bars. The music, if not altogether novel, is admirably arranged, and 
the twinkling of many feet must surely please the young gentlemen 
of the Lord Chamberlain's Office who, we are told, use their general 
theatrical passes and privileges so regularly. Altogether Yolande, 
which combines at once all those splendours for which the Alhambra 
has hitherto from time to time been noticeable, is a thing to see. And, 
considering that London is now quite awfully empty, you know, so 
are the nightly houses, which, if one didn’t know it was impossible in 
August, might be considered crowded, 


On Saturday last the lessee of the Princess’s moved the greater | 
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Bus Driver (to gent.) :—“ Wuat vo I THINK OF THESE 'RRE FRENCH 
’oRSES ?— WBLL, THBY HAIN’T GOT NO 'EART IN 'BM. WHY, IF ONE GOBS 
DOWN, IT TAKES A WHOLE DIVISION 0’ POLICB AND A HACT 0 PARLIMENT TO 
GET "IM HUP AGAIN.” 
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part of his company into one of his numerous other establishments’ | 
| the Adelphi. As dresses and scenery, and the other paraphernalia of a 
successful play had to be conveyed from one place to the other, and 
as it was not considered right to obstruct the thoroughfares, it is 
hardly necessary to say that every item was arranged for After Dark. 


At the Penge Flower Show the other day, a Mr. Dace exhibited a 


window-box, which was anything but “fishy.” In fact, our reporter, 
who is somewhat Hibernian, says it was a very Dace-ent show, 
altogether. 


I nEAD with regret in the news of the day 

‘That detectives are all in our criminals’ pay, 

And the wages they get are eo awfully high 

It must cost a small fortune their silence to buy. 

{’ve a robbery planred and I’m ready to start, 

But I want to know first with how much I must part - 
No longer the course of my scheme to retard 

I will send for the Tariff of Fees to “‘the Yard.” 


| 
' 
BY OUR OWN FRAUDER. 
| 


' 


Thoughtful. 


Tuat must have been a tough specimen of humanity—a lady too— | 
who was the other day “ knocked down by a main line engine on the 
London and South Western line. The whole of the train passed over 
her,’—and upon the porters and guards going to the place where this 
happened, “the woman was found perfectly uninjured.” It looks 
very much asif this main line train was but ‘‘a train of thought,’ 
with one penny per line as the inducement to do the thinking! 





Axe and Deeds, 
Mr. Guiapstone evidently believes in the old proverb concerning 


deeds and words. Visitors to Hawarden find him as ready with hie 
axe as his speeches. 
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Sentimental She :—‘‘ WHAT A LOT OF THISTLES AND NO FLOWBRS.”’ 


THE BOOK-FIEND! 


Aj Wittram Wrynxyrns was sitting at his doorway, comfortably enjoy- 
ing a whiff, on the evening of August 10th, 1860. 
young married man, and being superior to the ordinary British work- 
ing man, preferred to stay at home with his wife to spending all his 
wages at the public-house. In fact, his fellow-workers used to say 


(UNA (fh (iss 





ta | wife. 
William was a | know you did.’’ 


‘*he was a blooming lump too respectable for a cove as works; he | 


ought to be a dook.”’ 


On the evening in question, I repeat, he | 


was sitting in his doorway, when he suddenly became aware of the | 
presence of a man who looked upon him with a benign smile, as who | 


should say, “ Behold me! I am your friend.’’ Reader, this was the 
terrible Book-Fiend, who has wrought ruin to thousands of well- 
meaning people. You will see how effectually he entrapped Wynkyns: 

‘“‘Good evening,”’ said the Fiend, smilingly. ‘‘ Good evening,” 
replied William. ‘ What can I do for you, sir? ”’ 

** Would you kindly allow me to show you our new edition of the 
works of Shakespeare ?”’ said the Fiend. ‘I don’t mind,” said Will. 

** It consists of so many monthly parts, each part being beautifully 
illustrated, forming a splendid volume when bound. Will you allow 
me to have the pleasure of putting you down as a subscriber ?’’ 

* Well, really, it's very nice,’ said Will. ‘I'll see what my wife 
says.” 
So he called his wife out and asked her opinion. 

** Oh, how lovely,” said she, in the fulness of her heart. 

“Shall we take it inf’’ said Will. ‘ Yes, dear, if you like,” she 
answered meekly, as a wife should. 

‘« Shakespeare is a party I've always had a fancy for,”’ said Will. 

The Fiend kept urging him on, and, to cut the matter short, suc- 
ceeded in ensnaring this loving but inexperienced couple ¢o sign a 
book, and, chuckling diabolically, vanished. 

* . * * * 

‘* What, another number of that dratted Shake- 
speare !'’ said Mrs. Wynkyns. ‘It’s shocking, now Wynkynsis slack 
and the children want boots. How many more numbers are there ft” 
‘‘] don’t know, ma’am,’’ said the bearer of the book, and fled. 

“ Hang that Shakespeare!’ cried Wynkyns, as he came in fagged 
out. “I'm sick of it, Lam. I think it nearly time it was completed. 


August, 1877. 
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FLOWERS OF SPEECH. 


Spoony He :—*‘‘ SwexrT GIRL, THERE 18 beauty EVEN AMONG THISTLES.” 





| You were a nice one, missus, to advise me to have anything to do with 
it. You ought to have known better.”” ‘‘/ advise you?” shrieked his 
“You good for nothing brute. You did it all yourself, you 


The words got higher, till at last Wynkyns, in a state of frenzy, 
rushed from the house, vowing he would never come back. Hesought 
the river to drown himself, but on second thoughts sat down in one 
of the nooks on Waterloo-bridge, and fell asleep, and dreamt of the 
Book-Fiend, and in his dreams he also saw sundry volumes of Shake- 
speare dancing round about him and singing as follows :— 


‘* Let laureates go rave of brooks 
And think they’re mighty clever, 
But 'tisn’t only brooks, but books; 
That now run on for ever! 
We have you in our power. 
You'll vainly try to sever, 
We’ll rack your heart, we'll tire your brain, 
For we go on for ever!’’ 
The next day Wynkyns and his family fied, and were seen no more. 
But that Book- Fiend is still going about, ensnaring subscribers ; so 
look out! 


The chain 


No Business of Theirs! 

TxE Home Secretary says he sees nothing in a petition, signed by 
over two thousand people, praying that a man convicted of gross and 
corrupt perjury shall be pardoned. Yet there must be something— 

and something very noticeable, too—in the fact that solarge a number 
of people can be brought to regard perjury asa little humorous relaxa- 
tion, and one for which the punishment ot imprisonment is much too 
heavy—provided always they are not themselves sufferers by the 


perjurer’s act. 


A Short Race, 
An illiterate editor writes to a contributor that he “ may make his 
short pars run a little father.’’ The gentleman evidently wants to turn 
his paper into a racing track for undersized parents. 
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OLD ST. PANCRAS CHURCHYARD. 


By Our Lunatic LAuRRATS. 


Tux smell of sweet forget-me-not is beautiful I own, 

I like the rose and hollyhock when not too overgrown, 

The fuchsia and verbena, too, are worth their sun and mould, 
And gravel paths are useful things when nicely kept and rolled. 
But when to get that gravel path, that hollyhock and rose, 

You have to knock a graveyard down and dig up heads and toes 
When monuments are smashed to bits—a thousand in a week— 
If no one else will take it up, why lunatics must speak. 


The Midland Railway, first of all, began the wretched work, 

The way they flung the dead about had horrified a Turk. 

The Tichbornes and the Constables, whom ancient fame exalts, 
The Howards and the Arundells, were pick-axed in their vaults. 
For navvies served them all alike, and chucked their bones aside, 
Which children seized for handy toys and bore them far and wide. 
Thus, while a noble’s head became a ball in Camden Town, 

In Islington his ribs were used as “‘ bones”’ by Billy Brown. 


And now the Vestry, not content to let the havoc be, 

Must make the portion that is left a pleasure ground for me,— 
For me and you and little boys to skip about and play, 

And dance with sacrilegious feet above our fathers’ clay. 

Ho, hear the merry hammer sound, behold the gravestone fall! 


Down, down with mouldy things like these, they’re rubbish one and 
all . 


We'll use the best for paving stones, so workmen lay them low,— 
Who wants to read the names of folks who died so long ago ? 


I know I'm not a handsome man in all my clothes and hat, 

But then I am a lunatic and do not care for that ; 

Yet when I’m dead and in my grave I feel ’twould be a blow 

To have my undecked skeleton tossed rudely to and fro. 

For though my stone should only say, ‘‘ Here, reader, lies a fool !’’ 
Why should my mem’ry be destroyed by clumsy workman’s tool ? 
So, lay me when my race is run where builders can’t molest, 

Nor Midland Rails nor Vestry fads disturb a sleeper’s rest. 


Curious Procedure. 


= Tur South London Press contains a long account of the festival of 
Dunn’s Tailors’ Labour Agency, which seems to have been a very 
interesting affair indeed. ‘There were coaches and bands, and skittles 
and speeches, and dinner and toasts, to all of which it is hardly neces- 
sary to say the fullest justice was Dunn. And so that no one should 
suspect their want of good faith and feeling in this matter, the Tailors 
actually took their own Church with them. Altogether, this festival 


is the pleasant annual event alike of a good cause and Causeway. 


Obtuse. 


Tux Lord Chief Justice has been once more converted. He is now 
an advocate of the Happy Dispatch, and publicly reproved a criminal 
from the bench the other day because he hadn’t availed himself of the 
hari-kari. After all, though, perhaps the Lord Chief Justice’s address 


to Mr. Henson on the amount of pluck necessary to “‘ quit the world ” 


was only a roundabout and legal way of asking him if he understood 


his sentence: Fellow, d’ye see ? 


‘¢ Quod” Eratt Demonstrandum ! 


Tue other day, at Sheffield, one Bingham, a carpenter, was charged 
with murderously assaulting his step-daughter, Mary Eratt. He 


repeatedly chopped her about with an axe, and then wanted to say it 
was done axe-identally. Anyhow, they “ quodded’’ Bingham, and he 
thinks they ought to “ quod Eratt.”’ 


Verily So. 

SomEonz recommends “truly Protestant parents” to lose no oppor- 
tunity of making their children acquainted with the admirable publi- 
cations of the Church, and thus prevent the rising generation from 
acquiring a taste for the pernicious and degrading literature of the 
masses, After this, ‘“‘truly Protestant parents” will supply their 
children with a Rock even in their very cradle.” 


Horsepital Practice. 
Turzs of the Stafford House Committee Doctors are stated to be 
“working” like horses at the war. Perhaps this means they say 
neigh to all the Russian wounded. 


Commercial, 
@ Sraur has issued a prohibitive tariff. The merchants who trade 
with Spain are naturally tariffied. 
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THE MODEL LODGING HOUSE. 
A Farcs. 


CuarrMan (0f “ Very Respectable Artizans’ Mederate Lodgings Com- 
pany,” at public meeting). Down with the slums and rookeries, gentle- 
men, where the poor costermongers and respectable working men herd 
together in misery. We will build them beautiful clean apartments, 
where the sons of toil and their wives and families can live in comfort 
and cleanliness. 

Avpiencs. Hear, hear. (The company is formed by benevolent gentle- 
men who like a big percentage for money embarked in philanthrepical 
enterprise.) 

Workinc Men (in the slums). But what are we to do while the 
places are building ? 

Company. Why, turn out. (7tco thousand families are swmmar ily 
evicted, Misery and despair.—Tanvgav.) 


A Lapss or One YRanr. 


Worxinc Man. Hallo, they have builta fine palace on the.site of 
my old diggings. It's werry nice, really. Ishall have aroom. (He 
applies to Hatt Porrsr.) 

Hat. Porter (looking him up and down). Well, what's for yon, 
my good man ? 

Workinc Man. I'm one of the coves what was turned out while 
this here place was building for us. I wants a room here. 

Hauu Porrar (sniffing the air). We don’t let rooms here. You 
can have a suite, if you like, but I think it'll be above your.figger. 

Workine Man. A sweet, what's that? 

Haut Portrsr. Why, «a droring-room, a dinin’-room, bed-room, 
and kitching, ong suite. 

Workine Man. How much? 

Hawi Portar. Well, that’s two guineas a week, that’s the—but— 
but—if you’re only a hartizan we've got some werry nice chambers, 
sittin’-room and two bed-rooms at, fifteen shillings ; but you must con- 
form to the regulations. 

Worxine Man. What's the regulations? 

Hautu Portar. No clay pipes out o’ winder. Have your beer in 
by the barrel. Change your workin’ clothes afore. you come home. 
Have all your letters addressed Hesquire, and.not.to have no visitors 
what ain t approved by the Al] Porter—which is me. 

Workine Man. And that's fifteen shillings a week ? 

Hart Porter. Yus. 

Workinc Man. Well, then, look here, guv’nor, these here places 
wus supposed to be built to perwide the workin’ classes with comfort- 
able homes and to keep ’em outo’ the publics. You just tell — 
directors, when you sees ’em again, to call these here cribs “ Cheap 
Chambers for the Hairistocracy,” cus that’s what they are. On’y they 
might a-let the public know what they wus up to when they turned 
us into the street a year ago. 

Hatt Porrsr. Shut up, my man, and hook it; there’s one o’ the 
first storey lodgers’ broughams a-drivin’ up, and we don’t want no 
workin’ men a-kickin’ up rows here. Hook it! 


—=—ESS————==—— 


ITEMS. 


Lapies are nervous of sudden iilnesses, but they all like a good fit. 

The Turkish army have come to a pretty pass. It is called the 
Shipka, and they took it. 

One of the Registrars of the Bankruptcy Court is to be sent out to 
India early next year for the benefit of the Indian Famine Districts. 
Spring Rice. ; 

The destruction of Rustchuk is to be poetically celebrated by a 
Bomb bard. 


£0 High, yet Solo. 


On the Duke of Edinburgh’s birthday there were lots of high jinks 
aboard the Su/tan, which is commanded by that gallant and royal tar. 
The united bands of the fleet gave & concert, and to wind up the Duke 
played a solo on the violin. Nero fiddled while Rome was burning, and 
the Duke of Edinburgh has no eo his father-in-law’s reverses. 
Of course, it is only natural that a Royal Duke whose title is taken 
from Auld Reekie herself would decline to play upon anything other 
than a real Gaelic violin. 


The Veiled Prophet. 


Lowz and Ruskin are writing letters to and at each other. Lowe 
complains that he can’t un the critical John. We al 
suspected the ex-Chancellor of quiet humour, but we can’t see t 
joke of complaining that Ruskin writes nonsense. It’s his stock-in- 
trade. As well bully a baker for making bread. 


mm Ass it eupenne. 
Tus Times reports the peculiarities of a very large donkey. This 
should have been inserted under the head of “ Ass-size Inteiligence.” 
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SENIORES PRIORES. 


‘‘Ecpest rrrast’’—a rule untrue! 
But I fancy it would do 
If instead, 
Just the age should be reverst, 
For the youngest are the first 
Sent to bed! 


Ev'ry rule exception clogs— 
Maxim taught by pedagogues 
in each school. 
This one has, upon my word, 
More exceptions —’ tis absurd !— 
Than the rule. 


Careful Age, so grave and wise, 
Follows jocund Youth, that flies 
Like a Dream! 


i f Tm ey ; bar Tm 
<'y il [ ee ™ te 3 | But if Youth couid follow Age, 
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How insufferably sage 
It would seem ! 


Age will follow to show Youth 

How Life's Visions and its Truth 
Disagree ! 

And Age wishes—but in vain !— 

It could call Youth back again 
Fancy free! 


Youth may run at hare-brained pace, 
Thinking Time will give the race 
To the fast ! 
Age, by plodding on secure, 
Like the Tortoise, slow and sure, 
Wins at last! 


But grim Death the Old will pass, 
Leaving ripened hay for grass 
In its hloom, 
tay And—porhaps it may be best— 
A ee WAR | Takes the youngest to the rest 
<i | Of the tomb ! 
ALL THE DIFFERENCE. | From our Ghase Ami. 
; Tus Righi railway is supposed to be the biggest 
Bir James :—“ Parzr NOT OOME, Joun ! uOW'S THAT ?—now's THATS thing of its kind in Europe, but our friend Bullbear is of 


IN THESE STIRRING TIMES WE SHOULD HAVE Times BETIMES, JOHN.” _ opinion that, even in England, we have lines that are a 
John:—“ Yus, 818; OB WE MIGHT HAVE IT BY ‘ TELEGRAPH,’ SIR.” | great deal Righier. (Name! name!) 








BEN-EFICIAL | | Quite too Modern. 
— A son of the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone goes to Keble college 


“ The great clock at the Houses of Parliament will be stopped for repairs for | shortly as Lecturer in Modern History. It would be interesting to 
about three weeks.’’— Press. know how he is likely to treat some modern episodes of history, such 


as the trimming of the Dustcart ; the great London es ' for the 





On, ee Lad be a to — eee of reprisals from abroad ; the misuse of word 
We trust that thy re ine. Bi Ben, | Sympathy; the extinguishment of Chaplin ; the naval supremacy of 
Will rn a 5 rT |Smith; the axe-idental demonstration at Hawarden ; the unspeak- 
— ‘6 insesteade ability of some newspaper people; and various other subjects which 
—ooaa——SS—=—— | just now seem to be, if they are not, the very essence of Modern 
Whatkins in a Name? History. te 
Ir is ramoured by those who evidently know nothing about it, that A Mystery. 


the wretched doggrell known as Woa, Emma ! is to be followed by a 

similar effusion entitled Bmme Mine! dedicated to those who got that| A PAPER says of a reverend gentleman going abroad for his 

young lady ina line. Copies may be obtained of those “ somethings | eit that “‘he has accepted a temporary chaplaincy in the 

in the City” who are so notorio y fond of a bit of Capel Courting. Mediterranean.”’ To say the least of it this seems a most peculiar 
| way of keeping “ one’s head above water.” 


—— _ 


British Bulgarians. SS 
A WORKING man sends 2s. 6d. to the Turkish Compassionate Fund, Death in the Pot. 
and suggests boxes should be put in publio-houses for Anglo-Turks A roumo agricultural gentleman has committed suicide because his 
to contribute. No doubt this gentleman has hit upon the only place | tea was not to his ise, ‘‘He was under the influence of drink,” 
where working men who are Anglo-Turks are likely to be found. adds the reporter. We fancied it was the D Tea that did it. 


METAS CADBURY'S aR 
‘seed me O08... 6 rar masse, Seer comme venataocn COCOA ESSEN CE PRINCESS: WALESs 


aud 
Bold by al! 8 in64..16, and Gress Boxes. Send 7 stamos for an PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING 
— Sonn i George E 
wae clams Lenton Jone Heath, 70. Gerree . ys ae Wonnskesel. B. | C4UTION.—Iy Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh. LA U A D RES S 
Priated by JUDD & UO., Pheoate Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, anf Published (for the Proprieters) at 153, Fleet Street, E C_—London, August 29, 1977. 
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‘“TWO'S COMPANY.” 
— Popular Preve: >. aaa 


Miss Jenny B—— was born for me, 
And I was born for Jenny ; 

For any other Miss I see 
I hardly care a penny. 

Two turtle-doves you never saw 
So fond of one another, 

And yet my rapture hath a flaw— 
My Jenny hath a brother! 


A child of eight—or under that ; 
Of manners inoffensive. 

You rarely find so young a brat 
With knowledge so extensive. 
For him two syllables are nought 
He laughs at long-division ;— 
He says his lessons, as he ought, 

With laudable precision. 


Due reverence for me he shows; 
He greets me asa “ Mister”’ 

The clever boy !—I know he knows 
I love his pretty sister. 

It may be chance—and yet I see 
That more than chance is in it ;— 

He never leaves Miss B—— and me 
Together for a minute. 


I cannot heave the tender sigh 
With any satisfaction, 
While such an incubus is by 
To mark my ev ry action. 
I cannot bend the supple knee, 
And “ pop” the tender question ; 
The very thought ef Number Three 
Forbids the soft suggestion. 


We never meet—we never talk— 
But those two eyes espy us. 

We never strive to steal a walk 
But Number Three is nigh us. 

In such a sad and sorry plight 
Perhaps it would be better 

To plead my suit in black and white, 
And register the letter. 





me ae ee ee 


‘Continuous Braxes.’’—Those committed by our 
housemaid in the execution of her duty. 


RUM CUSTOMERS. 


Tue gentleman who cut his hair off with a shilling has shaved him- 
self with a threepenny bit objected to by the Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty to Horses. 

The young lady who fell over head and ears in love was immediately 
picked out by a lucky gentleman, who got her to the Bank at once, 
where, having ascertained that she had a good balance and was not 
likely to loge it in a hurry, he bid her au revoir. 


The old boy who flew in a passion over his dinner has walked into 
his cook's affections. 





Facet-iz. 


Tue wearers of glittering carbon would seem to have a rough time 
on the Metropolitan, which is scarcely compensated by the polished 
courtesy of the officials. A police case at Hammersmith has elicited 
that fourteen diamonds have been lost on the line within a month. In 
this age of progress it may soon become more profitable to wash out 
carriages at South Kensington than to perform a similar operation on 
adamantine dirt in South Africa. But his washup should have men- 
tioned this. 


Argumentum ad Hominem, 


Ir is estimated that the strike in America and the consequent riots 
cost the United States no less than twenty million dollars. A conflict 
between capital and labour is ever a sorry affair, but in America these 
things seem to be as disastrous as they are dollarous. 


Metallic Transmutation. 


A GENTLEMAN named Tinney, a bass singer, has been appointed 
vicar-choral of St. Paul’s Cathedral. This is encouraging, as hitherto 
bass singers have been distinguished not so much for ther Tinney as 
their brazen throats. 
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Ca a aa 


Moses :—“ Vert, SHAM, VERB HAVE YOU BEEN?” 
Sam :—“* BIN To sHEs PuNGo.”’ 


Moses :—*' BEEN To sHEB Ponc?! 
AN’ LOOKED IN THE GLASS—AN’ SHAVED YER MONBY.”’ 
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D A BROTHER. 


MvucuH RBB&TTER A SHTOPT AT HOME— 





Only Half Doing It. 


A pomestic servant of Maidstone, named Harriet Smith, has just 
been presented with a testimonial by the house-painters of the district 
for her courage in dragging one of their body through a window and 
thereby rescuing him from almost certain death. His ladder had 
fallen, and he was left clinging to the roof of a house. It is rather to 
be lamented that the testimonial took the shape of a silver watch, and 
not the first essential towards a silver wedding—a husband. Perhaps 
he is yet to come, but anyhow this wouldn’t have been a bad oppor- 
tunity for the subscribing body to have shown how well they could 
‘** let go the painter.”’ It would have been but a proper return for her 


not having done so. 


A ‘*Run Down’”’ the River. 


ANOTHER steam launch accident has taken place on the Thames 
near Windsor. A man should always be prepared for his end, but it 
is asking the boater and the angler too much to bid them expect to be 
literally launched into eternity every time they go out for a day's 
pleasure. 

Political, 

Ocr good friend the Daily News,in an eloquent leader, remarks 
that ‘‘naturally Mr. Forster was present at the opening of the Brad- 
ford Liberal Club.” It might have been added, “and the more such 
useful political institutions are Forstered the better for the Liberal 


party.” 


Naval. 

Tus Chancellor of the Exchequer is confident that “if the navy of 
England were called upon to do its duty it would do as in the days of 
Nelson.” Quite so, but by the time the navy had been called upon, 
put in repair, burst its boilers, sunk, rammed each other down, and 
turned topsy-turvy, where would the enemy be? 
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A LEGEND. 


3y Our Lus~atic Laureate. 





Tuy came to me, a merry troop of aged men and dames, 

And bade me brighten up a bit and watch their little games. 

I had my big umbrella up and stood beneath a tree, 

And 6o I said, “ It’s much too wet to lurk about and spree.”’ 
The skies above were black as ink, the rain was pouring down, 
And boats would be the only means to reach the distant town. 
*T was in the height of summer time, in fact, an Augus? aay, 
Yet I was damp and had no heart to slush about and play. 


So, when they saw that I was sad, those aged people went 

And brought me out a mackintosh, goloshes, and a tent, 

And sat them down on steols and things and told me little tales 
Of how in August years axo there were no awful gales ; 

Of how the summer days were warm and folks could play about, 
And never dread the hurricane, the storm, and waterspout ; 

How people romped in new-mown hay and had no end of fun, 
And no one’s eyes expressed surprise to seq a noonday sun. 


And when they saw the wonderment expressed upon my face, 
They told me how the country once was quite a lovely place ; 
Where one could sit upon the grass and gather wholesome fruits, 
And walk about the verdant fields in patent leather bots. 

How people then who went away a fortnight out of town 

Came back with freckles on the nose and faces ruddy brown, 

And how the summer sun shone out through all the summer time, 
And rain and cold were looked upon as strangers to the clime. 


I stood it for a little while, and then I rose and said : 

“T wonder if the devil put this nonsense in your head ? 

I know I am a lunatic, but hang it all, I say, 

You story-telling aged folks, pack up and go away ! 

In summer we expect the gale, the tempest, and the storm, 
And only fools would dare to say it once was fine and warm. 
Be off before yon summer cloud that blackens all the skies 
In indignation drenches you for telling me auch lics!"’ 


AT OUR RESTAUBANT. 






Il..-AN ENGLISHMAN’S GREAT POINT. 
| a 
oR 





Enter a Customer. 


Our RestTauRANT. 


Tue Customer. “ Waiter, bring me so-and-so and wotsaname and 
a thingummyjig to follow, and the paper.”’ 

Waiter places the articles ordered, arranges pepper, mustard, salt, 
and vinegar around customer, and hands the paper. Then enter 
Customer No. 2, who takes a seat close to the elbow of Customer No. 1. 
He orders his particular dish, and receives it, and the waiter departs 
te the other end of the room, some dozen yards off. But Customer 
No. 2 does not commence to eat; he waits. He is waiting for the 
condiments. The condiments are precisely nine and a half inches 
from his hand, but they were brought for Customer No. 1, and may 
therefore be said to be in his possession. Now Customer No. 1 cannot 
presume to offer the condiments to Customer No. 2, as an English- 
man’s great first principle of delicacy is to mind his own business ; and 
Customer No. 2 could never dream of possessing himself of the desired, 
but sacred, articles. Consequently it becomes necessary for Customer 
No. 2 to call the waiter from the other end of the room (some dozen 
yards off) to hand him the pepper, the mustard, the salt, and the 
vinegar. Then enters Customer No. 3, and takes his place close to the 
other elbow of Customer No. 1. Now Customer No. 3 wants the 
paper, and Customer No. 1 has done with and put it aside one inch 
from the hand of Customer No. 3. But the paper (like the pepper, 
the mustard, the salt, and the vinegar) was originally placed before 
Customer No. 1, and the same rules of delicacy apply as in the former 
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case. Consequently the waiter has to be recalied from the further end 
of the room (some dozen yards off) to devote, by a touch, the paper to 
the usage of the new customer. 

Perchance—who indeed can say :—there may be some mystic spell 
cast over an article by the fingers of the waiter, consecrating that 
article to the usages of one certain customer; and it may even chance 
that there is some fearful doom which shall attend any other rash 
customer who shall dare to touch the article before the spell be 
removed and re-cast in his behalf 

But this is hidden! ° * ° . 

Then Customer No. 2 looks down the bill of fare, and orders a 
certain thing; Customer No. 3 hears him and takes a fancy to have a 
portion of the sime; but it would be a fearful breach of English 
delicacy to say, ‘‘ Bring me some too!”’ for this would be to signify his 
knowledge of the existence of Customer No. 2—which would indeed be 
unpardonable! So Customer No. 3 calls for the bill of fare, looks 
down it for himself, chooses the same thing for himself, and orders it, 
as if no Customer No. 2 had ever ordered such a thing during the 
existence of this earth. And so things go on. 





If.—A REAL JOKE, 
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Enter a person who evidently know nothing aboutthings. He seats 
himself and asks the waiter for a comic paper. He is supplied; and 
settles himself to read with a dawning smile of glad expectation on his 
features. He reads the comic paper through, and the smile fades 
away; however, he calls for another comic paper and reads that 
through, but his features cloud into solemnity; he devours a third, 
but his face becomes sorrowful; he reads a fourth, a fifth, a sixth, but 
he bursts into tears. 

Then he says: “(), waiter! I sat to read that I might laugh and 
drive away care; therefore I asked for the comic papers. 

Yet I am not easily made to laugh; and see, I have not yet 
laughed!’’* Then the waiter opens his eyes wide, and in silence 
fetches a daily newspaper containing the parliamentary reports full of 
Biggar and of Parnell and the absurd helplessness of the House of 
Legislation. And the Person reads, and his face broadens into a glad 
smile and he bursts into a howl, and he shricks and holds his sides until 
he is very very ill and prostrate. 





A Fair Query. 
A VIOLENT young man in our printing office wants to know when he 
is to have his share of the Compassionate Fund. It is agreed ‘that 
there is not a more passionate comp to be found anywhere. »-— 84. = 


* But did they not take in Fw at this Restaurant ? 
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NEW LEAVES. 


The Royal Parks and Gardens of London (Journal of Horticulture 
Office) is a work at once useful and ornamental. It is by Mr. Nathan 
Cole, of Kensington Gardens, and is as full of information as the most 
ardent statist could desire for a volume ofthis kind. Mr. Nathan Co'e 
is a little too much inclined to regard Royalty as an institution which 
confers a benefit upon Providence by its very existence; but as Royalty 
has been “ werry good to ’im,” mayhap he is justified in his views. 
The illustrations are numeroue. 

Character Indicated by Handwriting (Bazzar Office) introduces an 
ancient theory in an ingenious if not particularly novel way. ‘I'v 
those interested in autographs the book will, for the selection it gives 
of these alone, be useful. If this chiromantic notion were worked out 
logically, the smallest minded man would be he who wrote the smallest 
hand, while wisdom and round-text would ever be found together. 
The absence of all logic is, however, an essential to the well-being of 
the “‘ argument.” 

America and the Americans (Reeves) is a funny little brochure pur- 
porting to be the experiences of Offenbach in the States. Perhaps the 
biggest compliment that can be paid the writer is the admission that 
there is a freshness in the treatment hardly to have been expected 
about so well-worn a subject, especially just now when everybody who 
strays a hundred miles or so from home considers it incumbent on 
himself to enlighten the world en all it knew so well before. 

Cosmo's Violets (Charing-cross Publishing Company) is a novel 
neatly bound in one volume. The additional fact that the volume is 
small is also an additional recommendation. 

The Hotels of Europe (Herbert) is another of the elaborate volumes 
for which this house is rapidly making a name. Besides being the 
sort of book ‘‘ without which no gentleman’s library is complete,’’ it is 
admirably adapted for the table. The maps and routes are noticeable 
features of the work. 

Though we do not agree with Mr. Joseph Sidney Tomkins, Citizen 
and Loriner, in many of the sentiments expressed in his Occasional 
Lectures (Charing-cross Publishing Company), we are free to admit 
that he appears guided by a conscientiousness which might be well 
followed in more pretentious quarters. Mr. Tomkins suffers from a 
plethora of words; perhaps that is his chief claim upon some 
audiences, 

From the same firm we receive the Morning, Noonday, and Eventide 
of Life, a volume of poems and reflections on various scripture texts, 
divided into the three sections named. I¢ is rather unfortunate that 
with regard to subjects like this there should be so many worthy folk 
anxious to rush into print whose undoubtedly good intentions are the 
sole recommendation they possess to readers. ‘The book before us is no 
exception to the rule of respectable mediocrity and decorous dulness 
nowadays apparently inseparable from such productions. 

The Tatler, a weekly which would be of the new sort except that it 
is slightly more respectable and a good deal cleverer, has started an 
additional inducement to purchasers in the shape of a serial story 
entitled ‘‘ A Year’s Letters.’’ Rumour, which ascribes the authorship 
of this to ‘‘that sweetest of modern singers,” A. C. S., is for once 
right—as we A. O. S.’d him, and he blushingly pleaded guilty. 

It would be rather late in the year now to say a word for Whitaker's 
Almanack, were it not that every separate issue of it is more a work of 
reference for all time than a mere calendar for the twelvemonth in 
which it is produced. 

Among the many beautiful reproductions which are to be credited 
to our able Parisian contemporary, L’ Art (London: 135, New Bond 
Street), one of the best is an etching of Burne-Jones’s ‘‘ Beguiling of 
Merlin,”’ exhibited during the past season in the Grosvenor Gallery. 
Philippe Rousseau’s ‘‘O, Ma Tendre Musette,” is another special plate 
in the same number. 

Brother Bil/y and Me ! (Warne) are specimens of American humour 
of the ‘‘ Helen’s Babies Series.” They should be widely read, as, to 
our somewhat vague comprehension of such matters, they seem at 
least as good as their extraordinarily popular original. 

The <Atlantie Month/y contains another instalment of Mr. T. B. 
Aldrich’s ‘“‘ Queen of Sheba,’”’ which is as far in advance of ordinary 
English magazine stories as the 4. M. itself is in advance of ordinary 


English magazines. 


Timely Precaution, 

A GBNTLEMAN has recently died, it is said, from hydrophobia caused 
by the bite of a dog three yearsago. As the marvels of this disease 
are developing daily, it would be well for nervous people to inquire if 
their great grandfather was ever barked at by a dog, and if they find 
he was, they should at once have themselves cauterized all over. 

‘*Force’”’ of Example. 

Tue Southwark magistrate has given a lad a month for gambling 
‘“ with coppers.”” Our cflice-boy wants to know why the “ coppers”’ 
are to go scot free! 
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A Lanp-.Lapy. 


A FUND OF COMPASSION. 


Listen to me, my brothers, 
Ye who have wealth to spare,— 
Healing the wounds of others, 
Matters it when or where ? 


Yes, for the cause is dearest 
Of those who are kith and kin, 

With the weak who in blood are nearest 
Let the generous heart begin. 


And how can a deed give pleasure 
Which aids an unholy work ? 
Pause e'er you send your treasure 

Out to the alien Turk. 


Down in our English alleys 
Horrors are just as rife 

As in far-away Eastern valleys 
Which lie in the fields of strife. 


Women and babes are lying 
Beaten and bruised and cut, 
Haggard and starved and dying, 

In many an English hut. 


In horrible rags men huddle 

By spots where the mudlark rakes, 
And drink from as foul a puddle 

As any that slaughter makes ; 


While the tale of their shame and sorrow 
Is a ghastlier one by far 

Than any you'll hear to-morrow 
From the fiends who fight the Czar. 


It is true that their names are vulgar, 
Uncommonly like our own, 

But they never oppressed the Bulgar 
Or floated a swindle loan. 


Shall we turn from our fellows’ anguish 
And scatter our gold abroad, 

On the wretches in lust who languish, 
Whose rule is a filthy fraud ? 


There are thousands of starving wretches 
Who lie at your very door ; 

Will you spurn the hand which stretches 
For a mite from your golden store ? 


Oh, shame on the dastard fashion 
Of scorning such claims as these, 

And exporting our whole ‘‘ Compassion ” 
To a Pcrte beyond the seas. 


Absit Omen. 
Tue Alexandra Park people ask the public to keep their eyes open 
for a coming novelty. ‘This is the great Nubian caravan. Rather a 


black look-out this, we should think. 
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EXAMININ OF YOU TO-DAY. 





‘‘A North Country Compliment.” 

DvurinG some wedding festivities at Nuttall, in Nottingham, one of 
the guests was so fearfully kicked and beaten that he died shortly 
afterwards. And yet there are people—and great people, too—who 
say that ‘the lower orders of the English, particularly as one travels 
northward, are in no way remarkable for their hospitality.” We 
don't ourselves know any instance, east, west, south, or midland, or 
even in the highest of high Belgravian Society, where a guest has been 
treated with more hospitality, +¢,to a more complete “ bellyful,” than 
this one was. 





A Metre of Justice. 

Tue Ath cum, in the course of a critical review of Sir Philip 
Sidney's works, mentions that he has employed several of Mr. Swin- 
burne’s metres with success. It would be as wellif Mr. Swinburne 
would have his peculiarly private and personal metres registered under 
the Trade Marks Act, and then these wretched plagiarists who 
have been dead for centuries could be legally proceeded against for 
encroaching upon Mr. Ssinburne’s preserves. ‘The way our modern 
Apollo has been imitated by the versifiers of the last three centuries is 
simply abominable. 





Oh, Tonnerre! 

Count Sraniscas pe Ciexmont Tonnerre has been forbidden to 
enter any horse for certain races, because he had a horse “ pulled’’ at 
Deauville. Such a thundering swindle could not be allowed to pass 
on the turf, if it is to be kept (t) onnerreable in any degree at all. 
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A DREADFUL THREAT. 


Sergeant :—“ You Low RrskeL, Jonus, I DIsTINCKLY HEARD YOU TWICE ANSWER TRUTHFUL WHEN TH+T THERE Fuzstz WAS A 
You pO THE LIKES AGIN, AND, MARK MY WORDS, I’LL R¥PORT you To THB HINsPECTOR.”’ 








Bonneting up. 

Mr. Wattsr Goocn’s season at the Princess's will inelude a novelty 
more novel than a good many new plays. Ladies are to be allowed to 
retain their bonnets in the dress circle. We think itan admirable 
notion, and one only likely to have exception taken to it by the cloak- 
hat-and-operaglass harpies; but that incorrigible Punnyman will 
throw cold water on a good endeavour. He says, ‘‘ Why in the dress- 
circle, when the new lessee has so long put this plan forward as one 
of his most popular ‘ stalls’ ?” 





Not a Bad Title. 


An unfortunate pauper (outdoor classification) dropped down dead 
the other day from sheer starvation. ‘The coroner’s jury, following 
the precedent so often set by similar bodies, preferred to call it some- 
thing else ‘‘ for the sake of appearances,” forgetting that by so doing 
they stultified their own existence, and returned a verdict of “ Died 
from a fit.” ‘Yes,’ said a gentleman present, whose sympathy was 
porsibly in excess of his scholarship; ‘‘a Nihil fit, and that’s the long 
and short of it.” 





Tecknicalities. 


Txe carriage which takes the implicated detectives backwards and 
forwards to bew-street thrce times a week is not so much a van as a 
Kurricle. They may also reckon themselves to have been fairly 
‘‘timed’’ by Benson. And they are notin the same Street as they 
were before they were taken from the Yard. While Clarke’s orders 
(according to the evidence) seem to have been anything but holy. 
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’"E DON’T FIGHT FAIR, ’E DON’T,” 
P.-C. Bismarck :—“ WHY, YOU DIRTY LITTLE RUFFIAN, YOU RE THE WORST OF THE TWO—IVE HALF A MIND TO 
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ITS ALL 


“SIX OF ONE AND HALF-A-DOZEN OF THE OTHER.” 
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AWFUL BARBARITIES. 
(By ove SpectaL CoRRESPONDENT.) 
The Capital. With Both Armie:, Aug. 27, 1577. 


MRS FFAIRS have now 
id ~~ reached a pass when 

Ye it becomes a civilised 
' Pe AS 


power like England to 
interfere. The awful 
atrocities which I have 
to-day seen committed are 
so disgusting that nothing 
but the knowledge that 
these things graphically 
described increase your 
circulation would induce 
me to put them to paper. 
The whole system of the 
district whence I now 
write needs immediate 
reform. I will enumerate 
a few of the atrocities 
which have come to my 
knowledge this last few 
days, and then, Sir, I 
hope, in a vigorous leader, 
you will call upon John 
Bull to give public ex- 
pression to his disgust and 
to put his foot down. 

In the first place let me 
state that the sanitary 
arrangements of this 
place are purposely neglected. The cisterns are full of worms and 
decaying matter, the water supplied by the companies is replete with 
moving organisms, and even in the house of the Prince himself his 
eldest son has had an attack of fever caused through the horribly 
defective drainage. While foul diseases are rampant through crass 
ignorance and wilful neglect, partially recovered people are being 
carried about in cabs and railway trains, which they infect, to seaside 
and country lodgings, where they leave the disease for those who come 
after them to catch and to die of. This is monstrous; but what can 
you expect among a semi-civilised race of barbirians? Hqually dis- 
gusting too to the English traveller is the disgraceful state of the 
thoroughfares. There is hardly a street in the place that is not “ up.” 
Huge cauldrons of seething pitch vomit smoke and smut in heavy 
volumes all day long, blinding dust cuts into the eyes, and the pedes- 
trian comes on his nose about four times in the hour over a plank, a 
heap of stones, or a pickaxe endup. But the disgusting state of the 
locality is as nothing compared with the atrocitics committed in its 
midst. Ont of places, called here Ginp Alaces,a seething crowd of 
ruftians, male and female, pour from day today. Huge weapons made 
of glass and pewter are freely used in civil warfare. Eycs are gouged 
out, skulls smashed, ribs kicked in, and limbs broken over the most 
trifling disputes. Justice, too, is here one-sided; in half the cases of 
assault the magistrate thinks more of delivering a ehort speech which 
will look well in print than of doing his real duty. 

But the principal thing which strikes an English correspondent is 
the infamous league which exists between the malefactors and those 
who are supposed to hunt them down and deliver them to justice. A 
more corrupt and abominable system it is impossible to imagine. The 
police of the place are in league with the robbers and share the 
plunder. It is difficult for an Englishman to imagine such a state of 
affairs, but I assure you that it really prevails in this barbarous 
region. 

i I write I hear of awful atrocities committed by these wretches, 
old women kicked to death, old men with the eyes forced out and the 
sockets filled with quicklime, women and children subjected to the 
most fearful outrages and afterwards murdered, infants slaughtered 
and starved to death in establishments regularly kept up for that pur- 
pose, poisoned bread and meat flung about the streets, poisoned food 
and drink sold in the shops, peaceable travellers stopped on their road 
home by highwaymen and robbed, and every vice and crime that law- 
lessness and barbarity can suggest freely indulged in. ‘The time has 
certainly come when such an abominable state of things should be put 
down with a strong hand, and I trust Eugland will act in concert 
with the other powers, drive these unspeakables from Europe, and 
hand their country over to a more civilised race. 

I have a fresh batch of atrocities just arrived, but mail this for your 
second edition. 


Wry is the Marquis of Lorne’s translation of the Psalms like the 
Conservative attack on Mr. Gladstone and (*reece ?—Becauee it has 
been made without rhyme or reason. 





A DESIRABLE ACQUAINTANCE. 


Tere is a man I much admire 

(Whose ways I've been observing lately) ; 
It is the goal of my desire 

To know this person intimately. 
Imagination cannot span 

The longing that my breast expands with 
Whene’er I ponder, ‘‘ What a man 

To have the joy of shaking hands with!”’ 


We men are but a fickle set ; 
jut this one, with a deep devotion 

In human beings seldom met, 

Adheres to one absorbing notion. 
This notion grandly stands its ground ; 

You'll move it not with reason--try it! 
All other notions wheel around 

This centre, and are governed by it. 
This central force is politics, 

A theme he understands as clearly 
As any likely child of six 

That ever lived—or very nearly ; 
This theme's a condiment. It's use 

To flavour ev'ry other topic, 
Without an atom of excuse 

However slight and microscopic. 


To make him qualified to sniff 
And sip a wine and criticise it, 
Some person must inform him if 
A Tory or a Whig supplies it. 
before he knows 2 tender chop 
From one that gives him indigestion, 
It's indispensable to stop 
And ask that all-important question. 


Let all who have a joke on hand, 
And feel a wish to set him laughing, 
First make him clearly understand 
It’s not A’s party one is chaffing. 
The man’s perception of the jest 
Will be extremely keen and hearty, 
Provided that his mind's at rest 
About its chafling t’other party. 


There truly doesn’t seem to be 

One single thing in all creation — 
From painting to the rule of three, 

From robbery to vaccination ; 
From roller-skating and the rink 

To pottery and picture cleaning— 
To which he won t contrive to link 

Some most decided party meaning. 
I’m certain when he has to pass 

An hour amid the fields and clover, 
He tries to get the blades of grass 

To talk the ‘* Eastern Question ”’ over ; 
And if he seeks the river's brink 

Where willows by the breeze are shaken, 
He ask; them if they do not think 

The ‘‘ other side”’ are much mistaken. 


It is a sight to profit by 

To see him, with his mental taper 
Exhaling party spirit, try 

To understand a comic paper! 
It is a sight to raise a laugh 

To see him seek, in his confusion, 
In ev'ry social paragraph 

For some political allusion. 


It never, even faintly, broke 

Upon the man’s imagination 
That anyone could make a joke 

‘That doesn’t bear on legisiation ; 
No kind of fun he ever heeds — 

This grandly single-thoughted buffer— 
Which doesn’t call whoever leads 

The “ other side” a “ pig’’ or ‘‘ duffer.”” 
I'd stake a fortune on the spot 

(With confidence of proving winner) 
That party prejudice is what 

He has for breakfast, tea, and dinner. 
My one long cherished aim and end 

Is this—to know him, and elect him 
As my especial bosom friend ;— 

I feel that I could so respect him! 
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(No customers inside ) 


RETN (Serr. 5, 1877. 


gn 


THE WAITER; OR, 


** Pray—oh pray !—step in and take some 


refreshment, your Grace! I implore! ’”’ 


(Three customers inside. ) 


(Crowded.) **‘What! Want to dine! 


** Dinner, sir! yessir! walk in, please. ’ 
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THE WAY OF ALL MEN. 





(One customer inside.) ‘‘ Will your honour condescend to step 
within and dine ?’’ 





pis iiid 


\A good sprinkling of customers inside.) ‘‘ That wayin. Dessay 
you'll find a seat somewhere.”’ 





| 





Well, of all the impiddence I ever——! You be off or I’ll give yer in charge—d’year !”’ 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


Fixst Tory. Heard about Gladstone ? — got him this time. 
Ssconp Tory. Oh? What's he been doing : 
First Tory. Only engaging a regiment of Greeks to assassinate 

the Sultan of Turkey. Rage 
Tuirp Tory. Oh, I heard he'd been found concealed under the 

King of Greece's bed with a dagger and a bow! of poison. 

Seconp Tory. Lor! But, of course, he denies it. 

First Tory. He denies everything; but at the club they say he's 
really mixed up with these turf frauds, and that ‘‘ Contractor’’ really 
means Gladstone, only Benson won't say 80, because Gladstone pro- 


POEMS ON PRO’S. 
mised to make him Chancellor of the Exchequer when he gets into 


THE COPYIST. 
AM SCRIBBLER the 


copyist, that’s who 
J am, 
I try to exist by my 


=—— en; 


















p: I look upon life as a 
ce, © Pt regular sham, 
=~ foe | thus With a dash of the 
Bi NGS real now and = 
\ ~ I copy out plays, an 
"i | = Tm seule afraid 
aon That my writing’s not 
= always exact. 
~~ But how can you wonder 
when ali that I’m 


ower again. 
, Save Tory. Ah, I'd believe anything about that man Glad- 


stone. Shall we write to the Globe about it’ Ts 
Turrp Tory. No; they've got a fine leader already, calling him 
awful names. Ain't it fine? ; : 7 
First Tory. I shouldn’t wonder if he wasn’t in the jewel robberies. 
Szconp Tory. Fancy his being a murderer, though! ; 
Turrp Tory. Never mind. We'll give it him warm our side. 
We'll get the editor of the @G/ode to call him an ass. 
Omnes. Oh, won’t that crush him! Come on. Hooray! 





paid 
Is a paltry three shil- 
lings an act ? 
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i hang round the theatres day after day, 
And strive to be netting a job, 
Just something to write, in the form cf 
a play, 
—T. _ bring me in nine or ten 
“cc o> 


ty f 
‘ A Peculiarity and a Paraphrase. 

Here is news for P. A. Taylor and Oo., which will set their eyes 
overflowing with sympathy for a scoundrel, and their brains addling 
with astonishment at the extraordinary action of a bench of magistrates. 
This item, exactly as it stands, is given by a well known weekly :— 
‘‘ Henry Gray, a labourer, has been sentenced to a term of imprison- 
ment and to be once whipped by the Saffron Walden bench of magis- 
trates for,” &c., &c. The crime of the man is hardly worth taking 
into consideration, so extraordinary is the nature of his oo 
The poet, when he prayed that every honest hand should hold a whip 
to lash a scoundrel naked through the land, never thought that such a 
wish would in futuretyears be so near its accomplishment. 
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I often have manuscripts tattered and torn, 
With instructions to keep them intact, 
“ie At which I've to work till the coming of 
~ morn 
For a mouldy three shillings an act! 


I'm ofien requested to copy out “ parts,” 
A job which I'd gladly refuse, 

It’s never straightforward, but all fits and starts, 
With endless repeating of “‘cues.”’ 

I’ve frequently sat up the whole of the night— 
I assure you, my friends, ‘tis a fact— 

And what do I get, after spoiling my sieht P— 
Why, only three shillings an act! 


A 1-derfal. . 

Mr. Mecut states that the wheat crop of the present year “ will not 
reach an average.” What this means exactly it would require the 
sharpness of .one of Mr. Mechi’s own razors to tell. The sage next 
informs us that the hay crop has been a good one. oe — it has, 

aia i it mi esaid, hay won. 
If authors would write just a little bit plain, Rag ao~-OF SARNAD, SH SINND Oreme Sener 50 a ’ 
"T would save me a deal of distress ; 
i try to decipher again and again 

The words in some writer's MS. 

They never consider the scribbler—not they, 

Nor care how his senses are rackt, 

They double his work, but don’t double his pay— 

He only gets three “ bob”’ an act! 


How often I’ve waited on bleak winter nights 
In the den that is known as the “ hall,” 

Or stood by the wing, near the glare of the lights, 
And longed for the curtain to fall, 

To see the stage-manager—(he is the one 
Whoee notice I have to attract) — 

Who's often remarked, ‘‘ Here’s a farce to be done!”’ 
One act !—at three shillings an act ! 


Ah, you who sit calmly beholding the play, 
And watch it right on to the close— 

Who weep when it’s tragic and laugh when it’s gay— 
Little think of the copyist’s woes. 

It never strikes you, as the piece you behold, 
Evincing much talent and tact, 

That somebody's shivering out in the cold 
Who copies for three “ bob”’ an act! 


Balancing the Account, 

A Lawyer in the North has just bequeathed £200,000 for the found- 
ing of a bishopric. According to this, the proverb that when a lawyer 
dies Mr. Satan rejoices is not so infallible as many think. An extra 
clergyman or two may, however, compensate the old gentleman for 
his sudden stroke of ill-luck, 
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Want of Education. 

Tus Ameer of Cabul has executed two newspaper correspondents for | 
sending false information. Ameer trifle to him, of course. The | 
general opinion among newspaper men (including ourselves) is that | 
the Ameer’s notion of what should constitute journalism would bring 
journals to an end almost as rapidly as he has aJready brought his 
journalists. 


— 


Similia Similibus. 

A woman of Manchester, named Roberts, has recently been fined 
heavily for having illicit spirits in her possession. It is reported in 
some papers that there was quite a scene in court when sentence w's 
passed. It is only natural that when Roberts is fined a large number 
of ‘‘ bobs,’’ the initial outcome of proceedings will be somewhat of a 
‘“‘ bobbery.” 
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‘¢Cam Grano Salis.’ 


‘‘ Tue quarrymen in parts of the Rhineland are in the habit of spreat- 
ing on their bread a fine unctuous clay found in the crevices of the rocks, 
which they call ‘ stone butter,’ and eat with great relish.” It would 
take a great deal of this kind of butter to make the story swallowable 
in the throats of the public. Unless, indeed, it is found ready salted. 


Material Evidence, 

AMEKICAN journals state that Washington’s body has become petri- 
fied in the sarcophagus at Mount Vernon, in Pennsylvania. The 
biographer who met with much opprobrium from enthusiasts for stat- 
ing that the General was of a cold and stony nature, might now con- 
sider himself avenged. But what is the good of being avenged, 


especially after you have been forgotten ? Cowper-Templarism. 


Cowrrn-Tzmupre, M.P., says the institution of coffee taverna is just 
the way to help the working classes to “ elevate’’ themselves. Mem. 
Where is Sir Wilfrid Lawson ? 

La Republique. ; 

Marsuat MacMauon’s Government is so fond of prosecuting 
everybody and everything that it imtends to prosecute its own 
inquiries into the conduct of the Radical party. 


In Opposition. 

Tue Shipka Pass is said to be defended ehiefly by smal! redoubts. 
Perhaps this accounts for the more than usually redoubtful informa- 
tion as to the battle recently raging there. Juggins says that’s nothing 
whatever t» do with it; intelligence from the seat of war, when it 
really comes from there, is bound to be of a conflicting character. 
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Practical. 


i A person named Higham, provision dealer of Preston, thought it a 
iy good joke to write to three ladies of his acquaintance, and anony- 
. / mouely inform them that their husbands had been drowned at the Isle 
_ of Man. On discovery he apologised for as brutal and heartless a 
hoax as even a practical joker could enjoy. To our thinking, the 
husbands don’t seem to have been so very much alive after all, or the 
| apology (if any) ought ultimately to have come from one of them. 





Literary Novelty. 


Txe following curious line meets the eye in a literary paper: — 
“Who was Caxton ?—Hardwicke and Bogue.” If this is the answer 
to a pretty generally expressed question, we think our literary friend 
is wrong egain, as usual. We wonder he didn't go just one step 
further and say Hardwicke and Boguey. Boguey, alone, mightn’t 


been worked this last month or two. 


So Young Too. 
Tux Richard Young, one of the @reat Eistern Railway's Rotterdam 


be sent her. This ship is, or ought to be, too Young to be “ Dickey,” 
even if it's Young and Richard. . 


i AS THE BEST FOOD 
. THE FACULTY RECOMMEND 


CHAPMAN’S 
Entire Wheat Flour. 


THOROUGHLY COOKED. 
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Gf PERFECTLY DIGESTIBLE. <* 
4.%,¢ HIGHLY NUTRITIOUS. <+\o 
; RICH IN PHOSPHATES. 
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RETROSPECT. 


HY Fond Mother (after a sudden how! from Young Hopeful) :—“ Wuat AILS MY DARLING ?”’ 
q Darling :—“ Axnoo! anoo! I pipn’T GBT MY LUNCH YESTERDAY!”’ 





have been so far off the mark, after the way in which the old gent's | 


boats, was disabled the other night in crossing. and assistance had to | 


CADBURY'S 
OA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. | select the pattern best suited to your hand, 
Cd UPION.—Iy Coscn thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stares. 
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Curious Coincidence. 


A coLtrer named Barker summoned another named Pemberton 
before the Wigan bench for kicking him. Plaintiff showed places 
where the skin was completely peeled off. The magistrates inflicted a 

| tine of forty shillings and costs, though upon whom it is doubtful, as 
| the report doesn't state and they began to wake up towards the close of 
| the evidence that the man Pemberton was really and in effect Barker. 


By Private Wire. 
Mr. Ponco has been photographed by the Stereoscopic Company. 
The ‘‘ cabinet” we have received is first-class. But doesn’t it seem 
| strange that the result should be so widely published when the con- 
| sultation between operator and operatee was so strictly ‘‘in camera” ? 


The Lilley of France. 


(;amBerra is to be prosecuted for his at Lille. If MacMahon 
only does the despot for a few wee ger he will alienate every 
| Lille and true heart in France. And’ Lille deserve it. 










Matrimonial News. 


Tus Rev. T. W. Thomas, who has just been “licensed to the curacy 
'of St. Bride,’ may now be regarded as completely wedded to his 
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tationer for a Sixpenny 


Woaxs, Binamincsax. 


Vrintes by JUDD & CO., Phanix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Propricters) at 153 Fleet street, E C —London, September 5, 1877. 
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C. BRANDAUER & CO.’S New registered “‘ press 
series”’ of these Pens neither scratch ner spurt—the 
ints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 


Assorted Sample Box aad 
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A ‘‘ TOPPER.” 


Old Gent to Boy (who is smoking the end of a cigar he has picked up) :—‘* UGH, FOR 8HAM8, THROW THAT NASTY THING AWAY.” 
Boy :—‘* Wuat! FoR YOU TO PICK UP AND SMOKE EH? Gar-aRn; I KNows yuR!” 








STEEPED IN IT. 
A Scorcu joke has got abroad, and the world is wondering. So 


, 


that our readers may never be taken unawares in the future by a | 


similar swift-slaying ebullition, we will forewarn them that the long- 


looked-for jest was at last safely delivered by Principal Caird at the | 


Crieff Bazaar. 


advice to the officiating ladies.” He, among other things of a like 


light and lively kind, said: ‘‘ Honesty is a Christian virtue, and in a 


general way it is a virtue we are all bound to practise. But I think it 
might be a question in casuistry whether there are not occasions on 
which the absolute and unconditional observance of its requirements 
may be slightly relaxed. At any rate you are here to-day to make 
money. Make it honestly if you can; but at all events make money.” 
The usual surgical operations having been performed, laughter became 
general, and the whole of that part of England called Scotland was in 
due course convulsed with the knowledge of its proprietary rights in 
Jokedom. Some people might under the circumstances say that the 
speech showed a want of Principal, and that the speechmaker was a 
rum old Caird. We, however, scorn such weak attempts in the pre- 
sence of so superior a specimen, and in all deference and humility 
prefer to leave the worthy Principal alone in his joke and his glory. 


A Bad Game. 


Tue Coldstream Guards and the 10:h Regiment have been fizhting 
brutally at Brentwood, and several of the men are in hospital. What 
with ironclads running into each other, and our soldiers playing at 
Kilkenny cats, there is no wonder the Conservatives confine themselves 
to after-dinner war speeches, and assure the belligerents next morning 
they don't intend to fight. 


A Common Cause. 


Ir is a gross injustice to call the Kurr-Benson plot ‘‘ The Great 
Turf Frauds.” The great turf frauds of the present day are the 
illegal enclosures of our commons. These are far greater swindles 
than the De Goncourt business. 


VOL. XXVI. 


In his address the Principal offered “a single bit of | 


LOUIS ADOLPHE THIERS. 
Son of a Blacksmith, Man of the People, he 
Who struck the chains from France and left her free ! 
With foes he coped, and all the plots of Rome, 
Yet fell betrayed by knavery at home: 
Now Thiers, the patriot, stinking to the grave, 
Leaves her he loved a gagged and fetter'd slave. 


Handy Work, 
PROFESSIONAL pedestrianism is becoming an acrobatic pursuit if we 


| are to believe the Daily Chronicle, whose general sporting work is, by 


the way, of a kind entitling it to become a deservedly admitted 
authority. S eaking of the pedestrian at present attempting to 
walk 1,500 miles in 1.000 hours, our contemporary, at the close of one 
day’s performance, explains to its readers that Grale had completed a 
given number of miles, ‘‘ his last mile and a half taking 23 min. 7 sec. 
to manipulate.” This rather reminds us of the gentle *‘comp’’ who 
when Faithfull female labour was first introduced into the printing- 
office, went home and wept bitterly “ because a heavy blow had been 
struck at manual labour.’ It is, however, as well to know that 
besides completely outdoing Captain Barclay for distance, the Cardiff 
“ped” is going on his rounds head downwards. By this piece of 
marvellous ‘“‘ manipulation’’ he at once succeeds in saving his feet 
from blisters, and prevents the time hanging at all heavy on Ais Aands. 


Tovjours Perdrix. 


Martin PastsinGe, stonemason, of Wandsworth, is probably now 
suffering under a fine sense of injury. Bent on laryngal lubrication, 
he entered a public-house, when straightway a brother mason insisted 
on reading Kurr’s cross-examination to him. The patient Partridge 
endured four columns, and then hit the aggressor in the mouth. The 
rendezvous was at Wandsworth Police-court on the Fatal First. The 
magistrate, with nice humour, attributed the affair to the strike move- 
ment, and his sporting instincts reviving, speedily brought down his 
bird. And now Martin meditates a month in intramural misery. 
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THAT DREADFUL THING WAR. 
Tue 


NARRATIVE CF A SvuRVivVOR. 
T has been said, not alone 
by one author, but by 
many writers whose claims 
would be admitted by the 
Dustcart's critic, 
though he were not at the 
time on friendly terms with 
them—that war is a most 
dreadful thing. Not alone 
is war a dreadful thing in 
itself, but it stirs up the 
passions and heats the 
otherwise calm and _ le- 
thargic blood of those who 
may be said to be lookers- 
on. Villages of a hitherto 
ost peaceful kind become, 
after hostile forces 
been marched through or 
near them, scenes of riot 
and disorder, of bickering 
and dissatisfaction, of strife 
and sanguineous streams, 
though wur itself touched 
them not but merely passed 
by, leaving its serpont-like 


hind. In towns far away 
from the battle-field, the 
- same scenes have occurred 
oe on a larger scale, and 
le os —" & many are the _ friend- 
ships blighted in their spring, many and deep the animosities that 
have been fostered by the spirit of war showing through the lines of 
the special correspondent, and making those who should merely have 
received the intelligence as news, partisans, faction-fighters, and 
enemies more bitter than the original belligerents themselves. Ah, war 
is indeed a shocking thing, so patently shocking that a mere statement 
of the fact seems dreariest among dreary platitudes. But I will show 
you how I was at one time affected by the horrors:f war, and then, 
perhaps, you will admit my right to give cff an opinion. 
It was in the year when England had gone mad over a war between 





two as complete blackguards as ever lived,—the unholy and dissolute de- | 

Tam giving utterance to no mere platitude. 

ing on calmly, caring little or nothing which of such Arcadians came off | 

conqueror, and merely consulting British interests in their keen and | 

| 

| Breacar. 
iberal every Russian was an angel of light, and so it was with | . 

os = b Never - there . Turkish Victory but | chagving of Rowe. 

it was sure to be met with a Great Russian Triumph, and so great was | 

the demand for this sort of thing that special correspondents had to | 


faulting Turk and the crafty, if Christian, Muscovite. Instead of look- 


critical watch, the war was made one of the warmest party questions 
ever known in England. Toa Tory nothing Turkish could be bad; 


the organs of both parties. 


sit up all night at the Seatcf War in Whatsername-court, EC, or 
any of the other local battle grounds, and telegraph descriptive matter 
to the printers downstairs till the ink dried up and the paper became 
seared with the fierceness of the fighting. But still these indefatigable 
correspondents would keep on, still the public would buy, and still the 


printers were kept going; and the boys yelled ‘‘ Second Speshal Had- | 


dition of the War! ” till the gunpowder ran out of their heels, and the 
great Panjandrum himself looked out of his window in Fleet-street on 
the crowd below, and smole a smile to think of the power for good or 
evil that he wielded. 

Feeling ran so high just about this time, that when the conscientious 
manager of the Dawy Drip tried to bring on a newer and calmer era 
he met with the fate that so justly overtakes all who will persist in 
standing immediately in front of and opposing Fate. He really went 
so far as to send a reporter out to the seat of war, an innovation 
which met with the scorn and contempt of all true j urnalists. Then 
be sent another out on the other side, a contemptible proceeding I 
cannot bring myself very well to describe. 
these two precious rascals had to say, without dressing or altering, or 
in any way considering the great and natural public excitement. But 
then came his proper punishment. The people, with nataral contempt 
of and indigration at such a liberty been taken with their tastes, at 
once forgot their private differences, and going down to the office in a 
body, extinguished all future chances for that paper by pulling the 

lace to pieces before the energetic manager could say Jack Robinson! 

But all this while I have been leaving myself out in the cold, and 
though mine is only a small incident it may be found worth the telling, 
especially as it was with that particular object that I set forth. Daring 
the same panic the only people who took things at all quietly were the 





FUN 


even | 


have | 


trail of contamination be- 


| a-dyin’. 


Then he published what | 
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members of the Government, who shut up shop and went homo az if 
there was nothing the matter. On the other hand the proprietors of 
the music-halls and promenade concerts made great capital out of the 
exci'ement, and by playing alternately the national airs of Russia and 
Turkey succeeded in doing a rare stroke of business. It’s an ill wind 
that blows nobody good, and the famous war between Russia and 
Turkey in '77 laid the foundation of many a music-hall manager's 
colossal fortune. I used to go regularly to the Camford, where the 
ltussian National Hymn and the Turkish National Hymn used to be 
played every night amid groans, cheers, and hisses. I hadn’t any par- 
| ticular sympathies myself, and like a good many others there used to 
| do just what struck me as best at the moment. What a jolly lark it 
| used to be, to be sure, but, oh, what a lamentable result it had for me! 
| And so, as I said before, what a horrible thing war is after all! 
I was engaged like this at the Camford one night, and was in the 

middle of a cat-call while the band was playing the Holy Russian 
| Hymn, when who should I see but Bill Smith cheering vigorously. 
| Now Bill Smith was the greatest enemy I had in the world. We used 
| to be great pals once, but he'd kicked up a row about some money he'd 

lent me, the mean, paltry, contemptible skunk, and when I saw him 
| cheering with all his might my blood was up and I determined to be 
revenged. ‘* Now,’ thought I, “I will make a party question of 
this!’’ So just as he was opening his mouth to give another cheer, 
_and knowing he didn’t see me, I rushed at him with all my might, and, 
‘calling out, “ Ugh, you Russian scoundrel! Down with Russian 
_sympathisers!’’ hit him in the eye. 
| Instead of falling down and crying for mercy as I expected he would, 
| Bill Smith called me a foul name and commenced sparring vigorously. 
| The audience were delighted, and making a ring, kept the manager and 
his cflicials back, and encouraged us with shouts of, ‘‘ Go it, Russia! ”’ 
‘Give it him, Turkey!’ I think they must have encouraged Bill 
| Smith the most, as the vile coward, heedless of my giving in, rushed 
| for the last time, and gave me some of the most tremendous upper- 
| cuts it is possible to imagine. [I was in a shocking state, bruised, 
| bleeding, and with all my clothes torn, while Smith had hardly a 
mark beyond the one I had given him first. 

But this was nct the worst of it. The police had by the time it was 
over cleared a way to where we were, and I was going to claim their 
protection, when a pompous old beast who said he was a magistrate, 
and who evidently knew the sergeant, volunteered a lot of perfectly 
unnecessary evidence. ‘The result was that I was taken into custody, 
marched through the street amid the merciless sallies of a lot of that 
beast Smith's pals, Jocked up all night, and in the morning fined five 
pounds or three months with hard. And as I hadn’t the fiver, I had 
to put up with the hard instead, and have never since been anything 


SS 


| like the same man, and never hope to be. 


And so you will admit that when J say War is a dreadful thing, 


IN THE SsTREET. 
Give us a copper, kind lady. I’ve a wife and children 


Lavy. Go away; I never encourage beggars. 
Becear. Oh, I s’pose you're one o’ them as paternizes the Turks, 
Keep your coppers; I wouldn't go whacks with such as them it I was 


Mars. 

‘Tue nights have lately been favourable,’’ says a scientific journal, 

‘‘ for observing Mars.” We have taken advantage of the fact, and 

| have observed that repaving Mars the principal thoroughfares, an 

| ugly building Mars nearly every street, and the wretched weather 

| Mars everything. We have noticed a good many other Mars too 
numerous to mention. 


Official. 


Tue Russian soldiers are crying for better generals. At Orsovaone 
| called out to the Grand Duke, *‘ Give us-a good leader, and we will 


| fight !’? His Imperial Highness replied, ‘* Another leader! Do you 
| want to chuck the old Orse ova’’’ The soldiers wept at seeing him 


| so calm. 


Barking Creek. 

“Tue Fiji islanders are turning their attention to grazing pursuits,” 
That is, we presume, they are educating themselves so as to come up 
to the scratch when called on. After reading this intelligence, a well- 
known manufacturer of diachylon plaister became quite Fijity ; the 
prospect certainly is promising. 


Baker’s Treat. 
Baxek Pasua has been decorated with the order of the Osmanli. 


The principal reason for the honour seems to be that when his ’Os was 


shot under him he was manli enough to get on somebody's else. 
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ONLY PRELIMINARY. 


A man of weight, 
The magistrate, 
A fact could, under no pretence, 
Of any kind, 
Convince his mind 
Without a mass of evidence. 
No merely self-asserting fact 
You'd find that magistrate believing ; 
His judgments, sir, were full of tact 
And lengthened thought, and worth receiving ! 
A weighty case 
It was to trace, 
Which came before that magistrate ; 
Ah, I'll be bound 
Of quite a pound 
Or more, it would decide the fate. 
‘* Much evidence the case would need,” 
His Worship said; ‘and many swearings,”’ 
For it was very grave indeed, 
And most important in its bearings! 


I don’t pretend 
The case’s end 
Would be his Worship’s to decide : 
It was his place 
To try the case 
To settle if it should be tried. 
And so the magistrate began ; 
And he is ruled by strange delusions 
Who thinks his Worship was the man 
To go a-jumping at conclusions. 


He set about 
By mapping out 
The prisoner’s complete career, 
In neat array, 
From day to day, 
Commencing with his natal year ; 
He accurately brought to light 
The moment he commenced his breathing, 
And made them carefully recite 
The circumstances of his teething. 


He strived and strained 
And ascertained 
The colour of his nurse’s hair ; 
He found his shoes 
Were Number Two's, 
And nearly all his aunts were fair ; 
He occupied some thousand days 
In hearing subtle explanations 
Of all the more important traits 
Of all his principal relations. 


A man was caught 
Of whom he'd bought 
Some toffee at the age of eight, 
It helped his plan 
To find this man 
Objected to his water-rate. 
The views of the accused on each 
Political and social question 
Were placed within his Worship’s reach, 
And neatly ranged for his digestion. 


The age (to days), 
The social ways, 
Of all “ accused”’’ had ever known 
Were stated with 
Surprising pith, 
As also were their moral tone, 
And where they went when out of town, 
And what they did in rainy weather ; 
Then, all their ages, jotted down, 
Were squared, and added up together. 


In my “ Police”’ 
I never cease 
To find his Worship perseveres ; 
Its even pace 
This little case 
Has kept for just eleven years. 
When, say eleven other sprin 
Are marked on Time's revolving dial, 
We may discover if the thiog’s 
Considered fit to send for trial. 














“THE FROGS’ MARCH.” 
‘‘Mossoos”’ taking to the water. 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 

First Crimizen. Dreadful revelations about the detectives, ain’t 
they ? 

Seconp Ditto. Awful; but they ain’t true. 

First Ditto. Don't you think so? 

Szeconp Dirro. No. This is got up by Kurr and Benson and the 
rest of the convicts. I hear they are paid a large sum by the news- 
papers to keep on bringing out startling revelations. 

First Ditto. Lor. But don’t you think Meikle—— 

SzconD Dir1o. Oh, I think he was with ’em a good bit, and might 
have taken their money, but he only did it so as to have’em some 
day. - 

a Dirro. Ah, and I daresay Clarke and Druscovich did the 
same. 

Seconp Ditro. Oh, yes—it'll be all right. Themen wouldn't have 
been such fools. 

First Dirro. No. The Treasury ordered the prosecution just to 
ease the public mind, because there were rumours going about. 

Seconp Ditto. Well, I'm glad they're innocent, and it will all 
eome right. 

First Ditto. So am I; but when do you think the magistrate 
will think he’s heard enough to commit them for? 

Seconp Ditto. Goodness knows. Don’t you see, it’s because the 
evidence is so slight that Sir James lets it run on to try and see if he 
ought to commit them for trial or not. 

First Ditto. Oh, I ses! Exactly. 


Cool, Very. 

A HoT wind recently visited portions of Clinton county, New York. 
‘¢ Entire cornfields appeared as if frost-bitten.”” Heat and cold and 
pain are, so philosophers and scientists say, purely imaginary feelings, 
and numerous instances are given in books of material effects being 
produced on the system by means affecting only the mind. The frost- 
bitten cornfields at Clinton are proofs of how dangerous it is to trifle. 
Somebody in authority must have prophesied a cold wind of intensity, 
and the result was, as we see, a thorough and complete “ frost.” 


The Biggest Gooseberry. 

WE are told that, owing to the fierceness with which the war is 
conducted, there will be no “silly season’’ for the newspapers this 
year. The wiseacre who promulgated this has forgotten that the 
war has already produced the silliest of ‘‘silly seasons”’ No sea- 
serpent ever wagged his tale with the velocity or vivacity of a special 
correspondent, and the most gigantic gooseberry ever seen— in print— 
must hide its diminished head before a kindred Atrocity, or carry its 
few remaining hairs in sorrow to the grave at sight of a great Turkish 
victory. 


Game! 


Dors a cricket outfitter, who advertises that he supplies “every 
possible necessary for the pastime,’ come under the head of a dealer 
ingame? And, if 80, why doesn’t he pay taxes to his overburdened 


country accordingly ? 
A Dummy One, 
A morro for the lovers of dumb animals. “ Dam vivimus vivamus.”’ 
Damb we live, let us live! 





a Se 


ee ne ee 


SS re ned 


j 
¥ 
« 
; 
3 
. 
3 
r 








ae 


@ nthe 0 





110 EF UN. (Surr. 12, 1877. 








OUR WATER our rv wid A SUFFERER FROM WATER COMPANIES. 
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“ Jane, this water is not at all clear. I can see living organisms in it with 
the naked eye. Go up and see if there’s anything in the cistern.” 
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“J my at it’s very strange that Jane does not return from the cistern! 
Go up and see if there’s anything the matter.” 
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* It is very extraordinary! Neither the housemaid nor And he went up; . and a Living Ocgeniont, which had eluded the careful filtration a 
my son has returned ! I will go myself and see !”’ the Water Company—— 
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SITUATION,” 


“ THE 


Mr. P.:—“ WELL, IF THAT'S THE DEVELOPMENT OF MY SPECIES, (M PRECIOUS GLAD I’M STILL A GORILLA.” 


MR. 
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A RIDICULOUS QUESTION. 


Now holidays are all the go, 
And people out of town are flocking, 
Deserted is the Park and Row— 
And Fortune my despair is mocking. 
Disconso late, I walk about, . 
IT haven't even had a‘day yet ; oy 
Still, when I meet my friends, they shout, 
‘** Hullo, old fellow! Been away yet?” 


There's Jones, the biggest swell on earth, 
Who flutters daily to the City— - 
Who's got some Civil Service berth— 
At my expense is very witty. 
He knows my chances are but small 
Of working hard to make my hay yet, 
He knows I have no cash at all, 
Yet asks me if I’ve “ been away yet!” 


And Gusher, an astounding cad 
(Oh, how Id like to knock him over!), 
This morning said, ‘*’ Al-lo, my lad, 
I've only just returned from Dover. 
What se&side spot did vou select ? 
Wuart! haven’t sniffed the briny spray yet? 
Not well ? what else can you expect ? 
Good gracious! Haven’t been away yet 


All those I chance to meet advise 
A multitude of pleasant places, 
As if J ever ruralise 
Among the folks with sunburnt faces ! 
A word, O editor, to you— 
(To my request you ne’er said “‘ nay”’ yet) — 
Please, when I come to take my “ screw,”’ 
Don’t ask me if I've ‘‘ been away yet!” 
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. Chance or Skill. 


We have been requested to contradict a rumour that 
may possibly arise shortly to the effect that Mr. Raffles, 
the well-known Liverpool magistrate, is about to be 
transferred to the metropolitan bench. The mistake is 
likely to be made mainly because of the great power 
possessed among London stipendiaries by Chance, who 
is really one of themselves. 
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His Aim and End. 


THE man who blows his brains out with a pistol has a 
selfish aim in view, because the bullet is intended 
entirely for himself. 


CIVILIZED ENGLAND. 


In the same daily paper during this present week the following | 


cases occur :—A lady robbed and assaulted on Clapham Common in 
broad daylight, a master builder attacked with stones and staves by 
twenty roughs on Hackney Marshes, a woman kicked and attacked 


with a razor in the Caledonian-road, a sailor stabbed in the thigh in 
Whitechapel, a child’s head split open by its mother in Peckham, and | 


@ girl beaten and left for dead at Woolwich. This is not one tenth of 
the horrors on record for the day, but it seems monstrous for such a 
people to talk about the barbarous Russians and the barbarous Turks. 
Bashi- Bazouks and Cossacks are fiends in time of war; the English 


Bashi- Bazouks and Cossacks are fiends in time of peace. If the Turks 


are sincere in their regard for this country, they might very well get 
up & few atrocity meetings at Constantinople, and call upon England 
to behave herself. 


A Job Master. 

An Essex tradesman advertises in a local paper for a young man, 
“one who has been used to serve customers with horse and cart.” 
Our own matter-of-fact man is anxious to know the percentage of 
horse and cart served to a given number of customers, and what they 
do with it. 
cart.—Ep.) 


Item. 
A coop father and mother like to make their children smart while 


they are young. Grateful children when they grow up generally | 


make their parents smart in return. 





‘* RoBBERY WITH VIOLENCB.’’—The annexation of the Transvaal. 


SS 





_ guests at the Garden Party. 


_ plement of husbandry is a — with a bad horse like ? 
lw it ? A dri , to e sure!” 
(Maybe the horse is useful in making up a dinner haller ro * Cora arsve 
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First Seedy Party :—‘* WRLL, OLD UN, ’AVING A LIGHT BREAKFAdT OFF THE 
NEWSPAPER? ”’ 

Second ditto ditto:—“ Yrs; 
CoMPASSIONATE FUND LIST TO SEE IF THEY VE USED my NAME. 
IT APPEARING IN THE NEW Russian Loan; BuT I DRAW THE LINE ALOVE 
TukkKisH CoMPASSION. 
HALF A PINT?”’ 
camellia alla iar Ania 


I'vE BEEN LOOKING DOWN THE TURKISH 
I DON’T MIND 


By THE WAY, I8 YOUR NAME GOOD AT THE BARK YOR 





New Road to Fame. 


AmonG the items of a subscription list for the day, published by the 
disinterested promoters of the ‘‘ Turkish Compassionate Fund,’’ is to 
be found, ‘‘ Proceeds of a Garden Party given at House, per Mrs. 
——.” We don't care to publish the names in case people in future 
invited to —— House should find themselves possessed of prior 
engagements. As it is, a good many of those who do know must 
think the hospitable entertainers possessed of a great deal more Com- 
passion for their friends the Turks than for their acquaintances the 








A Prior Claim, 


Two parties, named Prior and Pegg, were arraigned for being drunk 
and disorderly. It also appears that Prior to being arrested, Pegg 
bad assaulted a constable, and was therefore fined five shillings more 
than Prior. And now he fancies he has “‘ been taken down a Pegg!” 





The Way to Mull it. 
An Irish friend delivered himself thus the other day. oe im- 
‘ot—don't 
And now he wants to be a 
for the riddle, and never thinks how much more valuable is the joke. 


Hon. Honour. 


Ir is said that the Prince of Wales has expressed his willingness to 
accept an honorary colonelcy in the Royal Marines. Our own old 
soldier says the best thing that can be done is to “tell it to the 
Marines.” 


‘* A GaLz In THs Waust.”—The one who walks at Lillie Bridge, 

























































1) 
| 
1 


| 


















114 FUN. (Serr. 12, 1877. 


NN 
hh 
Nii 

ATX \ WV 
‘“SIGNS OF THE TIMES.” 


Simple Marie :—“‘ Do You NOTICE HOW MANY GULLS THERE ARE ABOUT, Harry?” 
Knowing Harry :—“ Ou, ¥B8; WHO CAN HELP NOTICING HOW many gu/is THERE ARE ALWAYS ABOUT, AT THE SBASIDE.” 
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A COPYRIGHT QUESTION. MAKING LIGHT OF IT. 











Tur San Francisco News Letter publishes a clever and original poem ‘i ga ” 
entitled “Training for the P. RY” with the signature of its witty Be ee ee eee 
author attached. The author isa Mr. G. H. Jessop. Mr. Jessop, who 
is evidently a gentleman of delicate susceptibilities,—as is evidenced Tuat Thomas Taper stands for Press 
by his stealing that which is mot trash, and therefore avoiding a To Benson seems a slight affair ; 
prosecution for felony—will doubtless be surprised to hear that his Still even Benson must confess 
most recent original contribution appeared in this journal more than That Taper’s not a light affair! 
two years ago (April 10, 1875), and that it was palmed upon an unsus- 
pans editor by a contributor who never even whispered a letter of | ag : - 

r. G. H. Jessop’s name. Thieving is so essentially a part of what is | Le Roi est Mort—. : 

Tuz London correspondent of a Sheffield Tory paper doing the 


known as American humour, that we should not trouble to mention | 
this one additional evidence of the fact, were it not that the poem has | “‘ Jeames”’ business which is nowadays found so pleasant and profit- 
been extensively quoted in this country with its latest author's name | able, prattles prettily about the Prince and Princess of Wales “and 
attached ; and what we do not care to do for ourselves alone we think | the rest of the royal family.” We are told that though the first name 
may fairly be done where a valued contributor is concerned. It | of the eldest son of the Prince of Wales is Albert, he is called 
would be curious to know how low down one would have to get | Edward, and Eddie, and that in due course he will rule over these 
before he could properly probe the wer of this Jessop person’s soul. | realms as Edward VIII. ‘Such a style, however,’ continues our 


Artesian wells we should fancy “‘ wouldn't be in it.” But acongenial | friend, “‘ would, it is believed, be very repugnant to the Queen, who 


mental companion might be found for him in those gentlemen who, | would like to begin a royal Jine of Albertsin Great Britain.” An 


impervious to anything that is English—and homely—have literally | Albert chain is probably the thing intended. This is to our thinking 


raved about this *‘ splendid specimen of American humour.” | a somewhat curious speculation, as in the ordinary course of events 
the title taken by Edward VIII. can hardly be of much interest to 


Queen Victoria. But a good deal of allowance may fairly be made 


Very Much After Dark. for the Conservative mind at this terribly troublous period. 
A Frencu London correspondent announces that After Dark is. ee ee nea 
being played at the ‘‘ Punchers Theatre,” He is evidently muddling | Mark and Learn. 
up the Oxford-street performance with an entertainment which took| Aga mark of respect to M. Thiers, 50,000 armed soldiers are to 
place last Boxing night in Newman-street. | attend his funeral. ‘ Mark of respect” is the new French idiom for 
| overawing the sympathies of the populace. French politeness still 
Much to be Thankfal for. leads the world. This a double mark—quite a bis-mark idea. 


Two English doctors have actually arrived at the scene of war. As | 
about £100,000 has been subscribed to send medical men, medicine, Vanciful. 
&o, out, it isto be hoped that one or two more will crop up, say,| ALL good Dutch families put the cart before the horse. They 
during the present century. | nearly always put the van in front of their names. 
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A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 


Scanz: On the Continent generally. Characters by an unlimited numder 
of English Tourists in particular and the Natives im general. 


Finst Tovrtst. Weareatastation. What station is this, madam? 
Genman Lapy. Bitte? 
Seconpv Tovrist. Bitte. 

understand. Ask the guard. 

German Goarpv. Bitte? 

Finer Tovxist. There, he says it’s Bitte. Look here, we've come 
wrong, let's get out! 

PassEnGeR (who speaks English). The 
name of this station is Herbesthal. It is on the frontier. 

Szconp Tovsist. We are stopping. Herbesthal is written up. 

Passenaer. We must all get out here and have our baggage 
examined. 

Fixst Tovnrist. It is an infamous system. I 
will write to the Zimes and complain. 

Passencer. But we all have to submit to it, Germans and French. 
Why should you English grumble? 

Szeconp Tovsist. Oh, we're not accustomed to such things in our 
country. 

PassenceR. But this is not your country. 

First Tourist (astonished). What! (Guarp invites them all to 
descend and pass into the waiting-room.) 

Seconp Tovnrist. I shall walk about the platform. 
and be shut uplikea eee 

PassencsR. But all the natives of the country will go in willingly ; 
why should you resist ? 

Szconp Tourist, Because we are English. 
suit a pack of foreigners, but they don’t suit us. 

PasseNGer. But here it is you who are the pack of foreigners. 

First Tourist (knocked silly). What! How can an Englishman 
be a foreigner ? 

Guarp. Nunmeinherren, bitte. 

Tourists. All right! (To each other.) Let's make ourselves as 
objectionable as we can, just to show we're English. 

PasszeNGeR. You need not trouble todothat. We always know 
the English tourist, because they walk about as if the place belonged 
to them and grumble at everything. 

Guarp (angrily). Nunmeinherren, bitte. 

Tovunsists. Perhaps we'd better go in, eh? 
waiting-rocm.) 


Scenz 2: The Refreshment Buffet. Characters as before. 
Fisst Tovrist. Waiter, give me a captain’s biscuit anda glass of 


That isn’t in Bradshaw. She don’t 
‘‘ Guard, what station is this ?’’ 


Bitte means ‘‘ Please ?”’ 


I shall resent it. 


I shan’t go 


These things may 


Yes. (They enter the 


bitter. 
Waitsr. Bitte? 
Finst Tourist. Yes, bitter, and look sharp. 
Passencer. ‘The man does not understand you, and they don’t 


have captain’s biscuits and bitter here. 
2 meen Tovxist, What a God-forsaken country. What can we 
ave 

PAssENGER. 
you would like. 

Tuixp Tourist. 
(They eat ) 

First Tourist. How much, waiter ? 

Watrer. Zweimark ! 

_ First Tourist (holding out his hand full of gold and silver). Take 
it, I don’t understand your blessed coins. (Wattrx takes five marks.) 

Pa:ssnoer. Do you think it wise to encourage robbery where the 
coinage 18 80 easy to learn? 

Fixst Tournt. Oh, we don't trouble about coinages and lan- 
guages. Our language and our coin’s good enough for anybody any- 
where, and it’s good enough for us. 

_ PasseNcer. But you are robbed at every turn through your 
ignorance, 

SECOND Tourist. Look here, sir, don’t you talk about our ignor- 
ance (drawing himsefup). AndI suppose if we like to be robbed we 
have a right to be so without any of your dashed interference. Here, 

rter, pick up my traps and take them to the train, first-class. 

gnorance, indeed ! 

Passznoen. I beg your pardon, I will not address myself to you 
any more; but perhaps you will have the goodness to note that the 
porter is putting your things in the wrong train. 

First Tourist ( furiously). Well, and what if he is? I suppose if 


lik . . s 
as =e travel by the wrong train we can. Mind your own busi- 


Tourists (in chorus). 
PassENGer. Comme ils 


If you look on the counter you may find something 


Here’s some stuff or other. Let's try that. 


The cheek of these foreigners, 


[ Exeunt. 
sont droles, ces Anglais ! 








A Maw cv Goop Appress. — One who 


square. writes from Belgrave- 
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POEMS ON PRO'S. 





THE MUSIC-HALL LEADER 


Ar Jones's “‘ Lounge’ [ lead the band, 
And though the band is somewhat small, 
I'd like you all to understand 
My style is praised throughout the hall. 
When eight o'clock is drawing nigh 
I gaily wave my bow on high, 
And \oudly tap my violin ; 
The overture we then begin. 
(Spoken.) Yes, wy boys, you should see how pleased the people are 
when we start, for 


Chorus. With my tiddley-iddley hi-gee-wo, 
Two or three taps, and away we §° ! 
There isn't a party in all the lan 


Can equal the leader of Jones's band ! 


My shirt-front’s of the purest white, 
Bedecked with studs of splendid sheen, 

The “ gods’’ are filled with great delight 
Whene'er my welcome face is seen. 

I wait upon the “ comic stars ”’ 

And rattle off some lively bars, 

We have to watch what we're about, 

For music often puts them out. 


(Spoken.) Yes, we just touch a note here and there during the verse, 
because the artiste who is not possessed of a musical voice generally 
shouts the lines, partly as though he meant to speakthem. But when 
the chorus comes in, off I start them. 


Chorus. With my tiddley-iddley, &c. 


The would-be “ serios’’ I “ coach,” 
And give them lessons in the art, 
My teaching is beyond reproach, 

And you may guess I make them “ part.” 
And when they've stated what's their choice, 
I find them songs to suit their voice, 

Some ditty they can say by rete, 
For seldom can they sing a note! 

(Spoken.) Yes, | charge them so much per lesson—seven-and- 
sixpence for a neat little * first’’ song, fifteen bob for a rattling 
Prince's Medley, and find the tunes. I'm very reasonable, I am, my 
boys—band-parts arranged, eighteenpence per set of five. 

With my tiddley-iddley, &c. 
Whene’er I hear a tidy song 
That’s wedded to a catchy air, 
I take it down; it may be wrong— 
You might consider it unfair ; 
But I must live, as you’)l agree— 
My ‘‘sal.’”’ is not enough for me, 
So if I “nick’’ a song or two, 
Pray, what is that to do with you? 


(Spoken.) ‘* What, sell that song to anyone elee’—not me, my 
dear, J’m not that sort of man. If I tay that song’s for you, it és for 
you,” But I always contrive to sell about a dozen copies of it! 
That's the way J manage it. 


Chorus, With my tiddley-iddley, &o. 


So, what with leading Jones's band, 
And putting tyros on my list, 

Although my income isn't grand, 
I somehow manage to exist. 

In company my heart delights 

‘lo give a call on Sunday nights, 

You )l find I always condescend 

‘To chat with any ‘‘ treating” friend. 


(Spoken.) Yes, and I'll introduce you to several eminent comiques; 
&c., who can all tell you the kind of leader I am. 
Chorus. With my tiddley-iddley, &c. 

















Chorus. 





Literary Proper-ty. 

Coroners’ juries are not over bright, but they don't often get down 

to the Jevel on which they are placed by our deadly-lively little friend 

the Hekker (}d.). In the report of an inquest on a “ farmed’’ baby, 
we are told that ‘‘ the jury returned a verdict that death urose from 
want of improper nutriment.” We trust the same disease will never 

attack the Hekker, which, as a constant reader observes, when the 

unintentional jokes and incomprehensible leaders are passed over, is 4 

“‘ very proper ha’porth’”’ indeed. 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 
I. 
A crust war is raging in the world !— 
A wicked wrong has wantonly been done, 
And there into a peaceful land is hurled 
A savage host, its rathless course to run. 
Wild, on they g> with gleaming sword in hand, 
With blazing torch they fire the peaceful home, 
Lay waste the erewhile broad and fertile land, 
And all “‘ the dogs of war”’ let loose to roam. 


Lo, here amidst the wail and cannons’ roar, 
The smoking cottage and the trodden grain, 
We hear, like gentle ripple on the shore, 
Soft sounds that please the listening ear again, 
For sweet! O sweet the woman’s pleading voice, 
In tender touching word now asks for aid. 
“ Make once again the widow's heart rejoice, 
| Let little children be no more afraid ; 


Come forth my sister! brother! everyone, 
Give now thy help, O be it e’er so small, 
To succour where the direful deeds are done.” 

In sympathy we answer to the call. 


If. 


We heard the roar from far off shore, 
That came like fiery cannon booming. 
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| Scans 1: A Yorkshire Moor. Smith meets Tramps We heard the tale of bitter wail 
First Tramp :—‘‘I say, MISTER, HAVE YOU GOT A TRIFLB FOR A POOR, Thrill through the tender twilight gloom'ng, 
INDUSTRIOUS, HARD-WORKING MAN?” Of cruel oiace aie frantic foe; 


The fiend of battle madly flying; 
Now and again brave men are slain— 
No care to save the down and dying. 


Loud came the cry from those that lie 
In deep distress ;—the wounded, broken 
By fire and sword, and acts abhorred— 
We blush to hear the dark deeds spoken. 
Now we would lend our aid to tend 
The widow and the sufferer lowly, 
And when we hear the moaning drear, 
Will answer with a joy that’s holy. 
But while we heed the direful need 
Of those that lie so crushed and bleeding, 
Let us be nigh when others cry— 
Our own sad poor, who're ever pleading. 





Scans 2: Industry Rewarded, 


(N.B.—That is Smith pedestrianising in the distance.) A Sweerr Acron.—-Mr. George Honey. 








A Legal Difficulty. False Pretences. 


A curious description of a gentleman occurs in the Chatham News. A man has been fined £10 for pretending to be a detective police- 
In an advertisement of a sale, those likely to be interested are informed | man. To say nothing of the fact that we should have thought this 
that the usual “ conditions’? may be obtained of “ Mr. Hayward, | was the last thing a man would pretend to be just now, it would be 
solicitor, mah 3-door wardrobe, with plate-glass panel, marble | well to know, if a man is fined for passing himself off as a “ D.,” 
Rochester.” We don't think there is anything special in a solicitor | whether there is any chance of another class getting fit and proper 
who is a mahogany 3-door wardrobe as well, but when he adds to his | punishment: the class of duffers who are always trying to pass them- 
little amiable w ess a plate-glass panel and a marble Rochester, it | selves off as gentlemen. 
is evident that he is getting a trifle ambitious and likely to handicap So 
himself anne in the pursuit of his profession. But what isa J wo A Cry from Little Wool. 

Rochester? Naturally we suppose it is something similar toa Canter-| 71:5 eternal fitness of things is well illustrated by an item in the 
bury, only not quite so “ arch “in its ecclesiastieism. sesend of the Band fox Benaiiien Babi Biadea, 6 Gentes an 
 Sattl ? ho. little village of Wool has resulted in £6 0s. 6d. This is very much as 

‘* Just a Toothfal.”’ it should be. Both cause and collection are alike sacred to the pro- 


A maxup of artificial teeth offers as an inducement to intending | °¢d8 of Wool gathering. 


urchasers, “ references to © en,” After this anyone might 
think men are in the habit of “going it tooth and nad.” Sud-den Notion. 


Whereas the real fact is that a more peaceful set of men, or one less; Ir never struck the dresser at Mr. Chatterton’s theatre Royal Prin- 
o- to “showing their teeth,” is not to be found in the whole of her | cess's, when he took nine pennyworth of soap, that he was helping 
jesty’s dominions. himself to quite a shillingsworth of “ hot water’’ as well. 


[JOHN CADBURY S ne 


AUT as) eral 
Citta eet A ea Mie dh 
Ee ee COCOA ESSENCE 


Seld by all : in@4..1s, and Gross Boxes. Send 7 stamos for Pp 


a 

















ohn Hosts J* eorge street, Kirmin 
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CRAFTY RETORT. 
Sam Sreer :—“ Wr, NAncs, YOU GBT THE CRAFT ALONG QUITS HANDY.” 
Nance :-—“ Yue. How po you THINK you COULD @8T ALONG WITH A handicraft?” 


——_ a 


























Ot a New Sort. it; but why don’t they get to work at once, and not leave the poor 


Who is the unfortunate coroner who gets such extremely rough | thing there till Monday / 
hebdomadal handling in a South London paper? Rather than go LTT 
ca. such & piece of information we would ourselves institute a new | Tux City Parss.—Try Mansion House or Moorgate-street stations 

ers quest.”’ 


| 
f { } 
A LI(TLE DOMESTIC DRAMA. | WEDDING BELLS. 
Seeme: Fhe Sine See on ae Time: Dinner |. srisy Helen Barry, the actress, has married‘Major Boils.” —Theatrical Paper, 
Mrs. SuitH Don’t turn “ your nose at the soup like that. You Sweet Helen Barry, so they say, 
may come to want soup some day. | To wedlock’s charms thou turnest, 
Mx. Suitw. Well, [ should think I should be always able to get Resigning minor r6les in play 
this soup. It's hot water. Take it away, Mary. Hullo, what's this For Major Rolls in earnest. 
on the dish ? | 
Mrs. Smirn. It’s haricot mutton. 
Mr. Smiru. Haricot dripping and bones. Take it away. | A Post Card. 
tots Sutra. Look here, Mr. Smith. You men think a good “eal | Tus glorious British Government has conferred the inestimable 
Belen ‘Seahen aon? 2 a ae aiiiests hanes aaeiaie ds ares - | boon upon society of allowing it to purchase a halfpenny post card for 
Mu. Sata: Which weovoe that mon ure onsy ty please. for if a | tree farthings This is made doubly delightful by the fact that with 
man can take hot oe. onl bak deleain rae at nals. a the farthing change out of the penny you can buy nothing, so are 
pleasure of it, all the more credit to hi a ping *, encouraged to put it by for a rainy day. The next move wiil be to 
Mus. Ganes ¥ Se PR t ‘ial ‘make penny postage stamps two for twopence-farthing, and refuse 
, on G58 Sree. SP ORS ee SS Fear See. change at the counter. Sweet are the uses of—the (ieneral Post 
Me Smita (meekly). Yos, my dear. (And he went. And would | Offi 
you believe tt, he had pre-arranged this little scene because he wanted to | - —— pene 
go and dine with some buchelor friends and didn't knew how to work it. | Bo for 8 
Len’t tt horrible ?) BES sr Suppers. , 
eos Mapamez Liesuant has generously promised to devote the entire 
An Old Friend with a New Face. a bw = oa o ee eae ° = Indian | 
A PaRAGnaPH, entitled ‘‘ Water from the Chalk,” has been going | pee ee on ee on Hanl tere. at loamy 1G sees im nese 
the round of the papers and attracting a deal of cihanion Th ee | of is a good Agricultural Haul. Here, at least, they will have that. f 
what can be done with “ 5-in. tube wells.” The argument used in the | 
paragraph is in favour of thus obtaining pure water. Therein lies the | Fishy ! 
surprise, as we had always believed that in chalk lay the chief| Aw advertisement in the ‘“‘angling” part of a Sheffield paper runs + 
ingredient, not so much of pure water, as of pure milk. | thus:—‘*To be fished for in the Ko-dby Canal on Monday, a Cob 
| Horse, quiet to ride or drive.” Naturally, whoever fishes it out keeps 


| about 6.30 p.m. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


Finst Crown. Oh, I say, here’s somebody being murdered in 


Islington. 

Seconp Caownp. Sothereis. It is somebody cutting a gent)eman's 
head cff How amusing! Where are the police? 

First Caowp. someone has taken a cabto drive about and finda 
policeman. Let us enjoy the spectacle till he arrives. 

Finet Consexvative. ‘The features of the murderer are concealed, | 
but I fancy it is Gladstone | 

Seconp Conservative. [am sure it is Gladstone by the fiendish | 
manner in which he brandishes the knife. 

Finst Cxowp. Here comes a policeman ; he has been fetched from | 
the station-house. 

Seconp Crown Here, murderer, hook it. ‘The policerman is come. 
Let the man go, let the man go! (Murderer escapes.) 

Finest Conservative. Ah! these are Liberals, and they let the 
murderer escape because he is Gladstone. I will write a leader on it | 
in the Gilode, and call it “‘ Gladstone Again.”’ 

Finest Caowp. Oh, look, lower down up the City-road there isa | 








burglary. Whata lark! 
Sreconp Crown. Come on, the burglar is murdering the inmates of 
the house. There is blood about; let us make a night of it. 


There are twoof them; they are battering the 
How amusing! Someone has gone to Hamp- 
He will be here by dawn. Let us watch the 


iset Crown 
young man's skull in. 
stead for a policeman. 
sport. 

Finest Coxservative. I am sure the burglar is Gladstone. 
come to steal diamonds for the Russian Wounded Fund, 

Srconp Conservative. Let us telegraph for the editor of the 
Globe. He would enjoy this. 

Freer Crown. Oh, here comes the pee’er. Here, burglar, get off, 
the police are coming. Let the man go, let the man go! (Burglar 
escapes, ) 

Szconp Crown Oh, look down Liverpool-road, there is a man 
being stripped of all his clothes by a thief. 

Frnet Crown. Come on. let's go and see it. 
head against a lamp-post to keep him quiet. 

Finst Consenvativs. What a diegraceful thing. Why, I'm blest 
if it isn’t Gladstone stripping a drunken man in the street. 

Seconp Consenvative. I[ shall take a cab to the Globe Office 
at once, 

Szconp Crowp. They've telegraphed to Colonel Henderson's 
country seat to ask if a policeman may be sent from the head office to 
interfere. 

Fixst Crown. 


He has 


Oh, he’s hitting his 


He has left the man without a rag on his back and 


half dead. How amusing! 

Srconp Crowp. Ah, by accident a policeman comes this way. 
Please run away, a policeman is coming. Let the man go! (Thief 
escapes.) 


Ponriceman. Halloa, what's this, man on the ground, drunk, no 
clothes on ? 
Crowp. Yes,runhimin. It’s a disgrace to the neighbourhood. 
PoLiceman /tukes man by the legs and drags him to tre Station). 


Come on, no resistance or | shall knock your ‘ed orf. 


Crown. Come on, there’s lots of murders and burglaries and 
assaults going on round the corner. Let's make haste and get a front 
place. 


The Nimble Ninepence. 


An American firm imported twenty-seven thousand Japanese tea 
trees to California, and made an immense fortune by the transaction. 
An adventurous New Yorker, fired with emulation and thinking one 
plant as good as another, immediately went “ across” with a cargo of 
boot-trees. He didnt do much of a stroke, as he found the 
people out in ‘Frisco capable of growing their own corns without 
artificial assistance. His expedition, though the trees have not taken 
root, has, he says, not been quite a fruitless one, as he has at all 
events gained a loss, which toa business man is at any time better than 
standing idle. 


A Dangerous Journey. 


A oentTLEMAN of Cumberiand, while going to a friend's marriage, 
got into a quick-sand at Kirby, and narrowly escaped with his life. 
As it was, he lost the whole of his baggage This is typical of the 
errand he was on, except that the journey is hardly, as a rule, so risky 
to those whose mission is that of mere spectators. 


A Costly Change. 


Tue railway passengers duty last year was £728,728 16s. 10d. 
Hitherto, travellers have been described as a selfish and obstinate lot; 
who now will say they are not to their country extremely dutiful? 


Tus Lasr Acr or Paxtiament.— Taking holiday. 





A USELESS NUISANCE. | 


ee 





Faruer THAmes is discovered lamenting the impurity of his waters and 
the ill-fate of those who have to drink of them. To him comes a 
Promoter or Water Companies. 


Promoter (magnanimous/y). 

Good Father Thames, I've heard your unavailing 
Appeals to Fate 

While strolling by ; and felt for you, bewailing 
Your dirty state ; 

So, harrowed by the state of lamentation 
In which you sat, 

I came to you (in sheer commiseration) 
To have a chat. 

What should you say were | the good physician 
Who could redress 

Your desperate and dangerous condition 
Of filthiness ? 

What should you say could I (not feebly winking 
At what's amiss 

Give to your sons pure crystal for their drinking 
Instead of this? (Indicating stream.) 


a - - 


FatuHer THames (with tearful enthusiasm), 
Oh, I should say, * How great and good an action!” 
Oh, I should say 
‘** No blessings such an act of benefaction 
Could e’er repay!”’ 
So be it then ; I wait for your permission 
And nothing more 
To place my ‘‘ works’’ upon some good position 
Along your shore. 


PROMOTER. 


Farner THames (hesitating/y). 
Nay, but my shore is fair, and your construction 
Might mar its grace ; 
Promoter (insinuatingly). Believe me, sir, the daintiest production 
(hat art can place 
Upon the spot, you ll quickly see enhances 
Its grace instead ! 


Father THames (reassured). 
Well, under these unlikely circumstances, 
Why, go ahead ! 


(With many expressions of benevolence, the PRoMoTER retires ; and, while 
FatHeR THAmMEs cogttates with deight uzon the notion of his children 
enjoying pure water and health, a chorus of Directors or THE WATER 
Company, unheard hy him, is sung without.) 
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Cxoxus or Directors (chuckling). 
Foolish old gentleman! Where are his senses? 
This is a paying game, 
Our speculatioa, 
Backed by a hollow name— 
That of * Filtration” ! 
People the water-rent 
First-must deliver 
Ere their supplies be sent 
(Drawn from the river) ; 
Filth from it not a whit 
Try we to sever. 
No! We'll distribute it 
Filthy as ever. 
Who shall say ‘* Robbery ” ?—who “ False pretences ”’ ? 


(Then the Water Company's workmen enter, fix upon the loveliest parts of 
the river banks, iay them waste for miles, turn them into repellent lines 
of stone and conerete, and erect upon them dead wails and other buildings 
as unnecessartiy and sickeningly hideous as wanton mischief can suggest. 
Then enter FarHer THames, conducting-a Honmmayemaker and an 
ARTIST.) 

FarHer THames (with something of pride. 

I pray you seek my silent stream 
Who have an hour to wile away, 
And love to rove alone and dream ; 
It’s banks are fair, [ think you'll say, 
I think youll say—(suddenly catching sight of the 
repulsive buildings on the banks)— Why, what is this ?— 
For this I surely never bid! 
Methinks my friend behaved amiss 
To promise Jeauty as he did! 


Tue ARTIST AND THE HoLIDAY-MAkER (tIth contempt and jeeringly). 
Why, Father Thames, is this the stream 
Of which you make so gréat a fuss ? 
Egad! It certainly would seem 
You’re fond of making fun of us! 

(They go away jeering to seek beauty elsewhere, while Farurr THAMES 
buries his face in his hands and sobs. Then he looks up as if a little 
comforted.) 

Fatuer THAMES. 





But there, no matter! T'o be sure, 
Though artists at my banks may scoff, 
My water will be bright and pure 
For those who wish to drink thereof ! 


Cxorvs or Drrecrors (unheard by Farner THAmes). 
Deluded old boy! 
He truly would shiver 
And shudder to think 
What filth we deliver 
For people to drink ! 
‘* Small cause for his joy!” 
We chuckle, and wink. 
Deluded old boy! 





(Then Farner THames, wandering amid the houses on his banks in order 
to see hew his people enjoy their pure water, comes upon one who is 
ore some dense, dirty-coloured fluid from a table-bottle into the 
river. 

Faturn Tames (indignantly). Hi, you sir, my tide is flowing 

Brownly, thickly, foully, rankly ; 
This, I, sorrowfully knowing, 
Cannot help admitting frankly ; 
But you'll find that I’m a growler 
If the fact you go ignoring 
That you're not to make it fouler 
With the beastly stuff you're pouring. 


FUN. 























Why that liquid thick and stinky 

Makes my very nostrils quiver ; 
See, it leaves a track as inky 
As your hat along the river! 

Why this anger? Yeu surprise me! 
Why this scow!, suggesting slaughter f 
Sir, the Company supplies me 

With this finely filtered water! 

Sir, this water costs me dearly 

Which you stigmatise as stinking— 
They collect the rent half-yearly ; 

And the water's meant for drinking. 


(FatTuer Tames sinks down in Ais own mud, heartbroken, as the Chorus 
of Draxcrons bursts forth anew.) 


Ononvs or Dinecrons (tn loud derision). 
This ts a merry game, 
Our speculation, 
Backed by a hollow name— 
That of “ Filtration; ”’ 
Long may the “ people” be 
Far from awaking! 

Long from inspection free 
Our undertaking ! 

(This were a dreadful pest ; 
Sadly impairing !) 

Long may the * people”’ rest 
Gulled and forbearing ! 


(Grand final chuckle of Water Companies and jingling of ill-gotten money.) 


Tus Denwmquent. 


A Politico-Economical Novelty. 


ARCHDEACON Denison, at his recent Harvest Home, advised his 
tenants and other hearers to drink a liquid which he said, exhibiting a 
bottle, ‘‘ was a triumph over beer and cider. It did not look very 
nice, but it was not all things that looked or smelt nice that were the 
best to drink.’” This highly recommended decoction consisted of oat- 
meal and water, flavoured with acid, and, while it did not intoxicate, 
‘he was told it strengthened the system and made peoples bones 
three times the size they were before taking it.” We expect this will 
in time become a most popular beverage, as English agricultural 
labourers seem from time immemorial to have been favourable to the 
development of bone. And three times the present amount of bone, to 
the already too’scant allowance of flesh, may be censiderrd by philo- 
sophers avd philanthropists yet other than Archdeacon Denison, just 
about the proper amount for the agricultural labourer, ‘‘ when he finds 
his fit place in « nation’s economy.’ After this Mr. Denison will be 
conéidered more than ever an arch deacon. 


Posting the Coin, 

Some benevolent enthusiast proposes that people who desire to con- 
tribute to the Indian Famine Fund should be allowed to drop coppers 
into the Post-oflice pillar and letter boxes. But why should the good 
work stop there’ Why should the benevolent not drop their coppers 
into coal cellars, down the sewer traps, up the chimney, on to the woolsack, 
or even into the editor s box of this journal? ‘The answer is too sublime 
for print, but if the pillar boxes are to be made receptacles for coppers, 
perhaps the enthusiast lunatic will put us a basket or two about for 
our letters. 


Lusus Nature. 

Tue report ina sporting paper of the Bicester amateur atlethic 
sports concluded with the information that ‘the Lowager Drake of 
Bignell House presented the prizes.’’ This must have been a sight 
superior to any produced by the ordinary programme. We have often 
heard a dowager described as a “dear old duck,’ but never heard of 
one that was at the same time a Drake before. 


Dissenttion. 

Tux Bishop of Lincoln has administered a mild reproof, which 
amounts monly to divapproval of the course pursued, ‘‘ to a clergyman 
in his diocese who refused to church a woman because she was 4 
Dissenter.” Perhaps the bishop was afraid of being considered one 
too, if he dissented too strongly from such truly Ohristian}procedare. 


Yachting Tip. 


A CORRESPONDENT Writing to a yachting newspaper asks what is the 
best thing to do when a yacht is becalmed. We thould say, tell a 
profound secret to your friends on board ; it is sure to get wind. 


Not the Ticket. 
A cLeRGyMAN has been charged with stealing a railway ticket. 
couldn't have been properly trained for his profession, evidently. 


He 
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THE MISINTERPRETED MUMMY. 















m Egyptian stocks ; He ‘acu t, and ai’ em up with paint (The mighty Isis’ self forbid !)— 
And he conceived a sudden fad His little ade were most absurd— Or any such historic things 
To paint bis pet tobacco box The whole effect was very quaint! Than Bob (the Sacred Beetle) did. 





It was an Ancient; one who had A cat, an eye, a pig, 4 bird, He knew no more of lines of kings— 
Descended fro | 
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: The gods forbid it, seeing to He maeely went and chiselled at, And when he viewed his work with pride 
The priesthood he did not belong ; And coloured in, each queer device, And found it suited to hie ends, 

And any oeey layman who Because he had a notion that He curled him neatly = and died, 

Koew any bles:¢d thing did wrong. T he thing would look extremely nice. And then was pickled by his friends. 
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HISTORY. 
TRAws LATE 





In modern ages, in that land 
There came a-wandering about 
A scientific person, and 
He found the box and dug it out. 


A very keen and subtle wit; And thought that “ chaff’ might be designed, 
And very soon he d made a most But as they made him out a king 
Important story out of it! He grew contented 1n his mind. 









He was a party who could boast | At first the Ancient felt a sting 
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HEALTH RESORTS AND HEALTH RESORTERS, 


By Our Srarr Puysicran. 


Sy ILE Editor of this periodical 

- having requested me, I 

ri, + give @ few extraordinary 
A — 


cases of restoration to 


S 


' , health from my note-book, 

/j® ' 8 the method of cure is 
; not only original but 
easily of practice. 

No. 1.— Augustus Fitz- 
herbert. Employed from 
10 to 4 in a Government 
office. Was fagued and 
jaded, and wanted his 
holidays. Went te Paris 
for a fortnight. Treat- 
ment: Rise about 9.30, 
coffee and roll. Hot 
asphalte walk, 10 to 12. 
Pieture gallery, museum, 
and exhibition. Break- 
fast: six courses, plenty 
of grease, hot asphalte 
walk, sweet syrups. Din- 
ner: eight courses, plenty 
of grease, black coffee. 
Four hours hot theatre, 
2 , = One hour cold garden en- 

" : | -— tertainment Two brandy 
and soda’s. Cigara, Bed. Returned quite cured im fourteen days. 

No. 2.—John Jones, clerk in a warehouse. Has nasty headaches, 
liver out of order, wants rest and quiets and bracing atmosphere. 
Sent to Margate for a week. Treatment: Rise 9 30 (bed-room 6 ft. 
by 4), out fora rum and milk. Breakfast: sausages, tea, and a nip of 
brandy, shrimps, and new bread. Out on jetty. Strong clay pipe. 
Two hours billiards. Twocigars. Two pints bitter. Dinner; veal 
and ham pie, cucumber, jam puffs, pint bitter. Cigars on jetty. Two 
hours billiards. Strong clay pipe. Doze in billiard-room. Tea and 
shrimps. Four hours hot music-hall. Brandy cold. Four stron 
pipes. Tossfor liquors. Spree. Home. Bed, 1.30 a.m. Retur 
quite cured in seven days. 

No. 3—Mrs. Meagrums. Nerves and melancholia. Change of 
scene and cheerful society ordered. Wentto Harrogate. Treatment: 
Rise 11. Read Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, and tracts. Dine early alone 
in sitting-room, sole and custard pudding. Afternoon: visiting cases 
of distress in the lower streets and discourse with dying old ladies, 
Tea weak and a sponge cake. Evening: two hours Ebenezer Chapel 
and home, Read Burial Service. Add fresh directions to will and sit 
without light till 11, then bed. Returned in one month quite lively 
again. 
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Princess’ Mixture. 


Tue new play at the Princess’s is not a success, It is, the 
critics ray, most mellow among mellow dramas; so much so as to render 
the word flabby for once complimentary. Even the pleasure of being 
allowed to wear bonnets in the dress circle will not compensate for 
the dreariness of the comicality and the irresistible absurdity of the 
serious situations. Neither the manager nor his stage representative 
seemed happy on the opening night. The latter was repeatedly 
requested to explain how he was off for soap, and the former was more 
than once confidently assured that it was the traditional long odds, a 
ry to a Gooe’, against the play having money inany part of it but 
i e, 


‘* Delanes are Dangerous.” 


Mr. Deans is for the thousandth time, according to the eaves- 
hangers and scribes of the scullery, to resign the editorship of the 
Times. Surely there never was a man, not a prince of the blood, about 
whose doings there is so much whispering and spywork. The next 
thing will be that the chief of Printing-house-square is to be raised to 
the upper House as Mouaselin Delane. As it is the latest invention is 
that Mr. Calcraft is to be his successor. Next week Mr. Marwood 
may in due course receive the reversionary honours. 


In the Fature. 


Wr are to have men of classical education and high social position 
for detectives some day; men who, when they make a mysterious 
appointment, will write, ‘‘ Meet me at Vox et preeterea nihil,’’ and, of 


course, the talented and educated colleague will understand that to 
mean *f Vox all.” 


FUN. 


LITTLE STRANGERS! 


I wisn you to observe my dress, 

[ fancy you will think it seedy ; 
Though not in absolute distrose, 

I blush to say I'm very needy. 
They tell me it is Fortune's way 

To be a “ chopper” and a “ changer "— 
At allevents I'm bound to say 

That Fortune is alittle stranger. 


I've lately roamed about the street 

To try and find a friend to aid me, 
Bat all acquaintances | meet 

Fall often snub me or upbraid me. 
They're like the dog of which we read, 

The dog who occupied the manger — 
They never even stand a “‘ feed” ; 

Bah! kindness is a little stranger ! 


Now, friends, let me appeal to you — 
They tell me you're all tender-hearted, 
Pray, lend your bard a “ bob”’ or two— 
‘Tis long since anybody “ parted.” 
Day after day through London's town 
I've been a sad, desgairing ranger, 
Come, if you'd lend me half-a-crown 
I'd hail it as a little stranger ! 


Your kindness | would ne'er forget, 
'T would in my memory e’er linger, 

Behold me deeply plunged in debt 
And pointed at by Fashion's finger. 

* * * . . 
What's that you say ? My wife A ROY 
Both doing well? no fear of danger ? 

Perhaps | oughe to dance with joy ; 
Ah me! another little stranger ! 
Poor Guardianship. 

Two items presented to the auditors of the parish of !'alham tho 
other day are worthy of attention. The one was an account of 
£14 7s. 6d. from the King’s Head Hotel, Richmond, for a dinner of 
seven ns—a churchwarden, a vestryman, two rate collectors, the 
vestry clerk, the landlord, and a guest. The other was £1 8s. for 
levying a distress on goods which, when sold, only realised 7s. 6d. 
To attempt a joke about so serious a combination of events would be 
as mean as cruel; we will merely call attention to the fact that both 
these items come under the head of (iuardianship of the Poor. These 
four words form a jest at which the devil and all his imps must laugh 
till they almost forget their own smal) troubles. 














A National Disgrace. 

Art a time when hundreds of thousands of pounds are flowing out of 
this country for aliens, it is interesting to learn that the metropolitan 
poor boxesare empty. To avoid the national disgrace of our own poor 

rishing neglected this winter, let us start an English Compassionate 
Fund at once. It may not be the swell thing to prefer a Briton to a 
Turk, but the practice would have the advantage of being honest and 
patriotic. These virtues are not fashionable enough to be “ swell.” 


Moons and Stars and Stripes, 

American astronomers have just discovered that Mars has two 
moons, and two correspondents of the 7s have just discovered that 
both Swift and Voltaire jocosely anticipate the discovery in their 
works. We rather incline to the belief that this is only another 
specimen of American humour, and that the moons put forward as 
original contributions by the Yankees were discovered by them, not 
in Mars, but in pars—from Swift and Voltaire. 

A Suggestion. 

Tue Danube isn’t such a long way off. Why don’t these warlike 
comic singers and bellicose music-hall audiences run over one evening 
straight away and have asmack at the Russians? It’s true they 
might never come back, but that would be all the better — for 
England. 

Moral Aphorisms. 

TuERx is a good time coming, boys, but it is a good time coming, 

boys. Honesty, to be honesty, should not be a “ best” polioy. 


Rubrick Riddle. 
May an arch-bishop be considered one of the keystones of the 


Church ? 


essence a ee a= 
_ - ee ee 




















































ssSipi 


tr). eee 
paper Bes 


~ = 
ee 


Pere bu) a) 
tr Tt) 


“1 nt ek weal 
Da thh libby tome No 
1 


4 


Nes) teeter 


ahs 
Srykties) | 
Ti a 


SN alin 

Sl its ae 
A Tee ae 
wre ran | 


Wer AN Rs (22 
i A i f f a | A 
Dis Ee 

" f ~ ; 


\ 


i 


IR h | 


Doe 
a et 


vy a) 


ii 


i 
i 


| 


ut. Tie 
Mase oS! 
Innes 
~ 
ps . 
"ns 
> a 
‘_ 








| 


| 


| 


+ iif 


** Labourer” :—** Swati I Go AND GET sOMB BEER, Marte ?”’ 


A SUPERIOR WORKMAN. 
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“ Tradesman” :—“* MATE! Wuo po rou catn MATE? War, I’m your MASTER; AND YOUR MASTBR'S MASTER FOR THE MATTER 


OF THAT.’’ 


‘A LESSON IN LIFE.” 


Biocorne’s Guipg To WorLtpLy WeLrars. 


I wzvazm could understand why it was Bloggins was so unpopular 
with the men among whom he mixed. I don’t exactly mean unpopular, 
nor do I think [ could tell you in a word what [do mean The man 
who, to save time and space and to give himself the appearance of 
being concise if not epigrammatic, uses one word where it is abso- 
lutely necessary to use a dozen, is by no means as clever as he thinks 
himeelf, and not unfrequently robs his subject to glorify himself. 

What I mean about Bloggins is, that without being exactly un- 

ular, men were somewhat ~ of him. He was considered by many 
to be a good fellow, but ——. He was known to be full of generosity, 
but ——. He had, it was known, sacrificed himself repeatedly to 
give chances to poorer friends and relations who had in nine cases out 
of ten rewarded him with the usual acknowledgment of ingratitude 
and abuse, but ——-. He wasclever and bright, that was admitted on 
all sides, and his conversation was one of the features of the club, but 
——. He was extremely unostentatious, and though he was known 
to give away large sums of money to the poor, his name was never 
flaunted in a staring advertisement or paraded as a patron of any such 
thing as Organization, but. When it came out that it was he 
who jumped off the Embankment and saved four drowning people ; 
then hurried away without waiting to be thanked or even giving his 
name, fellows at the club and in the places where he was best known 
said, “ Ah, just like him; he’s a very good fellow, but What 
was this due which seemed to stick to him like a burr, and the best of 
good qualities seemed unable to remove ? I must admit that, though 
able to see as far through a stone wall or a skeleton closet as most 
people, I was utterly unable to understand this, and though it struck 
me as strange at first I soon got used to it, and no doubt used the 
but when Bloggins’s name was mentioned as briskly as anyone. It is 
singular how soon in this world we get accustomed to a thing, no 
matter how remarkable it may seem to us at first sight. 










hearing various eq upon Bloggins all winding up with this 
inevitable dut, which left the suggestion that the man was something 
worse than a murderer, I asked Noodleton if he could tell me anything 
about it. 

‘Don’t be so mysterious,” I said; ‘‘ but if there is anything really 
against Bloggins, tell me what it is.” 

Noodleton was nonplussed. Not that such a thing was at all peou- 
liar, but he was even more than usually so now. After considerable 
hesitation and beating about the bush, he replied — 

‘‘ Well really, dear boy, I don’t know anything against him, but 
——. There, well now, there it is again! Well, you know he’s a 
little too loud in his tone, and insists a good deal toc much on his own 
opinions; he says very rude things at times, and appears to consider 
it his duty. In fact, as Caddiboy very justly observed of Bloggins the 
other day, he’s rowdy.” 

Rowdy ! that was it, was it? I feel rather like a sneak now as I 
own it, but when I heard this heinous charge brought against Bloggins 
—(and by two of the greatest duffers this earth ever held)—I felt that 
the world was quite right in keeping him in his proper place, his other 
good qualities notwithstanding. 

Time passed, as time will pass even to those who are compelled to 
concoct comic stories, the morals of which are of a most serious sort, 
and I lost sight of Bloggins altogether. But I often thought of him, and 
held him as a sort of lesson to me in life. ‘ Let me,’ [ thought, “ be 
anything that fate may will on this our shifty and ever-changing way ; 
but oh, kind Providence, prevent my ever being rowdy!” And, keep- 
ing this invocation constantly in mind, I went my way, and gradually 
acquired a reputation for genteelness which more than made up for 
many mental and physical shortcomings. 

Someone has said that ‘‘the world is so small!” In due course [ 
ran against Bloggins again, and in far better society than that where 
I had at first encountered him. I had gone on progressing, and my 
politeness and prospects had increased extensively by the time I was, 
as [ may say, pulled up by finding Bloggins an honoured guest in a 


But once, while the subject was running in my head, and after | circle 1 then entered for the first time, but into which I had been long 
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striving to get. I soon made myself known to him, intending to 
patronise him as of yore, and wondering how soon the old familiar du 
would break on my ear with reference to Bloggins. 

I was astonished, however, at the difference in his demeanour. No 
longer the same frank, hearty, outspokenness I so well remembered ; 
no more the cheery voice and warm clasp of the hand. Except that 
the face and form and name were the same, and that he said he 
remembered me, he might have been the veriest stranger. Bloggins 
was as ice itself. 

Yet, strange to say, no one had his praises more persistently sung 
that day and wherever and whenever I met him afterwards, than 
Bloggine. He seemed to grow more icy and more reserved on every 
occasion, and as if to make the mockery more complete, people never 
reemed tired of singing his pwans. Therein goodness, cleverness, 
kindness, and, above all, gentlemanliness the most refined, were chief. 
But no one ever spoke of his doing any particularly kind action at any 
specified time, and as to his cleverness, except for what I remembered 
of him a dozen years before, he might have been a born booby. 

The affair bothered me completely, but as I was as polite as 
Bloggins himself, I might have remained ignorant of how all this 
change was till now had not accident helped me. One night, com- 
ing away together from a well-known house, I couldn’t find my cab, 
and Bloggins offered me a lift in his brougham. (n the way we said 
nothing, but reaching his chambers heasked metostep in. In I went, 
and the door was hardly shut when he remarked with a bitter abrupt- 
ness I shall never forget,— 

“You see a great change in me, eh? Iamno longer the dashing, 
clever, devil-me-care, enthusiastic young rowdy of a dozen years ago, 
about whom everybody had asneer. Would you like to know why I 
am so well received now? ”’ 

I murmured assent, and he went on,— 

** When you knew me a dozan years back I had no thought but for 
those whom I called my friends. I never allowed a man to be 
maligned. I considered it ever my duty to defend the absent at any 
cost. I spent half my income for ten years assisting those whom [ 
knew to be in need. I did many, many other things of the kindI will 
not mention now. The result was, that because I was outspoken, and 
honest, and generous. and just—the result was, as you must well 
remember: I was considered coarse and rowdy. 

‘“* And now ”—the sneer on his face was something to see and remem- 
ber—‘“‘ and now you behold me. For twelve years I have never been 
any good to anybody but self. I have sworn to be deaf to any 
call but that of self. I have lived for self alone. I have stood by and 
never interfered to prevent the breath of slander tainting fair fame. 
[ have never contributed to any but the best advertised charity lists. 
In fact, I have done nothing that is generous and many things that 
are mean. 

‘“ And if people want to get on in the world they must follow this 
last example.”’ 


‘¢Put Yourself in His Place.”’ 


ConsERVATIVE papers seem for once unanimous in the remark, 
‘‘ What a good thing it would have been for Mr. Gladstone if he had 
neither written nor spoken for the past twelve months.” It is curious 
that the most Conservative human nature should be very like other 
human nature, but it is still more curious to find how very intimately 
Conservative journalists can associate themselves with Mr. Gladstone 
over matters of private and personal interest. If it would have been 
good for him, how much better would it have been for them ? 


Four Halves to a Whole. 


In the quarries of lithographic stone at Pappenheim near Solen- 
hofen a fossil specimen of the Archaeopteryx Lithographica has been 
discovered. It is of prediluvial period, and is half reptile, half bird 
It 18 curious such a thing should be found in’ a place so intimately 
associated with lithographic art. Some of the sceptical will think 
this curious fossil is drawn half on stone and half on imagination. 





Hunt-timely Remark, 


' JONES, the poor man's family draper, made a fortune and went out 
oe He considers it ve ry mean. ‘The moment he appeared on 
the field somebody called out, “Tally owe!” They might have let 
bygones be. 





An Atrocity. 


1p aemeros of Turkish fugitives, the Standard says, the majority of 
1 ‘em are women and children whose husbands have been slaughtered.”’ 
18 18 another Shoe-lane j ke of the best obtainable standard. 


At a Restaurant. 


Warren. Anything to follow, tir, entree ? 
“danP Customer. If I do have anything, it must be on @ plate, 


FUN 
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‘"A RUM SHAVER.’ 


TELEGRAMETTES. 

Arrer the recent manifesto issued by Lord John Manners, of the 
General Post Office, advising senders of telegrams to be as brief as 
possible, we may expect to see something like the fellowing speci- 
mens :— 

Specimen I, 

From Brown to Jones. Come and have tea with me. 
Winkles. Cresses. Treacle. 6.30.! 

From Jones to Brown. Shan’t. Keep it. 

From B. to J. Don’t sing it! 

From J. to B. Shut up! 

From B. to J. You're another! 


Sprctmen IT, 


Shrimps. 


Got some of my own ! 


From Rorinson to Mre. Roxurnson. Shan't be hometodinner. Busi- 
ness in City. Don't sit up! 
From Mus. R to R. Won't I? Shall. See if I don't. Brute’ 
Wretch!! Viper!!! Ill go hometo mother. Yah! 
From R. to Mus. R. Do! 
Spzoimen LII. 
SprciaL fo Fieet-street Fizzer. ‘ Sumwareorutha.”” Turks and 


Russians. 2,000,001. Fill in. 
ConscrentTious Epiror ¢: Sprcran. 
Speciat to C. E. Which you like! 

Spzrcmen IV. 

éo Evrror or Drrro. 


Which side lost 2,090,001 F 


ConTrisuTor To Fun Look out for joke 


on road. Laugh! 


Ep. to Con. Bosh! 

Con. to Ep. What? 

Ep, to Con. Rubbish! 

Oon. toEp. Here! D+«hear? What about my screw ? 
Ep. to Con. Come and tevch it! Boots soled, nice and heavy. 
Con, to Ep. Bah! Not me, I withdraw my services. 

Srarr to Con. Hooray! 


A Change for the Worse. 

A GENTLEMAN who said “he came from another world and visited 
this occasionally to challenge interference,’ was sentenced to three 
months the other day by the Barnsley magistrates for attempted 
burglary. There was an additional item of two months for a murder. 
ous assault on a gamekeeper, and both terms were not only cumula- 
tive, but “‘ with hard.”” Our own gaol-bird says that, no matter where 
this new visitor may have come from, he'll be glad enough to get back 
after a five months sojourn in the prison which belongs to Barnsley, 
and is not likely to challenge interference again in a hurry, much as 
the imitators of Mr. Hamlet senior are always gasping for a change 
Overdoing It, 

A man was found dead in Edinburgh the other day ‘“‘ who had taken 
an overdose of prussic acid.” From this it would seem as if prussic 
acid were rather harmless in Scotland when taken only in ordinary 
doses. Tho obtuserees of the locality has, therefore, its benefits after 
all when prnesic acid is in demand, as here we always consider one 
dose ‘‘ more than svflicient.”” 
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Stranger :—“ Can you 
HEREABOUT ?”’ 


Native :—“ Kim-nvus-Lene ! Bir 


No; AH NBYBR HARD OT. 


WHAR IT I6.”’ 


A NOVELETTE. 


for the thousands to come rolling in. 

Next morning a lady drove up in her brougham, and handed him a 
ten-pound note. 
oe |, Smiling sweetly, “on something at long odds that is bound to 


e handed her the change and bowed her out. 

He went to the Bank to change his note again, and was given into 
custody, because it was a forgery. 

ame he had to confess he was starting a swindle, and lose five pounds 
as we 

And as that was all the capital he had, he has given up all ideas of 
“Archer and Oo.” and goes out window- cleaning and carpet-beating 
to earn an honest livelihood. 

Such is life! 


Appropriate. 


Debt and usury are © questions of Sillar—and pre ores. 





MO: oT DEL ICIOUS + BEVERAGES.” 





RA soe FRUIT. "RTA WBBKRY, 
Bi, ack ‘ ‘UkMANT. Le ON, | ORANUWE 
JARGO ae LE PEAR. GINGER LEVON, 
PiY® APVLFE. PEPPERMINT, &c., &c. 


Make ss de icious beverages by thesimpie addition of water. 
Pinte 1®, §- oints1/-; 1 doz. aseorte! Pints sent carrze. pd.for £1 
Sole Manafactuer, W. KECKETT, lieywood, Manchester. 
Bold by Chemiets, G heanen. ana Coniectioners in most towns. 
Can be obtained thruugh all Wholesale Houses. 
























TELL ME IF THERE'S A PLACE CALLED KIMBUSLENG 


susT "YONT THE KOAD A WEE; MAYBE SOMEBUDDY THERB "ULL BE ABLE TO TBLL YOU 


Hz put a five shilling advertisement in a sporting paper and waited 





“IT wish you to invest five pounds for me,’ ~ 





A GEenTLemanw named Sillar advertises a lecture on Debt and may 


eee Se | 


CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION.—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stares, 


Prim ei by JUDD & CO., Phoonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Dostore’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprieters) at 158, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, September 19, 1977. 
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IDLE TEARS. 


Hz. 


Whur so sad, oh lady fair, 
Why that look of wan despair? 
Eyes so bright as thine, my dear, 
Ne'er were made to shed a tear. 
Tell me, tell me, lady, pray, 
Why those features grief betray, 
Why those pouting lips ap»rt 
Tell a tale of aching heart ? 

Suz. 
Ask me not why signs of woe 
From my drooping eyelids flow, 
It is such a bitter grief 
That bedews my handkerchief. 
Something ‘twas at church to-day 
Made me in this dreadful way ; 
Ask no more for pity’s sake, 
Or my wounded heart wiil break. 


Hz. 


‘‘ Something in the church,” my love, 
Earthly griefs is this above. 

Have you been a naughty girl— 
Over gay in fashion’s whirl ? 

Have some words the preacher said 
Stirred a conscience that was dead ? 
Did this burst of grief begin, 
Darling, o’er some girlish sin ? 


Sus. 


Wicked man, to make a jest 
When you see me so distrest ! 

If the cause of all my woe 

You are anxious, sir, to know, 
Icarn it is with rage I cry, 

For at church this morning I 
Wore a bonnet, French and new, 
And Mrs. Smith had got one too! 


TEARS 


A Canard with One Quack. 


Tus gentleman who invented a patent peppermint 
double action drop—which was to cure all evils, but 
which eventually brought its proprietor to grief— 
always refers to his neglected panacea as ‘‘ my 
loss-enge.”’ 


KuMzZLAna’s 


A Slip of the Pen. 


Or late years there has not been much that is extraordinary about 
a wife advertising she will not be responsible for her husband's debts, 
but one Alice Twisell, who the other day published a manifesto in = 
Stroud Journal, managed to give some smail novelty to the eee 
She says of her worse half: “I have not had sixpence of him since er 
have been married to him; I have maintained him and paid his debts, 
and pawned his clothes to help to doit.” Mrs. Twisell seems to think 
eueing @ praiseworthy proceeding. Unfortunately, there are not a 
w wives who, on this priociple, fancy they maintain their husbands, 
and who certainly do keep them, poor and wretched. 


Pro Bono Publico. 

Somsz man with more money than common sense has sent a £100 
note to be placed to the credit of the public. There are a good many 
worthy young men of Mr. Fun’s acquaintance who would have been 

glad to relieve the Chancellor of the Exchequer of his trust. They 
= would have placed it to the credit of the public, or half a dozen 
publics for the matter of that. 


FaurLy J  Jans.—Those associate associated with ‘ bike ke A 


IRCULAR DENIC] PENS 





POINTED 


C. BRANDAUER & CO. S New registered “‘ 

series’’ of these Pens neither scratch nor eat ihe 
oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 

Sietleney for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 





select the pattern best suited to vour hand. 


Works, Brau noua. 
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THEATRICAL 
NOTES. 


On Tuesday even- 
ing in last week 
Messrs. Moore and 
Burgess commenced 
their thirteenth con- 
secutive year at St. 
James's Hall with- 
out the lapse of a 
single day, with the 
exception of those 
interdicted by the 
Middlesex ‘“ powers 
that be.”” If success 
be really the index 
of merit, what a 
inagnificent troop 
it must be that 
nightly convulses 
crowded houses with 
laughter, or affects 
them to tears when 
the plaintive tap is 
turned on! And as 
success is assumed to 
be always  meri- 
torious in other and 
similar matters, no 
one—even if he had 
not himself repeat- 
edly enjoyed Messrs. 
Meore and Burgess's 
programme — could 
cavil at the state- 
ment that it is at 
least as meritorious 
at the St. James's 
Hall as elsewhere. 
There doesn’t seem 
to be any secret, 
either, about the 
way in which this 
unique and enviable 
triumph has been 
attained. Constant 
change, endless 
variety, and the best 
procurable talent,— 
this is the recipe; 


and as, from the 
beginning to the end 
of the evening's 


entertainment, there 
ia never a word, & 
hint, or a suggestion 
likely to bring a 
blush on the cheek 
of innocence or raise 
& suspicion in the 
minds of those who 
suspect the presence 
of the serpent every- 
where, there is good 
reason for all lovers 
of honest, hearty 
enjoyment to be glad 
that this entertain- 
ment has succeeded 
to the extent it has. 
It has never had 
anything but its 
**modest merit” to 
recommend it; for 
once “modest 
merit” does not 
stand unheeded by. 
To us the best thing 
in connection with 
the Moore and Bur- 
gess Minstrels is the 
manner in which 


they break down the 
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MAKING SHORE OF IT. 


‘ 2? 7 
Jocose Tenant (to Landlord):—“ Quantar-pay weak, Mr. SuirH? WELL, YOULL FIND THE 
rent IN THE CORNER.” 


ENCORE! 

Tux Liverpool Evening Express has evidently joined the ranks of the “ comic” papers, and at 
an express rate too. In it has plunged, and—except that it is not quite easy to get at the initial 
joke’s intention—is likely to succeed at least as well on its new mission as it has on any which 
preceded it. Speaking of the death of M. Canaris, the Greek Prime Minister, our Liverpudlian 
friend says: “‘ The funeral was yesterday solemnized at three o'clock to-morrow with great pomp. 
It must be almost worth while dying to have a funeral conducted with such “ great pomp that it 
is necessary for it not only to take place yesterday, but to-morrow as well. Enough for the day 
is, for once—despite the proverb—not the evil thereof. 





According to Hoyle. 


Tue lighting of Barking by oil has proved, as everyone gassed it would, a great success. 
Other towns invited to imitate the use of oil replied, “* Hustle try it. 


blasé and  super- 
cilious, whc, com- 
mencing with sneers 
and yawns, have 
ultimately to be led 
out laughing mad. 
At the Folly 
Theatre the Crees 
threatens to become 
almost as great a 
success as even Folly 
oan produce in days 
devoted to an ex- 
cessive demand for 
the commodity. 
There are pretty 
faces and twinkling 
feet without end, 
and if there is not an 
excessive amount of 
ability about, 80 
much more credit to 
the worldly wisdom 
of the promoters; so 
much the better for 
theshow. The house 
has been entirely 
redecorated, and the 
discretion which has 
shown itself so able 
in the selection of 
pieces and players is 
manifestin the taste- 
fully - embellished 
walls. The Water 
Nymphs, which pre- 
cedes the chief at- 
traction, is cast in a 
kindred mould, and 
both possess the re- 
quisite material for 
tickling the palate 
without in any way 
o’ertaxing the brain. 
That the present bill 
should be a success, 
undenied and un- 
deniable, is therefore 
at once evident. 
The Princess's 
management seems 
determined to make 
the most of its ** Real 
Water,” which is 
starred like a giant 
comique, or @& suc- 
cessful tragedian in 
& country town. 
Under the circum- 
stances, objection- 
able people might 
say all this water 
was calculated to 
damp the courage of 
a never too enthu- 
siastic section of the 
playgoing public. 


Warsawf than 
Ever. 

Tue Jews of War- 
saw have been or- 
dered to close all 
their houses at eight 
for fear of a masea- 
cre. To stopa mas- 
sacre of many they 
go in for Matsa cur- 
few. Anyone objec- 
ting to this joke 
must apply to the 
revising bartisier 
within three clear 
years from date. 






—————— 
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BUN. 


TOPICAL TALKS. 


NON-POLIIICAL DINNER, 

Brown (Conservative MP). Nice quiet little friendly dinner that 
was at the Toriwigg (lub the cther evening, wasn’t it? Such arelief 
from the din of party! Not a single atom of the political element 
the whole evening, eh 7? 

Guern (Liberal M.?.). 
eh? 
they read of it! 
(Jnestion 

Brown. Can't say I entirely go with you there; I thought, 
candidly speaking, that it was about the weakest bit of talking I'd 
ever listened to; why, his notions on the Brska Pav question were 
absolute drivel. Now, if you take the few words Biggo Tidd said | 
about Gladstone's absurdities—there, I grant you, you havesome good, | 
sour d, reasonable ; 

Gnern. Bah! I positively couldn't listen tothe fellow! Why, | 
sir, that man's remarks about the so-called “* Bag and Baggage policy ’ 
were about #8 scurrilous as any 

B,owx. Oh, my dear tir, you're quite wrong—quite wrong. | 
arsure you. But putting that aside, I »lways think these homely little 
dinnere, from which all political feeling is so rigidly excluded, do so 
much to cultivate a friendly intercourse and regard between the mem- 


bera cf a club 


1,—A 


Not abit! Capital speech Biast made too, 


| fancy the Government must have felt their ears tingle when 
By Jove, sir, he gave it to them hot on the Eastern 


} 


| 


| 


| 
| 


| circulars ; 


Gaerw. Yes! Exactly! That's what I’ve alwayaraid. . . . 
I was glad to sce our friend Whuncydidd so neatly empty the decanter 
over that fellow who would net admit Dirrieli to be an idiot! 

Biows. Hm—well—I thought such a proceeding in questionable 
taste, I'm bound to say. ‘The fact is I cannot endure a man who must 
drag perty feeling into all his actions! 

Grhren, Quite my idea! 

Buown. | shall always remember with pleasure how I threw my 
tumbler at the hcad of that confounded dolt who spoke of Lowe with 
respect. 

Guern. Well, I don’t know about that, but I've regretted ever 
since thet I did et kick that baboon who questioned the imb cility of 
Lord Derby! Well, | hope we shall meet at our next pleasant un- 
politiowl ffuir. (dside.) An abandoned Bushi-Bazoukophile! 

Brown I heartily hope so too. (<Aside.) A unimpeachable 
Ottomanophobist! (They part.) 


—_— -—-_— 


I1.—THE GREAT POST.CARD MAZE. 

SimPLE-MINDBD CusTomBER ( possersed of a f olish notion that any idiot 
ein buy a post-card). If you please, I want a hulfpenny post-card. 

Tue Post-orrick Assistant. Yes, sir, certainly. (Brings out a large 
assortment of cards and disp ays them to view.) Here's an excellent 
halfpepny post-card. Three halfpence, please. 

S.M C. Oh, ah—but—can't I have areal halfpenny one—for a 
halfpenny, | mean? 

Assistant (having collected her ideas). No, but I can offer you a nice 
farthing post-card for twopence, or you can have two halfpenny ones 
for seven-and-a-half farthings, or three halfpenny ones for nine 
farthings and three-quarters, or four halfpenny ones for eleven 
farthings and seventeen-sixteenths, or five halftpenny ones for —. 

S. M. C. (getting a little foggy). Ob, would you mind just repeating 
—ah—a)l that? 

Assistant (now properly wound up). Well, you see, I've forgotten 
all I’ve just said, but you could have a superior penny post-card a little 
thicker for five farthingr, or two superior penny post-cards a little 
thicker for eight farthings and teventeen-twenty-ninths, or three 
superior penny post-cards a liitie thicker for ° 
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S. M. C. (beginning to feel sick). Ob-—-stop—would you just say all 
at e 

Assistant (now wunodle to stop). Well, then, you can have five 
three-farthing rather-thinner-but-more-ornamental post-cards for 
seventy-two farthings and eighty-tive twenty-sevenths, or ei. hteen 
sligh']s -lese-ornemental-but-more-thoroughly-stamped-ones for two- 
and-eleven pence three-farthings, and ope hundred and thirty-four two 
hundred and fifty-sixths, or you could have a packet cf one dozen 
slightly-thicker-. but-not-so——. 

S M C. (beginnang to sink). Oh, please ! Why do 
you torture me so ? 

AvsistanT. Because the Post-otlice wanted to please Mr. Bones the 
butcher and Mr. Vats the vintser, who wished to send out 


Oh, goodness ! 


S.M C Well, but what am I1— what's the public to do? 
AesistantT Qh, anything you like, opiy the public must not get in 
the way of Mr. Vats and Mr. Bones, you know, 


III.—DILAPIDATED HOUSES. 

A ComPLainer (to the Auruonities). If you please, there's a house 
close by with no roof and no doors and uo foundations, and it’s not 
safe, and ought to be condemned. 

‘Tus AvupHonitigs. Ought to be condemned? Oh, pooh! What 
do foundations matter? Its safe enough yet awhile. 

C MPLAINER (comig agai). I say, the floors have fallen in now, 
You know that house can’¢ stand another day, and it will smash the 
neighbour bood! 

The AvurHoxities. Get out! What nonsense! Wait a bit longer. 

CompLainek. Well, but there’s a wall ninety feet high, and it's 
only supported by one lath! 

JHE AtTHORITIFs Oh, all right. 
support it. Wait a bit longer. 

ComPLaINBk (coming avai). I say, that house must be condemned ! 
she lath’s gone now, and there's no support for that ninety-feet 
wal 

Tue AvuTrHoRIiirs. 

CompLaingx. ‘Thers it goes, crash! 
bricks left standing. 

THe AvutHOR TiEs. 
consider abcut it. 


One lath’s more than enough to 


Oh, well, wait a———. 
Now there are only a dozen 


Well, wait till they’re gone, and then we'll 


At —— 
MAU! 1 |. 
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| THE MOONSTONE; 


OR, WHO STOLE THE DIAMOND? 





ACT I.—Kent. Interior of Grand Manstom, Priceless engravings as 
advertised at 2s. each, on wail. Valuable Séulpture, the Horse and 
Foal from the Veterinary Surgeon's Shop, and the Cow from the Milk- 
| 


man's. Valuable Table on three legs and.a-ha/f in Cerner. Oak 
Cabinet of Doubtful Antiquity, and Chaire of Various Dates. Mr. 


Hu discovered trying to forget that he hasa bad part, Enter Mu. 


NeviL_e wtth his hair cu: led as usual, 

Me. Nevitty. Hullo, Hill! I've come baek from abroad and 
brought the Moonstone with me for Miss Pateman. Her uncle has 
| lefcitto her. It's worth ten thousand. I will now put wet varnish 
on this cabinet, 

Mk. Hix Tmonly a butler, so I'll takea seat ani tell you to chuck 
the stone outof window. It'll bring mischief with it ! 

Enter Miss Berta Pateman and Mae, Srymovr. 

Miss Patsman. Oh, Mr. Neville, how nicely your c'othes fit. 

Mus. Szeyvmowr. I am going to be comic all through the piece. I 
am going to make jokes about tracts and trousers. 


Enter Mr. Harcourt. 


Me. Harcourt. I wear «a long light coat and trousers to match, 
and a clerical collar to show I am a humbug. 

Mr. Nevitis, Let us all sitdown to supper up in the corner and 
have real phiz. (They sit down ) 

Mrs. Seymovr. As I am now ina real lady’s mansion, at supper 
in the corner, I shall stand up and propose a toast, as is usual in 
aristocratic circles. ‘The Women’s Small Clothes Society and 


settee 


Trousers. Hooray.” 
Mn. Nevitte. I have brovght you the Moonstone from your 
uncle. 


Mi+s Pareman. Oh, let's all go into the other corner and say it’s 
beautifvl. (They ail go.) 

Mr. Nevitits. And now I will lock it upin the cabinet I varnished 
when I first camein. Ah, it does not lock ! 

Miss Pateman. No matter. I never lock up ten thousand pounds ; 
it would be so mean. All take your lighted candles off the centre 
table and go upstairs to bed. (They ali take candles and go to bed.) 


| ACT IL.—Same Room. 


Mr. Nevitts. I am walking downstairs in my sleep and taking the 
diamond without knowing 1t. 

Miss Pateman. I am too restless to sleep, but I am watching Mr. 
Neville take the diamond. He is a thief, yet I loved him once. How 
horrible! 

ACT IIl1.—Same Room. 

Mr. Hm. The diamond is stolen ; send for the police. 

Mr. Nxvate. The diamond is stolen. I will telegraph to Scot- 
land-yard for Meikle—— I mean Tom Swinbourne. 


Enter Tom SwinBouRne, 


I was once a tragedian, now I am a detective. 
I tell you what it 


Tom Swinsourns. 
I whistle the ‘‘ Last rose of summer’’ very often. 
is, because you might not recc gnise the tune. 
Mr. Haxcourt. You area detective; pray search my room. I am 
going out for two hours. [ Exit. 
Enter Miss PatemMan. 


Miss Pateman. Police here. I won't have them. 
the diamond Neville, you are a villain, a wretch ! 

Mr. Nevitts. Why ? 

Mies Pateman. Because youare. I have put on another new dress, 
and you have put on your Sanday clothes, but you are a villain. 
Begone! 

Tom Swrerovurws. Ah, here is Neville’s coat with varnish cn it, 
but he didn’t steal the diamond, 

Miss Pateman. Yes, he did. Oh, you thief, Neville. 

Mr. Nevitiz. Well, I'm blowed. (Faints dead away.) 


ACT IV.—Same Scene. 


Mr. Nevitiz. Oh, she called me athief. I will go away. 
Tom Swinsovugneg. Dont I know who stole it ? 


Enter Mra. Patreman. 


Mr. Pateman. Neville walked in his sleep last night; let’s give 
him sausages and cucumber, and perhaps he 1! walk in his sleep again. 
(They send him to bea and give him sausages and cucumber.) 

Miss Pareman. Turn the lights down and call the servants to 
stand in a row at the back. 


Enter Mr. Neviiux in his sleep. 

Mr. Nevitte. I go to the drawer where, Swinbourne having found 
the Moonstone, has put itagain. I take it out and give it to Har- 
court, and { say, “‘ Here, take this to your governor.” 

Mr. Harcovxr. Hang it all, why only hulf-an-hour agoI went and 


Neville took 


FUN. 


Porte by the Ottoman bank. ), th 
in which to make a nation an udvance when it is intended to 
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borrowed «a hundred pounds on it, knowing it was worth ten thousend, 
and that it would be identified in a moment. 
Tom Swinnovane Exactly; and so, of course, I found it all out. 
Miss Patremay. Neville is still asleep. Mr. Harcourt, leave the 






















house. I will kiss Neville as he sleeps. Wake, dear Mr. Neville, | 
am your wife. 
Mu. N+vitix. All right, only don't rongh my hair. It takes 


long (ime to arrange again. 
Cortarn, 

ATTENDANTS (in front). Now, ladies and gentleman, please wake 
up, it’s all over. 
Aupience (rubbing thir eyes). All over. Ah, yes. Dear me, 
weve been asleep. Exactly! But why didn't Neville—— ? that is, 
why didn t Miss Pateman see at once—— ? 
Ma. Witkin Coins. Don't be stapid.j|I had to make four aets 
of it somehow. (Go home, do! 


-— ———~ - 
—— 


POINT D’ARGENT. 
Rondel. 


Whuart good is a guinea to me! 
If changed it goes off like a rocket, 
It dies like a ‘‘ dip" ia its socket— 
It melts like the fvam of the sea. 


If kept it would valueless be, 
Excepting to wear as « locket. 
What good is a guinea to me! 
If changed it goes cif like a rocket ! 


ee eee 
a 


I live, like a bird, “ up a tree '’— 

No bills ‘ to be settled "’ I docket! 
And gold—if I'd any ! —would flee 

Through holes it would burn in my pocket. 
What good is a guinea to me! 

If chamged it yoes cff like a rocket! 


= 


Not in the Ascendant. 


A Bixmincuam woman has just been sent to the county gaol for six 
weeks, for pretending she could rule the planets. She must have 
‘ruled them out,” or they would never have allowed her to be subject 
tu such indignity. Maybe, though, they may wish for once to have an 
exception—and a holiday. 


Too Critical, 


An Irish paper says the Mitchelstown rents’ had recently ‘to be 
received at the pistol s point.” ‘l'utnis a criticof the special superfine sort 
objects, and ridiculing the metaphor, asks, ‘* How can a pistol have « 
pointt’’ Very easily, we should think, seeing that no one ever thinks 
of firing until he has * pointed his pistol.” 


Bondage, 


Two gentlemen, now under charge of stealing £70,000 worth of 
Peruvian bonds while in transit, were asked how they krew what was 
in the carriage. ‘I'neir reply wos that they never forgot the Peruvian 
bark, which led onecf them to bile at so splendid an opportunity with 
a view to him Peruvian the occasion, 


New Music. 

‘* FonTAINEBLEAU,” Soanso's new waltz, is performed nightly at the 
walk-round concerte. Weshould think people had enough of Fon- 
tainebleau over the Leger. He walized away with the coin of those 
who were foolish enough to back him. What a Fontaine blow ! 

Penny-tential! 

A Tramway conductor at Leeds has been sentenced to three months’ 
imprisonment tor embezzling one penny, the property of his employers. 
Embezzlement always Leeds to this, and now that man (who has 
penny-tration) is exceedingly penny-tent ! 





A Poll Deed. 


Tus Poles have written to Mr. Gladstone asking him to assist in 
altering their condition. They must wait till the next general elec- 
tion; the People’s William wiil alter the condition of the Polls then 
with a vengeance. 


An Ill Weed, 


An advance of “a million pounds (Turkish)’’ has been made to the 
Turkish is, of course, the proper form 


Wzart is “the capital” of England /— Why E, of couree, stupid! 
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AN IRREPARABLE MISFORTUNE. 
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**'Ere—Mister—sir—your little boy's bin an’ trod on my pipe and I've got a wife and family and I'm a ’ard workin’ man and I'mruined, Iam! That 
there pipe was worth more’n a’underd pound to me! 
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Scene next morning. Waiting for the pipe-smasher. 
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MICKLE-MESS GEESE. 


AND I THOUGHT THEY WERE SUCH CLEVER BII 


IM AFRAID TO THINK WHO THE NEXT’'LL BE!” 
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THE LATEST NEWS FROM FRANCF. 
By Spectra Wire. 7 


Marsuat MacMauown has ordered a thousand pounds worth of fire- 
works to be let cff in his honour at every place he visits, ‘I’ne cost to 
be defrayed by the inhabitants, and any Mayor disobeying the order 
to be tried with closed doors and guillotined behind a quiet gooseberry 
bush. 

M. Gambetta has been sentenced to have his ears out off. The 
Press has been forbidden to mention the subject on paimof prosecution 
and immediate execntion of the editor. 

An old man has been boiled alive in hot pitch for saying that the 
Marshal President's hair was getting thin at the top. 

‘The Marshal President has presented M. Veuillot with his portrait 
set in diamonds as a token of his esteem for the man who sallio Gelmne 
about the dead body of Thiers. 

France is reassurei by the determined action of the Marshal. All 
dangers of civil war will be avoided now half the people are imprisoned, 
and the other half going to be. 

“A Republican form of government is far superior to a monarchical 
one. The President of a Republic can kick a nation, where an Km- 
peror daren’t look cross at it.’’ This remark having been made by a 
contributor to Fun in Paris, he was tried with closed doors and 
ordered to have his eyes put out with hot irons. A large crowd of 
Cook's tourists assembled at La Roquette to witness the operation. 

M. Gambetta has been ordered to request the electors not to vote for 
him at the next election, as if he is returned he will be condemned to 
imprisonment for life. 

A woman has been torn asunder in Paris by wild horses for saying 
that the Marshal President was only a human being after all. 

The Conservative Party are enchanted with the success of the 
Marshal's schemes for governing France. 


——— ee ee ie 


THE TOURIST. 


A TrRaveu.rr’s Tarr. 
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HOUGH now the “ hang hty Sassenach ”’ is greeted 
with effusion, 
The Scot was once averse to his arrival and 
resented it— 
The Tourist hadn't clearly shown the worth of his intruston— 
[ almust think the first of them that tried it on repented it; 
The blindest of adherents would attempt with hesitation 
To palliate his failure with the adjective ‘‘ comparative” : 
In proof of which the writer begs to place before the nation 
The following sufficiently authenticated narrative. 


f 








This Tourist sought a station, whence, provided with a ticket, 
And revelling in luxury (the “ second”’ where they seated him), 
He blithely sought the Native in his undulating thicket— 
And this is how the Native inconsiderately treated him : 
He charged him for his lodgings to the point of destitution 
(Receiving a suggestion as to credit with hilarity), 
And treated him to specimens of Gaelic elocution— 
With which historic language he had xo familiarity. 


Their subsequent behaviour, though it tended to unnerve him, 
Assisted him in sneering at the Spartan boy conceitedly ; 
W nenever he went “ shopping,” not a soul would ever serve him 
Vatil he danced the “ Hoolachan’”’ and “Fling” for them 
repeatedly ; 
Whenever they considered the employment very risky 
They made him go “a-p:ating”’ where the footing was precarious, 
The only drink permitted him was undiluted whisky, 
And oats his only edible,— which wasn’t very various. 


E'UN. 





In forcing him to “ put the stone’ and “ fling” a lot of missiles 
Their rather ample leisure they delighted in employing it, 
Then costumed in a kilt, they made him stroll among th» thistles 
( Vhough he didn't make the feeblest pretension of enjoying it) ; 
And if he did occasionally seek in balmy slumber 
Relief which to his former happy state possessed affinity, 
The pipers would assemble in an over*helming number, 
And exercise their art in his immediate vicinity. 


Till, goaded into madness, he essayed conciliation, 

And rashly made a pun, produci: g universal tearfulness 
For fourteen days the village was a place of lament«tion, 

And nothing ever after could restore its wonted cheerfulness 
So, overcome with misery, while strolling to a thicket 

To meditate in silence at the miserable plight of him, 
He lost the second portion of his idiotic ti ket, 

And history with promptitude politely loses sight of him 





IN THE STREET. 
‘Ere y’are, sir, great vict'ry o° the Turks, eir 
Telegraph, sir ? 


Boy. Daily 
Gent. Hang the Turks! I wish it was a Russian victory 
Boy. All right. Here y’are, great vict’'ry o' the Rooshans, sam 
battle, sir. Daily Noose, sir ? 


New Type and New Types. 

Public Opinion (the well-known and ably-conducted paper) appear» 
just now in a brand new suit of clothes. Public Opinion (moc the 
we)l-known and ably etcetera) is so muh inthe habit of doing the sem 
thing, and is 60 eayer at the present moment to do it again, that ou: 
contemporary'’s efforts in a popular dir ction should meet with in- 
creased recognition Let's hope they will, for one paper that is in th 
present crisis really and truly neutral (as the vehicle for Publu 
Opinion is bound to be) is indeed a boon. 


Strange Fact. 

A woman named Boast has given information to the pobice about the 
Lowestoft murder, for which Mary Jane Brown, originally sentenced to 
death, is now serviog “ penal” for life. When asked why she did not 
divulge before, as her evidence would have materially affected the 
question of reprieve, the informant replied that she felt such horriblo 
matters were nothing to Boast about. 


The Profits of Prophecy. 


Buicuam Youne has cut up to the tune of two million dollars. As 
the plunder will be divided «equally between the 73 widows and 
chidren, some of the family are slso much cut up. It may be para. 
doxical, but it is not peculiar to polygamy that their sorrow should 
arise from being less dollarous than they expected. 


‘‘To Duty Wed.”’ 


Tus Croydon registrar of births, marriages, and deaths advertise: 
in a local paper that he attends his cflice ‘every Monday (excrp! 
Wednesday) from 9 to 11." We have heard of two Sundays in one 
week, but this ‘‘ bates Banagher.” On tbe first Monday that falls on 
a Wednesday we mean to be “ there,” and woe betide our friend then 
if we “ find him out.” 


A Traveller's Note. 
In Bale they call a ham young mutton, because it’s « bale-ham 
(Ba-lamb). 


Wuat rue Ozark sais apout Cuirka,—Pas encore. 
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Mr. Exquisite Brown (who dotes on birth and breeding) :—‘*‘ THUNDERING FINE FIGHTERS—BY JOVE!— THO&B TURKISH CAVALLY F&Llows! 


THRY MUST BE A WELL BKBD LOT, AFTER ALL.” 


That Brute Jones :—“ Weit BRBAD! I SHOULD THINK 80; SBEING JUST NOW THEY'RE LED BY A BaKER.” 


SPORT AND EARNEST: OR, ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


Beino an Exact Onservation or Soms Tuincs Goina on 
Axounp Us at THE Present Time, 


He was an English journalist who had seen good service. The 
palm branch which he held in hand showed he had trod the Holy 
Land. He had been from Dan to the other place, and knew the 
Seven Dials as well as though he had never travelled from his native 
slum, He had dined with kings and supped with kaisers, yet the 
fortune of war had compelled him at times to look upon tripe and 
trotters as luxuries unrivalled. He wasa noble youth to whom all print 
was open, who revelled in railway passes, and who was at any 
moment ready for Ratcliffe Highway or the ends of the earth if the 
journal he represented only required his presence there. 

Ah, it must be fine in the free and flowing freshness of life to know 
that all the world is before one, and that literary fame holds aloft no 


prize unattainable to the journalistic mind. 


' 


looked at the missive he had been expecting. ‘‘ Editor or proprietor 
evidently wants a little faster fighting, a few hundred more killed a- 
side, or a batch of women and children put to the sword, so as to make 
the second editions a bit more readable. And /’ve got to arrange it 
and do the descriptions.”” Cheerfully William went on with his break- 
fast while a special train for the Seat of War was being prepared for 
him; and within twenty-four hours of the time he had dallied with 
Bohemianism and beauty in London, he was revelling in Russian 


_ rapine on the banks of the Bosphorus. 


To William Smith, as he | 


reclined upon his divan in the smoking-room of a magnificent if but | 


seldom used town residence, it seemed that moment as though his 
lines were indeed cast in pleasant places. ‘‘ I am here to-day,” mur- 
mured he, “but I am gone again to-morrow. No prosy humdrum 
life for me; by next morning's eight o'clock delivery I shall know 


Standing on the battle-field with pencil in hand and cannon-balls 
whistling unheeded by, William Smith sacrificed everything to his 
sense of duty. Gallantly would he describe how onslaught after on- 
slaught was made, and how the brave defenders of the redoubts were 
sabred at their guns or bayoneted by the still more gallant attackers 
as they lay writhing and pierced with many musket balls. ‘ Ah, it is 
glorious, this war,’’ wrote William in one of his famous despatches ; 
“it is magnificent to see the relentless manner in which the slaughter 
is conducted on both sides. This is fighting indeed; everyone battles 


until he is dead and a trifle after, and the way in which the noble 


| Asiatics wander o’er the field in hope of finding some lingering 


whether I am required to explore Africa thoroughly, accept a friendly | 


invitation to take caviare and quass with the Czar of Russia in his 
tent, or to dine sumptuously with the Sultan of Turkey at Stamboul. 
It will possibly happen that I may merely be asked to see a few 
garrotters flogged or a murderer or two put to death; or, running 
across the Channel, I may gaze without anything approaching emotion 
on the citizen blood bound to be shed there shortly. I may, in fact, 
be called on to do anything that doth become a man and a journalist ; 
whatever it is, it matters not to Bill Smith, I can assure you,” 
And with a wild shriek of delight, he passed from the divan to make 
a night of it at his club, and to wait for the eight o'clock delivery in 


the morning. 
* - « * ” 


“Sealed Despatches for the Seat of War—eh?” said W. S., as he 


enemy who may be finished off at leisure, shows the greatness of the 
race to which they belong. I was intensely delighted to witness the 
other day the humour with which Murdher Pasha sacked a village and 


| put all the inhabitants to thesword. There is a grim comicality about 


the doings of this old soldier, which must make fire and sword pleasant 
even to the recipients of them. One incident pleased me greatly,” 
and then William went on to tell a story of war and blood and lust 
and demoniacal cruelty permissible only in the columns of a high and 
influential daily paper, which would in fact be considered all but 
sacrilege were it to appear in a jonrnal not given to the recapitulation 
of intelligence from the Seat of War cooked up to make the ghastliest 
horrors, the foulest wrongs, seem pleasant and palatable and in- 
creasing to the circulation. 

In the midst of these delights, and just at a time when he never felt 
able to sleep unless he had seen a battle, or, still better, what followed 
one, Smith was suddenly recalled to common-place life and common- 
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pl ce matters, This is what he thought, but that the work he was 
caied back on was not at all of a mild description we shall soon see. 
As chief reporter on the staff it was necessary for William Smith to 
properly “do' the new home attraction, and as the interest was 
cing somewhat in slaughtered men and—well, captive—women, a 


wi 
ner journalist was sent out to take charge of the story of the 


Cc. mb 

a 

i:ven among his dearest friends Mr. Smith made a profound mystery 

o his new task, but a couple of evenings after his return saw him 

bu taking notes in a hall where two men, common and English, 
were engaged in a brutal and disgusting prize-firht. What was it to 
anyone but themselves that they had thick, w:| ;adJed gloves on, 80 
as to prevent their hurting one another? W). ,:' ut as soon as they 
had struck at each other with these leathe: 7) | .s fora given time 
they were separated? What, that no bloody s drawn during the 
whole of the contest, and that the words used by spectators were @ 
good deal harder than the blows administered by the combatants 
throughout the evening? Perhaps that wasit. The affair was low, 
and for that reason deserved to be put down by the strong arm of 

| the law; and Smith accordingly called upon that same law to interfere 
and to save from a repetition of such vulgarian atrocities our unhappy 
country. 

Smith's indignation at ‘‘ the degrading and sickening sight” knew 
no bounds. To think that but for this he might have been revelling 
out among real carnage in the Kast was too much for him. So he 
gladly obeyed his proprietor’s orders, and dilated on the horrible 
cruelty ‘‘ which must ever accrue from two men standing opposite each 
other with the intention of committing assault and battery, and pre- 
tending that gloves would protect them, while a seething, howling 
mob stands by and urges each one on todo his utmost. Demoralised 
indeed, must be a State,’ he continued, “which permits of such 
exhibitions. We find that the Romans were at their lowest ebb asa 
nation at a time when they permitted similar degrading exhibitions, 
and it is to be hoped that before England falls too low she wiil assert 
her proud position of mistress of the sea by throwing off the yoke of 
this Old Man of the Ocean, this incubus which now sits upon the 
shoulders of her people, and by denouncing for ever the practice which 
is at once a horror and an abasement.”’ 

In this strain he went on for at least half a paper, and when he was 
done it was found absolutely necessary by the staff physician that he 
should ease his mind by writing the entire other half on the glorious 
habits of our Eastern allies, and the mistakes which arise from 
supposing that a nation should spare its opponents’ wounded. 

There was such a demand for this article that it was reprinted, and 
Smith made enough money by its sale to retire from all work but that 
which he finds congenial. He is now one of a corps of Bashi-Bazouks, 

' and sends to London magnificent descriptions of what sport there is on 
the field— after a battle; but he never ceases to declaim against the 
hard-heartedness of the proprietors who submitted his tender feelings 
to the horrid, harrowing spectacle of a common glove fight. 


Malt and Hops. 


_ Te hop season has commenced. Hop-scotch and hopera-boof are 
in great demind. It is to be hoped there will be no hopstacle to the 
usual hoperations. So far, proceedings have been conducted with 
every hopportunity for a thorough display of hop-poleliteness. Our 
own reporter sent down to do a detailed description, has only sent up 
the following hopservation made on the spot: ‘‘Isn’t it strange that 
the people who go hopping, and of course know most about hops, have 
no knowledge whatever of the doctrines of Malt-us ?”’ 


Par Nobile Fratrum, 

Accorpine to the Carlisle Journal, “the wife of an engine-driver 
at Crewe, having given birth to twins, has had them christened 
William Gladstone and Robert Lowe.’’ Of course, the sons of an 
engine-driver will be signai-ly clever and get on like steam in what- 
ever (ine they may be brought up; but it will be only fair to the 
honourable genil+men whose names they bear if the twins are given 
a Liberal education. It would be Crewe'l to do otherwise. 





Not to be Understanded, 

Tue latest outrage on humanity proved against Mr. Gladstone is 
that he is a Scotchman while daring to be born at Liverpool. So 
Says Our genial and truth-loving friend, the London Scottish Journal. 
Of course, we cannot doubt this evidence, and in our surprise and grief 
can only ask with the poet— not the one employed on the L. 8. /.— 
Stands Scotland (or Liverpool) where it did ? 


Consoling. 
on Trustees of the Tquique and La Noria, Pisagua and Sal de 
ee nod Junction Railways, Pera, announce the gross earnings of 
. — re\' ways for ‘he month of July thus :—Iquique section, 135,522 
soles; 1’. «gua sectisn, 60,223 soles. What fishy receipts! 
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THE _STEAM LAUNCHERS! 
A Vary Comic Sona. 
Ain: “ The Duet.” 


We are parties of position, 
‘* Big Pots,” as you can see. Pompety-pom ! 
“ey And we make an exhibition 
With our steam-launch, you'llagree. Pompety-pom' 
To drown folks is our mission, 
We consider it a spree 
To run ‘em down, 
To run ‘em down, 
For it causes us such glee! 


Chorus. To run ‘em down, 
To run ‘em down, 
For it causes us such glee! 


When We find intruders rowing 
On the Thames’s silvery tide. |’ompety-pom! 
‘Then we're pretty quickly showing 
That our game is to coliide, Pompety-pom! 
And we keep the engine going, | 
For it always is our pride 
‘To run ’em down, 
To ran ’em down, 
And their sutf rings to deride! 
Chorus. 


All fishing-folks we steer for, 
When they're seated in a punt. Pompety-pom ! 
And the law we have no fear for, 
We're well supplied with “ blunt.”” Pompety-pom | 
And we upset all their gear, for 
We delight to make them ‘‘ shunt.”’ 
We ran ‘em down, 
We ran ’em down, 
If they chance to be in front ! 
Chorus. 


And who shall dare gainsay us ? 
On the river we're supreme. Pompety-pom! 
No anglers shuil delay us, 
With their roach and dace and bream. Pompety. pon: 
There is nought on earth can stay us 
When we once get up our steam ; 
In running down, 
In running down, 
By jingo, we're the cream! 


Gensd irmes 


Oh, we love to see folks struggling 
When they find themselves upset. Pompety-pom ! 
And their agony and * guggling’ 
Never fills us with regret. Pompety-pom ! 
Oh, by our clever juggling 
We will slaughter more folks yet, 
We'll run ’em down, 
We'll run ’em down, 
Every chance that we can get! 
Chorus. 
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‘¢ Parturiunt Montes——.”’ 


I7 has been duly published that the two sons of Alderman Cotton, 
aged 19 and 16 respectively, have made the ascent of Mont Blanc 
Says the City Press :— Reaching the summit was mado known b, 
the waving of a white and red flag, distinctly seen through 4 powerfu! 
telescope, and by the discharge of twelve small cannons at Chamou 
nix.” There have been cits inane enough to ask why all this abou’ 
what so many others have done. Oh, foolish cits and lacklustr: 
envyists, remember it has never before been given to two lads to sca): 
that material mountain just after their worthy and respected progenitoy 
had succeeded in obtaining an exalted position on the summitury slope 
of Parnassus. Weare informed that the happy, if poetic, papa is 
busy preparing an ode on the subject. In his fights with the Muse, 
may Cotton never turn out worsted ! 


ee 


A Postal Note. 


Tus Vostmaster-General has appointed the daughter of a deoccasec 
official at Gibraltar to her father's position. It is expected tha’ 
several of the eubordinates — especially those who thought they had » 
chance of the vacancy—will “ Gib” very considerably at this innov. 
tion. One of them was heard to speak very irreverently of th 
honoured scion of a noble race, who was described as a Gibberaltorir » 


old noodle. Flat blasphemy, isn't it ? 
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THE CHARM OF THE PLACE. 


| I never saw a sweeter place, 
Though through the world I've wandered ; 
Iiere nature every rural grace 
With lavish hand has squandered. 
The hillocks raise their tiny heads 
Encrowned with nodding grasses, 
And every inch the traveller treads 
Some lovely “ bit’’ he passes. 


l‘or years it was a lonely spot 
In spite of all ite beauty, 

For pleasure-seskers sought it not, 
And no one came on duty. 

For woods and hills and pastures fair 
By sunlit river skirted 

No human being seemed to care; 
And so they stood deserted. 


But suddenly the scene was changed, 
For down the folk came flocking, 

And through the woods in thousands ranged, 
The lanes and pathways blocking. 

’T was not to view the stream and mead 
That here half England flitted, 

They came because a bloody deed 
Last week was here committed. 


Reformed ‘‘ Muzzle”? Men. 
For ages past the Turks have been in the habit of 


FC be : 4 <\ discharging innumerable fire-arms during an eclipse, 
Naser A 


believing that the shadow which veils the moon is a huge 
dragon trying to devour our satellite. On the occasion 
of the last eclipse, however, peremptory orders were 
issued, owing to the war, forbidding any gun to be fired, 
which really looks as if Turkey’s promised reformation 
is genuine, since she so positivély forbids her subjects 
to shoot the moon / 


s 


The Blue Pigeon. 
Sous thieves have stripped a church of its leaden 
covering. The inside of the church would have induced 
| them to be honest, the outside led them to steal. Our 


Conscientious Butterman:—‘‘Sam! HOW LONG HAVE THESE BOGS BEEN | military reporter adds, the thieves were bullets to 


new laid ?” 


bayonets then, if they were lead to steel. 


Sam :—‘' Since wast TusspaAy wsex, sin. ONE BUSTED THIS MORNING.” 


C. B.—“ Au, THEN JU8T PUT THIS TICKET ON THE French TO-MORROW.” 








“TOLL FOR THE BRAVE.”’ 


Ar atime when the country is being drained to find supplies for 
those foreign belligerents who have y 80 often battened on 
English blood and treasure, it is as well to notice what ha to our 
own dead on no foreign inhospitable shore, but in dear old England, 
so ready to give to all abroad who have the slightest claim, or no claim 
atall, upon her. Next to leaving the bodies of the unrecognised sailors 
of the Avalanche to rot on the beach at Weymouth, the local authorities, 

-who were doubtless full of compassion for the Turk at the time, could 
have done little less than they did for these poor relics of our common 
and English humanity. Among other neglected matters of a kind 
we cannot touch on here, we are told the bodies were put in the 
uper shells “ without a bit of lining, a shirt, or a sheet, to cover 
em ’’—they had already been stripped so their clothes might be 
“ identified ’’—*‘ and had it not been for the kind-heartedness of Mrs. 
Way of the Cove Inn, who provided shrouds, they would have been 
buried in that condition.” This is one of the mildest things calmly 
detailed in a yee which would “raise all England"’ were such an 
aan as this offered to any but our own countrymen, and which 
would obtain no end of subscriptions for suffering survivors were it 
not that they all happen to be ‘‘ white men” and Christians. Charity 


A Numsrovs Youne Famity.—Brigham’s. 


| wish to return to the right path, we will point out the kind hostess of 


the Cove Inn as affording them at once a fit example and a very 
proper Way. 


A Splendid Mouthful. 

Ir is said now that the £10,000 left to the Rev. A. Tooth was con- 
ditional on his at once resigning his living, no matter what the 
decision of the Court of Appeal may be. It is needless to say the 
Reverend Tooth at once bit at the offer. 


By Our Converted Tory. 


Mr. Layarp has received from the Sultan of Turkey a firman, 
authorising excavations in Nineveh. One good turn deserves another : 
doubtless his Imperial Highness thinks England has greatest claim on 
the title of Modern Ninnyveh. 


Tux Divine Figure of the North (and everywhere else).— No. 1. 


NOTICE! 
FUN is now issued to the Public at TWO o'clock on TUESDAY 


which used to begin at home seems all abroad now; but to those who | AFTERNOONS. 
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MY PEARL. 


We met! but where it was, or when, 
In town or country, doesn't matter, 
It might have been the first, but then 
It might as well have been the latter! 
Whiche’'er it was, I lost my heart— 
Loves torch continues still to burn it! 
For this is the provoking part, 
Tke girl who's got it won't return it! 


All who have suffered such a blow 
Will symphathise, as feeling what it 
Must be to me! although I know 
The captivating thief who's got it! 
‘*Q Margaret!’ (I heard her name | 
Used by—I hope it was her brother!) 
‘‘ Now don’t you think it was a shame | 
To take my heart, nor give another: 


But no! although my heart she's got 
She will not give hers for it! neither 
Will she return me mine! so what 
Ona earth can J do without either! 
Yet, as the meaning of her name 
Is Pearl, I think I have a notion 
That probably my “little game”’ 
Should be to seek her in the ocean ! 


There Pearls are found as cold as she— 
As fair—and just as heartless! (this is 
What she without my heart would be) 
Bat she the pleasanter to kiss is! 
And so I will not hide my grief 
In sackcloth hood and monkish cl isters, 
But seek my peace, and find relief 
Mental and physical in—oysters ! | 


Time! 


Dr. Parker, of the City Temple, has decided that with 
8,000 Russians dead on the field it is time for the war to 
cease. Perhapsif Dr. Parker, of the City Temple, were 
to give the Turks a testimonial as to their efficiency, and 
a few cases of the patent medicine he so publicly patronises, 
they might be satisfied and return home. It is well to 
kaow the point at which a Minister of the Gospel thinks 
a cruel slaughter is going just a trifle too far. It is 
indeed time now; but hasn’t it been pretty nearly so all 
along ? 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


Frrst Tory. Horrible piece of brutality that, Gladstone com- 
pelling a morning paper to acknowledge that they had worked upa 
foul slander against him without an atom of foundation ! 

Seconp Tory. Infamous! But do you know how Gladstone did it ? 
It was all true about him, only he went and robbed the Swiss mail and 
the Paris mail, sold those bonds to Baron Rothschild, and then went 
to all the advertisers and paid them to say they would withdraw their 
advertisements if the paper didn’t exonerate Gladstone. 

Turrp Tory. Law! Whatavile man heis. Did you hear that 
he suggested to the Stauntons that they should let Mrs. Harriet 
starve, and that he disguised himself as a cabman and helped to move 
her to Penge? 

First Tory. 
mysterious jewel robberies have been traced to him, and that the 
Treasury have decided not to prosecute until the (:ambetta incident is 
over, lest people should fancy it was a political move. 

Saconp Tory. I can’t make out how people can listen to his clap- 
trap. You know, he’s a perfect fool. 
W. Hunt and the music-hall people ought to know as much about 
history and politics as he does,—and they're quite opposed to him. 

Tutap Tory. Oh, quite. They call him poor old Gladdy. Sach 
fun. Come toa music-hall. It'll be 
his twaddle, to hear some sense. 

First Tory. I want to know why his friends don't lock him up? 
I read the paper every morning coming up in the train to the City, 
and I say that his 

Tarp Tory. 
Manning to get the Turks out of E urope, because they want to make 
the Pope Sultan of Turkey. 

Szconp ‘Tory. So I've heard, but come to the music-hall and 
hear the Great Gaff sing, ‘Oh, isn't old Gladstone an ass!” It's 
proper. Come on, or we shall be late. 


VOL. XXVI. 






No, I didn’t know that, but I have heard that these | 


refreshing, after talking about | 
thought it to himself, and took it for granted that he was everybody. 


view is that of an idiot—it's quite opposed to mine. | 
He’s a Papist, vou know, and he is working with | 





9 


HARD ON THE OLD MAN. 


Swell Son :—“ No, pon’? LIKE HBR AT ALL—HORKIBLY VULGAR WOMAN— 
CALLS HER MUSBAND ’Engry!”’ 

“\ Self-made”’ Father (vaguely) :—*' Au! (pause) WELL, BUT ain'é ‘Is NAME 
"Engry ?”’ 








BIRCH BROME NOBILITY. 

Tux advertised lists of births, deaths, and marriages in the leading 
journal are continually used as a medium for the ventilation of little 
additional pet and petty crazes and hobbies which otherwise can only 

| get exploited verbally. A gentleman named Frederick |'rancis seems 
pretty alive to the advantage which obtains from an adoption of the 
| new principle, as,in addition to the fact that he is married, he reminds 
| all whom it does not concern that he is ‘* son cf the late Captain J. F. 
Brome, direct descendunt from Geoffrey Viantagenet.’’ This person, 
though untitled, is by no means a commoner. Oh no, a most decided 
uncommoner. The misfortune of this sort of thing is, it is catching. 
| Soon we shall have all our street-orderlies, cros+ing-sweepers, and 
| others who ‘carry the broom,” claiming kindred with the great 
| Plantagenet. Anyhow the assertion in the advertisement is extremely 
sweeping. 


A Happy Thought, 
Tus Paris correspondent of the Zimes informs us that as M. 
| Gambetta left the Palais de Justice after his trial, ‘‘ everybody thought 


I suppose Macdermott and (G. | to himself Governments have no worse enemies than themselves, and 


those who commit suicide are more numerous than those who are 
' overthrown.” Now, as everybody thought this to himself, it was a 
wonderful piece of epigrammatic unanimity, and the only way we 
can account for it is by supposing that the Zimes’ correspondent 


A Tip for Teetotallers. 

A Hamoursmitu magistrate has evolved a new theory marked by the 
brilliant originality which characterises his most trivial utterances. 
On a woman being brought up, charged with the usual offence, 
Rhadamanthus pointed out that ‘‘the way to prevent drunken cess 
among the prisoner's class was for the women to abstain from drink. 
Ah, you persons “ of the prisoner's class,” it's no use trying—you 


can’t get over Hammeremith Bridge ! 


Packnrsnsseee 
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INDIGO-BLEW; 


On, Taexe Goss tHe Monzy. Aw AtHamuratc Mosaic. 





Scinm: The Alhambra, Leieester-square, interior. Usual first night 
audience, who seem to divide their attention between anticipations of the 
piece and wonders as to how such people (as one another) manage always 
to get in on first nights, Curtain rises and chorus begins. 


Finest Caitic (in stalls). I say, there's an Argument about this! 
Here it isin the book. I thought they were obliged to settle all these 
things beforehand ? 

Skoonp Caitic. That’s all right; they call it an Argument, you 
know, in poetry, because, because—— 

Porites Penson (behind). Because, if you please, it mustn’t be dis- 


cussed. 


Finest AND Seconp Critics (indignantly). 
Enter Two Cuanacrens in the Piece. 
Hullo, that’s old Music Hall; I remember him these 
twenty years. Hope hell give us a break-down. 
Seconp Critic. Don't know who the other is. 


blacked. Must be King Indigo. 
Po.ite Penson (behind). If you'll look at your programme——. 


First AND Sk#conp Oritics (indiynantly). Order, if yow please! 


Enter Cuanacter on donkey. Cuaracter lets off a lot of verbal squidbs 
and jokes collected by the author from ali his old burlesques. This so 
pleases the donkey that he won't go off, but backs on to the stage pre- 
sently while the Liout ‘Tenor ts “ doing his vittle bit.’ First great 
sucess of the evening. Much laughter from audience, who think it's 


all in the play. 


Finsr Carric. 
Saconp Cuiric. 
Pourre Person (behind). 


his in the stalls. 
Frest and Seconp OCnrirics (indignantly). 


Order, if you please ! 


Frast Criric. 
He's got his face 


Itather a risky thing to bring a donkey on the stage. 


Not if it’s nanaged properly. 
He evidently wanted to join a friend of 





Order, if you please ! 


Enter Kina Pauuton, wore like himself than ever. He patters and 
gags, and plays the same old game, but for once the author has been 
beforehand with him, and put all the otd@ Joes, ancient Franks, and 
cuttings from the comic papers IN THE BOOK! (General chorus of 
admiration from author's friends at the way in which he has outwitted 
Kina Pau ton. 


First Catric. That wasa splendid jest,—did you hear it? He 


said Woa, imma! 

Seconp Cairic (looking at book), 
you see it’s here, in print! 

Finst Cuiric, It’s quite a new joke, too; I heard it for the first 


time the other day when I[ came from Veter —— 
Poxire Parson (behind). Ah, a case of robbing Peter to pay 


Paulton. 
First anpd Sgconp Cxirics. 


And what's still more wonderful, 


Order, if you please !—Tanieav. 


During the wait there is a fairly general conversation going on around. 
Por. remark how very very diferent La Reine Indigo was from this, 
which ts decorous even to duiness, Viner and Secony Caitics having 
done their talkee-talkee while the act was in progress, now sit glum and 
silent. Suddenly, however, there is an awaking up thus: 

Finst Critic. Wonder why this thing's called Jxdigo ? 

‘ , ’ : a ‘ 

Seconp Critic. Don't know, I’m sure; why should you think ? 

Pourra Psxson (behind, more politely than ever). Because of the 
entire absence of anything like * dine” / 


Finst and Saconp Cairics not being able to call “ Order’ 
relapse into dignified silence. 


’ this time, 


ACT II.—General darkness and mystery. Confusion as to identity, and 
other new and original id:as. Alore darkness, when enter the Liaut 
Tenor, and ali is explained. 

First Onxiric. The scenery’s very good; but I should have 
thought King Indigo's palace would have been painted blue. 

Sgconp Oxtric (who doesn't see it), Why? But what splendid 
scenery! I wonder who designed it ¢ 

Pouirs Person (dehtnd). Why, Indigo Jones, of course. 

First AND Seconp Cairics (tudignantly). Order, if you please : 
Scsne changes to the Cave of Harmony, where music is constantl, 
on. Stock jokes as before. Everybody meets everybody else. 

drink and enjoy themselves. 
Fixsr Cartic. What a strange thing to have a Cave at the 

Alhambra. [ thought they'd quarrelled. Cave of the Marylebone— 


don’t you see? 
Seconp Cairic (fiintly conscious of a joke). Ah! ha! You mean 


old Joe! (Very old Joe, we should think). Bat what air’sthat? I 
don't know it. 


ee 





qcing 


They 





That's because it’s Cavey-air ! 


Pouits Penson (behind). 
Order, if you please !— 


Finest AnD Sgconp Critics (indignantly), 
TARLEAUV. 
ACT III.—A Ballet, of the kind for which the Alhamtra is famous- 
Sparkling music, twinkiing feet, illumined countenances, and lots of 


opplause. In fact, a plentiful amount of everything, including lac: of 


costume AMONG Sst the Corps de bal'et. 
Frast Critic. You see that big woman dancing in front on the O.P. 


side. 
Seconp Critic. That one who's waistcoat keeps getting up under 


her armpits,—what of her 
Finsr Critic. She's awfully Irish, and comes from Limerick ; 
that’s where I eaw her first. 
Poxits Person (behind). 
Ballet Shannon. 
Finst anp Saconp Carrics (indignantly). Order, if you please ! 
Enter Seiina Dotano and the Licut Tenor. Likewise several other 
people more or less connected with the inaction of the play, ineluding 
brigtt and clever little Emma Cuampers, a// disguised tn a way which 
makes their identity more conspicuous than before, Dotaroand Licut 


Tenor are seen to be singing. 

First Cairic. Dolaro’s voice doesn’t seem to suit this house. 

Seconp Cxitic. No; and as she's very clever I'm really sorry for 
that. 

Pourte Person (lehind). In fact, quite Dolaro-ous. 

Friast anp Seconp Caitics (who can stand this sort of thing no longer). 
Here! hi! stallkeeper! turn this man out. (But he turns out to be a 
critic too, and so, after a minute's dzlibsration, the trio depart for the 


refreshment bar.) 

Firer Critic (en route). 

Sroconp Cartic. Not at all. 

Pourre Penson (irrepressitly). Ah, cause and effect ! 

Eater Kina Pavutton, more Paultonian than ever. Enter everybody else 
more like themselves than ever. More old Joes and ancient F. C. B's. 
General settlement of accounts, loud applause, music.—TaBLEau and 

CuRTAIN. 

Summary.—A splendid spectacle splendidly put upon the stage. 
Soenery and “effects’’ remarkable. Lallet noticeable. Leading lady 
would do well with a little of the loudness of her costumes transferred 
to her voice. Solos hardly audible, troubled with the so-lows, in fact. 
Dialogue somewhat astonishing, and rather suggestive of the mixed 
styles of Hashley's and the Strand. Music bright and lively; instru- 
mentation superb. House crammed in every part, everyone satisfied, 
and no one knowing in the least what it was all about. Altogether, a 
great success, Kiny Indigo being exactly the sort of thing to suit 


frequenters of the Alhambra. 


Of course, it was at the Theatre Royal 


Do you know what it is all about ? 
But there's no doubt it’s clever. 


Dwellers in the N. and N.W. districts need hardly come wandering 
‘down south” in search of dramatic amusement while they have such 
good fare set before them as is to be found at the Park Theatre in 
Camden Town. Ariah-na-Pogue is the standing dish just now, and 
evon those who have seen and most admirei the great originals in the 
parts of Shaun and Arrah, can find little fault with Mr. and Mrs. C. 
Sallivan. Mr. H. P. Grattan is a fairly good O Grady, but the rest 
of the company are mainly of the timber tribe, and there are few 
accessories in the way of mise-en-scéne. But lovers of art at times 
fairly lose sight of these deficiencies, particularly when that wonderful 


little man, Shiel Barry, has possession of the stage. 





OCTOBER. 
Hex we are in chill October, 
W hen the sharp autumnal wind, 
Of our weakest spots the prober, 
Gives us many a blow unkind. 
Coals and meat grow dear and dearer, 
Winter nights come near and nearer, 
Winter days grow sad and sober ;— 
Ugh! I hate you, chill October. 


A Mem. 


Tus Strand Theatre has been turned into a hosier's and wine- 
merchant's shop. It commenced business on Saturday with Family 


Ties and Champagne. a 
Query. 


One of the Nubian attractions is descriptive of ‘‘ The Aadt in the 
desert.’ Why not a representation of the maimed and blind ? 








Tue Mask or THe Baast (from a French point of view).— 


Bismarck. 


Oct. 3, 1877.] 
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BRICKS AND MORTAR. 


A Sono Paompren pyr Presonat Aninuvs. 


bard 
There lived 
poetical card 
Whose style was the 
sublimest ; 


I’ve quite 


vate spite 
Singing rum 
his song 
Singing hey! 
the poet-man 


All 


universe 


bricks in 
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(As poets does do most frequent) ; 
You see, he was fond of the trees and leaves 
(As folks of the poeting sort are), 
And he had that kind of u eye what grieves 
At the sight of bricks and mortar. 
Sing rum tum tiddy, «c. 


nature's skill 


But if there exists any set of chaps 
Who the poet's mind bewilders, 
And sets him convulsively swearing—p’'r’ aps 
That set of chaps is builders ! 
I solemnly say the effect of sich 
Oa my personal mind is frightful. 
And these is the parties against the which 
This poem is pitched so spiteful. 
Sing rum tum tiddy, «c. 


Though folks might say as it sounds like fudge, 
To me it’s as plain as a steeple— 

That the builder chaps has a fiendish grudge 
Agin us poetical people. 

I'll confidingly state that my soul it riles 
To see how the builders go it; 

Why, [ look on the presence of bricks and tiles 
Asa personal affront to a port! 

Sing rum tum tiddy, <c. 


And that wickedest builder he came out and found 
That lofty poetical master 
A-thinking, ‘* How nice is the scene around 
In its freedom from bricks «nd pilaster |" 
And some lime and etceteras he hastened to bring 
To the eminence where he found him: 
And he actually up and built 4 ring 
Of abominable houses round him! 
Sing rum tum tiddy, \c. 


Then that poet he rose as if to slay 
In the savagest condition ; 

Then he suddenly turned and fled away 
To a far-removed position. 

But the builder he followed him mile by mile 
(Gis peace’s destruction craving, 

Avcording to the reg\lar builder's style 
Of fiendishly behaving). 

Sing rum tum tiday, \c. 

(It’s here my duty, it seems to me, 
To register my conviction 

That buildings are things as ought to be 
Subjected to interdiction ; 


AKE heed of this story, every 


Who up Parnassus climbest ! 
an extremely | 


But first, the following fact 


A happiness in revealing : 
This story is prompted by pri- 


And personal ill-feeling. 
tiddy, and the Bard 
Is great, irresistible, 
devouring, strong; 
When 


stand and frown 


shall 
tumble down ! 


That poetry-gentleman up 
(The beauties of nature 


And he piled up praises of | 
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Should suffer annihilation 
By means of racks and stakes, applied 
With barbarous deliberation.) 
Sing rum tum tiddy, Kc. 


And wherever that poet he sought for peace, 
That builder man would rout him 

By wickedly taking a building lease 
Of all the land about him; 

And whenever that poet discovered a spot 
He particularly sang the praise on, 

That builder would stick up a chimney-pot— 
A debilitating sight to guze on! 

Sing rum tum tiddy, Xc. 


We'll say, for example, a verdant lane 
Would fill that bard with sweetness, 
And set him, with all his might and main, 
A-wondering at nature's neatness ; 
We'll say, as he up and he went away 
With his rhapsodised bosom ex panding— 
Well, when he'd arrived at the spot next day 
He would find a house a-standing ! 
Sing rum tum tiddy, “c. 


At length— with a glare I remember still 
In a kind of a trepidation—- 
That Bard he stalked to the former hill 
With a fixed determination : 
And he gave his mightiest lyre a sweep 
While breathing a malediction, 
And the houses surrounding fell all of a heap 
And became an exploded fiction ! 
Sing rum tum tiddy, Xo. 


Which the power of the poet's resolve is such, 
Defeating obstruction nicely ! 

(At least, l'm a-wishing it was so, much, 
Which is simply the same precisely). 


And I've mentioned, I think, that I simply write 


This violent denunciation 
From feelings of base and revengeful spite 
And personal indignation. 
Sing rum tum tiddy, &c. 
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** Tris dinner-set for seven pounds 7 But when the service home they brought, **T’ll back that dinner-set to top 
(The Customer observed) * * is cheap According to his stated wish, All others I have ever seen,” 
Beyond my expectation’s bounds !’’ That party looked in vain for aught He said, returning to the shop; 
For oh! he wasn't very deep! Beyond a solitary dish. ** But you forgot the soup- “a 
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* No service that you’ve ever seen,’’ ** That dinner-set is very nice,” ' * A salad-bowl,’’ the man explained ; 
The Shopman said, ** I beg to state The Buyer said, ** upon my soul— *“*Itisa thing Inever knew 
Included any soup-tureen— And ringularly cheap in price— That any dinner-set contained— 
But you can have it separate,” But you forgot the salad-bowl.’’ But we can get it made for you.” 
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Is such as no one hesitates 
To qualify as very fine— 
But you've omitted all the plates.’’ 


They’re hextra; you can ’ave ’em made— 
The Custom of the Trade dictates.” * * * 
It knows a thing or two, the Trade! 


The Buyer said, ** That set of mine | Replied the Shopman, “ As to plates 
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CEASE THIS HUMBUG—OR BEWARE!” 
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A VOICE FROM THE GRAVE. 


(Mr. Tappertit MacMahon is interrupted in his celebrated impersonation of Nazoleon Bcenaparte.) 


Ghost of Thiers :—“ DON’T BE FOOLISH—YOU’RE NOT IN THE LEAST LIKE HIM, 
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THE ENGLISHMAN. | geimaiia 


From infancy, which crows and crawls, 
To years mature, which sigh and run, 
He lives where rain eternal falls 
And seldom comes a gleam of sun. 
Above his head are blackened clouds, 
Below a slush that never dries, 
While chill and drenching moisture shrouds 
The dismal land of leaden ekies. 


What wonder if his features bear 
The reflex of his sunless clime : 
A settled look of dull despair 
Set deeply by the hand of time! 
What wonder if the ceaseless drip 
Of raindrops from the soaking eaves 
Takes hold of him with rolling grip, 
And just a mildewed mortal leaves! 


He cannot dance or sing or laugh 
Like children of the brighter South, 
‘To keep his soul warm he must quaff 
A liquid fire that stings the mouth, 
That thaws the heart and melts the brain, 
That sets a devil in his eyes,— 
So Demon Drink and Demon Rain 
Rule all the land of leaden skies. 





Locke a Daisy. 


Welive in anirreverent and hurrying age. lancy the 
wickedness of the gentleman who was in a hurry to catch 
his train, and asked his bookseller for Tetanus. The 
bookseller, with faculties sharpened by contact with the 
world, instantly handed him the famous essay on th» 
Human Understanding— Locke jaw. Shocking! 


‘* Stay, Reader, Stay !”’ 

Tue (Queen announces that Mr. Henry Compton died 
the other day. ‘The diseased artist was latterly a 
member of the Lyceum Theatre.”"} It was announced 
the other day that a Mdlle. Somebody had been appointed 
Lectrice to the Queen. The Queen wants the English 
of that, evidently. 


“Casu advances.” Ours does not; on the contrary, 
it recedes from our gaze. 





WHITEY BROWN. 


Tus Lord Mayor having during a recent case expressed an opinion 
reflecting very severely on the character of a tradesman, Mr. Chapman, 
a solicitor, attended at the Mansion House for the purpose of making 
matters clear. The Lord Mayor, says the Ci‘y Press, distinetly and 
decidedly refused to allow any explanation to be made. This is new 
law, and adds another to the marvellous series of precedents which is 
to be found in the history of civic legislation. As the Lord Mayor 
says, he’s the wrong party to make believe that Black's White; he 
ought to know who White is as wellas anyone. For all that, there is 
quite another colour about the remarks which have beem made con- 
cerning this curious refusal. 


Something like a Performance. 


H ANLEY is still a rare place for wonders, if the dailies speak truly. 
On Sunday morning a thief darted into the old church and “ made his 
way to the top of the tower with a policeman at his heels.” Handi- 
capped in this terrible manner, the felonious miscreant then vaulted 
the parapet, slid down the lightning conductor, and disappeared. 
Taking the average weight of a rural policeman at twelve stone—not 
to mention his boots—we confess the performance is certainly the 

best on record.” Sporting papers had better “ please copy ” at once. 





Joiner’s Work. 
aia CONTEMPORARY states that “there is a possibility of his Royal 
rama the Duke of Connaught joining the Cavalry.” Our own 
a itary joker—a most solemn person—says he has not recently heard 
of any of the Cavalry being “ broke.’’ (We have retired this ineffi- 


cient on the new half-owe principle, and don't intend to employ any | 


any men in future who are below the rank of Field-Marshals. 
essieurs Rutherford and Cambridge to have first call.) 


Vety Brack Suzzp inpezep.—The Negropontis alarmists. 
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PLEASANT. 





Yokel :—“ Yer SBEM TO HAVE PUT IN THEM TREES PRETTY WELL, Masrex’ 
LANDLORD or THR ‘*‘ Roya, Oak ”’ 
| SHOULDN'T WONDER IF YER GOT THE JOB, IF YSR WANT UP AND AKST HIM,” 


WANTS A TREB FOR FRONT OY HIS HOUSE,— 
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JUST ON THE CARDS. 


Ir is just on the cards that a century hence, 

When the country’s been ruined by loss and expense, 
That an Easterly nation now fighting the Kuss 

May come over the ocean and pitch into us. 


It is just on the cards that our ships and our men 
May all have been lost by Oonservatives then, 

And defenceless and beaten, our peasants and cits 
Will be shamefully treated and chopped into bits. 


It is just on the cards that—say, Russia and France 

May be shocked by the news of the Turkish advance, 

And the tale of the sorrows of fugitives may 

Suggest they should aid in a practical way. 

It is just on the cards that the newspaper tribe 

Will suggest that the nations we've helped should subsoribe, 
That the tale of our charities scattered for years 

By the Anglophile press will be dinned in their ears. 


It is just on the cards that though freely we gave, 
These nations will not so insanely behave, 

And the peoples on whom half our fortune were spent 
Will decline to assist us to even a cent, 


It is just on the cards when the crisis shall come, 
And we find those we aided sit heedless and dumb, 
We shall learn a good lesson to last us for aye, 
And keep for at home what we now send away. 
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Liberalism and Liberality. 

Tue election expenses of the Hon. H, W. Fitzwilliam, the unsuccess- 
ful Liberal candidate at the late Huntingdonshire election, have been 
returned at £3,061. Our old friend Mrs, Juggins thinks he must 
have been a very Liberal young chap, indeed—so Liberal he might 
well have been a bit more lucky. 
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SYMPATHY. 


A FRaGMeEnr. 


As he stood at 
the corner of the 
street, there was a 
something about the 
man which attracted 
the attention of 
passers-by, and evi- 
dently made them 
full of sympathy. 
I will admit that I 

ieved inwardly as 

gazed on one only 
too evidently suffer- 
ing from some se- 
eret sorrow. “A 
respectable, well - 
“ well-nurtured 
man,” I thought, 
“who has possibly 
embarked his all in 
one of those ruinous 
foreign loans, and 
now has to see his 
wife and children 
wanting bread. 
Perhaps he is a 
widower, and his 
eldest daughter has 
hitherto kept house 
for him, but now has 
to seek a -_ un- 
sympathetic _ liveli- 
eg as governess 
or needlewoman. 


Maybe he has had . 


to take his sons 
from the expensive 


school where they | 


have till now been 
brought up, and he 
is distraught to 
think they must 
turn out into the 
cold world without 
any of the advan- 
tages which were 
to accrue from that 
education it has 
hitherto been his 
boast he has been 
giving them. 
There is despair in 
his eye, and see 
how he clenches his 
hands with hope 
deferred !’’ 

I had read so 
much in the news- 
papers about com- 
mercial panics and 
crises, and the mis- 
chief which was 
always working in 
families from impru- 
dent investment, 
that I quite 
made up my mind 
that the gentleman- 
ly man I had been 
watching was one of 
the victims of ill- 
considered specula- 
tion. I had noticed 
him standing at the 
corner in the morn- 
ing, evidently wait- 
ing for the someone 
who would never 
come, and as the 
hours wore on, 
though he - still 
waited and waited, 


HIGHLAND SPORT. 


1. Jones and Brown start to seek the “‘ monarch of the glen.’’ 2. They climb the mountain, 


3. And 
get lostina mist. 4. They descend to the glen,— 5. And meet the monarch, who sends them home like a 


shot. 


NO GREAT SHAKES, 


Ar the conclusion of the protracted and very much overdone inquiry into the Scotland-yard 
defections at Bow-street, the Dispatch chronicles a little bit of equally overdone exuberance. Says 
our contemporary: ‘“‘ Sir James Ingham then shook hands with the legal gentlemen engaged in 
the case, and nearly everybody except the defendants shook hands with somebody or other on 
the auspicious event."’ And yet they could hardly have expected the defendants to shake hands 
with themselves over the result thus far! As Mr. Froggatt is a legal gentleman very much 
engaged in the case, perhaps he got an extra shake from Sir James calculated to comfort the 


bailless defendants materially on their having to go without. 


A Moral Observation. 
Poticumen are quite right in sticking together when they want a falsehood sworn to. 
“ L' Union fait la Force.” 
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it was plain that the 
vulture was tearing 
with unabated 
vigour at his heart- 
strings. From my 
window I could see 
all that passed, and 
his visage at times 
quite startled me. 
Poor dear! he must 
be waiting for the 
friend who had pro- 
mised him so much 
in the days when it 
was unneeded, and 
who had now slunk 
round another way ! 
And so respectable, 
yet so sorrowful was 
the man that my 
heart quite bled for 
him. 

Why should not I 
for once play the 
part of Samaritan ? 
It might be but a 
trifle was required to 
make home happy 
for one night. I 
would! Hurriedly 
throwing open the 
street door, | rushed 
to where the poor 
man stood, and said, 
in rapid burning 
words which showed 
the intensity of my 
feelings : — 

‘Tell me, good 
stranger, why ist 
thou art so sad? 
Can I—can any 
small trifle from my 
purse—be of assist- 
ance to you in your 
distress ?”’ 

He looked at me 
with surprise, and 
gradually the fixed 
gloom on his face 
broke into a de- 
moniac smile as he 
replied,— 

“You, marm! 
Well, no, and I 
didn’t think Id 
been making a 
poppy show of my- 
self this three hours 
either. But I’m 
waiting here for Bill 
Smith, who welshed 
me out of two quid 
at the races yester- 
day, and when the 
swine does come I'll 
break his blooming 
jaw!” 


A Sudden Fall. 


Tus Mr. Dudgeon 
who got two months 
the other day for 
assaulting a gentle- 
man at the Pro- 
menade Concerts 
was considerably 
elevated by the 
sentence. It was 
low—very low Dud- 
geon at Covent 
Garden, and high 
Dudgeon at Bow- 
street. 
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HONEYBUBBLE’S HOLIDAY. 
Anp Wuart Came or Ir. 


Howsyrunnte was a gentle-minded conscientious old boy, and 
people who knew him would often remark that his conscientiousness 
bordered on eccentricity. Eccentric he certainly was, as you will 
admit when I tell you that his favourite way of spending a holiday 
(when he had one—which was seldom) was to go to one of the Metro- 
politan parks to see the youngsters play; may, more, he has often 
been seen to scramble coppers among them, and some aver that he has 
even gone so far as to “ give a back”’ to the boys who were playing at 
‘‘ leap-frog,’ and I can quite believe it of him; it's just what sucha 
silly-headed, boyish-hearted old noodle would do! 

Well, you must understand that one day last week old Honeybubble 
had a day off. You may be sureit did not take him long to settle 
where he should go. ‘I will seek St. James's Park, quoth he. ‘I 
haven't been there for a length of time.’’ So procuring two or three 
shillingsworth of coppers, and loading his pockets with apples, cakes, 
and almond rock, off he started to enjoy himself. And he was sucha 
silly old man that he wanted to make others enjoy themselves also. 
Now wasn’t that stupid of him ? 

Please to imagine him arrived at that part of the park frequented 
by hundreds of the most outrageous children of both sexes! Picture 
him squatting on the grassy sward surrounded by a large and ycuthful 
audience, telling tales of giants, fairies, and other rubbish, his silly, 
innocent-looking old face beaming with joy! It's very unpleasant, of 
course, for me to have to allude to such eccentricity in a friend of 
mine, but my duty to the British public compels me. 

And when he had finished telling stories he actually had the 
audacity to venture on a comic song with a “ Ri-too-looral-lay”’ sort 
of chorus, and later on he even attempted the sailor's hornpipe, which 
greatly pleased the youthful mob. After which he went over to 
where the little girls were skipping, and taking a hand at the rope, 
gave penny prizes to those who “kept up” longest. He “ turned”’ 
away joyously, giving ever and anon more “pudden”’ as he was re- 
quested. Then he took them all over to the stalls where the cows are, 
and stood numerous “‘ goes’’ of milk and ourds and whey, and at last 
the youngsters all gathered round him and “ hoorayed,”’ and shaking 
him by the hand departed to their several dwellings, remarking what 
a jolly old cuckoo Honeybubble was. And Honeybubble was happy. 
But his happiness was not destined to last. It chanced that while he 
had been gambolling with the youngsters, surrounded by an applauding 
(if satirical) crowd, he was observed by an individual whom we will 
term the Apparition—he who collects the chair money. ‘‘ Aha,” said 
he, “‘ wot, go amusing of kids, will he? attracting of all the people 
away from my chairs! Doing me out of my halfpence ; let him beware! 
Conscientious old bloke, is he? All right, wait till I gets him on one 
of my seats, that’s all, /’// serve him out.” 

Now, it happened that towards evening Honeybubble, feeling 
fatigued, betook himself to a secluded part of the park and sat him 
down on one of the penny seats to ruminate over the pleasures of the 
day. But ere he had sat down three minutes, up came the Apparition 
and began collecting on either side of him. Honeybubble, knowing 
well the rules, got his penny ready, but to his great surprise the 
Apparition passed him by. ‘‘ Hi,” exclaimed Honeybubble, ‘*T haven’t 
paid!’” The Apparition heeded him not, but passed on noiselessly. 
“ Ah, he'll be back directly,” thought Honeybubble, “and then I can 
give it him.” So he sat awhile longer and lit his pipe and ruminated. 
Soon after that the Apparition again hove in sight, and came and stood 
facing him, fixing upon him a glassy stare. “You forgot to take my 
penny,” said Honeybubble. The Apparition sighed heavily and again 
departed. “Dear me! how strange,” thought Honey bubble, “ they're 
usually so sharp after their pennies. I'll wait a little longer and 
reason with him,”’ 

In about half-an-hour the Apparition reappeared and collected as 
before, but took no notice of Honeybubble. ‘I beg your pardon,” 
said Honeybubble, “you haven't taken my money!” “Oh?” said 
the Apparition, hollowly, and again vanished. ‘‘ Most astonishing 
thing, remarked our friend. ‘Now, I can’t conscientiously go away 
without settling with the man. I'll waita bit longer, though it’s 
getting latish.” So he waited a bit longer. 

Shortly the Apparition showed his face again and repeated his 
former performance. “Oh, I say, young man,” said Honeybubble, 

I owe youa penny!” “Ah!” exclaimed the Apparition, huskily, 
and vanished once more. “ Well, I never heard such a thing in my 
life,” said Honeybubble. “I must, nay, wi! pay him before I go, 
otherwise I should be unable to sleep.” 

It was getting late, the sun was going home, and the stars wero 
“Bite out; still he waited. Once more the Apparition flitted by. 
. li!”’ shouted Honeybubble, “look here, you know, I wish you'd 

kind enough to take my penny. I want to go home!”’ 

The Apparition glared upon him, remarking sepulchrally, “Shut 
hn and melted into air. ‘‘ Hang it all, I can’t stand this much 
onger, said Honeybubble ; “‘ the fellow must be insane. I will seize 
upon him the next time he comes and force him to take it. I conldn’t 


egal cel 





be so dishonest as to leave without paying!” By this time, the stars 
were twinkling away merrily, and the big moon was beginning to 
show her face through the trees, looking very much like the “ Big 
Ben ” clock in the distance. One by one the loungers departed, leav- 
ing the park deserted ; still Honey bubble remained at his post, or rather, 
on his chair, waiting for the Apparition, who soon came to have a last 
look round. Honeybubble started upand clutched the Apparition, shout- 
ing, “ Are you aware, sir, that you ve not taken my penny? Take it, 
I implore you; let me depart to my home with an easy conscience! 
Take it, oh, take it!’’ The Apparition wrested itself from his clutch, 
and fixing a vacant stare upon him, exclaimed, ¢ Ja Ghost of Hamlet's 
Father, “‘ Don't sing it!’’ and vanished. Honeybubble sank exhausted 
in his chair, but upon recovering was more determined than ever that 
he would not leave in debt. “ No,’ said he, “never shall it be said a 
Honeybubble was dishonest, never. I will pay him or die in the 
attempt! ”’ 
And he’s waiting there still ! 


AUTUMN. 


F all the seasons in the year 
p/ O I love the Autumn mellow, 
When reapers come with merry cheer 
To reap the corn that’s yellow. 
The barley waving in the breeze ; 
The feathered oat above our knees ; 
The ripe fruit clustering on the trees, 
Crown Autumn best good fellow. 


Come on, old friend, so staunch and bold! 
We love thee well and truly, 
Although the fact it must be told, 
Thou art, at times, unruly. 
For often sweeps the heavy rain 
And chilly blast across the plain, 
But when the glad sun shines again 
Oar joy thanks pay we duly. 
Well done, old Autumn, here again ! 
We bid thee weloome gladly. — 
The pipe shall tune a merry strain— 
Thou hast not used us badly. 
We pray thee with us long to stay, 
For Winter follows in thy way, 
Then all the sky is cold and grey 
And dark storms howling madly. 


When all the fields are clad with snow, 
And winter winds are dreary, 

Then shall the fire more ruddy glow 
And lad and lass be cheery ; 

For well we know the Autumn corn 

Will fill the platter and the horn— 

Will warm the heart howe’'er forlorn, 
And cheer the sad and weary. 











Echonomy of Fact. 

Novettizs in the shipping world are “no end’’ numerous, and 
every day brings fresh variety, for the most various item in which we 
are indebted to our friend the Hapeny. Speaking of a disaster at 
sea it says: “The crew of the Diego consisted of 399 bales of cotton, 
24.078 bushels of wheat, 1,058 barrels of flour, 710,270 lbs. of bacon,’ 
and so forth. This is a somewhat crew'd notion of what constitutes a 
crew, though after all it is hardly so men a crew as must be now on 
the Hapeny, if one may judge by the results of ite at present spirited 
efforts in the way of intelligence. 

‘‘ Non Angli——.”’ 

Acconpine to the bill of a concert held last week at Margate the 
last new saint in the local calendar is St. Michael and all Angles, 
Penge. Although his residence is somewhat obscure, no one could 
object to this latest canonization being considered one of the ‘ Corner 
Stones of the Church.” 








Toast and Tay. 

A .1oHTsutr for the Tay has been launched at Arbroath. It is 80 
light that it floats on the Tay, and requires neither milk nor sugar to 
keep it going. On the day of the launch it was repeatedly toasted and 
its crew were well buttered. Sir Wilfrid Lawson was not present. 





Theatrical. 
Tur Globe Theatre is like Gale, the Pedestrian. It keeps Right on. 


Taz Liavor Qvestion.— What will you have, old fellow * ” 
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FITNESS AND PROPRIETY. 


Susan :-—** Wuy Nsiirs! HAVS YOU BBEN VISITING IN THAT OLD-FASHIONED DRESS?” 
Nelle :—“ Yus, MY DRAR; BUT THEN, I HAVE ONLY BEEN VISITING old-fashioned people.” 








LADY JANE TO LADY FANNY. | TO THE OTHER EXTREME. 
| Dssrits the war and the Detectives and the Penge Mystery, a fall 





“Several ladies were on the Bench during the whole of the trial of the | o¢ snow at Ipswich and another at Lowestoft have managed to get 


Steuatons and Alice Rhodes.”"— Weekip Paper. 
} 





themselves into the peers. The captain of a ship might have seen 
e re 


Dean Fanny, twas charming,—I sat on the Bench, | the sea serpent, but fused to look, and a local reporter would have 
And I heard all the evidence through ; | plucked the gigantic gooseberry, and have been caught in a shower of 
It was better than reading a novel in French,— | frogs, had it not turned out that his a, was heavily overset with 
For the whole of the story was true. | other intelligence. Slight not these humble little items of information, 


O dear and gentle reader, for the time may come when atrocity, murder, 

And I had to look down at my toes; | and conspiracy : t Serene game by the ee , the pore See of - 

While the doct calli “‘ spades,” | ancestors wi ve todo once again for you. Even a e risk 0o 

That eae ae eee ” = eee being cones milksop, qentenaiel, and all other weak eet Mr. 

: : ceodia Fun will not y his wish, and a hearty one it is too, that 86a 

And oh, © wee comatbing on ay strange re and the gooseberry were either the worst lies, ‘or the worst 
| facts— 


It was awfully shocking at times, I confess, 


To watch the poor things in the dock ; it doesn't matter which—to be found in a daily paper this 








I stared at the women, and noticed éach change, : 
Though at times they were firm as a rock. | extremely silly season. 
There were ladies of title who sat by my side, Too Brassey. 
, And up in the galleries too: Ovr reporter at the Trades Union Congress at Leicester was so 
For to hear a sensational case when it's tried delighted with Mr. Brassey’s address, that he sprang on to the platform 
Is the ladylike thing now to do. and exclaimed, “‘ Em Brassey moi! ” 
So for men to object to our going is stuff, | — eae eee == 


For it s far better fun than the play : NO(CE! 
Aud if there were horrible cases enough FUN is now issued to the Public at TWO o'cloek on TUESDAY 
1 would go to one every day. | AFTERNOONS. 
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BEHIND THE AGE. 


Mistress :—*‘ I'm sonny TO HPAR, Mary, YOU CAN’T AGREE WITH THE OTHER SERVANTS.” 


| 
| 
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Mary :—‘' Wait, ’m, J DON’T KNOW WHO COULD AGREE WITH BM. DI3AGREBABLE OLD FRUMPS who've only been in one place this two 
IN THE STREET. A Railway of Looking at It. ig 
Sozns: Outside Book-shop. | Onamsnesne has decided to spend £12,000 on a aan ee is to be 4 
Bru. I say, ‘Arry, look here,‘ Staunton’s Shakespeare,” I didn't | devoted to the memory of (ieorge Stephenson. The sculping brother- ie 
know as the , nee wrote that, did you? _hood are mainly of opinion that this is not a good way of spending ie 
‘Anny. Well, I heard as Shakespeare didn't write hisself, but I *he money while the great engineer could have had half a dozen ; 
never knew as he wrote it. | statues—any one of which would be bound to look more like him than : 
Birt. Fancy: cove as could write like that about Desdemonies and ® building will—for the same price. “ Fact is,” said one, as well 
Juliet and Ophelur, goin’ and treatin’ his Harriet like that. known for his affability as his extraordinary ideas of art, “‘ we don't 
"Aggy. Oh, these authors is always rum ‘uns to their wives—always. | ba = Vigg of such a haul as that the Chesterfieldians are making of 
Scene: Anywhere you like. 
A Follet-cle, ; 
Frast Oaacty, Well, what do you think of the Penge case? “y ii oe ” eas s 
. : r the Times is the leading journal,” asked a small jokist the other 
Szcomp Dirro. I agree with the verdict. day, ‘‘ which is the most Miss Leading?” And when he was told le 


Finst Ditto. How so? 
Srconp Ditto. I believe they were all morally guiltv. 
Fisst Ditto. Yah! I believe that there Hawkins was in it himself! 


Follet, it was evident he had not got the answer he expected. He was 

thinking of war and not of women; but as his own wife said, it 

served him right, though she found her unmarricd lady friends pre- 

ferred the Queen. 
‘¢ All Work and no Play——.” 

‘‘ We have an empire on which the sun never sets,” said a Briton . Deery Me , 
proudly to his forei.n friend once during a very wet season. ‘ Ah, Aw old man named Valentine gave himself up to the police at Liver- 
perhaps zat is ze reason why he so seldcm shines,” replied the intelli- pool the other day, saying, “I have murdered my father by throwing 
gent visitor, who had already worn out two umbrellas though he had him over the bridge into the river Dee.” As no corroborative evidence | 
only been here a fortnight. The moral of this is, that for years this could be found, the man was Deescharged, it being fairly Deeduced | 
Briton dida’t boast so profusely; though just now he seems to be that he was suffering from Deelusions, Deementia, and not unlikely 
“ going it’ again, and with increased vigour. Dee T. 


ae 


The Real Reason. 


A W(hb)ale. Tue Court of Aldermen have at last consented to inform Sir John 


Mer. Roperrzon of the Aquarium announces that he will have ; : 
several whales very shortly. for the information of the curious, Mr. Bennett why they decline the honour of his company. They say that 


Robertson might have told us who has been treating him so shame- everybody who knows bim calls him Jack, and they draw the line at 
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fully as to make him anticipate them. _ Chepe Jacks for Lord Mayor. 





A post not suited for Grand Dukes: —The “ Situation” in Bu'garia. An Orr-1tcLp Tart.— The Sea Serpent's. | a 
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THE ORDEAL; 03, THE BLANK COMPANY'S ROUTE. 


N the Continent—a seaport. 
The weather is very cold. A, 
proceeding to the Blank Com- 
pavy’s Booking-c fice for the 
purpese of booking his pas- 


sage across the Channel, 
meets B. 
B. Hullo! Don't mean 


to say you're going over 
by the Blank Company’s 
route? 

A. I? Yes, certainly ; 
why not? Why, B, youre 
well known as a good fel- 
low; yet now a frightful 
expression as of one fiend- 
ishly gloating over the 
anticipated suffering of 
another has come over your 
features and rendered them 
diabolical! Why, also, do 
you go about on crutches, 
and where are your fingers 
—nay, your nose? 

B. Havel not travelled 
by the Blank Company’s 
route? 

A. This is no answer, 
B; you were robust, florid, 
in rude health; you are 
pale; your health is ob- 
» viously undermined for 
Ue Ite . * ever! Why is this? 

B. Have I not crossed in the Blank Company's boat ? 

A. Still noreply! 8B, you terrify me. 

B. A, is your circulation very very vigorous. But be comforted— 
you might come through. (B atsuppears, while A, puszled and unnerved, 
erters the bookivg-- fice and demands a ticke?.) 

A. Booking Cierk, why does a heartless expression as of antici- 
patory gloating come over your face ? 

Booxine Cuerk. You look strong—you might come through—. 

A. This is no answer! You unman me with a vague misgiving! 


(He goes on board the steamer with other passengers. As the “ Pitcher”’ 
leaves the quay, the faces of the spectators on shore tear a mysterious 
expression as of those who forebode some fea ful misfortune ,; the spect itors 
are heard to mutter, “* But some come through !’’ Then the passengers 
on the ** Pitcher’ are ili in the usual way.) 


A. Steward, I am very ill! But say, why is your expression that 
of one who revels in the contemplation of the coming pain of another? 
Why is this so? 

Stewakp. Your circulation appears to be good—others have indecd 
survived ere this 

A. Why will he not answer me? 

(Sinks down helplessiy ill in the usual way. The weather grows colder as 
time erceps on; as the end of the journey approaches, too, a faint fore- 
bod ng of some terrible misfortu:e grows toa fearful haunting nighima « 
of terror in the mind of A. Th- steamer touches the Evglish quay, and 
A feels a strange emviction that the tims cf trial is at hand. A 
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diabolical PortgEr, chuckling and hugging himself in all the eestasy of 

eruel exuliation, watts far A as he traverses the gangway ; he seizes A, 

bers him with uniallowed chuckles to a cold, cold sailway ea’ riage, and 

shuts himin. There is no waising-room, no fire, no anything but a 

ghastly shed.) 

A. Iam freezing! My blood is chilled within me! 
is this bare and Joathsome shed which surrounds me? 

Porter. It's the Sration ! 

A. My circulation is stopping with the cold; I will get out and 
procure a nip of brandy and some hot coffve at the buffet. 

Porter. There ain’t no buffet. 

A. Thon I will descend and run about a few minutes. 

Porter. There ain't no minutes—train’s off at once. 

A. Porter, I have sat here an hour, and [ cannot move for cold. 
Have we not a single moment P 

Poxtsr. Nota instant. 


Porter, what 





Train's off now directly. 

A. But I have sat here now two hours—why do we wait! 

Porter. For the other packet, or the m’lennium, or somethink— 
but we're orf now. 

A. Porter, I have now lost the use of my limbs for ever, for I have 
sat here for three weeks. If you could procure me the least drop of 
brandy ‘ 

Poxtrr. No time—aha '!—train’s orf this very inst ‘ 

A. Why do you chuckle thus heartlessly ? Take all I have—I am 
sinking—I have sat here three months—Adieu to the world— Porter, 
give my love to mamma— Bless you! 

(As he freezes into a lump the Porter chuckles one more fiendish ehuckice, 
AND THE TRAIN STARTS.) 








Pe 





Turkish Economy. 
Ismatt Pasua objects to his wounded soldiers having the benefit of 
amputation lest they should recover, and, beiog cripples, become burdens 


on the State. He prefers they should die. It is sincerely to be hoped 
that Turkey is not going to imitate Eagland and neglect those who 
win her battles. Her conduct in this matter seems to indicate that 
her ideas with regard to old soldiers are the same as ours, or rather ie 
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A Steam Arm, 

A contemporary states that “ four large London firms have re- 
ceived orders from the Russians for eight railway stations for a 
strategic rsilway.”” Mrs Juggins trinks this is aj ke, for she says 
her boy Bily has informed her that a strategic railway is one which 
must never be kept station-ary. 
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MONNEY SILLIBILL’S MISTAKE. 
A True Srory or tus Times. Witn a Traaic Esp. 


Tere certainly never lived a more humane man in his way than 
Monney Sillibill, Esquire, only his way may perhaps be considered 
by some a little peculiar. I don’t express any opinion on it myself, it 
is sufficient for me to furnish particulars. 

Monney Sillibill was, as I have ssid, a most humane man in every 
way. He seemed almost to distil humanity and benevolence as he 
walhad. He was, besides, a tremendous believer in the affection which 
should always exist between men and the lower animals. He gave 
himself up almost entirely to the study of cats, and at one time had 
seventeen, who used to eat out of his plate and cling round his neck at 
mealtimes, while at night he was quite delighted to be woke up several 
times by their romping about on the bed. For they all slept in the 
same room with Monney Sillibill and Mrs. Monney Sillibill, and they 
would have gone distracted if one of their animals was not on hi- 
couch when the time came for locking-up and sweet repose. Besides 
the cats, this +ffectionate couple had some dogs,a converted ferret, # 
whistling oyster, and a tame black-beetle, all of which used also to be 
taken up stairs at bed time. 

Monney Sillibill weg.awfully proud of his animals, and used to make 
faces at his neighboura when he caught any of them looking over the 
garden wall or from the back windows at his happy family. He couldn't 
bear that his pets should be watched or otherwise disturbed except by 
his own friends,.and not always by them; and he used to make use of 
quite fierce language when he saw that a cat or dog of his had been 
looked at too hard. Once when a servant next door said ‘Sh-h-h!”’ 
to the favourite tabby of the lot, Mr. M. Sillibill consulted with Mrs. 
M. Sillibill, and they both, with tears in their eyes, rushed off to the 
printer's and had a bill at once executed offering £1(0 reward to any- 
one not the actual offender who would come forward and give such 
evidence against the culprit who said ‘“‘Sh-h-h!” to their favourite 
tabby cat, as would Jead.to her ultimate conviction and imprisonment. 
But days evaporated and no evidence was forthcoming, and so Mr. and 
Mrs. Monney Sillibill were fain to comfort themselves as best they 
might with a rescued stickleback and the dogs and the tame black- 
beetle, the latter of which was evidently only too well aware of the 
indignity that had been offered one of its festive fraternity. 

Time passed on, and the minds of men began to be diverted by the 
particulars of a peculiarly atrocious murder. I will not enter into the 
details here, they are too shocking, but will merely say that a more 
revolting history cf systematic starvation and brutality to a poor littl- 
baby and its haif-witted mother is not to be found in the whole roll of 
Newgate Calendars. For awhile the populace went mad over the 
matter, and wished to lynch the culprits, whose only justification 
made the matter far worse. But the trial was postponed for a couple 
of months, cases equally interesting if not quite so horrible cropped 
up in the meanwhile, and when at last the iniquitous company were 
put on their trial, the seven days’ excitement and burning sympathy for 
the victims had long worn itself out. The result was that people 
began to talk about the youth of the sinners, and say it was a pit » two 
such young men and two such good-looking young women st.ould 
stand their trial for murder, But directed by a clear-headed and 
able judge, the jury had their minds divested of this claptrap, and 
brought in a verdict which necessitat:d the passing of sentence of 
death on all four? 

Monney Sillibill, who had been most furious against the prisoners 
and had wanted to have them tortured when their guilt was first pro- 
claimed, had, in the course of a few weeks, quite forgotten all this. 
He had an order for the trial, and his sympathies were violently 
awakened by the sight of what he chose to call four poor children, 
whose united ages would not make 100, and whose combined weights 
were hardly that of a representative «lderman with his stock of turtle 
on board. And when these atrocious offenders were found guilty, 
he joined in with a lot of others who had at first been most bitter 
against them, and denounced judge and jury and everyone concerned 
but the murderers themselves, who were in a day or two made to look 
models of the most angelic purity—white-rohed martyrs—in the eyes 
of an admiring community. And, assisted by one or two papers 
anxious to increase their circulation, the agitators howled night 
and day for a respite, and Monney Sillibill was ever at their head, and 
howled twice as long and twice as loud as any of them. 

At last he calleda public meeting together, and spoke most fer- 
vently on this topic. Suddenly a strange man got up and begin to 
say it was astonishing they should all lose sight in their sympathy of 
the two origina] victims, of the horrors which no man could read 
without nausea; and remarked that he had heard their very chairman 
that day—Mr. Monney Sillibill—when the murders were first dis- 
covered, denounce the assastins most emphatically, and say that if no 
one else would hang them he would do it himself. Of course, this 
intruder on a comfortable programme's comfortable progress was 
immediately hooted down, and amid great cheering the worthy chair- 
man rose and sxid :— 

“Ladies and gentlemen, whatever the person who has just now 





interrupted this meeting in so unseemly a manner may unfortunately 
for himself have said on this unhappy business must be laid to the 
discredit of his own heated imagination. I might indeed, when kd 
away by first statements, have expressed some natural indignation, but 
our duty to-day is not with the persons who are dead, but with those 
who are alive, and [ commend the matter to your sympathies, ladies 
and gentlemen. Is it not better for us to assist the living than to 
trouble about those who are already gone and beyond our said? 
Besides, it is some time since these persons died, and who is to be 
expected to keep his sympathy on tap for a defunct couple while there 
are always so many fresh claimants? I can’t now bring myself to 
believe that these deceased could have been so very badly treated — it 
is 80 long ago— and I will call upon you, ladies and gentlemen, to vote 
that in the present instance the laws of the land be for once abrogated, 
and the prisoners be set at liberty immediately.” 

The proposition was carried at once amid much cheering, and with 
a tremendous vote of thanks for the chairman the meeting broke up. 

Monney Sillibill went home in high spirite. ‘ The idea of hanging 
people for simply starving a woman and child to death!’’ And he 
quite laughed at the juke. ‘' Why, it’s preposterous,” he said, and he 
had hardly done laughing when he reached his own door. But, there, 
ah! what a change awnsited him! Somebody had been and said 
“Sh-h-h!”’ to his favourite cat »gain, and it was quite evident the 
black-beetle had been frightened at the sound as well. 

And in an attack of rage and astonishment at the horrible cruelty 
of the public, as evidenced by this undeserved attack on poor dumb 
animals, Monney Sillibill went off in a fit and has never been heard of 


since. 


Not for this Organ. 

As our readers are well aware, we take a by no means favourable 
view of the Charity Organisation Society’s doings, but in the interests 
of fair play all round, we think it would have been better if the Jatest 
fulmination against this institution had been duly signed and da‘ed. 
When ‘a solemn and earnest caution’ is administered ‘‘to the bene- 
volent,”’ we have a right to know by whom and for what reason it is 
sent forth. It is rather suspicious that the writer should use the same 
means he complains of most to Organise his own ends, Anyhow, we 
object to being played on for this purpose. 


—-+—-- 


Good Training. 
A HANDBILL advertisement offers 5s. reward for a something “left in 
a second or tbird-class carriage by the 9.26 or 9 34 train from London 
Fields to Liverpool-street.’’ There is a delicious vagueness generally 
about this, which ie, perhaps, only natural on a line where the trains 
themselves take passage in second or third-class carriages—and only 
the jokes are first-class ! 


Seniores Priores. 


ALDERMAN Owprn has been elected Lord Mayor. The North- 
countrymen and Norther Britons who have taken livery in the City 
mus ered strongly to support him; one sturdy Tynesider remarking 
that it was of course quite right the election should always be in the 
sevior’s favour, and this candidate was not only an Alderman but an 


Owd’en too. 





At Home, 


Tue conduetors of the Bow and Bromley Institute have arranged a 
series of Saturdsy popular organ recitals, The best known organists 
have been engaged, and the admitted Best among them; while not a 
few will be glad to find that Archer is fully appreciated at Bow. 


‘‘ Trade Malice.” 

“ THe Bishop of Manchester has issued an appeal to the clergy of 
his diocese on behalf of the Indian Famine sufferers.’’ Our own arch- 
deacon says that i-nt much of a look out; his lordship would have 
done much better if he'd appealed to the parishioners, 





Where the Difference Lies. 

Wat's the difference between our Besika fleet, the righteous 
indignation of the British public, and the Dusteart’s Pera corre- 
spondent (—The first lies in a bay; the second lies in abeyance; and 
the third lies every where and at all times. 





Breadfruit. 

Ovr baker's young man has just been discharged. His master says 
he never met so incorrigibly lazy a youth. Mary Ann, the maid, is 
qvite disconsolate, and says the master is a brute, as it’s only natural 
a baker’s young man should be given to loafing. 





Tue True Suedatorium is presided over by a County Court judge. 
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AND THE BEST THING TOO! 
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Sparks :—‘* WHat A SHAME TO ’A KNOCKED ABOUT YOUR OLD WOMAN LIKE YOU DID LAST NIGHT, SWIPES; WHOY, WHAT PRETEXT DID YUU 


"AVE FOR BEATIN’ HER 80?" 


Swipe:—“ Laws A MUssY, NEIGHBOUR Sparks, I pIpDN’T UsB NO PRETEXT, NOT I; IT WAS THE BROOM ’ANDLE I DONB IT WITH.” 


A ZOOLOGICAL COLLECTION, 


We are credibly informed that the proprietors of the Aquarium, 
fully alive to the success of providing Londoners with a collection of 
curious animals, have arranged for an exhibition at various times of 
the following :— 

The camels that people swallow. 

The gnats they strain at. 

The cock that wouldn’t fight. 

The black sheep of the family. 

The wolf in sheep's clothing. 

The old man’s donkey. 

The weasel that went pop. 

The dead horse that was worked. 

And the mouse that came out of the mountain. 

The whole to wind up with the celebrated monstrosity, the man 
who was always an ass. 





Legal Swine, 

’ Own a place called “‘ The Sands,” at Durham, the following notice has 
beep posted :—“* All persons found trespassing on this land, landing 
rubbieh, or playing quoits, and all pigs and stray cattle found destroy- 
ing the herbage, will be prosecuted according to law.’’ The idea of 
prosecuting a pig is—well, piguliar, though the nuisarce complained 
of may be a great dear, and suflicient to sow-er the sweetest disposition. 
Law, however, should always be avoided, and the man who would go 
to law with a pig must y be somewhat of an ass. 








Striking Home, 


“You will observe,” said that ponderous old pump Woodenwit, 
as he attempted to give off a Times leader second-hand—a notion 
which has not even the merit of originality, seeing how many would- 
be clever ; eople are always playing that game now,—“ you will observe 
that no good has ever been found tocome ofastrike. The strike is most 
Cisastrous to all concerned. I challenge anyone to say that he knew 
anyone who really and clearly benefited by a strike, The strike——” 
“Stop!”’ exclaimed one of his audience; “ didn’t old Jones make a 
clear hundred thou. out in America by striking ile?” And Wooden- 
wit went and read another leader for rehearsal, and scorned to reply. ' 





” 
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‘‘Armagh viruamque 


Tue county of Armagh has been relieved from the military rule 
under which it was placed by the Peace Preservation Act in 1866. 
It is, in fact, no longer “ proclaimed "—«xcept by means of a pro- 
clamation, in which the leading inhabitants wish that, so that the 
occasion shall be remembered and the sin forgotten, the county shall 
be renamed. We will propose it shall be called Unarmagh! 





Solacing. 

A coNTEMPORARY informs usin a little scientific article that every 
beam of the sun that falls upon the earth has its aim «undend So far 
as this country is concerned there is little doubt the sun has» been on 
its beam ends for a long time past. 
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“WHERE THERE'S A WAY THERE’S A WILSON.” 


Old Saw Sharpened and Reset. 
Eyyit :-—“ I BELIEVE, MY DEAR MADAM, THIS BELONGS TO YOU. IT MAY REMIND YOU OF A TIME WHEN 
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YOU PUT A GREAT ‘STITCH’ IN YOUR ENEMY'S SIDE, AND COMPLETELY ‘SEWED HIM UP.’” 
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THE MAIDEN’S CHOICE. 

H, listen little 
maidens to the 
story of a girl 

.Who might have 
married if she 
would a rich and 
noble earl, 

But being very 


crotchetty and 
having whims as 
well, 


She went and flung 
herself away upon 
a seedy swell. 


He was indeed a 
seedy swell when 
first he met her 





SAN 


: gaze, 
Yet instantly her thousand charins had set his heart ablaze. 
In Regent-street it was they met; he fell upon his knees, 
He looked into her limpid eyes and tried her hand to seize. 


And then he said, ‘“‘O lovely maid, my fortune and my name 

I herewith beg to offer you if you'll accept the same.” 

She eyed his hat and overcoat and saw that he was poor, 

She hit him with her parasol, and muttered, ‘‘ Well, I’m sure!” 


Butj ust as she had turned to fly, a notion struck her mind: 

‘* Who knows if in this seedy swell a treasure [ might find;’’ 

So turning round she gave her card and begged that he would call 
That afternoon and see her friend the Earl of Willexhall.” 


‘‘T am engaged to him, but that don’t matter, sir,”’ she said; 
‘*T have a plan I’ll put in force to guide me which to wed.” 
That very afcernoon he called and found the noble earl 

In animated converse with that most eccentric girl. 


‘*’Now, which of you will pay for me,” she cried, ‘‘ the higher price, 
Now which of you will make for me the greater sacrifice? ”’ 

“‘Oh,” quoth the Earl, ‘‘ a thousand pounds ['ll gladly fliog away 
If you will fix your choice on me and name the happy day.” 


The seedy swell he looked aghast, then bitterly he wept, 

And from his tattered garment drew a packet there he kept ; 

‘* Behold, sweet maid, for you,” hecried, ‘I'd give this screw of shag, 
This copper coin, this sulphur match, this old Bandanna rag! 


‘* I’ve nothing else to give, alas! I’m not a wealthy earl’’— 

Was that a tear drop down the nose of that peculiar girl ? 

I cannot say, but suddenly she caught the seedy swell 

And pressed him to her beating heart and kissed and hugged him!'well. 


“* My lord,” she said, ‘‘ behold on whom my maiden choie must fall ; 
You gave a tithe of what you have, this hero gave his all; 

The man who'd give so much for me my hand and heart has won!” 
His lordship bowed the couple out. He could not see the fun. 


Of course this wicked girl was wrong to wed a seedy swell, 

Bat when [ lately called on them she looked extremely well ; 
And if you maidens have to choose—as maidens sometimes do— 
You can't do wrong to choose a man who'd give his all for you. 








Another Subscription. 


A sUBECRIPTION is being raised in the Black Country for the purpose 
of paying M. Gambetta’s fine and law costs. It is strange that no 
sooner do some of our countrymen get a trifle of money than they are 
mad to send it abroad. The present movement should set the lawyers 
at work, as itis a clear infraction of international contract. At the 
very least, it should come under the proposed extension of the Racing 
and Lotteries Ac’s, it being a clear case of aiding and Gambetting. By 
the way, it is reported that the Republican party are prepared to take 
odds as to their ultimate success. Our Legitimatist contributor says, 
depend on it that’s by no means the only thing they are likely to take 
if allowed their own way. 








A Lord When He's Out 


Tue Earl of Dudley’s agent has given notice of reduction of salaries 
to the whole of the managing men and clerks employed at Sedgley, in 
number about 400. Great surprise and dissatisfaction have, it is said, 
been caused by the announcement. But then, somebody must be 
made to pay for the Earl's Javish liberality to detectives and othe- 
dangerous classes, and for the tremendous indifference his lordship 
shows for the purchasing power of money when it hasn't to purchase 
anything for his employés. This isn't the way they expected a Ward 
for past service. 
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NARRATIVE OF A SURVIVOR. 


{ HaTERp everybody, and they deserved it. The people of England 
no one but a Bashi-Bazouk could have any sympathy for, and [ wasn't 
one of those. One day after reading the special editions of the evening 
pspers and a short history of the En-lish people, I determined that 
they were unfit to live. I also determined to killthem. But how? 
There were such a lot of them. Thirty or forty millions of human beings 
take a good long time to put out of their misery. You can’t hold 
them downin a bucket of water like kittens, or twist their necks like 
ducks. Neither is it practicable to wrap arsenic in meat and drop it 
about for them to pick up. See what it would cost in meat and arsenic 
and railway fares before England could be effectually covered. But 
where there is a will there isa way. I thought the subject ont with 
that intelligence vouchsafed to me. I drank green tea and black 
coffee from midnight till two in the morning ; then [ tied a wet towel! 
round my head, and waited fora solution of the mystery to dawn upon 
my highly strung faculties. It dswned about the same time as the 
daylight. It came dimly in the form of hydrophobia, an almost 
fabulous disease in Eagland ; the form grew stronger till it developed 
into four cases of authenticated hydrophobia per annum—till it 
developed finally in five cases of hydrophobia in every day's paper, 
and mental hydrophobia as the crowning result of all. 

I saw the whole thing clearly in a moment. 

If you can work up a fatal disease in ten years from a doubtful case 
per annum to five authenticated cases per diem, without the intention 
of so doing, what could you do with the intention ? 

That was the problem I set myself to solve. I started there and 
then. I got inserted in one or two newspapers a paragraph, thas :— 

** FLyeHonta,— Extraordinary death of a child from the bite cf a fly. 
—A little boy named Jones was last week seized with convulsio.s 
after a fly had settled on his nose. He became rapidly worse, and 
began to buzz, and get into treacle jars and jim pots. On the second 
day he wanted to walk on the walis and ceilings, and shortly after- 
wards was found dead on a fly paper over the chandelier.” 

People read the paragraph and laughed at itas absurd. Doctors 
denied the possibility of such an occurrence, and the story was treated 
jestingly by all the smart paragraphists of the weekly press. 

In a fortnight I inserted another similar case, and headed it, “ Fly- 
phobia again”’ This time I made it aman who had the symptoms 
and died. This made a convert or two, and one doctor wrote to the 
Times to say that such a thing was quite possible. I was very much 
obliged to my unknown ally, and in two months had the satisfaction 
of seeing an authenticated case of flyphobia treated at Guy's Hospital. 
I found out on inquiry that the patient, a woman, had read an account 
of a case only a week before the was seized A fly settled on her nose 
seven days afterwards, and the symptoms set in at once. She was 
watched in the hospital by a committee of doctors and scientific men. 
A jam pot being placed near her she buzz-d and tried to get into it. 
In attempting to walk up the wall she fel! bick wards, and died an 
hour afterwards with allthe worst symptoms of flyphobia. I gave 
myself a grand dinner in commemoration of the event, for I saw that 
my scheme ripened rapidly, 

The account of the woman's death in Guy’s Hospital found its way 
into all the usual channels of publicity. The scientific papers took the 
case up, and the medical profession advanced flyphobia at once to the 
front rank of dangerous diseases, 

In a lucky moment I became acquainted with a Member of Parlia- 
ment, and induced him to mention the subj ct in the House, and obtain 
a select commitiee on the matter. The week after, the subject was 
mentioned in Parliament, and 300 cases were reported in the 
provincial press Nose protectors were invented by surgical instru- 
ment makers, and fourpence per dozen was offered by Government for 
flies dead or alive. In three weeks the kingdom was in a panic. 
Policemen were orderel to seize and destroy all flies found in the 
streets, and the cases of flyphobia swelled to one hundred a day. 
There was hardly a hospital in the country where patients were not 
brought daily, buzzing and trying to get into jam pots, and dying in 
convulsions. Sometimes the fit came on the momenta fly came into 
the room, sometimes a week and sometimes a month after a fly had 
touched some portion of the body. Quaicks made a small fortune by 
inventing antidotes, but they were never successful, 

At last it came about that the sight of a fly was su‘Tic’ent to prove 
fatal, and at the end of ten years after the insertion of my first para- 
graph, the days of the great plague had fallen upon Eoziland again. 
Shops were shut, houses deserted, and the deaths from fl» phobia 20,000 
a day. 

Another ten years, during which the ravages of the epidemic were 
carefully kept before the public, sufficed to kill off the remainioy 
inhabitants of the island, and to-day, Mr. New Zealander, I am the 
sole survivor. Ah! be careful, there isa fly! 

(The New Z-aland+r turns with horror. A fly settles on his nove 
he tries to get into a jam pot, he buzzes, and is deai in ten minutes of 
fl , phobia ) 

Again I am the sole survivor. 
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QUR!};MODERN BUGBEAR. 
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Weakness Portrait of a miserable poltroon who shrinks from weather of any kind. 


— ~~ > 
“ 


Patent giass-shade for keeping dust, soot, rain and hail from the Bugbear ; A few portable necessaries for keeping the Bugbear in good condition: Box, 
fitted with protector frame to defend the glass-shade from damage, hat-brush. goose, furnace to heat same, silk handkerchief, large umbrella, 
and tancy fly-papers to attract insects from the Bugbear. &e &c. Abso utely esential to those who wear stove-pipe hats. 
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A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 


eee) CENE 1.—Anywhere. 
= = FaTHEx and Son. 


Enter 





Fatuer. I cannot think 
how you can be so blinded by 
your folly as not to see that 
the Russians are in the right. 

Son. I do not think you 
know what you are talking 
about, or you would see that 
the Turks have been foully 


wronged. 
Fatuer. The Turks are 
beasts. 
Son. The Russians are 


sneaking curs. 
Fatuer. You are a young 
fool, sir. 
Son. Don’t call me names. 
You are a pig-headed man. 
Fatuer. You scoundrel! 
[ They fight. 


Scenzs 2. — Somewhere else. 
Enter Huspanp and Wire. 


Hvussanp. What an idiot you 
are. my dear. Your view of the case is monstrously unjust. 

Wire. Oh, you sympathise with vice. I am ashamed of you. 

Hvussanp. I wouldn’t be bloodthirsty like you. You are an 
illogical woman, and your moral indignation masters your common 
senre. You are a fool in this matter. 

Wirs. I quite understand. You men sympathise with guilt 
because you are an immoral lot. 

Husganp. Oh, don’t argue—it makes me sick. 

Wirz. Wretch! 

Hvuszanp. Fiend! [ They fight. 


Scenzs 3.— Further on. Enter two Brorusrs. 


Finst Brotusr. Gladstone's been making a fool of himself again. 

Seconp Buotugr. Oh, you're going to imitate the music-hall lot, 
are you, and call Gladstone names. He is a scholar and a statesman, 
not an impudent adventurer like Beaconsfield. 

First Brotugr. The people believe in Beaconsfield, and they don’t 
in Gladstone. He's an ass. 

Seconp Broruzr. Why, you ought to have your face smacked, 
you puppy, for speaking of such a man in such terms. 

First Brotugr. So he is an ass. 

Ssconp Brotuger. You aggravating, thick-headed donkey, take 
that ! [ They fight. 


‘When Found Make a Note of It.” 


Tux latest phase of the present campaign is that of sending old 
jokes by telegraph. So, however terrible a thing war may be to those 
actively concerned in it, we must consider it a huge ‘‘lark”’ to the 
gentlemen who merely look on from afar—afar is we think the word— 
and write or draw (upon their imaginations!. Even the Times is not 
free from this epidemic, and is responsible for the following sent 
specially through from the Seatof War. “It is said that the Turkish 
soldiers have received strict orders not to fire at any Russian general, 
lest he should be killed or disabled, and replaced.’’ Will our friend, 
and that of the late T. B. Macaulay, “‘ the average schoolboy,” inform 
a credulous public and a napping editor as to the age of the foregoing 
exclusive extract ? 


Sporting. 

A FuUND is being raised for the benefit of the Lillie Bridge pedestrian. 
It seems & paradox that with a great Gale always at the place there 
should have been a difficulty in raising the wind. Rather a blow to some 
people that no amount of puffing could do it. The Editor says this is 
as breezeumptuous a remark as zephyr he saw in his life, and likely to 
make him hurry cane and all out of office with a squall of agony 
through the wind oh anything but Galey. 





A Lost Jewell. 

A Jew named Jewell has committed suicide because he laboured 
under the hallucination that the detectives at Bow-street were about 
to arrest him, There was some justification for the idea, for we are 
always hearing that the police are after Jewells— either the Countess 
of Dudley’s or someone’s else, 


A Deaf Feat. 
Mr. Parwzit declares that Ireland will not turn a deaf ear to his 
appeals to its patriotism. It would be “‘ hard of Erin”’ if it did. 





LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 


THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 


As Paris reclined on Mount Ida one day, 
Exjoying a mouthful of air, 

It chanced that three ladies were passing that way — 
Three ladies remarkably fair. 

Their faces were handsome, their toilettes were gay, 
Their manner caused Paris to stare. 


They were arguing londly, as women can do, 
When women imagine they're right ; 

My stating their cause of dissension to yor, 
Kind readers, may give some delight. 

And curious facts I'll proceed to review- 
(Our Editor told me I might). 

Now Venus, Minerva, and Juno (the names 
Of the ladies who couldn't agree) 

Were arguing who'd the most genuine claims 
To be reckoned the best of the three. 

“« T’m fairest,” cried Juno (the proudest of dames), 
*« As anyone plainly can see!” 

“T'm surprised!’’ said Minerva; “ by jingo, what cheek ! 
Why, J’m better looking than you!” 

“Get out!’ replied Juno— (she said it in Greek, 
A language the bard never knew)— 

‘* You're a blue-stocking! ’’ Juno exclaimed, with a shrick ; 
Minerva said, “‘ Yah! you're a shrew!” 

“Come, drop it, friends!” Venus remarked, with a sneer; 
‘“* Allow me to utter a word, 

I beg you'll remember that Venus is here : 
Of her fame I imagine you've heard. 

You forgot who was present, Minerva, my dear ; 
Your reasoning’s quite too absurd !”’ 

Their words became higher,—they very nigh fought, 

Till Paris exclaimed, “‘ Draw it mild! 

Come, ladies, be calm, and behave as you ought, 
You goddesses shouldn’t be riled.” 

And suddenly all, by his air being caught, 
Forgot their dissension, and smiled. 

** Let me decide matters,’’ said Paris, ‘‘ for I'm 
A party, I fancy, that knows ; 

I'm a critic of beauty, the first of my time, 
A 1 at the North Woolwich ‘ shows.’ ”’ 

**’Tis well,”’ said the ladies —- (/ give it in rhyme, 
But they only said it in prose). 

‘‘ This apple,” said they, ‘‘is the prize we would gain, 
This nice golden pippin’s for her 

Who's decreed to be fairest and able to reign 
As leader of fashion; and, sir, 

We'd thank you, if you'd have the kindness to deign 
To mention which one you prefer.” 

Said Juno (aside), “ Grant the apple to me, 
I'll give you all Asia for life.” 

Said Minerva (aside), ‘If J gain the decree, 
In war you shall ne'er come to strife.” 

Said Venus (aside), “If the winner I be, 
I’li give you the fairest as wife.’ 

“Well, really,”’ said Paris, ‘‘ I'm bound to confess 
You all are deserving of praise ; 

Minerva, you're tidy, and so is your dress ; 
You look well in that new polonaise. 

Yet Juno looks neater, although she wears less 
Her garb’s like a pantomime fay's. 

“ After all, my opinion is Venus must gxin 
The eagerly-coveted prize ; 

For Juno, I fancy, is rather too vain, 
And Minerva’'s too staid, I surmise. 

I trust you will not at my verdict complain, 
But both of you others are guys!’ 


Minerva and Juno were very irate, 
And made a most terrible fuss ; 
And Paris had certainly met with his fate— 
Been torn into pieces, or “ wuss ’’— 
Had it not been for Venus, who, though it was lat», 
Saw him safe to the twopenny ‘“‘ bus.” 
Then Venus (although it was very unwise) 
Gave him somebody handsome to wed ; 
Bat she fills bim with terror, his rule she deli-s, 
And causes him infinite dread! 
And he vowed if he’d known, he'd have given the prize 
To Minerva or Juno instead! 
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GENTLEMEN MEET—” 


Cabby (to Bus Conduetor, who has made rude remarks about the size of Cabby's 
mouth) :-—“ CALL MY MOUTH A LETTER BOX, DO yERK? Look aT YOUR nose; 
WHY IT was put on hot and run all over yer face. Yau !!" 


‘WHEN 


i— 

| NEWS NOTES. | 

Iw consequence of the marvellous manner in which Sir Stafford has | 
reduced the revenue according to Conservative Customs, they call him | 
the revenue cutter. 

The announcement that Lord Lyttleton was about to marry 
eldest daughter of Viscount Halifax and the widow of the late Mr. 
In is incorrect, but not Ingrammatical. 

The Cleopatra Needle ought to arrive safely. One | 
straw and another vessel has that vessel in tow. Nothing like making | 


gure 
it leave off at Homes—Dr. Barnardo's to wit ? 


A Word of Good Advice, 

We beg to warn the thousand and one obvious jokers who have 
broken out in a fresh place, and continue to send us inanities about 
Gale's great walking feet, that we shall visit with condign punishment | 
and the utmost rigour of the law any of their body who may be found 
none round the office with a view to dropping further atrocities of 
this kind into the editor's box. We have received seven dustpans full 


already, and recognie in many the handwritings of habitual and 
hardened offender. 






Over 2 Patte: he. CeaTeD, TO FASYENT CLoceIre Wire Ink 
seidb al! Santinnana, to 66. Ne oo Boxes. Send 7 

a6s0r dd Gam pie box be Jone . i wee street, dirmian ™. 

bole Whoicsaie Londos Ageute—N. Jd. PUWELL &Co., 11, Whitechkape’, E. 


\ 
Pra‘'ed by JUDD & OO., Phasniz Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprieters) at 158, Fleet Street, B.C.—London, October 10, 1877. 





_ each other. 


eesel has it in the only laymen I know are really the 
i .5 3 always on the right ‘lay,’ they are!” ye have some faint notion 


, that the laymen 
Query for the Benevolent. If charity should begin at home, should fraternity. 


HOOD’S COMIC. ANNUAL FOR 


{| Ocr. 10, 1877. 








AUDACITY. 


Or the Truth I have had quite encugh— 
‘Tis seldom, or never, delightful! 

It is often most “ pestilent stuff,” 
Diegustingly nasty and spiteful! 

It is stupid and dull, and I'll try 
To shake cff mere modest veracity, 

And will learn how to tell a good lie— 
And stick to it too—with Audacity ! 


If I only succeed in this plan, 
And make folks believe in delusion, 
I am sure I ehall find that I oan 
Make love without silly confusion! 
I am now so disgracefully shy, 
It’s really beyond my capacity ! 
Bat I know I shall learn by aad ty 
Thé way to make love with Audacity ! 


D n'finfer that I mean to suggest, 
By what I have just been declaring, 
That_Love and Lie-making are best 
Adhieved by the same sort of daring! 
Fabrication, like fishermen’s flies, 
Gadgeons swallow with stupid voracity ! 
So fish can be captured by lies— 
And Love can be won by Audacity ! 


Cause and Effect. 


Tue niece of a deceased Scotch miser—we sould like 
to know how miserly a Scotchman must be ere he is 
considered a miser in Scotland; and at the same time 
to express our belief that there never was, never is, 
and never will be such a thing as a Scotch miser— well, 
the niece «f a deceased Scotch miser whose money 
couldn't be found for a long while has just discovered 
the place where it was hid, by dreaming. We merely 
chronicle this as a great curiosity. It isa remarkable 
fact that the utility of dreams ard the existence cf 
Scotch misers should have been discovered not only at 
one and the same time but in intimate connection with 


“ Fove’’ Fs tiows.— Officers of the Excise. So thinks 


_ the caterer of the Oldham Conservative Club, who was 
| for once a little too Liberal. 


A Lay’m Attempt. 


Tax word “layman” is used with irritating frequency by some 
iters who wish to show how the worlds of art and literature and law 
_ and clerics and everything are open to them and them only, while the 
the | rest of the world must go without or get its knowledge by the process 


| of slow distillation from the pens of these fine writers. 
after puzzling over one of these ethical distinctions, ‘ It’s strange that 


Said Brown, 
eatest experts. They are 


rown meant belong to that horrid horse-racing 


Poor Mrs. J. 


Mrs. Jonzs is always reading now about Hungary in the papers. 
She wants to know when ’Arry was Hung, and what he did. 


Ready on the 18th, Price One Shilling, 
I878. 


Epirep sy Hsnry SAMPSON. 


CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


sl CADBURY'S 
Se mii? COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION. —Ly Cocca thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh, 


Reckitt’s 


As Supplied to the 


_ LAUNDRESS 


Paris Blue} 
PRINCESS«WALESS 
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MY ILLOGICAL MIND. 


I conrgss, with a feeling akin to regret, 
That as there are spots on the sun, 
So the best of us all are with failings be-et, 
And that I am afflicted with one. 
I presume I possess it, although I can swear 
That its presence I never could find, 
But the friends who pretend that they know me declare 
That I have an ill gical mind. 


When I ask for a proof, I am toli that I side 
With whatever appears to be right, 
That I give to my sympathies latitude wice 
And don't always say “ No!”’ when I might. 
When [ say that I can't see the uses of war, 
Of torpedoes and things of the kind, 
Or what they should execute criminals for, 
I am met with “ Illogical mind!” 


In short, when I won’t let an arguing friend 
Persuade me that yellow is grey, 

Or when I decline my adhesion to lend 
To all that the loud talkers say, 

They turn on my poor little self with a frown, 
And my death warrant’s instantly signed ; 

‘This fellow,” they cry with contempt, ‘is a clown, 
And he has an illogical mind.” 





Exact L:terary ‘‘ Intelligence.” 


Tue Acidemy speaks of That Lass o Lowrie’s as 
‘an American story which has no circulation in this 
country.” Ifastory is to b» judged by its subject, 
which is pit life in Lancashire, and if the nationality of 
the author, which is Eaglish, is to be at all considered, 
the first part of the statement has hardly that claim 
upon exact fact one wou'd expect from a paper which 
can give the Cyclopedists half way start and beat them 
at the end of the race for knowledge in the commonest 
of canters. As to the second part, that it has no circula- 
tion in this country, much must depend on what the 
idea of circulation is, and there can be no doubt the 
Academy's idea is as peculiar as it is exact. What are 
even a dozen editions when put in the balance against 
so exact a contemporary’s exact statement ? 


An ‘Imminent Degapity Bresce.’”’—The Martini- 
Henry's. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


First TRAV8LLER. 
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A PRACTICAL VIEW. 


“How LOVELY IN THB CALM STILLNESS OF EVENING TO LISTEN TO THE 
NIGHTINGALE 8 NOTE.’ 

‘“‘'Yr'TH, HEB’S A DOOCID FINE PELLOW, 18 THE NIGHTINGALE; BUT I THAY> 
(bright idea) HB MUST BB A BEATHTLY NOOTHANCB TO ALL THE OTH8R LITTLE 
BIRDTH THAT WANT TO GO TO THLEBP.” 


First Travetter. Well, here we are in Rome. Now, where is 


the Vatican ? 


I say, old fellow, I should like to see Cleo- | 


Roman. The Vatican has been sent to London, signor. Mr. 


patra’s Needle; we've been nearly all round the’world, let’s wind up Whalley bought it. You will find it on Hackney Downs. 


with that. 

Seconp TRavgeLLER. 
we'll go. 

Tuirp Travetisr. I'll come with you. I often thought when a 
boy I should like to see it. [ They go. 

Szconp Trave.tier. Hulloh, this is Egypt, and here’s the place 
where the Needle used to be ; but it ain’t there! 

Ecyptian. Cleopatra's Needle? OO, no, it’s gone to England 
months ago. You'll find it at Westminster. 

First Trave.ter. Ah, we've been travelling about and didn't know. 
Never mind, let’s go to Italy and see the Leaning Tower of Pisa. 

Seconp TraveLitsr. Come on, then, and see it. [ They go. 

Tuirp Travetiter. Well, it’s cost us a lot of money to get to 
Italy, but here we are. Why, where's the tower? 

Irauian. Tower of Pisa, gentlemen? Oh, yes, someone has 
bought it and sent it to Eagland. You'll find it opposite the Brewery 
in Tottenham-court-road. 

Frast Travetter. Oh, blow this. 
of Waterloo. 

Sgaconp Travetter. Well, it's a long way, and we've been travel- 
ling very quick, but here we are over the Belgian frontier. Now we 
are in Brussels. Here is the field of——. MHulioh, I say, peasant, 
this ain’t the fie'd of Waterloo! 

PaasantT. O14, n0,sir. This is where it used to be. Aa E1glish 
gentleman purchased it some months ago. It’s laid out at the back of 
the Alexandra Palace, now. I’m sorry it’s gone, for it brought us 
such lots of visitors. 

Tuirp TRaveLiEr, 


Here, let's go and see the field 
[ They go. 


Well, this ‘s a nuisance. Never mind, we'll 
Come on. [ They 90. 


goto Rome and Paris and se the sights, 


vou. AAVIA. 


Ah, yes, it’s in Egypt, ain’t it? Come on, 


Szconp Travectter. Oh, thanks. And the Pope? 

Roman. He resides at Brompton now, signor. 

First TravgeLier. Ah, we'd better get to Paris, think. [{ Ti-y go. 

Seconp TraveLugr. This don't look like Paris tome. Where's 
the gilded dome of the Invalides ? 


Paristan. Removed to the Bagnigge Wells-road. 
First Travattsr. Oh, and the Venddme Column? 
Parisian. On the Holborn Viaduct, sir. 


Tutrp TraveLtge. Well, then, where the dickens is Marshal 
Mac Mahon ? 

Panistan. Oh, Monsieur, the French people have sold him very 
cheap to Madame Tuseaud s, for the Chamber of Horrors. 

Aut Travetiers. Comeon. We'd better go to England and wait 
till the other sights of the world come over. It won't be any good 
travelling after this. 

Fist TRaveLer. 


Come on. 


Perhaps Stanley's brought the Nile over. 


A Novel Notion. 


AT an inquest held in Sheffield on the body of a man who had com- 
mitted suicide by jumping into one of the waterworks reservoirs, it 
was elicited that over a hundred people had drowned themselves in the 
same way within a comparatively short time, The idea that a 
Sheffislder would drown himself at all unless in drink seems extra- 
ordinary to anyone who has seen the inhabitants, as it would now 
appear, pretending to have the unholiest horror of undiluted water. 
Perhaps, however, sheflielders have a sense of the humorous, and 
think this is a gocd way of biddirg “ Eau reservoir!” to the world at 
large. 
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THE GREAT STARVATION CASE, 


Scunal. Grand Murriase Ceremony. 


Lovis G. Britain, I take thee, Harriet India, with all thy bound- 
less wealth, and swear to love and cherish thee. (He loves her and 
| erishes her by spending the greatir portion of her money on entertain 

ints and titles and little amusements for himself; tie balance he spends 
on three other young ladus, the Muses Atice EnGuanp, Ingianpn, and 
SCOTLAND. / 

Scene 2. Grand Dying without Ceremony. 

Hanrrizt Inpra. Oh, Luise, my hueband, I am starving. I have no 
food, and my children are famishing before my eyes. 

louis Brirarx. Oh, you can starve, If Miss Mansion House 
likes to help you she can, but it is not my duty to give you anything 
out of my !mperial Exchequer. 

(yarna Bsracoxsri:itp. Well, I hope I shan’t be blamed. Of 
course, I know I could give poor Harriet India just what she wants to 
keep the life in her, but I'm not bound to. | 

Hamarer Inpra. Miss Mansion House gives me little bits, but not 
enough to eat. I am dying by inches. It was you, Louis Great 
Britain, who wedded me in my youth, and took all my treasure and all 
my wealth. Will you give me no bite| or sup when you are 
equandering millions of my money on those Alices ? 

Louis Barrarxs. No. Die! What does it matter tome? I've got 


all your property. 
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Miss Manstow Hovss. When is Mr. Britain going to help me. 


keep the life in his wife Harriet ? 

Purntic Orrnion. He ought to give something out of his Imperial 
Exchequer, because he is morally responsible for the welfare of this 
poor starving creature now kept alive by private charity. If anything 
nappens I hope he will be punished to the utmost limit of the law. 

Ciara Beaconsrirtp. Il turn round, if you want « witness, and 
teil you what they didn’t do. 

Pentic Opmion. You hold a position in which it is quite possible 
'o give the poor thing helpif you like! You are worse than Louis is, 


A BORN HISTORIAN. 


A GENTLEMAN writing to the Pall Mall Gaztte about the asperity of | 


public feeling as to atrocities on one side or the other at the war, 
argues that ‘they all do it,” and refers to a great authority on 
the subject. “The late Lord Macaulay was a man not devoid of 
kindly and hearty feelings, but what are the words he puts into the 
mouth of Bind - their- kings-in-chains-and-their-1 obles-in-links - of- 
iron - Obadiah, sergeant in Ireton’s regiment?’’ The following is the 
stanaa referred to by the writer (andjattempted by ‘him), as it was 
written by Macaulay :— 

** Ho! comrades scour the plain, 

And ere ye s'rip the slain 

First give another stab to make your search secure ; 
Then shake from sleevex and pockets 
Their broad pieces and their lockets, 
The tokens of the wanton, the plunder of the poor.”’ 

With an ingenuity not unknown among controversialists, one im- 
portant fact is omitted which rather concerns the late T. B. M. and his 
opinions. The poem was written when he was about nine years of 
age, a time when poetic genius may exhibit its power on a boy’s 
imagination, but hardly a time when he becomes an immense political 
authority. Yet it is well that a great historian and his early work 
should be the means of again showin us “ how history is written’’! 








It is rumoured that some magnates of the City who managed to get 
themselves appointed before the present agitation for intellect and 
virtue in its courcils set in, are asking who is to have the honour of 
first threading Cleopatra's Needle when it arrives. For various reasons 
we should prefer «x-Lord Mayor Cotton, and in case there should be 
any difficulty as to the operation taking place, we would recommend 
Sir Robert Carden to be well on the spot and ready fora speech. We 
can back him by this means to bore a hole through anything if you'll 
only give him time enough. All this will of course depend on whether 
the Needle is to be placed on the top of St. Paul's or not. This busi- 
ness of a site might well be ballotted for, if only once again to show 
how true the Needle is ever to the poll. 


The Spanish Marriage. 

Ovr Mrs. Juggins says she can’t make out all this fuss about a 
Spanish union in the papers. She like 8 them herself, baked and boiled, 
and thinks it strange that the Spanieh people should object to one in 
their own country. 


Tus Pcrr Pxae.mimaky.—That which the steam-engine gives 
before s‘arting. 
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‘LITTLE MISTAKES.” 


OME ye, for whom Dame Fortune makes 
No obstacles your peace to mar, 
And own this narrative awakes 
Sweet sympathy (a guiding star !) 
For mortals who, unhappy, are 
The life-long victims to mistakes. 


It was our butcher—or "twas he 
Who brings us our diurnal bread— 
Who suffered thus, or it may be 
It was our grocer man instead. 
(I cannot carry in my head 
Such paltry facts; they worry me.) 


The man’s commercial views displayed 
No moral flaw you could detect, 
One observation which he made 
Convinced us all in this respect : 
‘* To keep their consciences select 
Should be the rule of folks in trade.” 


But yet his customers would throng 
Upon him in a perfect tide 

To tell him that their bills were wrong 
(And always on the Tradesman’s side), 
Until that Tradesman could have cried 

For death himself to come along! 








They'd also come and grow irate, 
And give their indignation vent 
About deficiency of weight 
In articles the Tradesman sent, 
Until the pangs he underwent 
Were pitiful to contemplate. 


I'm sure the Tradesman did his best 
To compensate for each mistake : 
He'd clasp his hands and thump his breast 
As if his very heart would breax, 
And, catching his “ assistant,’ shake 
The fellow till he had to rest! 


I’ve wept to see the Tradesman flop 

On bended knees, disdaining pride, 
And beg that proud assistant drop 

These errors one so often spied — 

(And always on the Tradesman’s eide)— 
And this with people in the shop. 


When customers were no‘ about, 
I've seen him, too, as one in joke, 

With tongue projecting slightly out, 
Give that assistant’s ribs a poke, ; 
The while he chuckled as he spoke. 

(His way of chiding him, no doubt.) 


But— spite of all these means the sad 
And persecuted Tradesman tried— 
The errors grew so very bad 
(And always on the Tradesman’s side), 
The Tradesman could no longer chide 
And threaten— he dismissed the lad. 











—— 
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Th: Tradesman now discovered, pai: ed 
By conscience-stings and moral act es, 
Th \t seven-tenths of all he'd gained 
stesulted from these sad “ mistak:s’”’: 
By mentioning a heart that breals 
Ta s sorrow may be best explained. 


A fresh assistant he procure?, 

A stripling younger than the last, 
No: yet, presumably, inured 

To making those ‘‘ mistakes” £0 fast. 

‘** We will,” he said, “ forget the pas, 
As now correctness is insured.” 


Ba’, bless your soul! I gravely vow 
You can’t conceive the mighty tide 
In which mistakes came rolling now 
(And always on the Tradesman’s sice) : , 
‘The Tradesman's heart within him dio; 
He wildly glared, and beat his brow! 


With glazed, appealing, tearful eye, 
[mploring—yearning—yet severe, 

H> asked that new assistant why, 
Oh why those sad mistakes were here P— 
And this occurred with others near, 

When customers were standing by ! 


Woaat wonder that, when none bekeld, 
As he was counting up his gold, 
H >t tears beneath his eyelid welled, 
His brow grew icy, icy cold ? 
What wonder? Just a hundredfold 
By these mistakes his gains had swelled ! 


With resolution girt about, 
Resolved to be no more beguiled, 
He turned that new assistant out, 
And got another—quite a child. 
‘* My patrons, pray be reconciled, 
The foe,” he said, * at length we'll rout!” 
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‘But very, very strange to say, 
Chese terrible mistakes grew mo:e 
Ani more in number ev'ry day, 
And far more glaring than before! 
The Tradesman sank upon the floor,— 
He'd made a fortune straight away. 


He drove the infant from his sight— 

Its very presence made him thrill ; 
He shut up shop that very night 

And built a mansion on a hill: 

And there he tries to pardon still 
Those base “assistants’’ all his micht. 





THE MYSTERY. 
Cuaprsr I.—Itr Anisezs. 


He was an elderly man with white ringlets, and that saved him from 
my vengeance. Also he hada walking-stick, a man-servant, and a 
big dog, but that, of course, did not influence my decision to leave 
him alone. We found our ourselves at midnight on the bridge of the 
Calais mail packet, bound for Dover. He held me by the peak of 
my travelling cap, and muttered softly in my ear, ‘‘ Young man, you 
pine for your family fireside; you have Home Sick writ airy on your 
brow.”’ I didn’t see it; I looked down the funnel, abaft the jibboom 
sounded the sponson taffrail binnacle—all without avail. ‘I will 
explain to you anon,” he said starnly (sternly I should say, but he was 
on board a boat’. Then he toyed with his dog’s tail, and left me. 





Cuarrer II.—Ir 18 Soxvep. 

Tax moon peered cautiously from behind a cloud as we collided 
with Dover Harbour, and, observing that no one was watching, it 
went off for a sail through the firmament. The elderly gentleman with 
white ringlets showed his white teeth, that glistened in the moonlight, 
and seized me by the link of my left wristband. I sat down upon 
my luggage fora moment, my head beating time to the promenade 
concerts of the billows below. *‘ You have come to explain!’’ I shrieked 
under my breath. “I have,” he replied. “It wasa joke! Homesick 
writ airy, don’t you see—Home Secretary?’’ I bit my umbrella into 
two, and questioned him mutely further with my eyebrows. “ You 
don’t see,’ he went on. ‘“ Well then, you ought to, because now the 
trip is over, and you R. A. Cross.” There was 4 plash ef a body and 
some luggage inthe briny ocean; when I came to myself I was 
stretched out on the beach to dry, with a couple of rocks on my 
stomach to keep me from blowing away. And the old man with the 
white ringlets had vanished into endless space. 





Oh, Merthyr! 

In reply to a Merthyr workman, Mr. Crawshay, the Welsh iron 
king, writes that he does not think of opening his works again, that 
he is too near his grave to lay out a large sum in improvements, and 
that he always hoped to die with his works going, only the men have 
been such bad fellows he won't be able to. Wedon't know how Mr. 
C. could hope to die with his works going; most men die when their 
works stop; but putting that on one side, surely Mrs. Crawshay's 
omnipotent lady-helps might have stepped in and rescued Mr. C. from 
the very doleful dumps in which he evidently is. It is irony of fate 
that in this irony work they should be useless. 
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FLUCTUATIONS IN VALUE.—BY OUR SPECIAL PURCHASER. 
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To the Trade :—* Vell--I'm afraid ve can't do these for yer for leas than ten 
shillingth a-peeth; yer thee it'th the material that’th tho vallyble!’’ 
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“ Vell, you see, I can take it in vith the other oddth and endth. Thay Seppent, sgciny forit. Yer thee there’th no 


To the Trade again :— Down t zero. 
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THE MUSCOVITE PET. 


CHICKEN AND 


THE MOSLEM 
‘‘The Emperor has decided for sanitary reasons to remove his head quarters.”—Daily Paper. 
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PROVIDING FOR THE POOR. 


A Lava@Hasi: Puay, In Tures Acts. 


ACT I1.— Before the Beard. 


“cave: The Best Room in the Local Union. Guvarptans discovered 
dining at the ratepayers’ expense. MyYRMIBON twatting respectfully 
a* deor, Merriment and clinking of glasses heard as ourtain rises. 
GUAKDIANS come down stage and sing. 


FirstG. Lo! daily here we sit and feed— 
OmngEs. We do, indeed ! 
Seconp G. And bully when the paupers plead— 
Omnezs. We do, indeed ! 
First G. Yea, when they ask us for relief, 
They find ’tis oft in vain they come; 
Seconp G. And don't we grin to see their grief ! 
OMNES. Tum tum! [ They sit. 


First G. (to Myrmuipon). Well, what’s the matter now ? 
Myrmipon. If you please, gen’lemen, there’s a old party outside 
a-asking for relief. She says she’s over seventy, and can’t work no 


longer. 

Gvarpians. Ha! ha! bring her in. 

First G. TI agree with you, gentlemen, ‘twill afford us some 
amusement. (io, bring her before us. 


(Myrmipon bows and exit. Interva? of about half an hour, during which 
the GuarRpDIANs feed as before. After which re-enter Myrmipon, 
dragging in a respectable looking old Woman, feeble with age, and half 
starved. She stands trembling before the gorgers, who scowl at her 
fiercely.) 

First G. Well, woman! What do you want? 

Omnrs (facetiousiy). Yes, what's for you? Ha! ha! ha! 

Woman (timidly). If you please, gentlemen, I am a dressmaker by 
trade, and I’ve had to work very hard all my life, and now, gentlemen, 
I’m too old and too ill to work any more, so I’ve come to beg some 
relief and shelter. I’m starving, and I haven't got a friend to help 
me in all the world. 

Omnrs (loud/v\’. Ha! ha! ha! 

First G. Woman! Are you aware of what you are asking? Do 
you suppose Unions were built to succour idle, good-for-nothing old 
people like you? By jingo, gentlemen, the insolence of the present 
dav is something startling! 


Omnes. Frightful! 

Frust G. Therefore, old woman, begone! 

Woman. Pray, gentlemen, don't send me away, or I shall die of 
starvation. 

Omnrs. Can’t help it! 


A GvARDIAN (with a happy thought). Stay. gentlemen, here's a 
lark! Snppose we send her off to the Casual Ward till somebody “in 
the house”’ goes and dies? After that she can take the vacancy and go 
and die too. 

Omnzs. Capitalidea! We will! 

First G Gentlemen, I concur with your sentiments: they do you 
honour. (Zo Myrmipon). Away with her to the Casual Ward and see 
that she works. 

Myrmipon. Right you are, gents. Come on, old party. 
her away to Casual Ward.) 

First G. Now, gentlemen, let us finish our feed ! 

Omnzs. Wewill. (And they do. Then they toast each other.) 


TABLEAU, and end ef Act I, 


ACT IT.—Scenzg: The Ward aforesaid. Inmates discovered workirg. 
Boss superintending. In a farther corner, where the draught comes in, 
old Woman discovered tryt 7 to pick oakum. She sinks, exhausted. 


Boss (ferociously). Now, then, old woman, just you pull yourself 
together and get on with your oakum, d’ye hear? 

Woman: ‘Oh. sir, I can’t work at that; I haven't strength, sir; I’ve 
on'y been used to dressmaking. Please let me do something easier. 
I'm ill and dying. 

Boss. What's that? Oh yes, I daresay! Here. off you go to the 
magistrate. I']] teach von to give way to idleness here, ole gal. Be 
off with you. (Takes her before the beak, who gives her a month's ine 
prisorment, and serve her right too, wicked old woman !) 


Picrurgg! Endof Act I. 


ACT III.—Scenz: No. 13, Carraway’s Court. Enter Panisx OFrricer. 
Knocks at door. A careworn, half-starved looking woman answers the 
door 


P.O. Now then, Mrs Squoller, what's the meaning of this ? 

Mrs. 8S. Of what, sir? 

P. O. Didn't you come whining before the board the other day for 
relief, Mrs. Squoller ? 

Mrs. 8S. (humbly). Yes, sir, I was forced to apply for something to 
assist me in keeping my four children. You know, sir, I have been 
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unable since my poor husband's death to support even myself, let 
alone them. 

P.O. That’s all very well, ma’arn. And what did our relieving 
cficer say to you? Did he refuse you? Did he not at once 
generously give you one shilling per week and one quartern loaf ? 

Mas. S. Yes, sir, he was very kind! 

P. O. Did he not say, Mrs. Squoller, that your brats could go to the 
local ragged echool ? 

Mus. &, Yes, sir, and I've been very glad to send them. 

P.O. And are you aware, Mrs. Squoller, that your youngest boy, 
aged three-and-a-half years, is absolutely rebellious? Do you know 
that this morning he actually had the audacity, when repeating his 
‘* tables,’ to break down in his “ four times”’ ? 

Mrs. S._ I'm very sorry to hear it, sir. 

P.O. Very sorry, indeed, Mrs. Squoller; I should think so. And 
do you know, ma'am, how we serve people in receipt of relief whose 
children are rebellious at school P 

Mrs. S. (¢remblingly). No, sir. 

P. O. (in a thundering tone). Why, ma’am, we stop the relief of the 
whole family, ma’am, and let them starve, ma'am. That's 
serve people whose brats don’t know their “four times.” There! // 
(Woman faints. Children scream. Pantsu Orvicenr strikes an attitude. 
Luter GUARDIANS, who embrace Parish Orricer.) 


Taspieau and CurtTAIn. 
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Too Satirical. 


A woman at Bishop Auckland “ has been remanded on a charge of 
attempting to murder her husband by administering to him a dose ot 
vermin-killer.” It is anticipated that if a conviction be recorded we 
are likely to have another criminal agitation, many of ‘‘ the wives of 
the country” being of opinion that the use of the ingredient named is 
perfectly justifiable, and reveals a discriminating power which should 
not be too lightly scorned. 


‘‘Thus Bad Begins——.” 

A DETERMINBD-LOOKING ruffian named William Onion, having met 
a woman at a bible book-stall and persuaded her to marry him, in- 
augurated the happy event by getting beastly drunk and brutally ill- 
treating her. At the police-court it transpired that the gentleman 
had been convicted over sixty times of drunkenness and violent 
asvaults, which should teach women to be more careful and not to 
marry chance acquaintances. More sige and less Onton should be their 
motto. 





‘¢ Hawarden, 1877.” 

Tue Bolton Liberal Association have issued a souvenir of their visit 
to Hawarden Castle last August, in the shape of a characteristic cabine* 
portrait of Mr. Gladstone, as he was at the moment, axe andall. This 
is to prove that the camera was on the spot quite axeidentally. Any- 
how, the likeness is admirable and appropriate—a cabinet portrait for 
an ex-Cabinet Minister. 


The Ruling Spirit. 
Wuar sort of Government is most likely to suit the tastes of 
auctioneers, tallymen, advertisement canvassers, and such like aristo- 
crate — Why a “‘com’’-mune to be sure. 


Rivery Reasoning. . 
HicHWAYMEN are cropping up along the banks of London's river. 
We shall have to call it tho Turpin es to distinguish it from 
Turpin Tyne. 


how we. 
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First Cabby :—“‘ Four wHua.en, cunts? ” 


Second Ditto (who “ knows his customers” ):—“‘ They Don'T WANT A “ KBB.’ 





STRICT JOURNALISTIC TRAINING. 


A Woru1-Kept Secret Ovr at Last. 


{Ocr. 17, 1877. 
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,ARTBREAKING. 


’ Tuuy’s HARTISTS, THBY IS; TUPPENY BUSS MORE IN their LINE.” 





| the hour, and now and again the veteran displays the mastery he still 
has over the rest of his journalistic brethren by showing a bit of “ the 


_old form.” The other day he succeeded in accomplishing the whole 


Acoorpine to the Atheneum, the much bespotted Mr. Delane will of the given task in 59 min. 58 14-10 sec., by Benson, as before, or 
not give up his position on the 7\mes until he has “thoroughly trained | well within the hour, amid much jubilation from those who are still 


his successor.” 
little more information on its readers as to ‘‘ how it’s done.” Failing 
the Atheneum, however, we are happy to be able to give full par- 
ticulars. The successor is put to bed early in the evening, and care- 
fully rubbed down by Mr. Delane, who, wishing him a good night's 
rest, retires. At four in the morning Mr. Delane arrives, armed with 
a tub and two large spon a pair of boxing gloves, a piece of under- 
done steak and no vegetables, and the other essentials for a trainee’s 

inning, and the usual bath and rub-down and box then take place. 

t is said by those who know, that Mr. Delane has a most remarkable 
~~ of getting in under his opponent's guard and delivering what is 

nically known as toko. His successor is becoming gradually used 
to this, and may in time be a worthy conductor of the same line of 
attack, but at present the old ‘un has it all his own way, though it 
must be admitted he now and again receives a tremendous facer in the 
counter-hitting. The successor, we are glad to be able to chronicle, 
is as game as a pebble, as hard as nails, and a regular wooled ’un, 
three essentials which cannot but give him a great chance in the 
arduous battle he has before him. 

After the bath and the sponge down and the box, and the steak and 
the no vegetables, Mr. Delane takes his successor out for the usual 
preliminary canter in flannels. To get himself quite fit, the successor 
has to walk a mile, run a mile, stand on his head for a mile, throw 
cat’n wheels for a mile, climb a greasy pole for a mile, ride a unicycle 
for a mile, and carry Mr. Delane on his back for a mile. All this 
must be done against time, and the successor is rapidly acquiring 
rapidity as he loses flesh and superincumbent weight. By one of 
Benson's new patent “ fly-backs,”’ which can neither «rr nor lead into 
error, he has already reached 1 hour 15 min. 11 7-10 sec. for the 
total. but that is by no means enough. Before a man is in any way fit 
for the position he must, as Mr [-line himself has it, get well within 





Our literary contemporary might have bestowed a of an opinion, which is the outcome of hope, that the ancient will 
relinquish his design of retiring, and return once more to lead the 


serried columns of the “ Thunderer ”’ to conquest, as in the days so long 
gone by yet so well to be remembered in the future. 

The trial over, the successor has another cold bath, this time a 
shower, and is well rubbed down by his trainer. Then breakfast. 
This consists of dry toast and weak tea, steak underdone and without 
vegetables, lean chops, eggs, and an occasional piece of water-cress. 
Milk, butter, bacon, and such like articles of the ordinary breakfast 
table are expressly forbidden, but a little marmalade or an occasional 
pot of raspberry jam is allowed the successor, either when he has been 
exceptionally good or when he is in danger of becoming “stale” by 
reason of his exertions and the simplicity of his diet. Pepper, salt, 
mustard, &c.,in anything like quantity, are also strictly forbidden. 
It is now well known that they affect the mind by means of the body, 
and that the entire policy of a paper has been changed through an 
editor having an extra devil in his kidney, a dab too much mustard 
on his Welsh-rabbit, or another sausage when he should have been 
satisfied with “‘mashed.”” The nature of man is weak, and it is only 
by holding constant watch and ward over the stomach that the brain 
of journalism is kept pure and unsophisticated, calm and placid, and 
yet able to deal out either the thunderbolt of invective or the carraway 
seeds of criticism at a moment's notice, with unsparing hand as with 
unequalled discrimination and knowledge of the varying subjects 
which go to make the true and rarely discovered editorially balanced 
mind. 

Breakfast over, the training recommences, and it must be admitted 
that the work is of no easy kind. A ten-mile walk with a brick in 
each hand and a half hundredweight of coals on your hat is at first 
somewhat tedious, but Mr. Delane has assured us there is no better 
way in the world of get ing the brain in perfect order for the coming 
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struggle with the topics of the time. The manner in which the mind 
obtains perfect rest while the body is at work is wonderful, as may be 
discovered any time by an investigation of the pitmen and navvies to 
whom and to whose sympathies the “‘ Thunderer”’ so particularly applies. 
On thereturn journey the coals are carried on the back, so as to allow 
the he§d: to get cool, and the bricks are put in the breast pocket, so 
that the hands may remain unencumbered except by the boxing 
gloves, which are worn all through, and which are now brought into 
play, light sparring being the order for the rest of the homeward way. 
On the arrival, another cold bath, this time a plunge, is taken by the 
successor, who is rubbed down with a wire brush by Mr. Delane; and 
then dinner, after standing on their heads in the hall for half-an-hour 
to get the brain properly set for the heavy mental duties of the even- 
ing. Dinner consists of underdone steak and no vegetables, with 
occasionally a light tart, but no cheese, pease pudding, or other pastry 
is allowable. In the cold weather a glass of water and a cinder is 
allowed between meals, but stimuiants are at all times strictly forbidden. 
After dinner the real iabours of the day begin, and leaders, reviews, 
war correspondence, and special telegrams of all sorts are polished off 
with a rapidity unknown to those who have not prepired themselves 
for their mental task by physical recreation. 

It will be seen by this that the only way to secure accuracy of 
thought for a paper of such a position as the Zimes, is on the true 
mens sana tn corpore sano principle. The result of it when properly 
applied has hitherto been to produce a journal which is at once the 
pride of the nation and the hope of the dealer in second-hand intelli- 
gence. It is, indeed, to be hoped that if Mr. Delane really insists on 
retiring and taking the usual pub., his successor will fulfil the hopes 
now entertained of him. The latter is going on, so far, satisfactorily. 
Weighing 19st. 71b, when he commenced, he has, by the means 
recorded above, been gradually reduced to 9st. 4lb., his future editing 
weight. Though this is a comparatively small reduction, it must be 
remembered that a great increase of brain is incumbent on the reduc- 
tion of adipose tissue, and this has to be allowed for in the calculation. 

We had almost forgotten to mention the successor’s name. His 
name, as may be seen by an inspection of any of the literary or key- 
holding papers, is Legion. 


Our Age of Slang. 

Two spoons “‘ supposed to have been part of the Franklin expedition ” 
have been sold in Newfoundland. ‘Poor dears!” said Mrs. Pralamop, 
‘‘and to think they should be made slaves of, too, after all them there 
Americans has said about slavery being abolished now! And then 
to insult ’em by calling ’em spoons. I'm quite shocked at the de- 
pravity of the young people of the present day, that Iam!” ” Since 
the old lady heard that her own son was ‘‘ spoons en-his cousin Beller,’ 
she's been rather confused as to what she calls the icthymology of the 
matter. 


A Piece of Eight. 


Our Cockney contributor was reading the other day that “one in 
every eight able-bodied Germans has quitted his Fatherland rather 
than serve in the army.’ After considering for a time he gave utter- 
ance to the following: ‘‘ Well, and these are the coves who are always 
boasting of their love of country! If they love their country they 
have a wholesome eightred of that country’s service!” (Ha! ha! 
ha! wonderful!—Ep.) 


P'inted. 

A LocaL critic objects to ‘‘so unwsthetic” a name as Q,.art-Pot- 
street for a Northampton thorouzhfare. Oa the other hand we think 
it is @ very good and suggestive title. seeing that the inhabitants 
of th« place are so little addicted to half measures and have on former 
occasions given such evidence of boldness and galion-try. 





The Way of the Country. 

Ow1ne to the Irish railway strike, a.great deal of the traffic between 
Dublin and Cork has had to be conducted by sea lately. And owing 
to the way in which Cork comes out under the circumstances, the con- 
ductors have several times been only half seas over by the time they 
have reached the extreme end of their journey. 


An Open Question. 

Tue latest thing in “‘ open-air services” is, according to a Shrop- 
shire paper, one held in a tent at Wrockwardine Wood, wherever that 
may be. Possibly, the devout of the district thought this would 
be a good opportunity for tentatively trying the effect of open air on 
hitherto closed consci: «es. 


Waming the Evil. 
Tue worst that can | said about the people who work trade unions 
is that they are inc’ined to Putter. 
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HORRORS ON THE BRAIN. 
By Our Lunatic LavuRBaTE. 


I'v» read the daily papers through, I've read them week b; week, 
And now I want to turn it up and run about and shriek ; 

My head is whirling round and round, my cheeks are red and hot, 
These incidents have mastered me, they're such a horrid io 

I suffer from a plethora of sympathy with woe, — 

And when I think atrocities my scalding tears will flow. 

I cannot help a yell of rage o’er infamies and crimes,— 

I wish my lines had not been laid im such exciting times. 


From early morn to midniyht’s stroke I have before my eyes f 


A shocking case of crime 114 death dressed up in varied guise ; 
My native land in shrieking halves goes one on either. side : 
One half is for the criminals, one half for her who died. 

Bat though I stand upon my head and knock myself about, 
And chivy through the thoroughfares, gesticulate and shout, 

I cannot quite make up my mind and settle calmly down © 

‘Co sympathise with anyone or bully Clara Brown. 


With wars and murders right and left, and daily horrors rife, 
Amid a reign of massacre and loss of human life, 

I find it hard to take a seat and quietly proclaim 

I do not care to vent my wrath on those who are to blame. 
Bat being so excitable beyond the common run, 

I hope these crims and arguments will very soon be done ; 
For when I read the fearful things the papers now contain, 

I howl and kick up such a row folks fancy me insane. 


IN THE STREET, 
Jack. Haulloh, ’Arry, look here at the Daily News bill. 


Czesare witch on the Lom.”’ os 
‘Anny. Well, that is a go. It’s allus been on Newmarkit /Eath 


ever since I can remember. wuss 
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Properly Treated. 


Tue Leamington Town Council have been having forty fits because 
some of them were not invited to the banquet given by the Mayor to 
General Grant. It seems the Council refused a general grant to bear 
the expenses of the entertainment, and the Mayor made & private 
grant out of his own pocket. Between the General and the Private, 
the Councillors were shut out from the feed by their commandin g 
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Canine Crewe sade. 


‘ 


i man and dog fizht has been discovered, this time at Crewe: 


The description, so far as it goes, is extremely Crewe'd, and there can 
be no doubt the inhabitants generally will consider the arrangements 
intensely Crewe ill Except for the opportunity it has afforded Mr. 
Fun for making these profound observations, there is no particular 
reason why this latest piece of silly season fiction should have been 
added to the sins of that dreadful body, the journalistic Crewe. 


Another for Roger. 

Ir must be rather hard on the believers in the Claimant that his 
latest double, who was to clear up all the mystery, has turned out to 
be a harmless lunatic. The displeasure of those who found the money 
was in no way diminished by the discovery that they had only found 
‘“‘one of themselves,’ with the exception, of course, that the latest 
addition is perfectly harmless. And therein lies the blow. 


A Want Long Felt. 

Ar the annual dinner of an Agricultural Association in East Suffolk 
the other night, the chairman enforced ‘‘ the need for union between 
farmers and labourers.” It seems to us that a better rate of wages is 
quite as much to be desiderated. Under present circumstances, un- 
happily, the “ Union’’ chiefly needed is that which stands between 
the labourers and starvation. 


A Trifis of Two Millions. 929 
Ir has been settled by the transit of Venus. says a scientific con- 
temporary, that the mean distance of the earth from the sun is ninety- 
three million miles. Considering that we paid at school to be taug t 
it was ninety-five millions, this isa very mean distance indeed. It 
almcst tempts a fellow to go back to the days of his youth and ask 
for a return of a proper proportion of the “ extra for astronomy. 


A S:otch Wrong. ‘ 
History has for once failed to repeat itself. The House of Darnisy, 
though certainly connected with the Court, has »ot been considered 
quite the very awfully correct thing to “blow up.” Aseveryone who 
knows anything must know it should have been. 
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EXPECTANT. 
Lady's Maid :—‘‘ Aup numemepar, Gaanny, WHEN THE DocHEss comms you must say ‘Your Grace.” Do you UNDERSTAND ?”’ 
Granny :—“ Yus, yes, I unperstanp, ‘For wat I am ABOUT TO RECBIVE THE LORD MAKE M&S TRULY THANKFUL.’’ 





—_s_-_—_—. 


SEIZERWITCH ? | Native Produce. 
An unusually late crop of lime blossoms, elder flowers, wild roses, 


“The English papers have been seized by order of the Marahal.”—Paris | and sweet peas has been noticed about Balmoral, Braemar, and other 








| Telegram portions of the Highlands, and commented on in many papers. But 
Tx ay awe nobody says a word about the ghillie flowers, which should be the most 

le ~ we th mages S | ous _ observable growth in that locality, as it is certainly the most prolific. 

“ s what ey ae a meee . This want of recognition is 80 remarkable that we trust some Scotch 

e proves himself at one fell stroke philosopher—we suppose there is such a thing in the land o’ cakes— 

At best a paper Casar. | will put this reminder in his ghillie-Callumet, and inhale the aroma 


| appertaining thereto. 
A Sabsedicament. 


Tux fondness of small paragraphiste for large words is amusingly | Still Life. 
rendered in the description of a suicide at Ballyglass, near Castlebar. Ar Huddersfield, William Kitson, ‘an old man, nearly ninety, has 
James Gavan, a butcher, being seized with mania, hanged himself been fined £60 for being discovered on premises where there was an 
from a beam. “ His wife was transacting some domestic affairs at the illicit still.” The age of so heinous a sinner was no excuse whatever. 
time, and when she returned she discovered him in this awful pre- Only fancy—nvarly ninety, and “still” at it! 
dicament, life being quite extinct.” To be dead is doubtless to bein - — (sees 


ee ee 


an awful predicament indeed, but the real difficulty of the position can ee , a 

hardly have been in the writer's mind at the time, nor would it usually ‘ Dendy an the 1868, Fries Cue Seiing, 

be found in such a paragraphist's philosophy. HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1878. 
Epitep By Henry Sampson. 

nineteenth century. Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 











Tas “Fasrest” Tix ox Raconp.—The last quarter of the CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. | 
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THE COMMON ENEMY! 


A ComPLAINT. 


On, Father Time,—oh, Father Time, 
Pray lend your ear a minute ; 

To you I dedicate my rhyme— 
A rhyme with reason in it. 

I wish you to observe, old friend, 
The matters I would mention, 

And trust that you will condescend 
To give me your attention. 

I'd show you, if ‘tis not a crime, 

Your little drawbacks, Father Time! 


Oh, Father Time,—oh, Father Time, 
You frequently move slowly, 

Yes, here in this uncertain clime 
Your tactics sell us wholly. 

You know, old man, how oft I yearn 
To see a certain lady, 

Yet all requests to haste you spurn, 
Which conduct's very shady! 

You know my lady-love’s sublime, 

And yet you dawdle, Father Time. 


Oh, Father Time,—oh, Father Time, 
You're often fast, I fear me ; 

You know my pet,— you know that I'm 
Delighted when she’s near me. 

Yet when I seek my love, you mock 
At all my fervent passion, 

And actually cause the clock 
To move express-train fashion. 

You ought to know that courting’s prime— 

You wouldn't like it, Father Time! 


Oh, Father Time,—oh, Father Time, 
’*Tis thus you e’er annoy us; 

You're slow when we’re in trouble’s clime, 
And rapid when we're joyous. 

Fall soon you fleck our locks with white, 
And spoil our youthful beauty, 

Bah! you're a ba'd, decrepit fright, 
Too old to do your duty ! 

There, now I've finished up my rhyme, 

I hope you'll like it, Father Time! 
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GAME! 


' 

; 

| Mistress :—‘' Now, I pon’r WANT YOUR LITTL® GIRL TO GO AWAY AND 
| SAY SHB HAS NOT BEBN PROPERLY CARED FOR; SHB HAS HAD JUST WHAT WBE 


Cogent. HAVE HAD.” 
PgorpLs who promote public companies are a rough Littl Girl:—“No I atn’r; I pIpN’r HAVE NONE OF THAT THERE 
lot, naturally. ‘They are only co-levcrs, after all. PHEASANT.” 








WHAT COULD IT BEP 


I watcuzp his countenance from a respectful distance, and was 
struck with the earnestness imprinted thereon. His luxuriant locks 
were carelessly scattered over his classic brow; his lips were com- 
pressed with a fearful intensity. Ever and anon his eye seemed 
lighted up by hope, which changed to a look of utter despair. He 
held something in his hands, too small for me to distinguish. Then 


his lips moved convulsively the next moment, as though an execra-— 


tion had escaped him. His face grew livid with rage, his nostrils 
dilated with frenzy; again his fingers moved nervously. His hair 
stood upright. I trembled with apprehension. What could it be 
that excited him thus? I looked again. Hope illumined his 


him, and discovered that—he had been engaged in skinning an obstinate 
walnut ! 





Cock a Hoop. 

Str Davin Weppsrevrn, “ who has made the circuit of the world,” 
says @ provincial paper, ‘“‘ may be expected to arrive in London shortly.” 
Of course, he may also be expected to bring this specimen of a peculiar 
manufacture with him. The telephone should be nothing as a curiosity 


to the telluszone. 


Throwing off the Yoke. 


Accorpinc to a contemporary, the latest novelty in Paris is a 
patent egg-laying machine. Therefore the old familiar saying of 
‘‘ Eggs is eggs” will not hold good henry more. We cannot speak 
from eggsperience about laying eggs, but we will lay odds that this 
thing is after all a mere invention. 


Aw Oxstinatzg Otp Fitzs.—The Turcophile. 


VOL. XXVI. 


visage, then a sudden delight filled his eyes, as though success was at | Usthelic joursemem. Of couse! 


last gained. Upon the tenter-hooks of excitement, I drew nearer to | 





Oh, Yes! Oh, Yes!! Oh, Yes!!! 

Tuts is to give notice that a prize-fight came off recently between a 
member of the County Police Force, and the Wolverhampton Town- 
Crier, for £50 aside. Now, there was a marvellous transformation 
connected with this affair, for it appears that the Bobby, who got the 
worst of it after fightiog one hour and ten minutes, eventually became 
the Crier! He cried Enough! 


On Sale! 


Tue Daily News states that the Ultramontane party of Italy pro- 
pose that St. Francis de Sales shall be made the patron saint cf 
And yet the D. N. doesn’t see the 
joke! Why, our own office-boy, as soon as he read it, explained that 
the title of the saint would have to be extended in future: St. Francis 
de Sales or Returns. 


A Harvest. 

‘‘ Tue Russian corn harvest is very poor.” Yet the army is said to 
be suffering horribly from bunions, chilblains, and other such little 
luxuries of campaigning under difficulties. Perhaps, says our own 
strategist, Russian reverses are to a great extent to be accounted for 
by the fact that neither Blucher nor Wellington is practically well- 
known by them. 


Engaged (Specially Engaged). 
Funny Honey 
Draws money. 


Marshal Law. 
France returning a Republican majority is to be overawed by the 
army. If the Marehal cannot conquer, Mars shall. 
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EXTRACTS FROM THE DIARY OF A RESPECT- 
ABLE MEMBER OF SOCIETY. 


G OME new fellow 
just moved in next 
door. Curious part of 
it is his name's the 
same as mine, Jones— 
only it’s T. Jones in- 
stead of J. Jones. 
Found a letter on my 
breakfast-table in an 
unknown hand- | 

! 





writing; fancied it 
must be for the new 
Jones and must have 


come to the wrong 
place. 
i Monday. Onl v 


fancied, mind; and 
as I did not feel 
certain, thought I 
‘might as well open it, 
especially as I had a 
great curiosity about 
the new neighbour. 
It was for the other 
Jones. I saw this at 
the beginning, but 
thought it was just as 
well to read it through 
as I had opened it. 
‘‘ For who knows,” I 
said to myself, 
‘“‘whether by some 
chance I might not find in the letter some threatened danger or mis- 
fortune hanging over the other Jones, which my ingenuity might be 
able to unravel or avert?’’ The letter ran thus :—- 

“Dear Tom,— Expect the promised case this week. No thanks are 
necessary. I only hope you may find its contents agreeable.— Yours, 
very sincerely, Bor.” | 

I was on the point ef passing this letter on to the other Jones over 
the wall when I hesitated (thinking he might possibly take offence at 
my having opened it), and decided to keep it to myself. This course, 
I reflected, could do no harm—the letter would be thought to have 
miscarried when the case—what could be in the case ?—arrived. 

Perhaps the case might misvarry too—but there, of what interest 
could that be tome? Started for City. Sold the railway company in 
a very neat way—(I thought I would just try the dodge as an experi- 
ment). If you get into a carriage near the tail of the train, and, when 
it arrives at the terminus, just watch your opportunity, slip round the 
last carriage and get on to the other platform, you can get out at a 
gate where there is no collector to take the tickets. Shall try this 
again, just to prove you can do it. 

Met Woffler in Threadneedle-street ; he always takes a sherry-and- 
bitters at the corner, so, as I hate to waste money on drinks, I took his 
arm. He couldn't well avoid asking me to have one too, and he 
couldn't well pass the place, as that would have looked mean. He | 
did ask me to have one too. We filler is a fellow I detest and despise, 
and always did. Bought some pears of an apple-woman, and managed 
to pass that bad shilling which has been on my hands so Jong. 
Returning home, found some plants had been sent in from the florist’s, | 
and as J had not ordered them, concluded they must be for the other | 
Jones. Never mind; might as well put them up in the back window | 
—(out of sight of Jones)—until they're called for. 

That case not arrived. 

Tuesday. Coming down to breakfast, found glazier had been and 
made good several broken panes. Evidently order for Jones's, and 
mistaken the house. Determined not to say anything about it, but to 
take care to hand the bill on to Jones if that arrives at wrong house. 
In town met Joaker, who proposed an afternoon at the Gardens. 
Refused on account of expense of admission (one shilling), but went | 
on, Joaker unveiling a little plan to obviate that difficulty. Joaker | 
had a season ticket, so he passed in, then passed his ticket ont to me 
over the fence in a secluded place; then I went in with the ticket and 
passed it over to Jinks (who had come out for an afternoon too), and 
Jinks passed it to Binks, and Binks to Winks; and so we all got in 
very comfortably. 

The refreshments in the Gardens are a complete swindle, and arranged 
on the meanest scale, I hate meanness in things of this kind. Fellow 
actually tried to charge me for a seat /trice over—a scandalous attempt 
at robbery! Those flowers hadn't been inquired after; in fact, Mrs. 
Jones had re-potted them, so we couldn’t be expected to give them up 


after that. 





- taken my Christian name. 
‘and see whether Jones sent in for it—if he did not it was clearly miue 


Bought new cravat; shopman gave me two shillings 
too much change; thought he was going to when I saw him reckoning 
up, but said nothing, as it might teach him a lesson for the future. 
Arriving at home, found another letter miscarried. It ran thus :— 


“Dear Tom,—Just a line to say expect the case to-morrow 


Wednesday. 


morning. Bos.” 
Decided it would never do to give Jones this letter, as he might find 
out about the first one—at least, not that exactly, but,—well it does nut 
matter about my reasons, it is sufficient that I judged it better not to 
On counting over my money. I found that paltry shopman had given 
me two shillings too /ittle! Thisis not to be borne. Itis dishonest, 
and I made up my mind that [ would not wink at dishonesty. 
Thursday. Came down and found that case fad arrived. Looked 
inside just to see whether it really wasn’t for me. Certainly I did 
know several fellows named Bob, and any of them might have mis- 
It contained wine; I determined to wait 


by right! : 
Friday. Played off a capital joke on the railway ticket man going 
up totown. When he said, “ Ticket, sir!” I looked straight before 


me, and murmured “ Season,” quite naturally. It went off splendidly. 
Shall make a point of doing it whenever I go anywhere by rail. 

Saturday. Found the dining-room chimney wouldn’t draw, so went 
upon the roof to see to it,and found that new Jones's cowl was 
decidedly superior to mine. Changed them. He will never find it 
out; or if he does, he'll think it’s the workman has done it. Appro- 
priated a few of his slates too, my roof being imperfect—put that 
down to workmen too. 

Sunday. Decided that the case must be for me, or, at least, the 
new Jones can’t know anything about it. Wenttochurch. Tried a 
couple of bottles from the case for dinner. Very good indeed. 

Monday. Opened the window, and heard somebody delivering a 
letter to Mr. J. Jones next door. Atrocious behaviour of that Jones ; 
he was actually in the act of appropriating the letter, saying, “ Ali 
right, that’s me!’’ in the coolest way, when I rushed down to feil 
him, and—— By Jove! It's a warrant for my apprehension for 
swindling the railway. Swindling, indeed! I! A RxspEcTaBLE 
Mempzgr oF Society!!! 


\ - 





Extra. 


Mrs. Suit says she can’t see the use of these Extradition Treaties, 
or the treat of Extra- editions at al). 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


LOUD crv came from far 
across the sea,— 
A cry for help,—a bitter 
wailing cry 
From those now steeped in 
direst miserie,— 
Those famine - blighted, 
stricken down to die. 
This cry went out through 
all the busy land 
That want was slaying 
many brothers down 
O then came forth, with 
ready, open hand, 
The rich, the poor, and 
Her that wears aCrown. 


Great heaps of gold were 
gathered quickly in, 
And food was given with 
a tender care; 
Sweet Charity, amid the 
world’s wild din, 
Trod likeanangel through 
the darkened air. 
It struck the gaunt and ruthless tyrant down, 
And stretched a loving arm the weak to save 
By many deeds of valour and renown 
That swept across the bleak land like a wave. 





The wail was bitter and the mcaning drear 
That filled the heart with saddened thought of woe, 
And then we heard of many poor (and near) 
That day by day go fighting with the fce 
Of famine; those that creep along the way 
With faltering step and stealthy look behind, 
That seem to shun the glorious light of day, 
Secause it brings nor hope nor word that's kind. 


‘¢ Our own sad poor!’”” How many droop and die 
Because no helping hand comes in their need, 
Because no loud-tongued trumpet sends a cry 
That calls the heartless passer-by to heed ; 
While mountain heaps of wealth are sent away 
To help our brothers in a far-off land, 
Let us be mindful of tke waif and stray,— 
Our own gad poor that ever pleading stand. 


There day by day they crouch before the gate, 
Scarce daring now to raise the hungry eye, 
With that dumb eloquence they calmly wait, 
Their pleading stronger than the wildest cry. 
While those who of the poor have guardian care, 
As deaf to sympathy as lead or stone, 
Leave aged women, famine-struck and bare, 
In garret cold to starve and die alone. 


TRUE TO THEIR ORDER. 


Tux police were very kind to me. They damaged my clothes with 
boat hooks, and they weren’t particular about the roots of my hair 
when they pulled me out of the water; but when they'd held me up by 
the heels to drain and put me in the station-house oven to dry, and 
shown me the photographs of unclaimed dead bodies to make me 
lively, we all got quite familiar, and they asked me why I jumped off 
the bridge. 

The question brought back the daysof my youth, and I wept aloud. 
They calmed me with sweet spirits of nitre, and handed me the 
aromatic vinegar cruet. I inhaled and was well. Then, with all the 
charms of gesture, voice, and action, I held those cflicers of the law 
spellbound while I related my wondrous storv. 

‘‘ Mr. Inspector and Gentlemen of the Q Division,—You behold in 
me one who for years has been striving to attain a certain object, and 
now for the first time catches a glimpse of the longed-for goal. 

“ Weep, Sergeant, weep upon my bosom, for I am the one long- 
searched for. Iam the Clapham burglar.” 

‘‘ Bosh!”’ said the Sergeant. 

‘‘ Hear me, oh, Plain Clothes Officer, upon my bended knees I swear 
it. Iam an author in search of ten years’ penal servitude. I have 
been committing burglaries for the last ten years in the hope of being 
caught, tried, and sentenced; and you won't take me. Why didn't 
you come and catch me, Sergeant ?’’ 





FUN. 
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‘* Because we know the cove what's doing that lot, aad we ain't 
goin’ to go after nobody else.” 

‘Listen to my agony, Se: geant, See the damp perspiration on 
my brow. Uh, Sergeant, I committed the City-road burglary, too.” 

‘*‘Goon. We made up our mind it was anvther man, and if be died 
br fore we'd proved him guilty, we ain't going to stultify ourselves by 
charging you.’ 

‘“On, Mr. Sergeant, at least you will get me a term of imprisonment 
fur attempting to commit suicide ¢” 

‘* Well, eeeing you were a gentlemen we've entered it in the book 
that we observed you fall in accidentally, and we can't stultify 
ourselves,” 

‘** But, Gentlemen of the Q Division, surely sometimes you make 
mistakes ?”’ 

They rose, thoee gallant men of the Q Division, in martial order. 
One saintly eye was rolled aloft, one hand was held on eye, and then 
they :epeated the oath of their Order :— 

‘* We swear by helmet and truncheon, by inspection and promotion, 
to fulti] our duty to our Order. We never make mistakes. We never 
stultify ourselves.” 

Alas! the lamp of hope sank down into its socket. ‘ Farewell,” 
I cried. ‘* Myrmidons of the law, [have you. Give me my clothes, 
my gold watch, my bundle of bank-notes, and the contents of my 
pocket. Thieves!” I exclaimed, ‘‘ why do you not bring them ?”’ 

‘** Because we have entered in the book,” cried the Inspector, “ that 
they were washed away by the tide.” 

‘‘But there they are hanging on that hook, the clothes, and the 
Inspector has my gold watch, and the Sergeant has the bank-notes, and 
the Constables have the contents of my pockets. I can see them. 
Officers, do your duty. Arrest these men. You are witnesses, all of 
you who haven't got anything. Ah, red-faced youth from the country, 
you are new to the force and honest, be a witness !’’ 

As the giants of old arose from some grassy mound, so the young 
policeman rose from the bench. He leapt upon a vacant pedestal, 
took a toga from a hook, and, striking an attitude divine in its signiti- 
cance, he exclaimed ;:—* If I ain't beem in the force only a week, I 
know as our Horder never mukes mistakes, never stultifies itself, and 
never rounds on heach hother. Farewell.” 

Over the lonely ocean for years since then I have wandered abeut in 
a punt. On the high seas, at least, 1 am safe from a confederation 
which arrests the innocent and refuses to arrest the guilty. But I 
have a higher and a deeper motive. If some wild night in December 
[ am steering my course over the great Pacific Ocean, there is at 
least a chance that, if a burglary be commitied near Hampstead 
Heath at the sume period of time, I may be arrested, charged with 
the offence, and get my ten years’ penal at last. 


A Cat-alogue. 

Tue annual cat show at the Crystal Palace has proved a great 
success, In the puss-suit of knowledge concerning this a-mew-sing 
animal, and all a-purr-taining to it, we might have had a tabby-latea 
any-tommy-cal cat-alogue ; it would have tortus shelltish people to be 
more feline friends to our feline friends. At present some of us 
merely give «m mouse room for what they can cat-ch. ‘This isa 
mouse-tuche on humanity. 


On His Merits. 

A Sa#grrizLpeR who tried to roast his wife and very nearly 
succeeded, was bound over to keep the peace towards her for six 
months. Evidently the sapient bench of Grimery consists of married 
men, who think “roast ribs” by no means # bad dish. Man is 
evidently the superior animal in Shetlield, and as an animal, he well 
deserves his proud pre-eminence. 

Funereal Gallantry. 

Ovux private undertaker, kept on the premi.es to bury people who 
wilt see the editor, says he once toll d # passing bell her name ought to 
be kuell and he was dying to ring her. She didn’t see the pull. 


Recipe. 
To make a Home Secretary.—Tell Mr. Horsley that the Koyal 
Academy is @ corrupt institution. You will find you have made an 
R.A. Cross. 


Bankruptare. 


Wen money is tight it is pleasantto know that banks can often 
be tided over. ‘The banks of the ‘Thames for instance. 


Tus Rear Pence Mysteny.—How murderers manage to obtain so 
much sympathy. 
Tue Acs in Wuice Wa Livs.—Carnage. 
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It was a man whose humble gains Whereon that window cleaner swore 
Were made by cleaning window-panes. | That he would window clean no mure. 
His gaze was daily oo **I am resolved,’”’ I heard him say, 
} Completely fascinated— by | * To take the lodging opposite, 
“ One o oi who scratched his head, | And scratch and smoke and gaze all day — 
emoked and se _— the eky; . The work is wery nice an’ light!’’ 
oy \ V/A gus i "4 mints : 
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He knew not, in hie want of guile, The Bard became so wealthy that 
FE) The Scratching Smoker was a Bard ; Within a month, or two, or three, 
He little thought that all the while He could afford a chimney hat 
r f He gazed, he was a-thinking hard. Andeven winkles for his tea. 
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The cleaner smoked at quite a rate, Things got so bad that (hapless wight !) 
But Ais success refused to come— The ** House’’ became his ead resort. 
Which only shows how Mrs. Fate While Mister Poet—serve him right !— 


Makes shameful favourites of some ! Was forced to pay for his suppert. 
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Mots0o MeMahon :—“ AH, QUEL MALHEUR, I HAVE SHOOTED NOTTINGS—I HAVE MADE NO BAGS. 
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THE DIFFERING DOCTORS. 





OCCURRING in the present 


time, 
As far as I can under- 


stand, 
The whisper of a ghastly 


opinion 
might divide, 
And which of them was 
really true 
Was rather awkward 
to decide. 


The points alluded to 
were these: 
The victim having lost 
its breath, 
Was that from natural 
disease ? 

Or had it just been 
starved to death ? 
The judge and jury had 

a fear,— 
Their notions weren’t 
worth a pin, 
And so, to make the 
matter clear, 


They called a lot of doctors in. 


The doctors came from where they lurk, — 
They carefully removed their coats, 


And vigorously set to work 


To take innumerable notes. 

Then having filled their little books, 
They gravely trotted into Court, 
And each, with wisdom in his looks, 

Delivered him of his report. 


‘heir technicalities alone 


Displayed an erudition rare,— 
They showed us where the de/toid bone 
And muacle called the u/na were. 
They said, ‘‘ The glottis is employed 
Ere deglutition can commence, 


And any epigastric void 


Is death, by rule of common sense.” 


But here a great divergence rose, 
And [ was much surprised to see 
A‘set of men, not deadly foes, 


So very widely disagree. 


They gave each other’s notions place 
As merely something to refute, 

The very symptoms of the case 
Became a matter of dispute. 


But even when they thought the same 
[n that respect, as sure as fate, 

They differed widely when they came 
To what the symptoms indicate. 

Said one, ‘‘ We prove starvation by 


Emaciation ere we act.’’ 
Said number two, politely, * I 
Hold vice versd is the fact.”’ 


Another held that loss of fat 
Would indicate a weakly brain, 
A fourth saw evidence in that 
Of one exceptionally sane. 
And so they argued round and round 
In depths beneath the lowest deep, 
Till, glancing at the Court, I found 
The judge and jury fast asleep. 


Now, when this tale they’re reading through, 


[ trust no irritating smart 
Will go and find a passage to 
Professors of the healing art. 
For no M.D. has any call 
To feel the slightest touch of grief ; 
I wouldn’t tell the tale at all 
If it were not beyond belief. 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 

First Tory. I say, Gladstone's gone to Ireland. 

Ssconp Tory. Disgraceful! Of course, we shall have another 
outburst of Fenianism. 

Tutrp Tory. Oh, yes; the Government's him drilling 
rebels in Phoenix Park already. They say he has been a buen 
- oe kind of a boy, for years, and he has an illicit still 

ip ; 
Seconp Tory. I hear the Dusteart has discovered some letters of 
his in which he offers to hand London over to the Irish if the Pope 
will discount him a three months’ bill for a hundred. . 

First Tory. He’s over there organizing his plans, of course. It 
is shocking to think a man whose shot Brett and blew up 
Clerkenwell should be allowed to go about preaching sedition. : 

Tuirp Tory. Oh, but the Government will take care he don't do 
much mischief. Beaconsfield has him completely in his power over 
that business where, disguised as a cabman, he dru a lady and 
robbed her of her rings. The moment Fenianism breaks out Mr. 
Head Centre Gladstone will be popped into prison out of the way. 

Frast Tory. Nothing like it. He's a dangerous man, and we 
must deal with him as MacMahon deals with Gambetta: gag him. 

Szconp Tony. Or get him in a lunatic asylum on our affidavit. 





The Triumph of Mind over Matter. 


Tue weekly papers contained a paragraph about an infant being 
exhibited, which, though thirteen weeks old, weighed but one pound 
four ounces. The Daily Cabiegraph at once came out with a sensa- 
tional article on the subject, but succeeded in making a handicap 
rather than an argument out of the business. Says the Fleet-street 
flowerist : “‘The tiny lion’s provider was only thirteen weeks old; it 
was 4 girl, and weighed just eleven pounds five ounces.” The sup- 
position that £16 could in one evening have been taken to view an 
infant phenomenon of this kind at first sight appears to betoken a 
belief of the strongest kind. Fortunately for the writer, he can in 
defence point to his irate proprietors that more than £16 is paid every 
day for Datly Cablegraphs. 


‘*A Way We Have in the Army,.”’ 


A “neTrrED colonel’”” was charged the other day with picking 
pockets, His counsel stated that prisoner ‘‘ was a gentleman in every 
sense of the word,”’ but added, subsequently, that perhaps he waen't 
quite right in his head. It would have been better, even at the risk 
of making a self-evident joke, to say that prisoner was a perfect gentle- 
man in every sense of the word, and his amiable weakness was due to 
long service in the “ rifles.’’ 


Bed Farniture. 


Tue Germans have discovered a way of making winter bed coverlets 
of cork instead of with feathers, as hitherto. Notwithstanding this 
change of material, it is confidently anticipated that the sleep of those 
who use them will be none the less light. It must be awkward, how- 
ever, if they leave any of the screws in or forget to remove the bottles. 


An Inter-resting Experiment. 


Forsicn competition is undermining English labour in a very grave 
way. The steamer Cambria has brought several hundred coffins ready 
for use from Norway. It is evidently time for a workmen to 
bury their scruples. Trade unionists are accused of digging their own 
graves. At least let them make their own coffins. 


Derelict. 


‘““ Wat's a d—— relict ?’’—that’s what she made of the sound— 
asked Mrs. Juggins the other day as she was spelling her way through 
the paper. ‘“ What I trust you'll never be, my dear,’’ said 
Juggins with his usual gallantry, “‘a widow anxious to get another 
husband.’’ And really we don’t think he knew himself. 


Canon Law. 


A CHIMNEY-SHAFT, fifty feet long and made entirely of paper, has 
been erected at Breslau. We see nothing very extraordinary in this, 
as nowadays paper shafts reach further than any other, and not only 
knock chimneys silly, but make fools of our greatest guns. 


Avuncular. 

Davip Jonzs has been committed by the Cardiff magistrates for 
sending a threatening letter to his uncle. He, not so unnaturally as 
the ‘‘ beaks”’ seemed ta think, wanted to make the old gentleman 
acquainted with David Jones’s locker. 


In the Street. 
Orv Lapy (to Loarer).— My man, where is the Offord Arms? 
Loarer («pening h1s).— Here they is mum, and Offord freely. 
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“IN HIS SLEEVE.” 


Miss Mary :—“ Ma. Jottysor! woutpn’r YoU LIKB TO PLAY FOR MEP” 


Rev. Joliyboy :—‘* No, No, MY DBAR! NOT YBT! 


I'tu pLay Lawn Tannis FOR YOU WHEN I'm A Bisuop!” 








THAT EDITORIAL ‘'WE.” 


By Ons Who 18 New To tHe Gams.* 


Qvirs recently the whirligig of Fate has gone and flung 
Some journalists and writing men my hapless lot among. 

I knew the world was wicked, but I never knew how much, 
Until my lines commingled with these editors and such. 

Yet let me here explain at once, I love the former men ; 

I only war 'gainst those who wield contributorial yen. 

I grieve to say in private life their notions disagree 

With what they hold as good and just beneath the mantle “ We.” 
There’s Simpkins of the Naily Dews, at home he loves the Turk, 
Yet calls him things unspeakable in all his daily work. 
Whene’er I dine with him he runs the Nonconformists down, 
While in his leading articles they wear the martyr’s crown. 
He tells me over quiet pipes that Chamberlain's a cad, 

Yet writes him up the finest man that Birmingham has had. 
He says the Marshal's policy will make his country free, 

But argues quite the a side when arguing as “* We.”’ 
There's Juggins of the Cab/ezraph, as good a little soul 

As ever made a whisky punch or coloured meerschaum bow! : 
I hear him at his club denounce the Turk as quite a beast, 
And say that Gladstone's policy was wanted in the FE ist. 

But when I glance my paper down I can but think it odd, 
He calls our William naughty names, the Turk a demi-god. 
This contradiction’s shocking cause is very plain to see,— 

A writer's mind must melt before the editorial ‘‘ We.” 

The world, they say, is rolling on the path of progress still. 


I trust that time of promise yet the future may fulfil, 
When journalists will dare to heed their consciences’ behest, 


And take the side they think is right, not that which pays them best. 


What one man writes a thousand heed in these degenerate days; 


Each journal leads crowds by the nose through thought’s entangled 


ways. 
How can an honest man abuse such pow'rs for good as these, 
And lose his soul's identity in editorial ‘‘ We's”’ ? 
® And oh, so innocent.— Eb. 





A Yarmouthfal. 
Tue question, ‘‘ What's in a name?f”’ has been very satisfactorily 
settled within the past fortnight. What would in anyone else Lave 


| been considered a most unfortunate occurrence, viz , the taking of poison 


by mistake, has, through the peculiarity of a deceased's name, been 
voted quite a comic performance. The papers have been full of it, 
and as a would-be poet observed of the unfortunate bloater merchant, — 
“* Wasn't it a jolly lark 
That poison should have been taken instead of a draught by 
Zaph Naph Paaneah Isaiah Obed Edon Nicodemus Francis 
Edward Clark?” 
A Compendiary. 
Accorpine toa ‘‘literary’’ paper, Mr. Gladstone has in the press 
a collection of letters and addresses. Letters will not, of course, go 
without addresses. That they will ‘‘go’’ with them there is little 
doubt, especially as by this means we shall find who are the curious 
folk that hold constant correspondence with a gentleman who in the 
eyes of the Tories is responsible not alone for the war, but for the 
murder of Harriet Staunton, the burglary in the City-rcad, the death 
of the Aquarium whale, and the constant stoppage of the traflic across 
London-bridge. 


A Word in Season. 


Tue Week'y Times has an article entitled ‘‘ London Roughs, and 
How to Polish Them.” Like other roughs—rough diamonds—we 
should suggest: on a wheel. And let them do their own treadling. 
The suggestion that they should have the cat is likely to lead to aver- 
sion of its special claws in the Prisons Act. This news alone should, 


in the words of Hamlet, give the probable recipients paws. 


A Note of Exclamation. 
Tur Jenneral opinion is that Dr. Jenner saved the Penge convicts. 
How Jennerus! 


“To those who have left off clothes’: —Put them on again. 
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A STARTLING STORY. 


It was the end of the racing season, and the horses were being sent 
home, the owners and trainers were locking up the stables from which 
the steeds had departed, and all were making the usual preparations 
for enjoying their winter's holiday. 

_ The Jockey Club had issued a manifesto warning all persons off 
Newmarket Heath until the following spring, and the Keeper of the 
Match-box had entered the edict duly therein. The touts had taken 
up their hibernation in the most congenial casual ward, the regulation 
prophets had retired to consider whether the past was likely to cast 
any reflection on the future, or to sleep the sleep so well earned, and 
the great turf system of England was for the time being at rest. 

It was indeed the deadest portion of the dead season for racing men. 
It was just about the period when the inconvenience of being dead 
broke is felt in all its deadliness, and when there is a lengthened prospect 
of being by no means lively till the sun shines again, and the horses and 
the jockeys and the starters and the nonstarters and the trainers and 
the owners, warmed by his rays, wake up as if by magic, and begin to 
race and to ride and to start and to nonstart and to train and to own 
all at once, and the senior stewards of the Jockey Club, clad in cocked 
hats and telescopes, ride round and see nothing has been done to injure 
their property during the interregnum, when nobody actively connected 
with racing is ever seen about, and without which no turf year can be 
considered complete. 

It was just at this time, and when all sporting men of any account 
were abed and asleep one night, that a man, evidently connected 
with racing and with nothing eise, might have been seen passing along 
the Thames Embankment. He had on a Newmarket coat with brass 
buttons, trousers so tight that he had to wear them right out without 
ever changing them, a green and yellow scarf with a large horse.shoe 
pin, a pot hat, patent leather boots and yellow gaiters, and all the other 
essentials which the knowing world is aware belong to the garb of the 
high mettled racing man of the regulation kind and to none other. 
As he paced along in a most pensive mood it was evident something 
was on his mind, but whether it was alarm at finding himeelf 
out in the world during winter, or astonishment at there being a 
world in winter without any racing, I was at the moment unable 
to say. All I knew was that he went along the Embankment as in a 
daze, Presently he saw a steamboat coming by, and then he paused 
and gave a great gasp as of perfect bewilderment. 

By and by a hansom cab came rattling along, and the racing 
man was completely staggered. He trembled, and if it had not been 
for the tightness of his trousers, his knees would undoubtedly have 
knocked together. But this was as nothing when he came suddenly 
round the bend and actually saw an omnibus with people in it 
running along the road. He at once went under adry arch and had a 
fit, and was some time in coming to. 

I took the trouble to watch this man, partly because I knew him to 
bea representative racing man and regular turfite by his dress, and at 
that period of the year I had never run against such a thing before. 
I could not understand where he had come from, neither do I know 
now, but I waited till his fit was over, and as he went on his way still 
further was anxious to see the effect of anything fresh. He wus 
staggering along towarés Charing-cross, when all of a sudden there 
came the sound of a railway whistle, and a train with its steam up 
rattled across the bridge, At the same moment there was a chiming 
of bells on the great tower of St. Stephens, and a band of music began 
to play in the distance. 

The racing man threw himself down and groaned aloud. ‘ Take 
me away!” he cried; “take me to Bedlam! I must be mad, [ 
must indeed, when [ fancy that the world goes on in winter time just 
as it does in any other portion of the year!”’ 

And he became a jabbering idiot and had to be taken off on a 
stretcher. 

Bat where he was going to and how he escaped from the place 
where “ regular” racing men and “ regular’’ racing material are kept 
during the dead season, I have never been able to discover to this 


day. 


Paying the Penaity. 

Wurtz the Countess of Leven was ‘‘ engaged at public worship ’’ some 
robbers entered her residence at Roehampton and carried off jewellery 
and money to the value of £50. ‘To an extremely fine mind, there is a 
fair even balance about this. While the countess was publicly pray- 
ing, the burglars were privately preying. It would be too much of a 
Cockney joke, and would look like adding insult to injury, to say that 
they went away without Leven any‘hing behind them. 





Naveté. 

A visrror from the country, who has been “doing” the sights of 
London, when asked what he thought of the Cathedral nave, said, 
‘What! the fellow who took the shillings? I didn’t know you called 
things so exactly by their proper names in London !”’ 
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RUsdIAN INDULGING IN WHARKF-AIR, 
(As seen below Bridge by Our Own Idiot.) 












A POSER. 


Tux Olg1, which was to bring Cleopatra’s Needle to England, had “a 
cargo of 7,000 quarters of wheat.’’ Jones says he doesn’t see how they 
can divide a cargo into more than four quarters any more than they 
can anything else. We are not prepared to discuss this point, but 
should like to know what and where is the hidden connection between 
this needle and its cargo of wheat and another and no Jess historical 
needle and it's bottle of hay. (N.B.—As this is a good deal better 
riddle than any of those with which the “ high-class’ journals pad 
themselves, we shall publish no replies that are unaccompanied by 
post-eflice order or stampsascash.) To prove what luck it was to find 
the Needle after it was cast off, hear our own riddle-me-ree rhymester 

On a NeeEptr. 


It’s a difficult job, so the people aay, 
To look for one in a bottle of hay. 
What sort of a task, then, must it be 
To look for one in the open sea ? 


A ‘*Tarn Astarn.”’ 

Ir has now been settled that the sons of the Prince and Princess of 
Wales are to be initiated into their duties as cadets on board her 
Majesty’s ship Britannia at Dirtmouth. ‘ They will be conducted 
thither by the Prince of Wales, and a public reception has been 
arranged.’ A public reception is not a bad beginning for two youths 
who are to “learn all the stern realities of a sailors career.”” We 
presume this in English means all those realities that belong to the 
afterpart of the vessel, and have nothing whatever to do with those 
who are “ before the mast.” And yet we are told overand over again 
there is ‘no royal road to learning.” 

Rere Birds. 

Tue managers of the Acclimatisation Society of Boulogne have 
discovered that some living ornithological specimens recently presented 
to them by a traveller from New Guinea are undoubted birds of 
paradise. It is no stretch of fancy this time to say that until the dis- 
covery was made the Acclimatisation curators were “ entertaining 


angels unawares.” 


Aquatic Mem. 

Tue A BC aquatic time table is so great an authority among Tyne- 
side oarsmen, and settles the exact ‘hour afore eye water’ 80 
accurately, that it is proposed in future to call it the Champion’s 
Scullender, ‘Thus preventing all confasion and letting all opposition 


“¢ slide.”’ 


-—_ 


A Blue Look Ont. 

Mareriaces in Berlin have, in the past twelvemonth, been quite a 
third below the average. If this eort of thing goes on the prospects 
of the capital belles will assume quite a national tinge. They will be 


Prussian blue, if not more 80. 


A National Wish, 
Tue National Theatre, late the Queen's, opens shortly with a drama 
calied Russic. This makes us wish for the continued success of the 
house hard by, for no true patriot would like to see Russia beaé Eng- 


land. 
Its Cousins-German. £8 7 acpi 
Somgore says that Cremorne was a liarly British instatation. 
What nonsense! In Germany every town has its Baumgarten, 
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A DREADFUL THREAT. 


ld Lady has been made to“ stand back"’ beeause she couldn't find her ticket. At last she discovers it, but is in a dreadful “‘ fume”’ at 
the indignity, and thus addresses the collector as he gives back her return half :—‘‘ For vouR IMPERTINENCE, YOUNG MAN, I WILL TAKB VBRY 
GOOD CARB YOUR ComPAaNyY don’t HAVE THE OTHER HALF. I wil/ go back by Tram! Now tuen!!” 











REJECTED. | Another Atrocity. 
O craurt Love! To make me care for thee ! | Ha was pale, he worea bumpy forehead, and astrange light gleamed 
To send the love-light of thy sweet eyes born | in his eyes. ‘* Tell me,’’ said he, “ why a ballet-girl in the front row is 
To nestle in my heart so lovingly, | like the number of last Wednesday week’s Fun ?’ Stern was our glanoe, 
And light it as the sun god lights the morn, _ albeit pitying, but it availed nothing. Defiantly he shrieked, “‘ Be- 
That life might ever more be glad to me! | cause she's a figure-ante penultimate.” ‘Ten minutes later the Fleet- 
But tender moments fly as joys will flee, | street pillar-box contained a post card addressed to the district coroner. 
And day of all its light is rudely shorn ! | aedceieanineaniindidiiciaameemniment 
os Tus present ayor is to be married to Miss Florence Simp- 
What is it I have done that cannot be | ; , 
Worth thy forgiveness rather than thy scorn ! | oon ; a Ge name of Jokedom, why wasn’t the young lady’s name 
O take from out m mg A the waned thorn— yory accetaiitanaiadiieinitidicileataaimaeiinnitidn 
Give me sweet roses from Love's stingless tree— A P baa urrant Jelly. 
And leave me not in this bleak world furlorn, Be. Gan wuants—Set © A amy 
Oo cruel Love! ‘ - = = —_ a 
_a_a—_—_—_————— | Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
Renging @ Bore! Ga. _ 1 | HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1878, 
A nor named Pallises has committed suicide by hanging himself. | Epirep sr Henry SAMPaon. 
Even in Fullises you eee Bis i not always worth having. CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 


Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


TWReckitt’ 
er pacar CADBURY S a! ft 
SD aT WORE me O25, G4 rons nineanr. ArT ooime rex cousam COCOA ESSE NCE anaes 


Po.ttyGLot ConvEersaTIon.—Our Parrot's. 














Over 900 Patterns. 


Sold by al! Stafioners, in 64.18, and Gross Boxes. Send 7 stamos for an ri 
eoertet eamale ben te Jenn Mesh, 70, Gowns street, birmineham PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. LAUNDRESS 
sole Wholesale Londom Agente—N. J. POWELL &Co., 101, Wh vechape, E. | C4uUTION,.—Iy Cocos thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stare, 
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EX-PRESIDENT GRANT. 


Now your travels are pretty well over— 
You've seen a good deal since the start— 
Do your speeches on Britain, my rover, 
Proceed from your head or your heart ? 
When your health is proposed you besmear us 
With praiees high flown and gallant, 
But I don’t think you really revere us, 
Oh, clever ex-President Grant. 


When you say that the wish of the Yankee 
Is to live like a brother with us, 
As a matter of form we say ‘‘ Thankee,” 
And think you are “ cute” and a ‘‘ cuss”’ ; 
For you know that the States look on Britain 
As a Jand they would kick but they cant ; 
In their papers and books it is written, 
We read it, ex-President Grant. 


No doubt you're a thorough good fellow,— 
You've worked with a will in your day ; 

And now in the “ sere and the yellow”’ 
You're enjoying yourself in a way. 

You but speak for yourself when presented 
With addresses town councillors “ plant,” 

For your treacle of us is resented \ | 
By your people, ex- President Grant. 


Tue Czar says: “If necessary all Russia will take up ‘ 
arms like a s'ngle man.” ‘This bold deliverance moved 
little Henpeckt, of our staff, to perpetrate some profound 
remarks about the “sea of troubles” against which 
married men have so frequently toarmthemselves. But 
we can’t stand fooling of that sort, for the sickening 
thought wis? rise of the millions of husbands and fathers 
whose destinies are now swayed, not wisely nor yet too 
well, by the single man whose name begins this para- 


graph. Ce Nate as 


Another Caviller. 

Cavity, who affidavits his swim across the Channel, | 
complains that people leer at him when he recounts his 
eeveeneete. This Cavill leer treatment of a hero is bad | 

orm, 


Arms and the Man. nr Wa 


EDUCATION MOVEMENT. 


A G.Limpsg OF THB Forure. 


CosTERMONGER (with barrow of fruit). Apples and pears, ladies and 
gentlemen, four a penny, very recherché ; fine cob nuts, premier qualité. 

Customer. How much for those grapes ? 

Costszk. One and sixapound. They are the famous Rhine grapes. 
These are gathered on the slopes of Rudesheim. Their infancy was 
cradled among the hills and valleys of that noble river which “ foams 
and flows,” and has been the theme of many a poet's song. 

Customer. Byron for instance. 

Costsr. Yes—four a penny, four a penny, apples or pears !—Yes, 
Byron for instance. Tne lot of a poet is a strange one, sir. [ama 
poet, but [ rarely—ha’porth of apples, my child, here are two whose 
cheeks would put the ruddiest rose to shame; thank you, my child,— 
but I rarely exercise the faculty. Brazil nuts, twelve a penny! 
Poets are a drug in the market. I am a fair classical scholar, that is, 
I know as much Latin and Greek as an ordinary costermonger, and a 
little Hebrew. Come, you shall have five for a penny. 

Customer. All right, here’sthe penny. By-the-bye, I might give 
youaturn. You know Greek and Latin and Hebrew 

Coster. Yes, and [ ama fair mathematician. 

Customsr. Well, you might earn a copper or two of an evening by 
cramming my stable boy. He doesn’t care much for horses, and 
thinks if he could get a scholarship at one of the Universities he might 
go in for the Church. 

Costzzr. Thanks. Ten a penny walnuts, madam, crack where 
you please. Thank you, sir. I should be very glad to polish him up 
in classics and mathematics, say two hours every evening for sixpence 
& week and my tea. 


THAT 


A Fund-amental Error. 


A Bovurss telegram says ‘‘the tendency of home funds has lately 
been undecided.” Poor Impecuniosus repudiates the statement as 
utterly fallacious. His experience is that the tendency of funds is far 
too strongly pronounced for there to be anything undecided in the 
matter. 
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A Hint for Mamma! 


A WOMAN'S CRY. 


Wea want “acry!’’—ay, that is what we need, 
And what ‘the country”’ needs, if we must go 
And wander up aud down, and to and fro, 

To win its suffrage, seeking to succeed, 

And hoping for a “ yes,’ yet fearing “no!” 

What shall it be? A cry to raise a glow 
Of patriot fervour in the heart, and feed 
Its flame with hopes!—for this we are agreed, 

We want “acry!”’ 


Alas, where isit! From what source sill flow 
The comfort we require! One, indeed, 
Can give us certainly the cry we know 
Would save us—a GIRL Puemisr !— for 80 
Her party—to her tears— would never plead 
‘‘ We want ‘acry!’” 








A Caution. 

A man was charged the other day for being drunk and jumping over 
London-bridge. It was doubtless astonishment at the abiiity necessary 
for such a feat which caused the worthy magistrate to discharge 
prisoner with a caution only. J. B Johnson, who merely jumped off, 
was considered a wonderful person; and it must require a deal of 
spirit to give the necessary impetus for the rise on the first side. 
Future emulators of thi» feat musn't lose any time, as it will become 
doubly difficult as soon as the bridge is widened. 


Paper Chasing. 

Ovr own etymologiast wishes to know if the New Cut Costermongers 
are really the South London Harriers, whose doings are reported in 
the sporting papers. We are not ina position to state, but should 
think the N. C. C.’s are more in the way of housewife harriers than 
athletes. ‘I'he connection between peculiarity and locality is cur-ious, 
even though the Cecision be not dog-matic. 
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Sow ji) ay EVERAL BOONS. 
x ae Ad aN Boon 1.— The Drink- 
ing Fountain. 


First Bory. Hul- 
loh, here's a drinkia’ 
fountain, let's plug 
it up with mud 

Sgeconp Boy. 
Ga'arn, let’s have a 
lark and chuck water 
over everybody that 
comes by. 

Tuirsty Person. 
I am very parched, 
and I long for a 
drink of water. Ah, 
a fountain in the 
distance! My heart 
revives. 

Fiast Bor. Hi, 
Sw Bill, here’s a cove 
TUS x comipg to have a 

drink; let’s chuck 
muck in the ladle. 

Tuirsty Prxson. 
Ah, the fountain 
runs. What is this? 
How inexpressibly 
filthy! IL cannot 
drink. Alas! I must go on my way with my thirst unslaked. 

Stconp Boy. Yah, mind yourself, Bill's a throwin’ worter over me, 
and it might ‘it yer. 

Turesty Pexson. Those boys have drenched me. I am soaked to 
the skin. These drinking fountains are a positive nuisance. 

Boon 2.— Tike Seat dy the Way. 

Ox_p Lapy anp GienTLEMAN (from the country). We have walked 
about London streets allday. We are tired. Yonder is a beautiful 
iron seat with arms. How delightful it will be to rest in it. 

Gano or Cuitpien. Oh, I tay, here's a seat, let's play follow my 
leader on it. 

Fixst Lirtte Gini. Oh, I say, I've been and upset the treaclo 
I've been to fetch, all over the seat, and ‘Tommy Jones is a smearin’ 
it all about. 

Fiset Lirtix» Boy. Here's somebody comin’, let's run away. 

Oxp Lavy. Heres the scat, my dear, and now we will rest fora 
few minutes. 

OL_p GENTLEMAN, 
way. 

Gano or Roveus. Let's sit down here and smoke and jor fora 
bit. Git ups bit higher, guv'nor. 





What a boon to the public are these seats by the 














Finst Rovon. Heerd about Billand his gal? Sucha lark, 
oh, me. I well —— —— when I heerd it. Ill tell it yer. 
O_p GaentL+man, My dear, come away, this language Upon 


my word, it’s infamous for a woman to be exposed to such insults in the 
streets. Come away at once. 

Oip Lapy (iremhling/. What dreadfal men! 

Fixst Rovexn. I thought I'd quick make ’em slope. 
higher, Bill. 

O.v Lapy. Why, John, your light trousers are covered with 
treacle cff that seat. 

OLp GanTLeMan, 
mud off that sest. 

Toosturk. Well, we won't sit in any more. 
put down ; they are positive nuisances. 





Git up 


Why, my dear, your dress is smothered with 


They ought to be 


Boon 3.—Free Gardeis. 

Reerecraxte Covrie. Let us take our children and sit for a while 
in those pretty tlower-gardens by the Thames Embankment or in 
Leicester-equare. 

Seum or tHe Eantu. Let's get boozed and go and sleep it off in 
them gardens, and wuke up mischicvous and be foul-mouthed, and go 
in for ‘orseplay. 

RespecrarLs Covrie. Oh, children, be careful, there are such a 
lot of drunken rough-looking people about the place. 

Lirtte Gist. Oh, Mamma, let us gohome. ‘The flowers are very 
pretty, but all those cruel rough men flinging stoncs at cach other and 
fighting frighten me. 

RespecranLe Courter. Come home, my dears. This is no place for 
us. It does seem hard that the few open spaces we have should bea 
rendezvous for half the thieves and loafers of London, and that respec- 
table people should be elbowed out of them. 


Finer Rovgu. Mind your head, guv'nor. Wot a shame, Biil, 
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you've been and chucked a stone in the old cove's hi, and Jim's tore 
the old woman's shawl half off her back. 

Seconp Rove. Well, wot der they come a shuvin’ theirselves in 
these ‘ere gardings for, we don't wantnone o’ them kind here. These 


is hour gardings, these his. 


A Life’s Lesson, 

Tux Glasgow worthy, whose remark that he had never heard of Lord 
Hartington has been so widely published, is now lamenting the absence 
of an appreciation of “ wut’? among his townsmen. It is rather a 
hard piece of business that, when a Scotchman does once in a life- 
time let off a joke—or as near such @ thing as a Scotch imitation of 
the real article can be—his friends never dream what was his reul 
intention. And it is all the more annoying, when an exact calculation 
is made of the thoroughness in everything of Scotchmen and the tre- 
mendous labour which must have accompanied the preseat parturition. 
We are requested to say that this experience is enough, and that our 
friend will accept the conditions of his country and never offend 
further, in the future. 


An Ambitious Beggar. 

A GENTLEMAN charged with begging in Manchester said he had tried 
to succeed in several capacities, but had failed in all, and therefore he 
considered himself well qualified for the post of public hangman. 
His terms, he said, would be five shillings each. It would add another 
terror to violent death if the executioner were to be selected because 
he wasn't able to do anything else, and most likely not even that 
properly. They had much better make him a judge, or a county 
magistrate at least, especially as Mr. Marwood’s occupation seems to 
have followed the late Mr. Othello’s, and to have “ gone from our gaze 
like a beautiful dream.” 


A Juggle. 


Tue tipsters—who were floored to a man over the Cambridgeshire— 
are complaining that no one could have imagined Jongleur would 
possibly be the winner beforehand It would seem from this as if it 
were the business of a turf prophet nowadays to prophesy afterwards. 
The omission is evidently one arising from imperfect education as 
much as want of general turf knowledge, for by all we hold worthy of 
translation and adaptation, a better name than Jongleur with which 
to ‘“‘do the trick,’ we have not heard this manya day. Especially 


now it’s done. 





Cutting, Very. 

Tue Prince of Wales presented a pocket-knife the other day to Mr. 
M' Hardy, inspector of the Dumbarton police, who has gained some 
celebrity as a fashioner of curious walking sticks, and who gave a 
specimen of his handiwork to his Koyal Highness. Some surprise 
having been manifested at the nature of the Prince's gift, we are 
authorised to say it was just the thing required. It was, in effect, an 
intimation that the audience was over, and that Mr. Inspector could 


‘* cut his stick,” 
Beginning at the Wrong End. 

An official notification states that ‘‘ the reductions to be carried out 
next year in the War Ottice will have the effect of removing over one 
hundred of the present clerks.'’ Wouldn't it be as well to begin with 
a few of the others, those, we mean, who are always absent? The 
country could well afford to make a present of the absentees to the 
private employers who find their work now so remuuerative! 


Gone to Greave. 


A yout named Greave has been sentenced to twelve months’ im- 
prisonment with hard, at Manchester, for breaking into a stall at 
Smithfield and stealing £100 worth of jewellery. Such a Greaveance 
us this was hardly likely to pass unnoticed, but now the first Greavers 
have left ctf Greaving, for Greave Greaves forthem. His Grief is 


indeed Greareous. 


Dreadful. 

Over married man says his wife won't let him belong to a club, 
because, she says, it would take him out of an evening when he ought 
to stop at home and make club to her. A woman who could make a 
joke on such a subject ought to clubbed. 


Freemasonry. 


Tue masons on strike attacked the foreign masons in order to make 
then mason away. It was not in pure hatred of the Germans that the 


dispute Germanhated. 


Anotazs Gama Paesenve.—A I inning-ground. 
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UNKINDLY. 


HERE'S a girl that I know whom 
] to know is to love, 
And she’s graceful and pleasant 
to view, 
She can warble as sweetly as seraph 
above, 
But Aer songs are the newest of 
new. 
She is handsome and gay, and has 
sweethearts a score 
OF all kinds and of ev'ry degree ; 
All I bave I would give for her 
smile—ay, and more, 
But she never looks kindly on 
me ! 


Now this girl whom I love—whom 
I love with a love 
That is laying me under Death's 
ban— 
(I can fancy the reader will kindly 
say, ‘* Shove! 
Such talk isn’t fit for a man ! ’’)— 
This girl whom I love, and devoutly adore— 
What rapture her darling to be!— 
May smile on all comers, but I am full sore, 
For she never looks kindly on me! 


This girl, though she’s kind, is most wilfully blind, 
And her blindness is driving me mad; 
But yet I daren’t give her a bit of my mind, 
Or tell her my story so sad. 
I follow her daily, my thoughts in a whirl, 
Hers happy and guileless and free ; 
She's a splendid and lovely and beautiful girl, 
But she never looks kindly on me. 


This girl has a way of bewitching my brain 

. Till [ shake in my shoes and their soles, 

. And I suffer love’s awfully harrowing pain 
With my head in a scuttle of coals. 

For this is the cause of my exquisite woe: 
I’m aspiring, though humble [ be, 

But to her I am nought but “the servant, you know!” 
And she never looks kindly on me. 





NEW LEAVES. 


A HAND3oMB little volume, and one as useful as handsome, is Every 
Day Me:< (A. 8. King and Co.) by Mary Hooper. We don't know 
whether tu a.y Miss or Mrs. Mary, but should think from the knowledge 
displayed it should be the latter, even if itisn’t. The author's previous 
work, Little Dinners, was sufficiently successful to give good hope for 
the present work, which is in so many words a manual of economic 
cookery, taking the true sense of the adjective and not that usually 
accorded it. If our opinion be worth anything the hope should bear 
fruition, as this is one of the works too long wanted among those 
gifted with good tastes, which unfortunately can only be gratified as a 
rule by becoming expensive ones. We are told on high authority 
that the devil sends cooks; this cook, en revanche, sends us among other 
things a ‘‘devil” which should go far to compensate for previous 
in flictions. 

We have received cheap issues of Now or Never and The Sylvesters 
(F. Warne and Co.), works of the kind which used to be so dear to the 
novel-reading young lady before the spicier but less wholesome fare of 
the most recent present grew so rapidly among us. When We were 
Young is a plaintive little story from the same publishers, and any or 
all can be safely recommended for railway reading. By the way, it 
might be as well to remark here, that railway reading is daily becoming 
a deal ‘faster’ than railway travelling. Happily, however, there 
can be no doubt that the taste of to day is decidedly ephemeral. 

Persons interested in feathered pets should procyre Foreign Cage 
Birds (Bazaar Office), which is well illustrated. ‘he volume before us 
is mainly devoted to talking birds. For once an author can be 
accused and convicted of possessing much parrot lore, without being 
at all displeased with the sentence that should follow in due course. 

British High Roads (Tinsley Brothers) is a compendium arranged 
for the use of tourists, and is illustrated by forty-one maps, which, if 
small, do not fail of being elaborate. Some of these are to the 
uninitiated very funny, as, being sectional, and embracing only what is 
really required, they look like bottled ‘“‘specimens.”” ‘T'he book should 
be invaluable to bicyclists, ard will be, if they only become 


buy ciclists. 


FUN. 
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Messrs Ficid and L'uer, of the faper and Lrintiny L:ades’ Juurnal, 
seem to have some humour in their composition, which is the type of 
what a trade paper should be. Tuer, if he drops in the jokes, must 
be «a regular one-er; as our lively neighbours would read it, quite 
a ‘‘killing’’ person. Many must find the P. and P. T. J. a fine Field 
pour Tuer le temps. 

The Sunday School Union have favoured us with a packet of their 
literary wares. As may be supposed, they are intended for children, 
and will suit their purpose admirably. The specimens vary in value 
considerably, literarily, artistically, and otherwise. Some of the 
heroes and heroines seem to be just a trifle too good, except for pur- 
poses of emulation. This the promoters, and many of the readers, will 
naturally consider the best of good faults. 

Messrs. Mullord are issuing some clever and curious specimens of the 
rapidly reviving ‘‘ conversational game” cards. On what principle 
they make almost the chief item in their “ Price List of Comical Card 
Games” a heavily black-bordered memorial tablet with lithographed 
monument and tmmortelles, we are unable to say. There are degrees 
in comicality as there are degrees in the appreciation of it. 

The Cosmopolitan and Masonie Calendar is—well, not to let outa 
secret, cosmopolitan and masonic. 

Mr, Edward Capern’s stirring song, the Old Parish Clerk (Shep- 
herd and Co.), which has been set to music by Mr. A. C. Bartrum, is 
in its fourth edition. This is the best testimony writer and composer 
can have as to their respective merits. 


ADAPTED FROM THE FRENCH. 


Four versions of a famous saying adapted to circumstances : — 
The Late Emperor. L’Empire c'est la Paix. 
MacMahon. L'Empire c’est l’épée. 

Paul de Cassagnac. L' Empire c'est Le Pays. 
The French Workman, L’Empire c'est le Pay. 





‘*Bang Went Saxpence,” 

Ons of the “ noble six hundred” of Balaclava died the other day in 
Leeds. His preservation on the famous day was due ‘‘to his having 
a sixpenny piece in one cf his pockets. This, by sending the ball in 
an oblique direction, saved his life, though as it was, he was seri- 
ously wounded.” It is only fair to presume that the extraordinary 
portion of this narrative consists, not so much in the bal! being driven 
off by a sixpence, but in an English soldier having a sixpence with 
which to do the deed. Now we know of one man who was saved 
during that memorable campaign by the providential possession of 
sixpence, it would be well to know how many thousands of our soldiers, 
and in what various ways, have been lost for want of a similar coin. 
Or of even a smaller one, if possible. 


A Bottle of Smoke. 

‘‘ Tar Chinese Government are about to take steps to prohibit opium 
smoking in China.’”” As opium never does smoke of its own accord, 
and, therefore, doesnt require any prohibiting, the prohibition, 
especially when other circumstances in the history of this drug’s traflic 
are considered, looks very much like opiumbug. 


Meatier illogical. 


Ir seems improbable after all that Australian moat will be a lasting 
success in this country. The poor people like it so much that it laste 
notime. ‘The directors say their customers eat up their profits. You 
see the directors invested their profits in fresh meat. And as to the 
customers, you should see ’em (meat it. 


a 


A Magistraight Jokes, 


A CONTEMPORARY remarks that Mr. Chance is one of the best known 
London magistrates. And one of the most overworked, it might have 
added. ‘l'oo much is left to Chance in magisterial matters. 


Giadstoniana, 
Mr. Grapstone has been making a short speech at Trinity College, 
Dublin, in which he said that he prayed Heaven to bless the famous 
University. ‘Chat was putting a spoke in their weal at any rate. - 


Dramatic. 


One would think that the failure of En»gland would be considered a 
national calamity, but Mr, Alexander Henderson assures us that Bng- 


land's collapse is a ‘* National’’ gain. 


A * Bap Eaa.”— Eg-otism. 
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AMONG THE SAVAGES. 





In the Interior. Reception of foreigners, 
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In the Interior. Preparations for wife-roasting by a native cobbler. 
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Brin :—‘‘ ARRAH, THIN, AND ISN’T HE AN ILLIGANT JINTL 


PURTY COLLEEN YEZ ARE, MAVOURNEE 
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Ii’s quite a settled fact that they 
Are wrong in no restricted measure 
Who go and witness any play 
To satisfy a taste for pleasure ; 
The drama now is understood 
To be a mighty moral teacher, 
And each among the brotherhood 
Of actors simply is a preacher. 


One sighs to think how full of crimes, 
How hideously warped and twisted 
By error, must have been the times 
Before the saving Stage existed. 
When mortals had to climb the steep, 
Uncertain pathway to perfection 
Without a single farce to keep 
Their footsteps in the right direction. 


The dreadful state of things, I shall 
Presume to say, was simply crushing ; 
Appalling monsters, typical 
Of awful vices, roamed unblushing. 
Alert, unblinking, wide-awake, 
Repulsive, to and fro they hied them ; 
The ones the Crystal Palace lake 
Displays were very babes beside trem. 


Then shameless vice, allowed to wend 
Its way of desolation gaily, 
And crow, triumphant, at the end, 
Was simply to be noticed daily ; 
Then conversation sought the aid 
Of slang and cant and gutter-gleanings— 
I’ve heard remarks were often made 
With questionable double meanings. 


And then the guiding actor came 

By moral influence surrounded ; 
And vice, beholding, paused in shame, 

And halted in its work, astounded : 
And silently, without a jerk 

Or self-assertive demonstration, 
The actor went about his work 

Of lofty moral reformation. 
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There seemed to be a quiet charm 
About his simple ways and manners 
Which made unhallowed vice unarm 
And, quite defeate1, furl its banners ; 
There's nothing so designed to drown 
The voice of evil, and to trample 
The demon of corruption down 
As silent, laudable example. 
The actor’s gay and dashing air— 
The looseness of his conversation— 
The little caths he used to swear— 
These things were quite a revelation ! 
His naughty little stories’ pith, 
His knowing wink, his big cigar, made 
A moral hit, together with 
His gay attentions to the barmaid, 


Till, absolutely torn away 

From pleasure witchingly seductive, 
The people went to see the play, 

Because the play is so instructive ; 
A great and noble yearning to 

Be guided in the right direction 
Alone, believe me, had to do 

With this dramatic predilection. 
When anybody feels inclin’d 


To bear himself uncirc tly, 


I’m told to quell this state of mind 
He hurries to the play directly. 
There, having seen the awful fate 
Of vice and also virtue’s beauty, 
He feels he’s in a fitter state 
To go about his daily duty. 





And very sweet and very cheering— 
That, since the play’s invention, vice 

Has been entirely disappearing ; 
I’ve been informed by one who calls 

His information tried and tested, 
That gentle virtue in the stalls 

Now sits and simpers unmolested. 


I’m told the people on the Press 
Are positively half demented 
By musing on their sinfulness 
When plays are newly represented ; 
l’ve heard their peace will not return 
Until they waste the midnight taper, 
And put the moral thoughts that burn 
Within their bosoms down on paper. 


’T was one of these who gave me much 
Of this delightful information 
About the drama being such 
A guide to moral elevation. 
I somehow had, I blush to say | | 
(Before I heard his firm assertion), , 
A stupid notion that the play 4 
Was meant for popular diversion ! rr 


I'm told—and this is very nice 
; 





Dollar-ous. 


A CORRESPONDENT states that the sons of the Prince cf Wales are 
now entitled as cadets toa shilling a day each. That is rather hard 
on at least one of the pair, seeing tha: he is fairly entitled to be con- 
sidered a Crown Prince. 
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A LUCKY THOUGHT. 


Yourg Lady :—‘* WILL YOU PLEASE LET MB HAVE A POT OF COLD CRBAM?” 
Country Shopkeeper (after some hesitation and search) :—“‘ Au! BEG PARDON, MI88; I FIND WB HAVE NOT ANY COLD CREAM JUST AT 


PRESENT ;— BUT WS HAVS 8OMB EXCELLENT CONDENSED MILK.” 





OUR DETECTIVE SYSTEM. 
Ong Lequitvr. 


Svucu lots of burglars gets away 
Soot free with all their booty, 
I think it’s very wrong to eay 
A man exceeds his dooty 
Because he goes and takes a chap 
Whose head is broke and bleeding — 
As if a peeler cares a rap 
For wounds and surgeon's pleading ! 


I says as Allingham was right, 
Although the go’s a rum one. 
The public mind was in a fright, 
And so he collared someone. 

The majesty of Henglish law, 
With which he was invested, 

Demanded that the first he saw 
At once should be arrested. 





Significant. 


Tas name of the hon. cashier of the Mansion House Indian Famine 
Fand is now the battle cry of the Russian nation. It is Win Zar! 
Lord Beaconsfield is so alarmed at this connection of India and Ruasia 
that he has returned from Brighton in order to proclaim the Empress 
Kaiserer of Hinder, just to make the title stronger and frighten the 
Musocovites more. 


Adversaria. 

An old lady in Newcastle advertises fora Christian butcher to join 
her in partnership. We have forwarded the advertisement to Mr. 
Saltanturki, Central Slaughter House, Bulgaria. He'll butcher any 
amount of Christians. 





BALANCING THE ACCOUNTS. 


Ong of those gentlemen who do not at all mind making pecuniary 
profit out of the public desire for double entendre, or worse, but who are 


extremely sensitive when taxed with this little venality, writes an 


indignant letter to the Era and other papers. The writer of the letter 
—who being, by the way, the translator cf the piece as well, can have 
no possible feeling—thinks the Hra’s critic had no occasion whatever 
to suggest suggestiveness in the version of La Marjolaine at the 
Royalty. He says it’s all a mistake, as, of course, it must be. We 
know very well that the I icenser of Plays is infallible, and is, besides, 
doubly on his guard whenever anything derived from those wicked, 
wicked French people is put before him. This accounts for the rarit, 
of adaptations on the English stage, the difficulty of getting the 
Censor to cease his blushing and begin his censorship being so hard 
to overcome. But what puzzles us in this particular is how the Era 
critic came to make such a mistake. He should surely have a well- 
balanced mind whose constant duty it is to write for a Ledger. 


A Suggestion. 

Severat “lectures on Burns” are announced by our literary 
socictarians for the coming winter season. As it is unwise they 
should all clash, whether in opinion or in demand on public time and 
space, we humbly suggest that half of them shall slightly vary the 
subject and give us some lectures on ‘ Scalds.’’ Or they might lump 
them together as ‘ Burns and Scalds; or, Poetry in Plaisters.” 
All true scholars would be sure not to miss so congenial a con- 
nection. 


A New Reading. 

Taere has been a great outcry against the manner in which a 
popular author constituted himself judge, jury, and counsel for certain 
convicts. But if an author can rescue prisoners after they have left 
the docks, it is an authordocks proceeding. 
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POEMS ON PRO'S. 


THE PROVINCIAL LANDLADY. 


Ox, dear Mister Editor, sir, if you please, they say you're a kind and 
humanious gent, sir, 
Which listens attentive to troubles and woes seck as worry an ’ard- 
working woman like me; 
I’m worrited dreadful from morning to night with working and 
toilin’ and sech,—which the rent, sir, 
Is not oe quite so forthcoming asI, with my fam'ly, would wish 
it to be! 


Which I keeps a big house in the square, sir, not five minits’ walk 
from the R’yal 'lheaytre, 
Jest oppersit Muggins’s Music-hall, sir, which its ‘‘ public’’ is known 
as the ‘*‘ Linnet and Lamb’’— 
But J am the lamb, sir, to stand it as I do, a-working away up till 
midnight, or later, 
For a lot of purfessional folks, which the best of the bunch, sir, is 
nothing but sham! 


¥or them music-hall people as lodges with me is a set which I'm sure, 
sir, is simply outragious, 
A-rushin’ ali over the house when I've scrubbed it and cleaned it jest 
like a new pin ;— 
And as for them second-door folks (which is niggers), believe me their 
conduct is something rampagious, 
A-larkin’ all over the landing, a-apoilin’ the paper,—it’s really 
a sin! 
And the party wot sings comic songs, sir, goes in and out shouting 
whenever he pleases, 
And the next floor (the serio-comic)—well, there, she’s a stuck-up, 
impertinent miss 
(Which the last ones as had them apartments wos folks as performed 
on the “ flyin’ trapeeses,” 
And went away two pun’ thirteen in my debt, and I’ve never beheld 
’em from that day to this). 


Then ae that wentrillikist party, as imitates different woices, and 
that, sir,— : 
He frightens me out of my wits, which I’m sure as 1 haven't too 
many to spare ; 
And as for that Muggine’s chairman, I frequently finds him asleep on 
the mat, sir, 
Which J charicterises behaviour like that as werry disgraceful and 
shocking—so there ! 


Which the Sisters Mac-Jones (them duettests) comes bouncin’ all over 
the place, quite disdainful, 
A fault-findin’ day after day, sir, dressed up in their fal-de-rals, 
looking like guys ; 
And the party what sings sentimental goes on in a way as to me, sir, 
is painful, 
He smokes a long pipe in the garding, which dreadful proceedings I 
can’t but despise. 


Then a troop which I think is called ackribacks, knocks my best 
parlour to rack and to ruin, 
4-chaciing of summersets over my splendid meeogany tables and 
chairs ; 
Why to-day they all stocd on their heads in the passige: ‘‘ Good 
gracious, I shouted, “‘ why, what are you doin’ ?” 
When they twisted their legs round their necks, sir, made faces, and 
told me to toddle downstairs ! 


Which I don’t wish to make a remark, sir, that might be unpleasant, 
but while I was at it 
I ener as I'd mention the matters that cause me continual worry 
and din, 
For : you excuse the expression, J ses, as for lettin’ of lodgin’s,—oh, 
rat it! 
Tf it wasn't for makin’ it out of their “ board,’ sir—by jingers, I'd 
never let lodgins agin! 


























Vanish. 


_ Liverroot is noted for the quantity of Irishmen it contains, and it 
is only fair to assume that in a town where there are so many Emerald 
Islanders, some of them must have a hand in the authoritative arrange- 
ments there. Just now, it would seem especially so, as after taking 
tremendous pains to build a prison van worthy of the town and its 
claims on crime, the Corporation now find it is too large to go through 
the prison gates. It was rather neat, however. of one of the promoters 
of the new vehicle, when he discovered the difficulty, to exclaim with a 
certain other ingenious gentleman, ‘“‘ All is vanity and vexation of 
spirit.” ‘The spirit we presume to have been whisky. 
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RECOLLECTIONS. 
Calling in a Serge ‘un. 


ead 


SEASIDE 





THE PEACE RUMOUBS. 
Tuart a peace of the Cleopatra Needle has been rotted away by the 


salvage dews. 

That the new peace in preparation at the Lane is an Eastern 
Spectacle. 

That the City’s income is lost in a great Paycivic Ocean. 

That the Penge convicts are all of a peace in their t. 

That the gentleman who had his nose nearlyknocked off was bound 


over to keep the peace. 





Giving ‘‘ Leg-bail.” 

LicensEp victuallers seem to be subject to a new danger not contem- 
plated by the Act. The landlord of a house at Tunbridge was the other 
day trying to eject “a drunken married woman of the name of Charlotte 
Andrews,’ when she threw herself on the floor and bit a piece out of 
his leg. The unfortunute publican subsequently expired. That local 
journalist must have new notions of humour who said that the punish- 
ment of this woman was a legacy which devolved upon the powers 
that be. It is to be hoped the trial will be legally conducted, although, 
as we all know, Necessitas non habet leg-'em. 


Personation. 

Ir is reported that recently ‘‘ some persons in disguise’’ entered a 
church in the department of the Loire, and interrupted the sermon by 
singing the “‘ Marseillaise.’’ Our own detective having studied this in 
various ways for a while, ultimately said, ‘‘ Come, look 'ee here, yer 
know, this won’t do. If they was in disguise, who is to know ezactly 
that they was persons?” 

The Style of the Country. 

Severay “ Colorado beetles” were discovered in Belfast post-office 
the other day. They must have been specimens of an Irish breed of 
beetle, and have acted accordingly, for no true Colorado would go to 
a place where it was in the natural course of events so likely to get 
stamped on. 


Strike, but Hear! 

Mus. Jucorns, hearing that at Bolton the female card-room hands 

were suffering greatly, said it served the hussies right, as she never yet 

did know of any good coming of women playing such games—and to 
say they looked quite whistful too! 


Thirlemere, 


Tue Times does not espouse the cause of the Thirlemere Lake pre- 
servers so heartily as it should. ‘The Times always has a Good lake on 
its own premises, and doesn’t care. 





‘‘ My Motto is——.” 


Miss Emmy Mort's Annual Concert at St. James’s Hall is set for 
Deceu bar 7th. Her programme contains the names of “ singers of 


the fist water,” that is, of the regular Mott eau. 


Arralks OF THE Ports (Postic-Hovse).— Logwood and Sloejuice. 
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VERY LIKELY NOT, INDEED! 

Flunkey :—“ Ht 80 YOUR PARDON, SIR, BUT HIS IT A FACT THAT WB ARE TO HAVE HAMERICAN BEEF NEXT SunpDAry?’”’ 
City man :—‘' CaxTAINLY! MY HEAD CL+RK HAS RECOMMENDED IT TO ME AS MOST EXCBLLENI MBAT.” 

Fiunkey :-—*' Ho! very Lik-Ly 's ’AS, SIR, BUT HI DON'T BXPsCe 'E ’AS THB EDUCATED PALATE THAT YOU HAND MB ’AS.”’ 











AZPLAIN SET. APAREL-EL. 


Wrew Dame Fortune's s:¢s are plainest, 
Half uf them are make believe; 
Take no netice, that's the sanest, — 
She is laughing in her sleeve. 
Those who yield to dumps and dolour 
I regard as Fortune's muj’s, 
So I scorn her stuck up choler 
And despise her /itt/e cuffs. 


A Frightful Example. 


A panonet has been tried and convicted at Glasgow “for using 


abusive, threatening, and obscene language to three female workers on 
his estate.” As the case wasa very gross one, and it was n¢ cessary to do 
something in the matter that would make the off -nder feel his position 
acutely as a wealthy man and a possessor of rank and title, he was 
fined twenty shillings. Those ina hurry to accuse the Glasgow baillies 
of undue lenity must stop one moment, if only to remember where 
Glasgow is, and, as well, that twenty shillings is twice twenty sax- 


pences. 





The New Era. 


Tax Home Secretary's decision with regard to our latest dove-like 
and innocent assassins has been described by a pugilistic writer as a 
regular ‘‘ Cross-counter for the hangists, and a knock-down blow for 
all who had hitherto fancied that by getting themselves murdered they 
could at any time have a vile and lasting revenge on the victims thus 
deluded into danger.’ As will be seen by this, sport has its accurate 

“ jadges ” no leas than law. 


Minimisation. | 
Ir was very much in accordance with the Dustcart's ingenuously 
ingenious policy that Mukhtar Pasha’s defeat was originally alluded 
to in its columns as “‘ The Route of the Turkish Army in Asia.” But 
the addition of the redundant vowel doesn't alter the fact, let the young 
lions roar never 80 loudly. 
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A BIT OF BLUE SKY. | 


Wuen the Chancellor, speaking of features 
Observed in this horrible war, 

Had delighted his dear fellow creatures 
Bv showing what Tories were for, 

He declared that he saw through the leaden, | 
Thick clouds that were floating on high, 

O'er the valleys with carnage that redden | 
Just a wee little bit of blue sky. 


I'm afraid that the Chancellor’s vision 
Must be given to playing him tricks, 
Since his meteorologic decision 
Has placed all his friends in a fix. 
For the Marquis of Salisbury, viewing 
Events with as practised an eye, 
Sees the horrors of warfare accruing, 
And nowhere that bit of blue sky. 


There are folks like the hero of Devon 
Who have optimist views of their kind, 
Who can see in the sombre-est heaven 
The light they are anxious to find. 
Since the days when the world was created 
Better times have been promised as nigh, 
But the prospect has been overrated, 
Like the Chancellor’s bit of blue sky. 


That our firmament’s future is rosy, 
Or, speaking correctly, is blue, 

Is a notion that’s comforting, cosy— 
But alas! not by any means true. 
"Tis our fate to be rained on for ever, 

To wallow in slush till we die, 
And though Tories are awfully clever, 
They can’t manufacture blue sky. 


The Wrong Implement. 


“THERE are now ten thousand Turkish prisoners of 
Warin Russia.” This is a strange item of intelligence 
in a paper which has said over and over again, first, | 
that the Russians have been routed whenever they have | 
met the Turks, and, second, that the Turks always die | 
rather than allow themselves to be conquered. Andas | 
such, we mark it down. Such extremely rough and 
rugged statement as this should be polished up a bit. 
A Turkophile will, however, be of little or no 
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‘““THE 9TH.” 


Respectable Individual :—“*’U.LLo, Birt, WHERE'R YER OFF To?” 
Bill :—“ Sue THE ’LUMINATIONS, BR COURSE.” 
Respectable Individual :—“’Orpz YeR LEFT YBR GOLD WATCH AT "OME 


assistance. | T HEN ; SHOCKING BAD LOT OUT TO-NIGHT.” 











{ 

HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | 

Tue opening of the National Theatre, late the Queen’s, in Long | 
Acre, is an event worthy of remark. It is a step in the right direc- | 
tion, and whether it sink or swim, there can be little doubt the | 


theatre of the future will be based on similar principles. The reno- | 
vated and renamed house is the National, inasmuch as it is for the | 
people; the prices are about half the usual recognised conservative | 
tariff, and the arrangements are such as will allow ladies to venture 
forth in search of theatrical enjoyment without subjecting themselves | 
to the pains and penalties and impositions which now make a visit to 
the theatre but too often an infliction rather than a pleasure. The 
National is, in effect, to be a playhouse for the people at popular prices | 
and with popular arrangements. When we get to the new piece which | 
commenced the new era our commendation must cease. It is an adapta- | 
tion of a fairly successful Porte St, Martin play, called Les Exilés, | 
itself an adaptation of a story called TZatiana. This is now entitled 
Russia ; or, the Exiles of Angara, and when it is said that the adaptors, 
Messrs. Reece and Farnie, have paid little attention to either of the 
works from which it is supposed to be extracted, and that at least a por- 
tion of the plot and dialogue is extremely original if not particularly 
amusing, we have said all there is to say. Unlessit be to remark that the 
National taste is hardly likely at any time to be satisfied with so-called 
serious work from adaptors whose only claim is that of bad or, ut best, 
indifferent burlesque. | 

Isaae of York, in which Mr. Righton made a hit at the Court 
Theatre some few years back, is now in the bills at the Globe. Mr. 
Righton’s Jew is extra-Jewdicious, 

Mr, G. E. Fairchild, to whose elocutionary powers we have before | 
borne testimony in these columns, had a very successful evening at 
St. George’s Hall on Saturday, the 27th ult. Mr. Fairchild, who is 
young and versatile, only wants influential friends to become fashion - 
able. He might dispense with a little of his ability and still be that, if | 
he had but the other essential. 






VOL. XXVI. 


‘* ANOTHER PAIR OF SHOES.” 


How oft when Fame we hope to find 
Life but a bootless search pursues, 
And we have got to be resigned 
To quite “another pair of shoes!’”’ 


Wax old and frail our shoes of Time, 

And nought their pristine strength renews! 
The visions of life’s golden prime 

Were quite ‘‘ another pair of shoes.”’ 


For ‘‘ dead men’s shoes” toidly wait 

Is what no man of sense would choose, 
Only to find his hopes, too late! 

Were but “‘ another pair of shoes.” 


‘‘ More kicks than ha’pence” on me fall, 
And Fortune is the worst of shrews. 
If she would favour me at all 
’T would be “‘ another pair of shoes.’’ 


I’m most unlucky, as a rule, 

Whene’er I play with cards or cues; 
But when I win at whist or pool 

Life looks “‘ another pair of shoes.” 


Sometimes, when luck has turned, one wins— 
Which one would rather do than lose. 
a oe « a 
What's that yousay? My wife got twins! ! 
That’s twice * another pair of shoes! ”’ 


Dovntrut Socrzety.—“ Society” journals’. 
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A DREAM OF THE NINTH. 
NE night the bard was 


yearning 
To deal a righteous 
blow ; 


Ww, 
His midnight glim 
was burning 
With dim and 
mystic glow; 
He dreamed a dream 
concerning 
The shortly-coming 
show. 


He went and found a 


And next the feeble-witted 
And pitiable set 

Elected, though unfitted, 
For licensing, he met; 

And these were also spitted 
With little of regret. 


3ut oh, he’d not completed 
His salutary plan ; 

Destruction next he meted 
To ev'ry working man 

Who'd bullied and maltreated 
The foreign artisan. 


With inward exultation 
He spiked the London rouyz) — 
(A lump of degradation 


fellow : Too cowardly to cuff, 
|-ngaged, as knight ‘l'oo bad for reformation, 
of old, And plentiful enough.) 
| To ride, in blue and | 
yellow And when the dauntless fighter 
| And colours mani- Had laid upon the shelf 

fold ; llis terror-striking smiter, 

He made his manner That long-enduring elf— 
mellow The world—was so much brighter 
With promises of It didn’t know itself ! 
gold. 








He bribed this fellow 
(fated 
To ride in that dis- 


play 

With armour thickly 
plated 

And weapons for the fray) ; 

And he appropriated— 

(The bard did)—this array. 


You see, the bard had lately 
Resolved upon a plan 

By which to forward greatly 
The interests of man, 
And free, considerately, 
Creation from a ban. 


So, when the pageant, gliding, 
Sedately wound along, 

That bard went proudly riding,— 
His lance was sharp and strong ; 
A fiery steed bestriding, 

He burst from out the throng. 


With angry eye dilating 

He eet his lance in rest, 
olicemen, hesitating, 
Omitted to molest, 
Unbounded awe inflating 
And quelling ev'ry breast. 


Then first, his indignation 
He hastened to appease 
By swift annihilation 

Of Water Comparees ; 
With hearty exultation 
He spitted all of these. 


i ——. 





Ir was in the old days when Ferdinand and Isabella ruled the 
Spanish Main drainage, when the mammoth dwelt in the prime good 
prime evil forests, unmolested by the tramp of the hunter or the tramp 
of the casual ward, that the old man in the moon commenced to wink 
at the lovely Miasma, daughter of King Swamp the First of Dampi- 
dom. And the fair Miasma saw it and was exceedingly sad, for her 
whole heart was pledged to bonnie Prince Dismal of Aguehism. And 
one night, when the moon was in its first quarter, she rode off on a 
milk black steed to the old sorcerer, Winkle of the Whelk, who lived 
in the distant mountains hard by. Now, leading to the cavernous 
abode of this mighty magician was a floating bridge, and over this the 
young princess swam as the midnight chimes were striking ten. At 
list she stocd in the presence of the great Winkle. She told him her 
| story standing seated by the magic cauldron of fiery peasoup, in which 
ever and anon the sorceress cooled his blazing brow. ‘‘ What can I 
do, master,” asked the princess, “ to stop the most objectionable atten- 
tions of this old man in the moon? He winks at me till I feel I must 
| blush, and, you know, no daughter of our royal line ever did that.”’ 
| The old wizard stroked the matted ringlets on his bald, benignant 

skull, then exclaimed softly, ‘‘ My daughter, you must shoot the moon 
| when he is in another quarter. That will frighten the old man, and 
| he will give up winking at you.’ ‘The princess walked home all the 
| way on horseback, and entered her father’s palace just as the sun was 
| sinking up rapidly into the heavens. And when quarter-day was 
| come she bought a pistol, and the moment the old man began to wink 

she fired it, and hit him right in the eye that winked. And the 
| prince, her sweetheart, was so delighted with this heroic and maidenly 
/ action that he married her the day before. And this touching legend 
| has been handed down to posterity, and in this country, many young 
| people wait till quarter-day and then shoot the moon. 


} 


Topographical. 
|  Evenrs in the Eest are beginning to render the conduct of Salisbury 
plain. 
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THE NEW THEATRICAL MEMORANDUM. 


Ws have been favoured with an early copy of the Lord Chamber- 
lain’s new circular to theatrical managers, from which we cull the 
following regulations. 

No swearing will be allowed on the stage. Amyone saying “ Out 
damnéd spot,’’ or “ Damned be he who first cries, Hold! Enough!”’ will 
be taken before a magistrate. 

All ballet ladies must be brought to the stage door by their nearest 
female relative, and fetched after the performance is over by their 
nearest male relative. Any lady not fetched will be deposited at the 
Foundling Hospital for the night. 

No married actor will be allowed to play # lover except the actress 
cast for his sweetheart be his wife. Ua ied actors must obtain 
the consent of the Lord Chamberlain in writing before paying their 
addresses to a professional lady. 

All actors and actresses engaged within the jurisdiction of the Lord 
Chamberlain will be required to attend Church once on Sunday and to 
bring with them to the theatre short-hand notes of the sermon on the 
following Monday. 

AH actors who are members of Bohemian clubs are required imme- 
diately to resign, and any actor found frequenting a public house or 
billiard room will be dismissed the profession. 

The Lord Chamberlain will select and license the houses where 
actors and actresses may have lodgings. These houses will be under 
the control of duly appointed masters and matrons. 

Prizes for virtue will be annually presented to the actor and actress 
who shall obtain the greatest number of good conduct marks. 

The lessees of theatres will be required to be men of unblemished 
morals who will take a fatherly interestin their people. The managers 
will be required to pass a preliminary examination before the Bench 
of Bishops, and must each hold a certificate of conduct from the clergy- 
man and police inspector of his parish. 

Any male desiring to enter a theatre in order to witness a perform- 
ance may do so on producing a written acknowledgment from his 
wife or his mother that she knows he is out. No female allowed in 
any portion of the theatre alone. Ladies and gentlemen arriving 
together must show the money-taker a certificate of marriage, or a 
sworn affidavit that they are legally related. 

Special permits will, however, be granted to ladies and gentlemen of 
the higher class wishing to witness Pink Dominos or La Marjolaine. 

(Signed.) Hznrtrorp, Lord Chambermaid. 


HEY MAREK IT! 

Hers is the programme of the Haymarket with the actors’ names. 
By tHe Sza they were Encacep, these Weathers by Rivers they could 
not have enDeward, and this is Howe they were engaged. e@ was 
Crouching at her feet, Kyrieing her ringlets. They were on their 
Honeymoon, and he talked nonsense. 

And the story is continued with the actress's names. 

* Terryfied at the frivolity of her Buck’s tone and Harrisd in her 
mind, she turned the conversation on Morellivated topics. She dreaded 
the Thorne in her Ros elleysium, but she was bold. ‘ Oh, George,” 
she exclaimed, ‘‘ let us converse on cookery, the baked, the boiled, and 
the Stew art.” ‘Don’t let us be Harrison ourselves about that, my 
dear,” he answered. ‘‘A good cook can always be ENGAGED BY THB 


Season.” 


In Sequence, 

“ Ficnaus with moonlight fringe” are inchuded in the last batch of 
Parisian follies. This should not be such a novelty as many e 
seem to think. The vagaries of fashionable folk have over and over 
again been described on decently respectable authority as “all moon- 
shine.” And many a man has felt particularly “mooney”’ when he 
has had to settle the account for articles of fashionable feminine 


attire. 


Book and Booket! 

A Laprzs’ paper informs us that a new perfume, called the Girton 
College Bouquet, is now the fashionable scent. The association of that 
weakest of female vanities, perfume, and the famous college for lady 
students, isan oddone; unless the nomenclator intended it as a delicate 
hint to the female aspirers after equality with man, that in patronising 
Girton College they were on the right scent. 





A Ducal Deed. 


Tue Duke of Westminster has presented £1,000 to the funds of the 
training ship C/io. What Charley Bates, the “ Artful,” and others of 
ssa ate will call a splendid specimen of the “extract of 
cly O°” 


Lumps or De.iout (4 la Turgue).—** Potted’’ Russians. 
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BARBARIANS! 


In the early days of Britain, ere the Roman made his ravages, 
Ere Cesar toddled over to appropriate the isle, 

The inhabitants, I grieve to say, were little else but savages, 
Uncultivated folks, in fact, barbarians in style! 

They had no scientific men to lecture and enlighten them, 
And so they all were wallowing in ignorance’s slough. 

They had no School Board-ofticers to call upon and frighten them. 
But British individuals are educated now / 


Yes, in oN dark and dismal times (on which I fain would muse 
a bit), 
Quite awful were the goings on and dreadful t6 relate; 
The workmen of the period would go to “ pubs’ and “ booze”’ a bit 
(I'll use their own vernacular in what I shall narrate). 
They’d fight and swear, and carry on, and lead such shocking lives, 
they would : 
On Saturdays. especially, they'd glory in a “' row,” 
And when the “ pubs’”’ were closed, they'd stagger home and kick 
their wives, they would— 
Bu; Education's polished them. They never do it now ! 


The British “‘cads ” would often go to music-halls, because, you see, 
They worshipped ‘‘ comic ’’-singers, who would carol filthy lays ; 
Those youthful *“‘ swells ’’ were ignorant of gentlemanly laws, you see, 

And I blush to say that ribaldry was rampant in those days. 
At midnight they would reel along, and fancy it was glorious 
To shout the newest ‘‘ choruses ’’—a nuisance, you'll allow, 
To people who were staid, and not inclined to be uproarious; 
But then they were barbarians. They're cultivated now ! 


I’m sure you ll scarcely credit it, but poverty was raging there, 
And they considered poverty a very heinous crime; 

"T'was a sorrow which they seldom took the trouble of assuaging there. 
The British “‘ parish officers’’ had not sufficient time 

With people steeped in penury to go and hold communion; 
So when the pauper-population came to cringe and bow, 

How d’ye think they used to serve them? Why, they'd starve them 

in a** Union’’ ! 

Don’t shudder, gentle readers, pray. They never do it now ! 


Then @ man might sue incessantly, and aid would be denied to him; 
Now merit’s always recognised, and gains no end of pelf; 

Then a Briton’s wife would oft deceive him, though she'd been a 

pride to him ; 

Now a man who has a wife to love can keep her to himself! 

Then nobody was virtuous, but murder, drink, and robberies 
Would fill the daily papers, and ’twould corrugate one’s brow 

To read of all the companies, the City ‘‘ shams’’ and jobberies ; — 
Sach things are all unknown to us. We're good ana happy now ! 


IN THE STREET. 


Buu. Yus; it’squite true. He was inthe gallery at the Nashernul 
and he cheeked me, and so I knocked his ’at over his eyes. 

’Arry. And they turned you out! 

Birt. Yus, and I’m a-goin’ to bring a haction, ’cus it distinkly 
says on the bill, ‘‘ Bonnets allowed.’’ 


A Marine Story. 


‘‘ Wuart is the difference, my son,” said a sad old gentleman to his 
eldest born, “ between the fragment of a vessel blown up by a torpedo 
and the management of the Navy?” The son looked anxiously into 
his parent’s eyes, wiped the damp perspiration from his brow, and 
replied in a faltering voice, ‘‘One is a Smithareen and the other is a 
Smith arena.” For one moment sire and scion were locked in an 
agonised embrace, then leaping into a butt of Malmsey they sank to 
rise no more. 


Glad. Tidings. 

A sPLENDID rumour rendstheair. The Right Hon. William Ewart 
Gladstone, invigorated by travel and refreshed with r intends 
during the coming session to march axe in hand at the head of his 
followers to a famous tree. And the tree to which he will lead them 
oe. = ee of the Sovereign Lady of the Realm, be called 

"ic tree 





Figurative. 


A coop book for the new race of long distance pedestrians when in 
training should be one dear to the memories of all middle-class school 
boys, old or young. It iscalled Walking Game's Tutors’ Assistant. 


Tue Cotossus ory Ruopzs.—The Home Secretary. 


See ee mgm 
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SOME CASES REALLY DESERVING OF PITY. 
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“‘ Injoyed my ’olliday? No,I ain't! Why, I ‘aven't bin thoroughly drunk not for so much as ’arf a hour all day!” 
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THE SHAM-BRITISH WORKMAN, 


(IN REALITY THE GREATEST ENEMY OF THE TRUE-BRITISH WORKMAWN.) 
A Decorative Design for Public Buildings expected to approach completion some diy. 
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THE UNFORTUNATE JOURNALIST. 
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“DISCOUNTING THE FIFTH.” 


Recent daring attempt to blow up the House ef Commons. 


He once was an author residing in town, 

The gent whose misfortunes I’m going to tell. 
(For various reasons I’ve christened him Brown, 
Besides, as you'll see, he’d prefer it as well.) 
With tremulous pen and an ink growing dim, 

I think of the deference given to him, 
And all of my future it threatens to blast, 
As memory tells it’s a thing of the past. 


The reason the public ko-too’d to him so 
Was hardly a thing to astonish us much, 

He wrote for the press, and you probably know 
That people will frequently grovel to such. 

But people’s behaviour surprises us less 

On hearing he wrote for the comica! pres2, 

And utterly soars from the regions of freak 

On learning the ‘“‘ print” was a penny a week. 


For persons who write for a penny it’s known 
Are publicly honoured and yielded support, 

And people at large, from the slum to the throne, 
Are emulous rivals in paying them court ; 

Except by some paltry opponents of theirs 

They're always consulted in private affairs, 

And Brown, I assure you, was never the fool 

To be an exception for proving a rule. 


‘They asked him to dinner, and seldom in vain, 

(The greengrocer lending the requisite state), 
They knighted him over and over again, 

And once they presented a service of plate. 
Whoever addressed him would feel (or affect) 
A most uncontrollable sense of respect, 

And city policemen, to others so grim, 
With some affability nodded to him. 


Bedewed with a glass of South African wine, 
They gave him a chaplet of roses to wear, 
Ard bade him the flow’rs with his locks to entwine 
(He hadn't a superabundance of hair), 
And others, collecting themselvesina heap, , 
Subscribed to procure him a monument cheap, 
Which, carefully modelled and “ flatted’”’ and dried, 
They meant to *‘ uncover’’ as soon as he died. 


At length his ‘‘ proprietors” noticed his worth, 
Of which they determined on showing a sense, 
And loudly declared to the jubilant earth 
By raising his “ screw’’ at enormous expense. 
They met this expense, I am sorry to tell, 
By raising the price of the paper as well, 
And, selling at sixpence all over the town, 
Succeeded in utterly ruining Brown. 


For “ sixpenny’’ writers have earned such a name, 


They seem to be seared with the Mark of the Beast; 


It puzzles me how they continue the game, 
For no one encourages them in the least! 











| «lass carriage in order to study the habits of the peasantry. Akh, there 
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The style of their writing is dreadfully low 
(They talk about personal matters, you know), 
So Brown is an outcast and hasn’t a friend— 
The way that all sixpenny pariahs end. 


And this is the moral I draw from the lot 
Of one whose misfortunes a stoic might touch : 


Attract our proprietors’ notice too much, 
But if you are anxious that I should declare 
My private convictions anent the affair, — 
The whole of the story appears to my mind 
About as unlikely as any you'll find. 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


| 
Mr. Guapsronr. I am now in Ireland, and will ride x» & third- | 


is a carriage nearly full. I will enter it. ; 

Frret Tutrep-Cuass Passencsr. He-ah! you ca-an’t get in, weally, 
my good felloh! We're weally too quite awfully full now, you know. 
(Aside). I wish I hadn’t.travelled third to study these dweadful 
Iwish characters. ; 

Mr. Guanstonn (pretending to be Irish), Bedad, sorr, and it’s 
beggin’ yer honor’s pardon I'd be for doin’, sorr. ; 

Szconp Tarrp-Ciass P. What a perfect Irishman. I will study 
him. If am glad I came third-class to study character. I have found 
a genuine specimen. All artists are not so lucky. (Zo Mr. Grap- 
stone). This is a fine bit of country, my good fellow. What is it 
called ? 

Mr. GuapsTong (puzzled). Bedad and sorrah a bit, acushla machree, 
Erin go bragh, Savourneen dheelish, it’s divil a bit I know, sorr. Iam 
a sthranger in these here parts, sorr. 

Txurrp Turrp-Crasrs P, What a charming Irishman! Iam a 
popular author travelling third-class to study character. I will study 
thisman. (Zo GiapstonE). Well, my good man, and what's your 
opinion of the domestic life of the peasantry ? | 

Mr. Guapstong. Bedad, sorr. I'd be afther reckonin’ it's not 
myself that knows at all at all. 

First Tutrp-Crass P. My good felloh, I’m an English M.P. 
travelling third-class to study the opinions of the Iwish peasantry on 
Home Wule. 

Mr. Guapstone (dropping his Irish), Oh, you are an English M.P. 
travelling third-class, are you, to study Irish opinion ? 

First Tuirp-Ciass P. Yes. What a strange accent you speak 
with. 

Mr. GuapstToneE (fo Seconn Turep-Crass P.). And what are you, 
sir? 

Szconp Turrp-Ciass P. I am an English artist travelling third- 
class to study Irish character. 

Mr. Guapstong. Ah! And yousir? (Zo Txirp Turep. Crass P.) 

Txep Turep-Ciass P. I aman English author travelling third- 
class to study Irish character. But, I say, you know you're not an 
Irishman. 

Mr. GriapstTong. No, I’m Mr. Gladstone, and as I'm travelling third- 
classto study Irish character, I think we'd better shake hands and get 
out at the next station. 








Sultan and Pshaw'! 


Tue ’ Tiser contains a telegram from Marseilles which has the merit 
of being unlike the usual dry official communications of Baron Reuter. 
It says, ‘Her Majesty’s ship Su/tan and the Royal Yacht Osdorne, 
having on board her Royal Highness the Duchess of Edinburgh, sailed 
yesterday evening for Malta.” The foreign potentate who came over 
to England “in three ships” has long been regarded as the most im- 
portant personage cn record, It must be rather galling to the Czar, 
and bitterer than all his recent reverses, to find that his darling 
daughter, now she is away from home, has to travel about in but two. 








Eau! 


Ir is asserted that the Wimbledon local authorities, dissatisfied with 
the water supplied to the district by the Southwark and Vauxhall and 
Lambeth Water Companies, ‘have resolved to take the supply into 
their own hands.’”” We can scarcely credit this statement, for, 
although we know that local authorities have immense power, it does 
not seem possible they can hold the supply of three water companies 
- ee a hands. At any rate, if they do, they will have their 

ands full. 





‘*‘ Bass is the Slave——.”’ 


Mr. Autsorr, M.P., is going on a tour through Egypt. We trust 
he won’t go “ spoiling the Egyptians’’ with his bottled beer. Draught 
is quite gocd enough for them. 
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“9 


pmee > Ae 
Q a i 


ee a 


A, a lene 








erat 


Serene 








HUN (Nov. 7, 1877. 


194 


AD 
/ 


\ ’ . : 
| 24 i 
t Mi ij k pala 

1 RAY aM 
ALI: 


I 

, P UJ 

be NUM Fe LAU SAL 

An ||) Mity y Me 

VAM TA MY, il 
ey P\ 


\ ™~ 
r fa Zte 
N ' ; TRA On ARN 


SEEING’S BELIEVING, 


Smith (after telling a “ regular one-er”’):—**I assunB you, JonzEs, 1F I HADN'T SBEN IT MYSBLF I WOULDN'T HAVE BBLIEBVED IT.” 
Jones :—Ha—n'M—WBLL, YOU KNOW, J DIDN’T 8BE IT.” 
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With that she left her lowly couch and called her ma a fool, 


SEMPRONIA THE GOOD. Then bolted down the cottage stairs and galloped off to school, 
ir, : dk llars cl And there she tore the children’s hair and flung their books about 
Ox, brash your hair, my little boys, and keep your 00 _— And stole the teachers sandwiches and cake and bottled stout. 


Wee maidens, on your pinafores let no black marks be seen ; 
But when the school bell rings you out, behave as children should, 
And gather round and hear about Sempronia the Good. 


From very early infancy, before she cut her teeth, 

Her baby brow was circled by strict virtue’s halo-wreath ; 
Her goodness in her cradle caused e’en bishops’ wives to weep, 
And deaconesses said she was an angel in her sleep. 


So shocking was her conduct, that she lived to be a wife 
| And have some babies of her own, and lead a merry life. 
Oh, little kids who'd early die, as proper children should, 
| Take heed lest you grow wicked like Sempronia the Good. 
} 


How It’s Done. 


At two years old she chanced to hear her father use a word ne rr tg hig be nome od thon 
; ; 2 gh Mr, 
ee nee sphere, I 4 tiene = en oer — d; | Stanley states in his letters that he has received no news from Europe 
e held her baby finger up, and lisped, , m =e" _ of a more recent date than November, 1874, he hasa “ curious allusion ”’ 


| to ‘“‘a remark on Cameron’s ‘ pluck’ made by the Rev. Mr. Waller at 


Oo'l do to naughty place, me fink, dear dadda, when oo die.” 
a meeting of the Royal Geographical Society, held on the 10th of 


At four she noticed that her ma was much too fond of dress; 





She called her to her crib one night to give the last caress, | January, 1876.” It is indeed a curious allusion, except to those who 
And murmured in her ear, ‘‘ Mamma, me wis dat 00 could see | know the wonderful resources of the journal in which the letters 
Fom pyetty fings and bows and lace good mudders all sood flee.’’ ‘appear. It was not a whit more wonderful for Mr. Stanley in 


| November, 1874, to foresee that Mr. Waller would compliment 


. Wd h : 
Her father spoke no wicked words, the child had touched his heart, | Cameron te 1804 ne Mae ak tee Gaaeee, a ke ce oes 





ve up being s . ; : 

= ‘o— oe seat ot wore he he ra a . | plete plan of Africa worked out in the back basement of the office, or 
She toddled to the village green to work her mission there. _ to produce a great and astounding victory of the Turks always in time 

: : : for a special and second edition! Really, for a leading literary paper, 
At six she lectured every noon beside the village pump | the Athenzum is extremely behind the age. 
On every sin from pelting cats to giving girls a thump, oe 
And aged dames would wipe their specs and raise their sunken eyes, i 
And sniff their snuff and wag their heads to show their great surprise. | aot iking eenanqeenee- 

. nas . ia oie PEAKING Of a strike now in progress in the Provinces, a contem- 
ee als wuaat Gaels Gea was Wana ts baton | porary, says, “ To-day there were many more absentees from the 
So all the village flocked around her little curtained bed works.” ‘Then to-morrow there will be many more absent dinners. 
To hear her dying sermonette and mark how it was said. Se oe 
But when Sempronia heard her fate she piped her little eye, | P orkquoi 
And said 'twas hard that being good should make her have to die, A rorziGn critic says that London isa huge pigstye. What can 
So as she did not feel inclined an early grave to seek, _we expect when a Hogg is at the head of the Metropolitan Board of 
To save her life she'd certainly be wicked for a week. Works? | 
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From TEE FRENCH. 


Hennzi pz Benson, the subject of our memoir, and now the sublime 
hero of the Detective Turf I'raud Romance, is the son of a reigning 
sovereign. At the early age of seven he was discovered shaking his 
Royal father and mother’s crowns upon a bag in order to ‘‘ sweat” 
them, and in his twelfth year the whole of the Royal jewellery was 
traced to the sweetmeat shop at which he dealt. 

We are not at liberty to mention the name of the Royal parents of 
this unhappy prince, but when they found him constantly the associate 
of notorious thieves and swindlers they changed him for another boy 
one night while he was asleep, and in the morning the young prince 
found himself on board the Calais mail with a letter in his pocket 
telling him that his name was Henry Benson, and if he ever re- 
turned to the kingdom of —— he would be executed. [rom 
that day Henry Benson stepped boldly forward on the path 
of vice. Arrived in England, he telegraphed for the wicked 
foreign earls and marquises of Europe to call upon him at his 
hotel. There were concocted various schemes for defrauding the 
public which brought in many millions. Yet so polished were his 
manners and so engaging was his appearance, that he was on terms of 
intimate friendship with the highest in the land. One of his most 
daring schemes was to make the tour of Europe as the Shah of Persia. 
Grand entertainments were givenin his honour, and costly presents 
made, while the real Shah, in blissful ignorance of the sensation he 
was making, was quietly smoking and sipping his sherbet at home. 
When the money made by this adventure was e, Benson became 
acquainted with Kurr and Murray, and took up their line of business. 
He engaged the detectives of Scotland Yard at handsome salaries to 
assist, and bribed the judges and great officers of the law with much 
success. He also made sure of the Home Secretary, the Prime 
Minister, and the Lord Mayor. Itis known that at this period his 
fortune was so great that he offered the Government the money to 
purchase the Suez Canal half per cent. under Rothschild, but the job 
had been promised to: the latter before his offer was received. 

All would have gone well, but it chanced that the King and Queen, 
Benson's parents, were invited to a state ball at Buckingham Palace, 
where Benson was the hero of the evening. The turf frauds were dis- 
cussed, and the Royal couple. at once recognised their son’s handiwork. 
Thinking this would be a good opportunity of keeping him out of 
further mischief, they betrayed him to Colonel Henderson, who was 
dancing in the same quadrille with him. 

Benson has a private telegraph fitted up between his cell and the 





THE AUTOBIOGRAPBY OF BENSON. 
| 
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cities. He will be released at the close of the present trial, and as he 
promises to mend his ways, will be restored to his proper rank, and in 
due time reign over a prosperous and happy people. 





WINTER. 


Coma, O season of mist and rain, 
Of damp and dumps and ceaseless pain, 
Of wild neuralgic writhings. 
A cold and a cough and a slushy street, 
Influenza and perished feet, 
These, O winter, are thy things. 


Fancy Bred, 


& Sim Samuzt Baxzr gives it as one of his most original observations 
that no one has yet known a negro to tame any native wild animal. 
He doesn’t inform us when anyone was known to tame any native 
wild negro. It is a moot point whether either of these feats would, to 
a breadwinning Fnglishman, be equal in interest to the taming ofa 
real native wild Baker. 


Fair Enough. 

Mrs. Juaeins, who doesn't often read the Atheneum, saw therein 
the other day that Mr. Swinburne will shortly publish a translation of 
some of Villon’s poems. ‘‘ Ah,’ says the old lady, ‘‘ I always said that 
there young man had a Villonous low taste, and now he’s shown it.” 
Some folk will think our garrulous friend is “‘ a day after the fair.”’ 


Impershonnation. 

Tux Shah of Pershah is coming. The fact arouses the ire of the 
footmen at Buckingham Palace, and one of them whispered in con- 
fidence the other evening to a friend who had treated him well that 
the Shah ‘‘ wash a nashty Pershon to wait on.” 


The Home Market. 

Szvanat strikes of British workmen have taken place lately. Mrs. 
Workman ought to have benefited in some cases when her husband 
— her till she was (s)killed. This is the Female beLabour 

uestion. 
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capitals of Europe, and is consulted daily by the police of the various 






PUZZLED. 
I CANNOT understand the news! 









The papers take such varied views 
Of what goes on in this and every other nation ; 
They tell how deadly feuds increase, 
Next page comes “ rumour ’”’ of sweet peace, 
Which further on they tell us 
is without foundation. 


we It used to give me true 
. delight 
To scan the Pal! 
Mali through at 
night, 

And learn what busy 
work was going 
on around us ; 

But now, I don’t 
know how it is’ 

Affairs seem in a 
boiling phiz,— 

Then comes a bang 
of startling 
news that does 
astound us. 


The greedy Caar, 
—the gallant 
th oatgl 

Both surgingon in 
bloody work, 

And how to win the fight each cunning trick is tried on ; 

But this one thing I long to see, 
That all the papers would agree 
To give us news that can be, without doubt, relied on. 
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A DREADFUL OFFENDER. 


Tue vagaries of our magistrates have so often been subject for satire 
that there is little cause for surprise whatever new opinion one of 
them may utter, whatever novel form of sentence another may impose. 
At the same time, it is as well that curious or absurd instances of 
justice’s maladministration shall be duly ventilated. For this ose 
we call our readers’ attention to a report in the Times, which states 
that William Lambourne, who was said in the charge-sheet to be 
eleven years of age, but whose mother said he was only ten, and whose 
head ‘‘ was scarcely seen above the solicitors’ table,’ was accused at 
Clerkenwell before Mr. Barstow, by the superintendent of the St. 
Pancras Churchyard, with pulling a house-leek out of a flower bed 
there. We know, of course, the damage which is done to our orna- 
mental gardens by mischievous children, and the necessity there is 
‘for keeping watch and ward over both, the necessity also of having 
some form of punishment for offences similar to that of which William 
Lambourne stood charged. But there is medium in all things, and 
even had the offence been much greater than it really was, justice 
might fairly have been tempered with mercy, particularly as we are 
told the mite of an offender “‘ certainly did not appear to understand 
the charge.” This may have been a want of moral apprecia 
which was more annoying to the sapient stipendiary than the pulling 
of a house-leek valued at fourpence, and it must have been witha 
view to teaching a very salutary lesson indeed, that Mr. Barstow im- 
proved the baby’s future prospects, and stimulated his knowledge of 
what a great thing the law is, by sentencing him to twenty-one days’ 
hard labour in the House of Correction! This is nota subject to joke 
about, but we should like to know if Mr. Barstow cannot be made to 
‘* eat the leek’’ in the interests as well of common sense as of humanity. 
Mr. Cross, who is in a singularly humane frame of mind just now, 
ought to do something in such a crying matter. Perhaps that is the 
reason why he won't! Anyhow, he ought to be asked. 


True Affection. 


Tus Clyde shipbuilders have decided to discharge all the men in 
their employ connected with the Boiler Makers’ Union. We are told 
that “‘ upwards of 2,000 men are affected.” Not nearly so much, we 
dare say, as their wives and little children. 


Topical. 

Accorp1nG to a contemporary some “ white blackberries ’’ have been 
found at Chelmsford. After this, we shall not be surprised at the 
advent of some black red currants. Wonders will never cease—during 
the current season. 
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A ‘*PEG BACK.” 


Facetious Tourist :—“I say, Pappy! AREN'T YOU ASHAMED TO DRIVE A POOR LITTLE DONKEY LIKE THAT, WITH ONLY THREE LEGS TO 


STAND ON ?”’ 


Driver :—“Is rr aspamep? Wuart ’up I Bs ASHAMED FoR? Can't I 8H A POOR LITTLE DONKBY WID ONLY TWOP” 


ON GALES IN GENERAL. | 


By an Ipior. 


GALEs that blow and Gales that walk, regale me for a while, 
, and take me off my fest or do a quarter mile ; | 
Send needles flying o’er the sea or see what pins can do,— | 
I'll walk my chalks or chalk my walks,—I leave the choice to you. | 


Descend, O breeze, and shake the trees, and make the apples fall 
In ready laps, or do your laps around the famous Hall; | 
O gale that blows or Gale that goes, I scorn your daily puff, 
I think just now of both of you we've had our quantum suff. 


—————————— 
A Leader. 


§|Lornp Harrinoron says if the Liberal policy becomes too Radical | 
next session he shall not take part in the debates. 
Leader ohne wirte. 


Im P B shal. 


Wuar nonsense it is for the authorities to talk about stopping glove 
boxes at the East-end shops, while glove boxes may be seen in half a 
dozen shops in Regent-street every day of the week. 
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CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—Iy Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stares, 


—ee—- err  —eeEeEeeeeee=S=SEl SSS, 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprieters) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, November 7, 1877. 


A Convenient Ar-range-ment. 


Somszopy in Bermondsey advertises for a man who can cut “ butts” 
into “ranges.”” We commend the idea to Volunteer colonels of 
economical tastes. It wouldn’t be half a bad thing either to cut tar- 
gets into bullseyes, for distribution among the shooters. It would at 
least add to the sweets of amateur soldiering. 


International Law. 
Negar.y ten thousand dogs were killed in one day recently in New 


| York, the police having scoured the town under what is known as the 


dog law. Itis not at all astonishing after this to read in a financial 
journal the prospectus of an ‘‘ American and English Reciprocating 
Veal-and-Ham Supply Association, Limited.” The only strange 
thing to us is the “ limited.” 


Mae Bests, Bele One Bits. 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 


Epitep sy Henry SAmpson. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Full-page Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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A PERFECT,§(MODEL: 


Tue “gals” you get to come and “ set’ 
(If you're an artist by profession) 
Have always got a precious lot 
Of aggravation in possession. 
They twist about and put you out, 
And agitate your temper sadly, 
And then you swear and tear your hair, 
And go and paint a picture badly. 


They have a gay and festive wa; 
Uf missing trains and omnibuses, 
And (when you've chose a decent pose) 
Uf having pains and making fusses. 
They smell the paint and go and faint, 
And stagger to evoke your pity, 
So [ surmise with some surprise 
You'll read what I’ve to say of Kitty. 


‘The kitchen clock and Kitty's knock 
Are simultaneous in striking, 

A od straight she goes and takes a pose 
Exactly suited to your liking. 

Ani there she'll stick, the little brick, 
With nerve and temper undiminished, 

An1 never sigh or wink an eye 
Uatil you've got your picture finished. 


And if you plan and settle an 
Important sitting on the morrow, 
Sho doesn’t stay a week awa 
And then, by post, expressing sorrow, 
Explaining, write that day and night 
She's tortured by the toothache's malice, 
While (to ensure a rapid cure ?) 
She pays a visit to the ‘ Pallis.” 


She never quotes you anecdotes 

Of other artists—all detractions, 
Ani clearly meant to represent 

A chart to regulate your actions,— 
As, how ‘Old A has got a way 

Of going on so dreadful shabby, 
Ani never brings her lunch or things, 


'» 


And never even stands a cabby ! 


Of how she hates to sit for Yates, 
Who always turns her temper sour, 
Because (she says) he only pays 
A paltry half-a-crown an hour. 
Of Jones above who would make love, 
However sternly she’d repel it; 
(And all the while, with smirk and smile, 
Recline upon your knee to tell it !) 


]f she request to take a rest, 

She doesn’t sulk if you refuse her,— 
Without a care she'll calmly wear 

The dowdiest costume you choose her ; 
And if you make a mull and take 

And paint her features most unsightly, 
She just conceals the pain she feels, 

And compliments you most politely. 


With some pretence to common sense, 
She's rather wise and slightly witty, 
So I surmise with some surprise 
You'll read what I’ve to say of Kitty ; 
Indeed, you may most likely say 
Cum grano salis you receive it— 
At any rate I beg to state 
I don't expect you to believe it. 





‘‘ Under which King, Bensonian P” 


“Tuey make a regular bonne-bouche of the great 
Detective Case in the newspapers during the dull season,”’ 
said Plodder the other day to Dodder. ‘ Yes,”’ said 
Dodder; ‘‘ and when one convict, two counsel, and four 
Jewrymen are considered, a don-bon as well—a regular 
Jew-Jewb.” After this, the pair went and had a drink, 
and a regular Jewbilation ensued. 


‘*‘Lucus a Non.” 


Wuart is an “ operative stonemason ?’ According to 
latest evidence, one who doesn’t “ operate.” 
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SARCASM. 


Jock (to Stout Person) :—“ Want TO MAKE A Fi’ PUN’ NOTE BASY, SIR?” 

S. P. (with vague thought of a “ good thing’’) :—‘*‘ Course I po!” 

Jock :—**TuHsaN TAKE MY MOUNT IN THB BrgennisL! Sasvan stun Two! 
JUST YOUR FIGGBR!”’ 


ERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue critics who, when Guinea Gold was first produced at the Princess’s, said it 
couldn’t possibly remain in the bills a fortnight, must have repeatedly thought Mr. 
Walter Gooch, the new lessee, a most obstinate person. That they could have been 
wrong in their estimate is not possible, and the only way they account for the stand 
Mr. Byron's burlerque has made is, that it has bern treated as a burlesque and 
enjoyed accordingly, or that Mr. Gooch is a very perverse manager indeed. Ourown 
opinion is that the faculties of prophecy and criticism will no more mix in dramativ 
matters than they seem to in sporting, if we are to judge by results, and that a man 
may be very right when he says a piece is bad, but very wrong if he argues from 
such a postulate that the run will of necessity be short. Whatever may have been 
the cause, Gutnea Gold has tided over the time originally allotted for it, and will run 
now till the 24th inst., when Miss Heath, as Jane Shore, will again resume her sway 
over crowded and sympathising houses. It wouldn't be possible to find a much 
worse play, as a play, than Jane Shore, and yet when its success last winter is remem- 
bered, it might well be continued this without altering the billanowout. It certainly 
represents to the treasury the best sort of Guinea Gold. 

The ‘‘St. Thomas's Readings.” which are given during the winter at the Leeture 
Hall, Camden Park-road, N.W., have one or two recommendations. They are 
generally well done, the attendances are gocd, and, better still, the proceeds are 
devoted to charitable purposes. On Tuesday in last week, the night of our visit, the 
programme was of an entertaining kind, though, with one exception, there was 
nothing beyond what is ordinarily to be found in these amateur ventures. ‘The 
exception was the singing of Miss Jeanne Bolton, a contralto, who deservedly 
received far more plaudits than are generally accorded at these somewhat reserved 
gatherings, where frigidity is the rule and enthusiasm the exception. 

The forty-sixth season of the Sacred Harmonic Society commences at Exeter Hall 
on the 23:d inst. The prospectus is a tempting one. 


Fact Stranger than Fiction. 

Aw entirely new sporting reporter was sent up to the Agricultural Hall last week 
with instructions to “‘ find out anything incidenal”’ to Gale's great walk, He com- 
menced by asking particularly and persistently if Gale’s teeth bad suffered at all 
during his perambulations. This young man is evidently conscientious, and may 
look for speedy promotion. 
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THE DIARY OF A COMIC WRITER. 


Nov. 1st.— Woke up this morning with violent neuralgia. My wife 
is shrieking with earache and is too ill toget up. Breakfasted alone 
and read the papers. Letter from Editor, ‘‘Do me a column anda 
half, very cheerful and humorous, and send it in at once. Let it be 
topical” There is nothirg topical in the papers. My neuralgia is 
very bad. My wife's shricks are resounding through the house. | 
can t be cheerful ard humorous. J must. 

Now. 2Ind.— Have a comic story to do to-day. Hore I shall feel in 
the humour. I want it to be nice and light. How shcckirg! The 
lady next door is dying of hydrophobia. Will I go and help to hold 
her down? Oh, yes. Ah, she has bitten me in the arm. I am 
doomed. Never mind, I must run home and write that comic story 
ard post it at once. I warn my wife and children nut to come near 
me if I begin to bark. I have written my story. It is gone to the 
post. Now let me make my will. What is'that? It was not hydro- 
phobia ; only hysterics. Why didn't 1 know that before I wrote my 
story ? 

Neo. 4th.—I am very teedy to-day. A letter from the Editor, 
“Send me down twenty verses on the battle of Bleknavetz. Take the 
Russian side.” I can't. I don’t know anything about the battle. I 
hate the Russiane. When was the battle? In last Friday's paper. 
‘*‘ Mary, where is last Friday’s paper?’ Torn up, of course. Now 
we must chivy all over the neighbourhood after last Friday's paper. 
Hang these special jobs. ‘“‘ Tommy, my boy,|run to the newspaper shop 
and sce if you can get last Friday s paper with the battle of Blekna- 
vetzin. There’sthe penny.’ Heisa longtime gone! Ah, here he 
comes. He is black in the face. Gcod gracious; what does he say ? 
He put the penny in his mouth and /e’s swallowed it. Agony. Run 
for the doctor. Oh, my boy! myboy! MHewilldie. I know he will. 
And all through this blessed battle. A messenger from the printer, 
‘‘ We are waiting for the battle of Bleknavetz.’’ Then you can’t have 
it. Am I to write verses when my child is having his inside verdi- 
griced with a penny? Never! Still the paper must go to press. 
What? Jane has found Friday’s paper? Ab, here is the battle. 1 
must hurry the verses. I can’t get some of the words right— but there 
is no time to lose. They are done, How is my boy? All right. 
He got the penny up with his finger and wants to know if he may 
spend it now. ‘lhe young scoundrel! 

New. 5th.—I am very wellto-day. I can write jokes by the yard. 
It is lucky, for I have promised the Editor two columns of comic pars 
by twelve. Let me sit down at once and begin. A knock at the door. 
Why, dear aunt Jemima, of whom I have great expectations. The old 
lady only comes to town once ayear. She is in the room. She has 
seized me round the neck. She can only stay till twelve. She has 
brought some friends from the country with her. They are round the 
corner. They are at the door. They arein the room. They are all 
talking one against the other and nineteen to the dozen. And my 
comic pars by twelve! I shall mortally offend the Editor if I fail. 
He is an austere man. I cannot hustle my aunt and her friends into 
the coal cellar and lock them in. Ah, thank Heaven. Tommy has 
tumbled into the water butt. There is a rush to rescue and restore 
him to consciousness. Iam alone. I seize the opportunity to finish 
my pars. They areincoherent. It is sad that the pursuit of journal- 
ism should cause a man to welcome the partial drowning of his eldest 


son. 

Nov. 6th.—It is too bad really. I am to do sixty lines of comic 
blank verse about the new patent machine for paring potatoes. I 
don't know anything about it. J didn’t have the machine. Why 
don't the Editor doit? I can't; I shan't; I won’t. No; I will rebel 
at this. Ill go out forthe day. No,I won't. I'll get my wife to 
telegraph and say I'm quite unconscious and asleep, and the doctor 
says if she wakes me it may kill me. She has telegraphed it. I think 
that will put the matter right. Now for a quiet pipe and a novel. 
Hulloh, the telegraph boy. The Editor's reply to my wife, of course. 
She opens it—‘‘ He must do that blank veree about the machine, and I 
murt have it to-day. I hopethe consequences won't be fatal, but if 
they are he will have died in the discharge of his duty. Wake him at 
once.’’ I will be a comic writer no more. I will go and black boots. 
This is barbarous; but I must do the blank verse first. No, I will not 
write—what I think. Touse bad language isa vile habit. 

Now. 7th.— No work to do to-day. Hooray. Free to enjoy myself. 
What shall I do—go out? No; I'll stopat home and read. No, I 
won't ; l'll go and play billiards. Humph; I don’t know what to do. 
I've got the blues. I hate having nothing definite to do. My dear, 
I shall try and get some extra work. If I haven't got any work to do 
I get the hump. I shall sit down and write something ready for next 


week. 


Ex-Princeshipio. 

Since the Princes Albert Victor and George of Wales entered on 
the books of the training ship Britannia, the process threatens to 
become fashionable. We can easily guess the princeypal motive which 
induces to such a state of things. 





v. 14, 1877. 








MORE ABOUT THE MISSION OF THE DRAMA. 


Soms GengraAL REMARKS ON PLAYGOING. 
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The play (the critics 
very rightly 
Impress upon us now 
and then) 
Ought never to be wit- 
nessed lightly 
(Although I fear it is so 
nightly), 
By thoughtless, plea- 
sure-seeking men. 


A most delightful occu- 
pation, 
One’s daily labour 
being done, 
To seek for moral ele- 
vation 
Instead of useless re- 
creation, 
And silly, uninstruc- 
tive fun! 
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INSTRUCTIONS FOR THO:B PROPOSING TO VISIT THE THEATRE. 


Some hours of solemn meditation 
Are calculated to increase 
The state of mental preparation 
In him who seeks for reformation 
By gravely witnessing a piece. 
And when he feels his mind is purely 
By grave intention girt about, 
Then let him sally forth demurely 
And cover up his eyes securely, 
To shut the world’s allurements out. 


On tHE AMOUNTS OF Dramatic MeEpIciInE R&aQuiRED FOR VARIOUS 
DrGrers oF Mora SICKNESS. 


Tor those whose morals bear inspection 
And only need a little jerk, 

A very slight and mild correction, 

To keep them in the right direction, 
A Farce will mostly do the work. 


For those whose case is more decided, 
On whose behalf it is desired 

(Their morals being so misguided) 

Some stronger dose should be provided, 
A Comedy will be required. 






THEATRE 


FARCE 
INSTRUCTIVE FARCE 
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For those whose moral aberraticn 
Defies a less coercive guide,— 
Whose awful state of degradation 
Destroys all hope of reformation— 
A Melodrama might be tried. 


I truly trust no man existing 
Can be so deeply steeped in crime, 
So tangled in its snaky twisting, 
That prudence counsels his enlisting 
The service of a Pantomime! 


A Worp To Across. 


I’ve often grieved to notice actors— 
(Whose whole vocation—need I say P— 

As world-improving benefactors 

Should point them out as our attractors 
To lead us on to virtue’s way) — 


I’ve noticed them, I say, effacing 
The good for which the stage is sent 
By wrong, unprofitable placing 
Of jests in their discourse, grimacing, 
And other kinds of merriment. 


Engaged in moral inculcation, 
An actor surely should betray 

No sort of vain exhilaration ; 

His air of solemn concentration 
Should chidingly restrain the gay. 


How To DsgAL WITH THE PLAYGoRR WHO PLAYGORS MBRELY FOR 
AMUSEMENT. 


Should anyone be present merely 
To please a whim and be amused— 
(Not seeking wisdom’s light sincerely )— 
The actor, eyeing him severely, 
Should drive him from the house, confused. 


A PRaw MORE INSTRUCTIONS TO THE PLAYGOER. 


He ought to sit, devoutly lending 
His ear.to catch a waif or stray 

Of grave and solid wisdom tending 

To his improvement, till the ending ; 
And never smile throughout the play. 


All folks insanely contemplating 
The course described by my remarks 
Will find the play the most elating, 
- Enjoyably exhilarating, 
And boisterous of jolly larks! 
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Most Unfounded. 


Tue citizens of London are extremely annovxed to think that the 
Guardian, while reviewing a book on the City should say that “ the 
livery companiesexpendin mere gluttony the bulk of the revenues 
they receive as representatives of the trades whose names they bear.’’ 
This is simply malicious, as everyone knows that abstinence is the 
prevailing feature of a liveryman’s life. The best proof of this is 
shown by the fact that City magnates have often been known to go 
and get a steak or a couple of chops after dining with “‘ their company,” 
so great has been their abstemiousness. Others vary this performance 
by ‘‘ going back and having some more,”’—but either plan shows how 
unwarranted and unwarrantable is the jocose Church paper’s state- 
ment. After our explanation perhaps the editor of the Guardian will 


apologise. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 

First Parson. I say, shocking thing that death of a French 
Count in a coal-cellar, wasn’t it ? 

Sroonp Parson. Awful! He was a great swell, too. I've been 
reading the Zimes leader. I can’t quite make out if it was his great 
grandfather or he himself who did wonderful things in India. 

First Parson. I think it must have been his great grandfather. 
But why didn’t his Government keep him ? 

Tuirp Person. Well, I read the leader in the Zwaddler, and I 
make out that he had to leave France because in the war of La 
Vendee he was guillotined. I know it can't be that, but it’s some- 
thing like it. 

Ssconp Parson. You're quite wrong. He used to take dry bread 
with a bow, and his name was Lally Tollendal, and it was he that 
guillotined Louis Phillippe, and he was also a famous general during 
the Indian Mutiny. 

First Pexson. Well, I’ve read all the leaders on him, including 
the Zimes, and I don’t know whether he did anything or whether it 
was his grandfather, but I can't see how he could die in a coal-cellar, 
if he was such a well-known man. 

po Parson. But it’s very dreadful for a Count to die such 
a death. 

Fourta Person. The 7Zimes, the Twaddler, and all the papers 
have simply written a lot of nonsense. The poor fellow was an ex- 
{mperialist spy, and his name was no more Lally Tollendal than 
mine is. 

Att. And we've been wasting our sympathy on a man who wasn't 
a Count. 

Fount Psrson. But whatever he was he died in a coal-cellar. 

Att. Serve him right. 


O Mores. 


One of the most wiseacre utterances of the Postal authorities is to the 
effect that letters addressed to “ fictitious names at the Poste Restante 
are not taken in, but are at once sent back to the writers.” Even 
provided the post-office detectives could do what they profess, they had 
much better turn their rare abilities in the direction of their own and 
their superiors’ shortcomings. It will take a good deal of salt to make 
the public believe that a postmaster’s assistant can tell a complete 
stranger's name is Smith when he applies for a letter to Brown 
despite the publication of an official statement that the inspire 
experts of the G. P.O. know whether the cheque inside a letter is 
crossed or open without breaking the envelope. Anyhow, to say 
nothing of the ability wasted where is so much necessity for it in other 
directions, this interference with private matters is a proof of the 
very curious Manners that our postal service is conducted under. 


Between or Bethreen?P 


A PAPER says that a new underground railway “is to ran between 
Piccadilly, Bloomsbury, and Shoreditch.” If the writer really means 
what he says, the engineering difficulties will be of a kind not usually 
contemplated in matters of this kind. The question at present for 
discussion is which had best be consulted, the gentlemen who wrote 
the dictionaries or the others who constructed the Metropolitan rail- 
ways. The meetings to settle this will be held in another dubious 


locality — between whiles. 


Common Talk, 

A rumour is current that the Marquis of Lorne is soon to be raised 
to the peerage. ‘This will be a matter of some small difficulty, seeing 
that his father, though titularly Duke of Argyle, has his seat in Par- 
liament among the “lower lords.” Still, it seems rather hard that so 
uncommon a young man as the ‘“‘lone Lorne critter,’’ who married a 
princess of the Blood and subsequently re-wrote the Psalms, should 
he compelled to remain as he is now, merely among the faithful 


Commons. 





Offishal. 

A pEALBR named James Chapman, ‘‘ who was found selling diseased 
fish in Wakefield at twopence per pound, was committed for one month 
with hard labour. ‘‘ Ah,” says our own wide-a- Wakefield man, ‘that 
comes of being too cheap. If he'd charged fourpence no one would 
have known there was anything the matter withit’’ What he means, 
we believe, is that at a fair price the foulest fish will go the way of all 


flesh. 


Imponderable. 

A youn friend of ours, who witnessed the morning performance of 
Mr. A. J. Flaxman’s clever adaptation of L’ Aveugile at the Gaiety, was 
asked afterwards if the acting wasn't a trifle heavy. “Merely by 
comparison,” replied the sucking humourist, “ for everyone knows that 


the piece itself is Light.” 
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DISCOURAGING. 


School Board Teacher :—‘* I've CALLED ROUND TO HEAR WHY YOU HAVB NOT BBEN TO £CHOOL LATBLY, Bripget MALons.” 
B. M, :—‘‘Sonna A RIT O' GOOD MB COMIN’ TO FCHOOL, MB LADY, WHEN ITS THREE TIMES THIS W&RBK I’vya LOOKED IN AT THE DOOB, 


AND BEDAD BUT BYERY EMPTY S¥AT IN THE KOOM WAS FULL.” 








A BRAVE PRINCE. 





} 

From the Russian Official Dispatch :—‘“‘ Though struck in the silver cigar 
case by a bullet, Prince Saxe Altenburg remained on horseback during the 
engagement.” ee 


A tas, a tale from the distant East, where the plains are red with | 


gore, 

A tale of a deed that never was done in the whole wide world before. | 

Come, saddle your horses and mount your guns, and twiddle your | 
harps of gold, 

’Mid the clash of arms and the songs of war should the wonderful | 
tale be told. 

It was a prince of an ancient line—on the side of the Russ he fought— 

Anda aee for pluck and the devil’s luck from his native plains he 
brought. 

He'd sit on his horse with a gentle smile and chaffingly show the 
Czar, ; 

While men were gored and the cannon roared, how he relished a 
nice cigar. 

He'd gallop at times to a lofty hill and watch the distant fight, 

Then turn to a passing aide-de-camp with “Ich bitte, meinherr, a 
light ;”’ 


And the piles of slain in the fields below he considered a charming 
joke: 
If they were brave to fight like that he was equally brave to smoke. 


But the fame of the Prince Saxe Altenburg is over the world to-day, 

For it happened one night, in a bit of a fight, that he got in a 
bullet's way, 

And oy ie not knowing his blood was royal, it hit him, I grieve 
to tell, 

In the case where he carried his best cigars, and it damaged his 
weeds as well. 


Now, in spite of these terrible wounds, the Prince, despising the 
surgeon's sid, 

Remained on his horse till the day was won, not a tremor his lips 
betrayed. 

With many a tale of a fearless deed in the records of war I've met, 

But this is about the bravest thing that I ever remember yet. 








Fanereal. | 
Tux Daily Chronicle says, ‘‘ Sir Joseph Chamberlain has laid himself 


out for a series of political meetings at Christmas.”” Then they must 


be Conservative ones, for no true Liberal wouldSlike to see “‘ Brum- 
magem Joe” laid out yet awhile. 
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’ But now I must toddle away, my boys, 
POEMS ON PRO'S. ‘ And leave you to finish Oe ie Face ‘i 
» must rush to my pony and “ shay,” my boys, 
THE MAM MOTH COMIQUE. And show up at three other “ shops.’ 
I’ a party as sings comic lays, my boys, But pray don’t be martyrs to fear, my boys, 
My ditties are all very “‘ broad, But banish all sorrow and pain, 
For that is the business that pays, my boys, Be jolly and full of good cheer, my boys, 
By Jove, don’t the public applaud ! For to-morrow I'm coming again ! 
I tell ’em it’s fine to get tight, my boys, But 


And “ proper ” to go on the spree ; 
The envy of all I excite, my boys, 
They can’t hold a candle to me! 


(Spoken.) I should think not, indeed. Now then, my rorty little 
gar-songs—that’s French for “ boys,” you must know, my dear pals. 
| thought I'd tell yer in case yer didn’t know. Whoy-ay! my ncbles, 
just chant out the following from the bottom of your throats, for— 


(Chorus). Oh, my, I’m the Mammoth Comique. 
I can’t sing a note, but I’ve plenty of “ cheek.’’ 
My grammar is frightful whenever I speak, 
And that is the style for the Mammoth Comique. 


Just look at my curly-brimmed hat, my boys, 
Take a “ liker,’’ my lads, at the coat, 

Just “‘ pipe”’ the bright rainbow cravat, my boys, 
That now is adorning my throat. 

Whoy! gaze on the plaid-pattern ‘‘ bags,” my boys, 
All “‘ ousertrou ”’ patterns it “ licks,” 

I have them of Goldfinch and Spaggs, my boys, 
Who sell them at thirteen-and-six! 


(Spoken). Yes, l should rather think so ; Z’ve got a fine commanding 
figure, J have, but Goldfinch and Spaggs’s figure is ow—thirteen-and- 
six, as I before remarked. (Laugh, my boys, that’s a joke, that is. 
You should always laugh when I make a small joke, ’cos the chairman 
knocks his hammer for applause.) Yes, those eminent tailors let me 
have suits for “‘ nix,’”’ because I look well in ’em; and I undertake to 
‘‘lug”’ in their advertisement in my songs, and I bring ’em no end of 
custom, I do, because the swells who admire me always go and get 
similar “‘cases”’ to these I’ve got on, at thirteen-and-six mind, don’t 
forget the address, and be sure to mention my name, for— 

( Chorus.) 


The songs that I sing are “‘ immense,” my boys, 
And pleasing, of course, to the “ gods.” 

I don’t say they’re famous for sense, my boys, 
But that matters not—what’s the odds? 

The rhyming, I'll own, is but “ rot,” my boys, 
The *‘ chorus” is only what takes; 

And lots of street sayings I’ve got, my boys,— 
I find that’s the finest of ‘‘ fakes.”’ 


(Spoken.) Yes, I should think so, my rorty yobs. What does it 
matter if I am a little bit of a ‘‘scorcher” now and then? Catch me 
a-dropping of it, my little chickens, while it pays; not me! Did 
you ever catch a weasel asleep? For— 

(Chorus.) 


I toddle along with the tune, my boys— 
For that’s what a comique is for— 

So I give them a doggerel rhyme, my boys, 
That’s called my ‘‘ Great Song of the War!” 

My hearers are mad with delight, my boys, 
And “‘ chuck out ’’ the chorus A 1. 

Yes, they call for it night after night, my boys, 
And order more ‘‘ drinks ” when it’s done! 

‘Spoken.) Yes, of course, they do, ’cosit makes’em dry. Popular ? 
Well, I should think it was popular. Why, it’s on the organs now, 
and let me catch anyone a-singing it without my special ission, that’s 
all. Yes, I’m a terrific favourite, I am, and the ladies are 
‘‘ spoons” on me, and, you see, I’m “spoons” on them. Oh, young 
females, ain’t yer nice, all of yer? And you all love me, don’t yer? 
why, of course, for— (Chorus. ) 


My advertisements cost me a lot, my boys, 
In music-hall papers I shine. 

You may guess that it comes pretty hot, my boys, 
When paying ot — : line. _ 
And for “ posters ”’ full len ‘ve to ,m ys, 

To akan the front of the hall, - 
And they have to be coloured quite gay, my boys, 
To make rival placards look small. 

(Spoken.) By Jingo, yes; when the passers-by see my ‘‘ phisog”’ in 
character outside the hall, they’re bound to drop in. And you should 
just see my advertisements in the Daily Puffer ; cost me a lot of coin, 
they do. Like this ere, you know :—“ Still triumphant on his tour! 
Sam Shouter, the only Mammoth Comique! appearing nightly with 
astounding success at a// the of amusement.” So now, my 
boys— (Chorus.) 








(Spoken.) Yes, don’t be dull, kiddies; keep your peckers up. 
before I go, I must thank all you Jadies and gents for the very kind 
reception you have given me to-night; and I can assure you that it 
will always be my greatest treat to give a calland chantasong. | 
know you'll excuse me, as I’m due at the ‘“‘ Buffo’’ at eleven, and 
after that I've got to deputize for a party at the Whitechapel Warbl« rs 
Hall. But you won't forget me, your old pal Whoa, Emma! I 
should think not indeed, for— (Chorus.) 
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AN ‘‘ UNSPEAKABLE ’’ TURK. 


(Id est, One who doesn’t understand the language.) 


Another Adaptation. 


AnoTuss king reigns at the Alhambra. The famous proverb wil! 
for once want changing; no more will the employés shout, *‘ Le rv: 
est mort, vive le roi!”’ but ‘‘ Vive le roi, le roi est Mort-on!” Before 
they do this, however, it is to be hoped they will submit their inten - 
tions to the Lord Chamberling and the Incensors generally. 


‘* Bully for Him.”’ 


An enthusiastic workman is anxious te know whether the masons’ 
strike isn’t after all less a question of “ Bull’”’ than of *‘ Bullion.’”’ We 
think he ought to have the ‘‘ Bullet.” 


Naturally. 


Or course, all firework accidents on the fifth were taken to Guy’s, 
and, of course, though lots of little boys guyed Stanley, nobody 
attempted to Guy Livingstone. 


Hay Hay, Sir. 


Lorp Joun Hay has been appointed to the command of the Channel 
Squadron. Then this is the Hay day of the Channel Squadron. Let 


us hope so. 


‘*So Very Young.” 
‘‘ Atmost all great generals have been young men.” Of ccurse they 
have—once. Several got over it in course of time; others sank and died 
under the infliction. 


Natural Remarks, 

A man named Marks has been stealing goods from the Mayor of 
Folkestone, who is a grocer. The character of the offence Marks it as 
grocer than usual. 

Operatic. 


Tus late Mdlle. Titiens, whose will has Dw been proved, never 
allowed any of her nieces to be christened Mary Ann, bicaure they 
would have been Polly Titiens, and the great singer detested politics. 


Let and Not Let. 
In Fernal, in Spain, a priest has refused to allow a man, who had 
let a house to a Protestant minister, to act as godfather. What In 
Fernal meanness ! 
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A TRULY TERRIBLE PUNISHMENT! 


Y,> 
reasceenff| || || 


mores 
j 


i 


Fi iNG 
7 Sec | 


\ 
~ 


bal : 


rt 
i tht 


4 > 
Th Ae Be: 

; Reh ut 

ay Pint mi FR 

+> ‘Dad | 

Sth , 

SAT ; 
4. > Se a 


’ | fA 
| a , 4 
WATE 


tt 


iN 
‘+ ” 


-— 


(SS 


Act 1. The Crime. 
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Act 2. A Terrible Punishment! The Rough in Jail :—C!eanlisess, Diuner time. Moras:—Criminality is the Best Policy. 
comrort, and no rent to pay. 
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THE LOST TREASURE. 
An INCIDENT IN THE ExisTance oF A Great Pustic BENEFACTOR. 


Wart a great man Sir Max Muddler was at the time I first knew him! 

He was extremely rich, but his riches were his smallest claim on 
greatness and public consideration. His history, as he often used to 
say himself, was a strange one, and might be written in a book to the 
advantage of the community and the pecuniary benefit of the writist. 
If I had only been clever enough I would have taken down the stories 
of travel and adventure, and love and hate, and peace and war, and 
starvation and plenty, that were constantly welling from the old man’s 
lips, and have strung them together in one continuous narrative. I 
was clever enough to do that certainly, but the cleverness of author- 
ship does not consist so much in the writing nowadays as in the being 
clever enough to capture a publisher and mould him to your will and 
inclination. Fire and water, which are netoriously splendid servants 
and the most indifferent masters that ever existed, are as nothing com- 
pared with publishers. You capture a publisher and make him 
your slave, and gold unbidden bestrews your path, which is also of 
roses and diamonds and champagne and the best cigars, and all other 
things that are good and costly. But leta publisher capture you, and 
bread-and-cheese and four-half become a banquet for which you may 
strive in vain. When my readers have sufficiently mastered this, they 
will sufficiently understand why J never produced the story of Sir 
Max Muddler’s life. But one incident of his greatness I remember 
very well, and having introduced the subject of the old man’s memory, 
I may as well tell it. 

Sir Max never knew exactly when he was born, or how, or where. 
He could only remember being a very poor boy at a very poor school, 
placed there by a rich and wicked uncle. As a lad, Sir Max was 
extremely proud of his capacity for enjoying himself. When other 
boys would mope and be sad, Max was always gay, and so remark- 
able was this under the most adverse circumstances that he was 
christened by his schoolmates Happy Max. And to be happy in that 
school meant a capacity for enjoyment of a most unlimited description. 

But boyish days will not last for ever, and the rich and wicked 
uncle called one day at the school, and, probably annoyed to find ' 
Max enjoying himself under suck conditions, at once sent him * 
to sea. Here Max’s peculiarities showed out stronger than ever. He | 
was in a crazy, old tumble-down sort of a vessel, that sprung leaks and 
ran on rocks every minute of the day, and the sailors were in constant 
dread of being swallowed up by the raging ocean. The captain used 
to sit in his cabin and cry, knowing that it was no good attempting to 
steer a ship by the chart when it would persist in doing as I have 
described, whether you liked it or not; the man at the wheel left off 
persevering against fate, and the crew spent their time preparing to 
meet death as British seamen should, and were always writing tearful 
letters, enclosing them in bottles, and committing them to the deep. 
The vessel was, in fact, in great danger, as much from the heaviness of 
the sailors’ hearts as for any other reason, and nothing but the unmiti- 
gated cheerfulness of Happy Max—more happy than ever now—kept 
the vessel afloat till one day she ran into safe harbourage on the iron- 
bound coast of the Unknown Islands. 

Of course, the king came on board, and being struck by the happi- 
ness marked on Max’s face, at once made him Prime Minister of the 
islands. For a great number of years Max and the crew were serene 
here, but the king suddenly dying, they had to move, and patching 
up their ship set sail again. Max’s own share of the plunder obtained 
during their stay amounting to twenty millions sterling. The others 
were nearly as well off each, and so, while they were about it, they 
determined to invest in merchandise and trade with the Africans. The 
result was that a profit of twenty times the original amount accrued 
by the time the ship began to get leaky again and it was found neces- 
sary to set sail straight for England. ‘The captain had years ere this 
ceased to cry, and the man at the wheel had long lost his despondency ; 
when with favouring gales and consciences they sighted Port- 
land Bill, and anchored again in the waters of old England. 

With two hundred millions sterling Max might have retired, but 
somehow or the other he didn’t feel nearly so happy at home as he 
had at first expected, and his wicked uncle having during his absence 
died, and in a fit of repentance left all his property—amounting to 
about three hundred millions—to his happy nephew, Max felt it in- 
cumbent upon him to do something with the money. So he freighted 
a fine big ship, not at all likely to leak or run aground, and calling 
some of his old crew together, set sail to trade with the savages again. 
Wherever he went he made money in shoals, luck was persistently his 
companion everywhere, and fame preceded him. He got to India 
during a famine and panic, and at once and on good security lent the 
whole of his vast fortune, now amounting to nearly a billion, to the 
representative of the home Government. The enthusiasm at this act 
of unparalleled generosity was immense, The (iovernor-General 
knighted him on the spot, Sir Max was received everywhere, and the 
day he departed for England to be paid there the amount he had 
lent, fireworks and bonfires were lit in his honour, and a‘ royal salute 
was fired from all the ehips in the offing. 
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But somehow or the other Sir Max Muddler did not feel nearly 50 
happy as he used fifty years before, when he had neither money, — 
honours, nor dyspepsia, nor liver complaint; and he couldn't maxe 


at i de for his reception at home. 
Tremendous preparations oS t rae  mourted to 0 billion 


The cheque for his loan, which ; ‘ficent 
and a half, was presented in public in company with a magnificen 
service of plate raised by general subscription and an address a 
taining the signatures of the Sovereign and the rest of the Roy 

family, the House of Lords and the whole of the Commons, even 


including the obstructives, who could stand out in such a cause no 
longer. Sir Max ought to have been the happiest man in the world, 
but somehow or other he was ene. the kind. He got tired and 
hipped and blasé, and instead of feeli aoe he used years and years 
agone, and rejoicing at the acclamations, he would slip away and have a 
basin of gruel and his feet in mustard and water, and wonder at the 
change in his feeiings now he was so splendidly prosperous. 

One night he went to see a new farcic tragedy, of the sort which 
took possession of the English stage about that time, when the comic 
element was insisted on in everything; but he sat there and waited 
for the laugh to come in with never so much as half a smile on his 
countenance. He was very dull that night, and the performance 
made him duller. He was looking round the house with a scowl, 
when his attention was arrested by the sight of a youth in the front 
row of the gallery who laughed at everything and then laughed again 
at his own laughter. Oh, so happy and so merry and so pleased was 
this corduroy-clad youngster! How he shouted at the old Joes and 
encored the cracked singing! How he shrieked with delight when the 
comic father turned the tragic daughter out of doors, and choked himself 
with “‘ apples, oranges, ginger-beer, ’am sangvidges a penny,” during 
the entr’acte. 

Aed Sir Max Muddler went home at once and retired into private 
life, where his bile and his billions increased, and I eventually met him. 
And the only excuse I have for offering this story to the editor is 
that every word of it is true, and that there is a very important moral 
contained therein if only the reader is artful enough to discover it. 


THE FOREIGN MASON, 
By Our Lunatic LAuRgEATE. 


I’m vot a very greedy man to pine for worldly pelf, 

And though my wild ambition vaults, it ne’er o erleaps itself ; 
Yet while I envy not the earl, the marquis, or the like, 

A foreign mason’s lot I grudge when natives are on strike. 


No earls have special envoys sent to bring them over here, 

With five pound notes for ‘‘exes out” and lots of weeds and beer ; 
No marquis has the A Reserve to meet and take him home, 

Or walk behind him when at eve he does a quiet roam. 


But when from France and Germany, Italia and the States, 

A band of foreign masons come to spoil their rebel mates, 
They’re met like heroes of the field, and wrap in cotton wool, 
Then led to halls of dazzling light and feasted to the full. 


Then naughty native masons climb, and peeping through the chinks, 
Behold the strangers’ tables spread with Sie meats and drinks : 

They've partridge pie and pineapples, ice puddings, tarts and chops, 
While good contractors change their plates, assisted by the “ slops.”’ 


And oe night, when bed-time comes, the guests are washed and 
rus 

And then to sleep with gentle strains of sweetest music hushed ; 

The Messrs. Bull stand by their beds and fan the flies away,— 

They live and feed like Eastern kings, these masons every day. 


I don’t at all object to this if it will stop the strikes, 

And teach the native mason that he can’t do what he likes. 
But as it is, the masters pet a nasty foreign pack 

Who only work until the men will pay their passage back. 


‘A. M. D. G.” 


Spraxine of the denial of the statement that Father Curci had heen 
expelled from the Jesuits, the London correspondent of the Shefied 
Tevegraph makes a peculiar and to us inexplicable remark. “ One 
never knows how much to believe of a statement put forth by an 
association which avowedly permits the use of ad mejorem le: gloriam.”” 
This young gentleman evidently confounds the true Jesuit motto in 
Latin with an apocryphal maxim said to be peculiar to them in 
English. But no “end” can “justify the means” he bas taken to 
stamp himself a noodle and show his extraordinary power of trans- 
lating from one language to another— unless indeed, which is not very 
likely, the Sheficld Telegraph is infidel as well as Conservative. 
This, in justice to the Tories it must be admitted, is a junction not 
hitherto dreamt of in past or present history. 








_ 
OT Sek 








[Nov. 14, 1877. 


A) 
/ RAK 
i) 


ay 
ys 
ZBVAK 
BAN 


i J 


is 





FIVE O’CLOCK TEASE. 


Gentleman :—“‘ Wat A GREAT TBASE THAT TERRIER IS 


7? 


Lady :—“ Gauat Tease? No, 11'S Maltese.” 








WINTER FASHIONS. 

Daseszs will be worn long, exposes among the poorer classes. | 

The pockets on ladies’ mantles will be worn at the back of the 
shoulders. This will avoid the necessity of ladies having to reach 
down to their toes for their pocket handkerchiefs as at present. 

There will be great variety in the trimming of bonnets; currants, 
and cherries, and pine apples, and mangold wurzele will not remain in 
after this month. Stuffed lions and tigers and elephants will be most 
fashionable, and large orders have been given to the West-end | 


2 = ee ords, and barbe | 
i supe y skewers, swords, and barbers’ poles. 
These will be mostly of silver. ” 
Dog's skin will be much worn for mantles. It is hoped that this 
fashion will check the peepee of hydrophobia. 
A great improvement ladies’ ulsters is also announced. The 


pattern is registered and is called “the Simplissimus.”” It consists of 
an ordinary blanket ith a hole for the head and two for the arms. 


The Time of Day! | 

Me. Faancriton’s Christmas story is called In the Dark in Seven | 

Watches. Though hardly likely with such a first-part title to be either | 
very luminous or light reading, it should be a “ creditable” story, 

seeing the amount of “ tick’’ there must be about the Seven Watches. | 





»1Me. Pillai, 


RAcPHKe WnY. Si nAW BEKRY 
BLACK CURRANT. LeAoNn, ORANGE 
JARGO ELLE PEAR. | GINGER LEVON, 
PINE AP?’ Le. PEPYERMINT, Se., 
Make most de!icious beverages by thesimpie addition of wate: 
Pipe 10. §- pints 1/-; 1 doz aseor'e! Pints sent carree. pd fo: £ 
Sole Manefecturer, W. BECKETT, Heywood, Manchester 
Bold by Chemists, Grocers, ana oners in most towns 
Can be obtained tiruugh all Wholesale Houses. 
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CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
UTION.—Iy Coccs thickens in the eup it proves the addition of stares. 


A Passing Thought. 

Tue latest addition to the far-famed wax workery at Baker-street 
is found in ‘‘ the convicts Kurr and Benson, attired in prison costume.” 
What emulation may not be felt in as yet unknown bosoms—what 
determination no less profound because secret—to win, some day or 
other, a niche as worthy and as worshipped as theirs in the true 
temple of England’s fame! 





Banefal. 

Lorp Hartincton has been duly presented with the freedom of 
Glasgow, and Bailie Wilson has found out who heis. Lord Provost 
Bain made a flattering speechybut missed a point. He should have 
handed the casket over with an intimation that it was presented by 
Scotland's Bain to Eogland’s Bane—a Whig leader. 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
HOOD’S COMIC A@BNUAL FOR 


Epirep spy Hawry Sampson. 


1878. 


On Tuunspay the 15th inst., will be Published, Price Twopenee, 
FUN ALMANAC. 
Full of Engravings by the Brethers Dalziel. 
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W. E. G. 
(From tHe Tunrxisu.) 


Ha was born in Bulgaria years ago, 
In a horrible, awfal hut, 

The son of a man whose work, you know, 
Was piggywigs’ throats to cut. 

But, O such a terrible lad was he, 
So full of Bulgarian crime, 

That the Government sent him away, you see, 
With the hangman to serve his time. 


And better than sticking the pigs he found 
The hanging of Turkish men, 

For he sold the bodies when dead per pound, 
Though nobody guessed it then, 

He sold the bodies for dogs to eat, 
And when there were none toswing, 

Some elderly peasant to death he'd beat 
A stock to the mart to bring. 


But finding at last that his tricks were known, 
He fled to the British Isles, 
And, taking a name that was not his own, 
Got on through his shameful wiles. 
He copied the Turkish men and gait, | 
Which, pleasing his sovereign much, 
She made him in time a Lord of State, 
But he never behaved as such. 


His filching has brought him gold galore 
Which he hoards with a miser’s care. 
He’s a horrible thirst for Turkish gore, 
Which he quaffs in his English lair. 
With the Cabinet now we can int’rest wield, 
So to spike on his native shed, 
We will ask his sublimity Beaconsfield 
To give us old Gladstone’s head. 


Dollarous Dolefalness. 


Gansrat Grant presented Madame Thiers with a 
crown in memory of her gigantic little husband. As | 
crown and dollar are exchangeable terms, we may pre- 
sume this was one ex-President’s way of expressing | 
sorrow for the loss of another. But it must be admitted | 
it was rather a long way round for so matter-of-fact a | 
man as Gen. U.S. G. 


A Tree-oh ! 
A noisy tree.—The bay. A dusty tree.—The ash. 
An aged tree.—The elder. 


POLICE INTELLIGENCE. 


Upon Mr. Barstow taking his seat at Clerkenwell this morning, an 
elderly man of benevolent appearance was placed in the dock charged 
with gross misbehaviour. Police Constable Majoribanks deposed that 
he saw the prisoner stop a gentleman the preceding afternoon. Sus- 
pecting his intentions he called Police Constable Cavendish Bentinck 
to his assistance. They heard the prisoner ask the gentleman why the 
roof of the great M.P. for Birmingham was vulgar; and when the 
gentleman said he didn’t know, the prisoner answered, “ Because it's 






| and chirped: “I know, 


over Bright.” The gentleman said that he had been seriously ill in | 


consequence of the prisoner’s conduct; in fact, he didn’t know how he 
got home. Mr. Barstow said he should give the prisoner six months, 
and if the Home Secretary interfered he should resign. The culprit 
was then removed to the cells, remarking that if the roof was over 
Bright he was quite sure Mr. Barstow wasn’t. Petitions for the 
release of the elderly joker now lie for signature at the Fun Office. 


Large and Small Capacities. 

Psor.e who wear false teeth have been solemnly warned by the 
Press, an old gentleman having died through swallowing his. Yet 
nobody thinks it worth while warning the individuals whose false 
tongues are their most valuable possessions, and who almost every day 
of the week are made to eat, and swallow, their own words. But 
then one event was an accident, the other is a recreation. 


Old Woman’s Work. 


Tus Lord Chamberlain has insisted on Miss Farren ceasing to sing | 


‘¢ It’s nice, it’s nice!’ in the burlesque at the Gaiety. The question 
now asked is, Was it the official or the ditty that was ‘‘more nice 


’ 


than wise’’? 
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Ton :—* DonT'em LIKESH T0 GO’OME. I'M APRAIDSH OF MY OLD OOMAN, 
BILL, AINT8H YOU 0’ YOUKN?’’ 

Bill :—“‘ Nota a BIT. I soon sHets HER UP. DoNTSH YER KNOW S8HB'S 
A GETTING VERY THIN ON THE TOPSH, 80 WHBN 8HB SAUCES, 1 JUST GETSH 
OUT MY RAZOR AND 8TROPSH IT WBLL (/Atc) ON HBR BALDSH HBAD; ISH A 
DEAL BETTER THAN HITTING HBR.” 


A Stirring Story of the Sea. 

Sue was sitting by the oriel window clasping her eldest born, a 
chubby urchin of six, to her breast. The golden sunshine bathed her 
soft tresses in its mellow light, and made the youngster blink. “I 
wonder,” she said musingly to herself, ‘‘ why the Navy is like the old 
Cattle Market?’’ The boy looked up with a chuckle in his baby eye 
a; because it’s a Smithfield.” A marble 
slab in the village churchyard marks his resting place, and on it is 
this touching legend: ‘“‘He died young. He was much too clever 
to live.’’ 


Pour la Merite, 


Tux intelligent foreigner who forms his opinions of this country 
from perusal of the daily papers must sometimes get but a poor notion 
of our boasted English justice. At the Surrey Sessions the other day 
a potboy who had a difficulty with his master concerning the owner- 
ship of some cigars was, ‘‘on account of his youth and good conduct, 
sentenced to six months’ imprisonment.”” And yet some people say 
that virtue is its own reward. 


Notts so Bad. 

NortincuHam has returned three betting men to be members of the 
Municipal Council during the ensuing year. Fired with the enthu- 
siasm of the moment, the Mayor is reported to have opened the first 
meeting with, ‘Gentlemen, if your happy— what's the odds?’’ and 


_ the council replied in chorus, ‘‘ Agen which oss, your wusship ?”’ 


Colorado non Claro! 
‘“‘Tus number of coloured Baptists in Mississippi is 75,000." No 


statement is made as to whether this is the result of the process or a 
_ triumph achieved beforehand. 
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They placed the owner of the head 
Upon the bench with tender care, | 
To use his intellectual weight 











1L—HOW THE MATERIAL IS SUPPLIED. 





FT I had pondered on the theme ; 
It, beffled all my keenest wit, 
) Until an unexpected dream 
CA At length elucidated it : 
It put my wild conjectures by, 
It told me how—it told me why. 


I saw them searching here and there 
With al! their might and all thcir 
main, 
And steady, ecrutinising care ; 
But long ‘they seemed to search in 
vain, | 
And stopped, despairing, now and then, 
They scanned the visages of men. 


As each new |face which met their gaze 
Appeared to please them less and less, 
They shook their heads and went their 
ways, 
The prey of dismal non-success : 
And, drawing curiously near, 
I held my breath and bent mine ear. 


‘**Too wise a face!”’ I heard them cry ; 
“ A noble brow expanding thus, 
And euch intelligence of eye, 
Will never surely do for us; 
We seek a face that’s stupid— dense— 
Not showing signs of common sense.”’ 





I saw them scan another face: 
‘** Now this is more the thing,”’ they said, 
‘‘ Though even here we seem to trace 
Intelligence about the head : 
And not the very smallest bit 
Of such a thing can we admit.” 


And when at last they seemed about 
Abandoning the quest, I thought, 
They gave a loud triumphant shout 
As though they'd found the thing they sought. 
I bent my ear with even more 
Constrained attention than before. 


‘Observe,’ I heard them gladly say, 
“The vacant, idiotic grin, 

And vacantness of eye betray 
The imbecility within ! 

Oh, this will be a perfect head 

When properly prepared !’’ they said. 





The face which made them ro elate 
Was one in which you'd look in vain 
For anything to indicate 
The slightest particle of brain: 
All joyfully away they led 
The owner of the face and head. 
They tied the owner to a post, 
And bammered on his head until 
In course of time they d made it most 
Unquestionably softer still ; 
In fact, with just a gentle squeeze, 
You'd make it any shape you please. 
And then at length a light wes shed 
About the whole obscure sffair,— 





As Licence-granting Magistrate. 





Il.—A WARNING TO EDUCATIONISTS. 


I dreamed about a solitary man, 

His lower lip in misery wes curled, 
Opprest by loneliness, a dreadful ban, 

He wandered as a waif about the world. 


His trousers were the merest corduroys, 
His face was very dirty— for the rest, 

As one of those whose destiny employs 
His horny hands in labour, he was drest. 





But all the other people on the earth 

Were nicely shaven, and their boots were small, 
And ali their clothes were articles of worth, 

And all the hats they wore were black and tell. 


‘Oh, deary me!” despondently he said, 
That man cf all companionship bereft ; 

‘‘ And all the world ’as got above my ’ead, 
And I'm the only working man that's left! 


‘“Oh, deary me! it were the School Board took 
And left me ere as lonesome as I[ are! 

Each of my gals is writin’ of a book; 
My sons are edicated for the bar! 


“(! dreadful weary daysand nights I pass 
Within the little cottege where I dwells; 

I'm all wot's left of all the workin’ class, 
And allthe others in the world is swells!’ 


He then retired within his humble cot 
And brooded silently without a mate ; 

And all the proud and fashionable lot 
Ignoring, left the workman to his fate. 


Or while he sat in loneliest despair, 

And took his solitary pipe and glass, 
They treated with a patronising air 

That sole survivor of the working-class. 


But by and by some fashionable wight 
Unfortunately broke a window- pane, 

And all those upper classes all their might 
‘Tried day and night to mend the thing in vain. 


At length that lonely working-man they told— 
But lo! they were compelled to make him king 
And give him endless quantities of gold 
3efore he'd condescend to do the thing. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE ’TIMES. 


First Lapy. Oh, there is a cruel boy pulling a cat’s tail. It 
makes me faint to see it. 

Seconp Lapy. And, oh, look, there is a cabman whipping his horee 
to make it go faster. I shall weep for very pity if 1 donot divert 
my thoughts. 

Tureap Lapy. And as I came here, my dear, I sawa man letting 
a bulldog killa rat. I’m quite hysterical. What can we do to relieve 
our feelings ? 

First Lapy. Let us go out with the Windsor stag-hounds. Our 
horses are at the door. Weare in the saddle. We are off. 

Szconp Lapy. There goes the stag. How terrified he is. Ah, 
this is sport indeed. 

Turrp Lavy. Look at that splendid horse, he has impaled himself, 
He isin agony. The blood is pouring from him. What a glorious 
run. 

Frrst Lapy. Ah, there is a steeplechaser down. What a fine 
animal. He has broken his back. I am enjoying this. 

Szconp Lapy. Oh, what fun! there is a lady thrown over her horse's 
head. She has injured her spine. 

Tarro Lapy. Ah, there is a wide stream. We cannot cross it. 
Let us ride over the railway line. We are over, but there are twenty 
riders still to cross. Ah,atrainis coming. It will dash into them. 
They will be killed. It pulls up justin time. What a glorious day’s 
harmless enjoyment we are having. 

First Lapy. I hear four horses have been killed this run, and two 
ladies have seriously injured themselves. 

Seconp Lavy. Now we are on.the road home, let us trot quietly 
and talk. Have you heard of this walking man— Gale? 

Turrp Lavy. Yes. I think people should not be allowed to risk 
their lives like that. The State should interfere. 

First Lavy. Yes; and these disgusting riding matches. So cruel 
tothe horses. The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
ought to interfere. 

BCOND Lapy. Iam quite indignant when I read accounts of the 
low amusements of our common people. So brutal you know, and so 
dangerous, too. 

Turrp Lavy. Oh, they are quite too shocking. But we must hurry 
home. I fear my horse is hurt. I see he is bleeding froma hole in 
his side. The awkward brute almost missed the fence. I gave him 
@ lesson over the head with the butt end of my whip, though. 

First Lapy. Is the wound dangerous? 

Tuirp Lapy. No; but I fancy it’s painful by the way he goes, I 
hope it won’t permanently injure him. He cost me five hundred 


Ounzs. Well, here our roads lie apart. Good day, my dear. 
We've had a splendid day's sport, haven’t we? 
TS 


A Transition State. 


Ir is semi-officially announced that even if found guilty the detectives 
cannot be sentenced to more than two years’ imprisonmenteach. This 
is by no means a light sentence for those who h«ve to suffer it, buf it 
does look short when the length of the two trials is considered. As we 
are going we shall soon have a year’s trial followed by a day’s imprison- 
ment, and a six months’ public agitation to get even that remitted. 
But the real difficulty istocome. What will be the consolation offered 
to a man who has been all his life on trial and is at the end found not 


guilty ? 





Elder but Nottaged. 


Mr. ALDER’ AND SuerirF Notrace claims descent from the 
Nottages, of Nvut‘age, in Glamorganshire. ‘‘Can Nottage wither 
them or custom stale their infinite variety fr” However he gets it, the 
worthy magnate’s cognomen is a good one, for are we not told that 
Aldermen and Sheriffs are Nott of an age, but for all time? One 
would certainly think so now and again, when one of them gets 
on his legs and forgets that Lreflitt is the soul of wit—and civic 


wisdom. 


Deer Me! 
Tus Queen has appointed the Right Hon. George Sclater Booth, 
M.P., to be official Verderer of the New Forest. Not only with 
honour, but ‘“‘ with Verder clad,” is the right hon. gentleman, and 
surely never was man better fitted by name to withstand the damps of 
his new profession. Mr. Booth’s next promotion will naturally be to 
the rank of Marquee! 


Hardly. 
A coNTEMPORARY records the fact that ‘‘a sailor walked into the sea 
and was drowned.” Was it expected that he would walk into the sea 
and be burned ? 


To GarpeNners.—To destroy weeds: marry widows. 











DOTS BY“*THE WAY. 
A Vicrory ror Rvsasta. 


N OW sound the trumpet! 
~) bang the mighty 


)} rum! 

A Clang loud the cymbals! 
: give a shout ofsong! 
Make clear the roadway 

when the heroes come, 
All marching with a 
steady step and 
strong ; 
Blaze up the bonfire on 
the lofty hill, 
Let beaeoms burn and 
throw their light 


afar ; 
pe) Ring out the joy bells with 
AFR Be) OY iP @ merry trill, 
Me ia ae LOA lor victory crowns the 
Sa ha brave host of the 
Czar. 


ae loud the cymbals! 

et the trumpet sound! 

Fling broad the banners 

with the eagle spread! 

Let joy be full and glad- 
some all around 
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In homage to the troops 
oes the Czar has led. 
iy ~S™~*é‘<s«‘«W reat, Russia OW aw Victory 


has won, 
Invincible and grand; the world shall see 

And shout their praise, e’er this turmoil is done, 
That she alone the conqueror can be. 


What matter though the strife was fierce and long ?— 
Twice fifty thousand of her braves are down P— 

Yet vast the armies—valiant, staunch, and strong, 
That hold the prestige of a great renown. 

When hand to hand the Turks turned round and fled, 
‘The Russ pursuing till the day was done, 

Strong forts were ta’en, and gallant blood was shed, 
And 80, they te//, a victory was won.® 


A victory for Russia! brave and strong, 
How this shall sound in history to come! 

Blow loud the trumpet! bang the mighty gong— 
Sound clarion,—cymbal,—awpD THE SOLBMN DRUM. 


Satis-faction. 

A CONTEMPORARY says that ‘‘the introduction of the Hessian boot 
in the full dress of the Hussars has given universal satisfaction.” 
People should not pass this statement over lightly. If true, it is most 
marvellous. It is the first instance on record of anything, no matter 
how good or useful, having given universal satisfaction. We should 
think that when the time comes for universal satisfaction the universe 
itself will cry ‘‘ Satis!” and ‘dry up.”’ 








An Irish Idea. 


A most powerfal pinion, and one on which fame is bound to wing 
its way through the world: Popular O'Pinion. (We have not been 
officially informed, but have reason to believe that this is the very 
thought that struck the ex-Premier as he returned home. It is not 
generally known, and so we have much pleasure in being the first to 
make the announcement public that Mr. Gladstone will in future style 
himself The O Gladstone of Bailyhooleyhalfpenny postcardwhack- 
nakilty.) 


‘¢‘Ne Suitor Ultra——.”’ 

Art Ilford a solicitor named lLhomas Smith bas been sentenced to a 
month's hard labour for “‘taking”’ a coat. This decision is harder 
than the labour itself. Considering his avocations it is to be reckoned 
in his favour that he didn’t help himeelf to “ the suit.” 





A Queer Query. 
Tue Echo alludes to Marshal MacMahon’s “ change of front.’ Does 


this imply that his condition is a “‘dickey” one? 





* [The other side, that is the Turk, 
Gives quite a different version of the work ; 
They say the Russ was fain to yield, 
And they were masters of the battle-field.— Ep.) 


oF EO OE ge re a =e 


+ oy SEs 


$e 














210 EUN. Nov. 21, 1877. 


THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—BY ONE WHO DOESN’T BELIEVE IN HIM. 
PHASE XVI.—THE MASON, AND HOW TO DEAL WITHA HIM. 
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A few of the British Mason's arguments. A few counter-arguments (highly recommended). 
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(Ma. Fon’s AprlicaTION OF THE LATEST PorputaR Craze TO THB PotiticaL Sitvation.) 
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GATHER round, my noble blokes, 
If wonders you would see, 

Come and view the clarsic folks— 
The charge is but a * D.” 

I’ve figures that would cause surprise 
To Lempriére and Co., 

So toddle up and patternise 

My waxwork show. 


Now, Jupiter is fust, you see, 
Upon the catterlog : 

The rummiest old cove was ho— 
A reg’ ler jolly dog. 

Whene er a girl was passing by, 
This ancient-looking beau 

Would stick his eye-glass in his eye 

And stand just so! 


The next upon the list is Mars, 





The gallant god of War, . 
Who fought against the Turks at Kars, + On: 
And “copped it on the jor!” ARNE 


But when he found’em “ making tracks,” 

He shouted out ‘* What ho!” 

Then collared up his battle-axe 
And stood just eo! 


The next is Mr. Homer, who 
Was never known to laugh,— 

He was special correspondent to 
The Datly Twaddlegraph. 

When soldiers sallied forth to slay 
The sanguinary foe, 

He'd hide behind a tree all day 

And stand just so! 


Now, here is Mrs. Wenus, gents, 
The Queen of Love was she, 

This little picter represents 
Her rising from the sea. 

She said as how she'd had enough 
Sea-bathing, you must know, 

And when the waves got rather rough 

She looked just s9! 


The next is Daddy Neptune, who 
Was monarch of the sea, 

Although a trip upon the blue 
Did not with him agree. 

He danced the sailors’ hornpipe, and | 

Would loudly shout “ Y heave ho!”’ ( 

And when he came upon the land 

-.....".., > He danced just so! 


coc: 
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And here is Miss Minerva, who 
Went in for Woman’s Rights: 
They say as she was werry blue— 

A pal of Jacob Bright's. 
She put up for the Schoolboard in 
This neighbourhood, but lo! 
On seeing all the urchins grin 
She looked just so! 


Now, ladies, here is Juno, dressed 
In all her Sunday clothes ; 

Observe her brow, with grief opprest, 
And twig her turn-up nose. 

On Jupiter she used to wait, 
’Cos on the spree he’d go, 

And when he stayed out rather late 

She stood just so! 


Now, here's a noted party, pals, 
‘Terpsichore by name, 

Who used to teach the ballet-gals 
The light fantastic game. 

She showed ’em how to dance, I mean, 
As they stood in a row, 

And when she played the Fairy Queen 

She stood just so! 


Now, here you see young Cupid, boys,— 
You've heard of him before; 

He used to deal in lover’s joys, 
But he'll do eo no more. 

His business got from bad to “ wuss,” 
So now he’s pawned his bow, 

And he follers every tram and “ bus,” 
at And does just so! 


So be in time, I say once more, 
We're famous far and wide, 
Just pay your money at the door, 
They’re all on view inside. 
You won't get such another treat 
If round the world you go, 
For really, gents, there's nought to beat 
i My waxwork show! 





a 


Pas si Bete, 

"'A paRAGRAPH which is “going the round” states that a firm of 
Parisians has lately addressed a circular to “all the enterprising 
London wine merchants,” offering to supply them with a patent for 
making champagne at the cost of sixpence a bottle! This looks very 
well on paper, but is hardly likely in fact. If the ‘‘ enterprising” 
wine merchants of London had received such a communication, we 
wonder where their ‘‘ enterprise’? would have been thus to let the 
public know instead of the publican! 


Let.us hae nae Mayor of it! 

At East Retford, last week, the two candidates for the Mayoralty, 
Merars. Curtis and Jenkinson, being equal at the election, tossed “ best 
2 out cf 3’’ for the * billet.’’ And Curtis won, probably owing to his 
Curtis-y, and as he proved the better horse, he is now the Mayor. 
Jenkinson says ‘ Mayor's the pity!” 


Moonshine ! 

“Tue duration of registered sunshine,” says a writer, “ has been, 
for the week, 19°2 hours.”” Registered sunshine is about the newest 
thing out. Judging by what we eee of our old friend Sol’s face now- 
adays, we should think his rays get themselves “ registered for trans- 
mission abroad.” 


Chineemania. 


Evcirp has been translated into Chinese. Seeing it was already 
‘‘ Greek’’ to nine-tenths of those who tried their hands at it, this new 
effort is not only supererogatory, but likely to increase the difficulty 
in true ‘* geometrical proportion.” 


Obvious, 


A conTEeMPoRARY says, ‘‘ The firet thing Mr. Dion Boucicault ever 
did in this world was to be born.’ Quite so, but there is nothing so 
very ‘original”’ in that. 


Tas Funp not AssociaTz2p with Wsattu.—A fund of humour. 
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AU COURANT. 


The Laird :—“‘ Hatto Sanpy! HERR’S A FINE HEAP OF NEWSPAPERS! [ sUPPOSE YOU KNOW WHAT'S GOING ON AS WELL AS ANY OF US?”’ 


Sandy :—‘“‘ Na! na! Sin! A DINNA KEN A WORD THAT'S IN_ THEM! 


FOR THE WINTER!”’ 


THERE'S NAB TIME FOR THAT THE NOO! A’M KEEPIN’ THEM A’ 








A JUVENILE PAUPER. 


A Berapur’s Baap. 
** An old woman, who had reached the age of 99, appeared before the Lampeter 


Board of Guardians the other day, the ground of her application be'ng that she | 


did not. now feel able to support herself.’’— Weekly Paper. 


Art the Lampeter Work'us, where I'm engaged, 
A curious matter occurred last week, 
Which caused the guv'nors to feel enraged ; 
No wonder, for really ’twas awful cheek ! 
’Cos jest as they'd started their hot roast beef, 
And pre to swoller their glasses of wine, 
In walks a party to arsk relief,— 
A juvenile party of ninety-nine! 
You jest might have floored me with ‘arf a brick 
When I seed such a youngster afore the Board, 
You may reckon I bullied her pretty quick,— 
And it tickled the Guardians—lor, how they roared 
But the creecher stood cringing as bold as brass, 
With ‘arf a whimper and ‘arf a whine ; 
By jingo, it’s come to a pretty 
When we're worried by women of ninety-nine! 
She said as she couldn't support herself — 
(What impidence! Really, it shocks me quite 
To think as she wanted the parish pelf)— 
‘Cos her form wos bent and her locks wos white ! 
Our minimum age is a ‘underd-and-six, 
And I think as it’s droring it rather fine 
When we're troubled to death by the lazy tricks 
Of a strapping young creecher of ninety-nine! 
Bat we took her in, though ag’inst our will, 
And now she lives on the fat of the land, 
Increasing our reg ler monthly bill, 
Along with the rest of the idle band. 


It’s coming to something—this pauper dodge, 
And if I wos the hoflicers, J’d resign, 

If they fancy we're going to board and lodge 
A parcel of youngsters of ninety-nine ! 


A Telecram. 
M. Prospzr Henry, of the Paris Observatory, ‘‘has discovered a 
new telescopic planet.’’ A planet that is like atube and draws out 
and shuts up when required is indeed a novelty, and we trust its dis- 


_ coverer will be adequately rewarded, i.e., with microscopic honours. 


| survival of the fittest.” 


Fit and Well, 


Tae Hapeny, speaking of the tailors supplanting the doctors in 
certain of our West-end streets, says this is, as Darwin puts it, “the 
Just one small error here we should think ; 


this is more the survival of the “ fittist.”’ 


Bainfal ! 


Mer. Baty, Lord Provost of Glasgow, has received the honour of 
knighthood. But our own Anglo-Frenchman was totally in error 


| when he stated that because Mr. Bain became “Sir Bain” he was 


naturally and by’right a Knight of the Bath. 


Weather Wise? 


Mr. Baerritr has appointed Mr. Bontemps as his deputy of the Ward 
of Cheap. Doeshe by this means expect to secure for himself a 
‘“‘ good time’’ during his career as an alderman by selection instead of 


election ? 
A Goop Invastment (4d /a Russe).—Plevna. 
Lar Lanp.—The Agricultural Hall. 


Tae Dsciing or tHe Daama.—Getting your MS. back from a 
manager. 
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A WONDERFUL SPEECH. 


Lort BRraconsrretp (at Guildhall). I don't say we shall go to war 
and I don’t say that we shan’t. The Russians are not altogether 
sincere in their mission to the East. The Turks have many reforms 
to carry out before they deserve our support. When British Interests 
are threatened we shall do something. As it does not seem likely that 
they will be threatened we shall do nothing. If you ask me if we are 
likely to interfere, I should say Yes, No, No, Yes. England is happy 
and contented under a Conservative Administration. So she ought to 
be. We're clever fellows. The Liberals are humbugs. Hooray. 
Now, then. How much change have you got out of me? 

Recgeprion OF THE Spgzcu aT Home. 
Fe ConservaTive. Splendid speech. And he'll do it; whatever it was 
he said he'll do, by Jove, he will. Very reassuring, on the whole. 

Lrsenat. What did he mean? No cause to anticipate action at 
any rate. Very reassuring, on the whole. 

In France. 

We have politics of our own to attend to. 

nothing, so we need not repeat it. 
In Germany. \ 
"Capital after-dinner speech. Nothing in it. 
reminder from our Mr. Bismarck this time. 
In Russta. 

Very reassuring speech. Itis evident England does not contemplate 

interference. 


Lord Beaconsfield said 


No necessity for a 


In Turkey. 

Splendid speech. So adroit in its compliments to Turkey. We 
fancy in this guarded language we detect a promise of aid in the future. 
It is vague, but vagueness is a virtue of this great statesman. Very 
reassuring, on the whole. 

In Lorp BeaconsFiztp’s Own Minp. 

There, if they make anything out of that I'll forgive ’em. 


OuRSELVEs. 
There’s been nothing half so clever in speeches since Unsworth, 
of whom his lordship is no Unsworthy disciple. 


De Lunatico Inquirendo. 


A PAPER observes, “asa curious fact for statistical philosophers,” 
that ‘according to the recent returns there is now one lunatic for 
every 360 persons.’”’ Query: What is the connection between a 
statistical philosopher and a lunatic, and is the interest mutual? Also: 
What are 360 persons likely to want with a lunatic, or to do with him 
when they've got him? For our own part, we are quite willing to 
give up our 360th portion to anyone who can answer either of these 
queries. 


No Cessation. 


Tue Hereford Journal commences a series of “‘ war items’’ with the 
interesting information that ‘‘ it frequently rains for a month without 
succession in Bulgaria.”” Which means, if it means anything, that it 
frequently rains for a month somewhere else and is quite dry in 
Bulgaria. That is, if we follow the sense of the paragraph properly. 
It is rather a watery sort of joke to make, certainly. 





‘‘ Morgen ap Jones.” 

Tue King of Holland is about to contract a morganatic marriage 

with Mdlle. Emilie Hambre. Mrs. Juggins says she’s glad to hear it, 

‘because d2 morganis nil nist bonum, you know!” She is rather 

doubtful as to the proper use of the term, as hitherto she thought 

Morgans “ was all Welsh people, and had their marriages in attics— 
and that’s why.” 


Under the Bans. 

‘« Tuere is no longer a single brigand in Sicily.” Of course not. 
Sicily brigands are not such fools as to remain Sic:libates. (Our own 
atrocity, who was looking over our shoulder as we wrote this says, 
“ Besides brig ’ands are notoriously married men, and generally allowed 
any amount of “ special licence.”’) 


Gladstoniana. 


In reply to a query of the librarian at Maynooth about a complete 
edition of Hansard, Mr. Gladstone replied that he never kept Hansard 
in his house. The librarian was Hansard completely. 


The Menu Have. 


MarsnaL MacManown has too many cooks." He relishes the sauce 
of the Imperialist chefs about as little as the Republican’s Grévy. The 
latter is the hotter perhaps. 


Rea “ Jam.”—The Lord Mayor's Show. 





‘“‘ Lord Beaconsfield’s killed ’all speech.” In Turkey, though, they call 
it the ‘‘ Gild all speech.”’ 
The Result of (F)Roudeness, 
Mr. Frovpez, the historian, is very indignant. e shameless 
person has charged him with describing the days of Ch the Second 


as (8)pree historic times. 
seine 


of war.” 


Sy aie ene aims | 
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A TRUE STORY. 


Ir happened that an Eastern King, 
Whose name and land I need not mention, 
Camo over here to try and bring 
His troubles to our folks’ attention. 
Our gracious sovereign heard his tale, 
Our leading statesmen all received him, 
And though his story turned them pale, 
They heard it through and quite believed him. 


He told them how his subjects were 
Composed of races vile and vicious ;, 
He laid their awful secrets bare, ; 
And proved the moment most propitious 
For us to send our teachers out 
(With such a wish what State could quarrel ?) 
To put their wicked ways to rout 
And inculcate the strictly moral. 


Now while the chosen men prepare 
‘ To sta upon their noble mission, ‘ 
The monarch has a month to gee f 
In which to study our position. — 
He learns our language, sees our sights, 
And cuts the usual tourist capers, 
Sees London life in all its lights, 
And takes to read the daily papers. 


Or rather—let me be correct— 
He only read a single journal. 
Its leaders caused him to reflect ; 
The * cases” gave him pangs internat. 
He read of kickings, bitings, blows, 
Of murders, fights, and frauds, and arsons ; 
Of swindlers charged in lengthy rows, 
Including doctors, nobs, and parsons. 


He read the sheet with horrors fraught,. 
His eyes were fixed in wildest terror, 
His Christian friends at once he sought 
And begged their pardon for his error. 
‘¢T see,” he said, ‘* ’twere wrong to take 
Your teachers from their present labours, 
However much their hearts may ache 
For wickedness among their neighbours. 


‘“‘ My subjects are, I grieve to state, 
By much removed from virtue’s standard. ; 
It has distressed me, too, of late ial 
To find they all to crime have pandered. ‘| 
But having seen your stock of vice, 
Of sin, and shame, and degradation, 
I feel my folks are clean and nice ; 
Compared with you—a spotless nation. 


Designing. 

Ovr art artist says he always thought the Russian people had no 
originality, and now he never picks up a newspaper without finding 
the heading “ Russian Designs.” He wants to know if ae are 
designs for furniture or jewellery or porcelain. Perhaps if we him 
they were designs for Turkey carpets he wouldn’t believe us. 


ann Se Sot 


A Golden Carve. 
Ir is reported that Dr. Carver has notice to leave from the governors 
of Dulwich College. ‘‘ They have at the same time intimated their 
willingness to allow him a retiring pension of £2,000 a year.” This 
can hardly be considered a slice of bad luck for Dr. Carver; with it 
we should think ke will be satisfied to “‘cut’’ without attempting to 
‘come again.” 


‘*Gaildy, My Lord!” 
Lorp Beraconsrieiy’s pean of trinmph over the Turkish massacres 
was so loud at the civic banquet lately, that in Russia they call it 


Atte, 8 ae = 


Mr. Froude says his greatest enemy bas 
upon this statement as his spreetext for abusing him. 


An undeniable “Cock of the Walk”: W. Gale. 
A Sinvovus Coursz.—That which is guided entirely by “ the sinews 
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“REPAIRS NEATLY EXECUTED.” 


Farmer (after anxiously inspecting strangers) :—“‘ WHat BE THBY GENTLEMEN DOING, Maistar?”’ 
Visitor :—“ SkETCHING YOUR HOUSE; THBY ARB ARTISTS, AND MAYBE THBY WILL PAINT IT.” 
Farmer :—“ Wait I aM SURE, THEY BE QUITE WELCOME; IT WANTS IT, AND WHITRBWASHING TOO, MORTAL BAD.” 


A ,THOUGHT ON “THE 9TH.” | Hattitude is menrching- ‘ae 
irthd 'ti t, “CarpinaL Mannine’ and-Midhat Pasha have artived in 

On Seres Cae patel ga Rome.” Speculation is rife as to what they both want there. We 
They throw a light upon the street, | know; and great as was the English heirarch’s chance before, it must 
And also on the suyect, too! be admitted that the triple crown is best fitted for a gentleman whose 

Si cteadl iedhetidiasesidiaesaenalieasiaaaiesteeen | | name betrays his fondness for and usage of headcoverings of a similar 


Two boys who said “‘ Bo!” toa Belfast policeman were the other 
day fined twenty shillings each and costs. When the connection of | A Warm One. 
ideas is considered, it is not so very surprising that the magistratesas © Wuar is the difference between the performance at the National 
well as the policeman thought the dignity of the law in danger. _and the General Manager of the Midland Railway ?—One’s a great. 
—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—“—“—“"—s—"__ failure and the other’s a great success? No! One's all “play” 
A Doubtful Compliment, | and the other's all work? No! One's All Russia and the other’s All 
Wuen Mr. Gladstone arrived in [reland they cheered immensely, | Porte? Right you are. 
all through his tour he was vociferously cheered, but when he was, ~*~ —— 
about to depart they cheered more than ever ! | Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 


Mathews at Home. HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1878. 


Mz. Cuantes Maraews has, it is said, “determined toabandon the) =| Epirep By Henry Sampson. 
stage'’ shortly. There are not wanting ns éufliciently prejudiced | 


to say the stage is abandoned enough without any further interterence. | Now Ready, Price Twopence, 


See ete ae cnanrne = | FUN ALMANAC. 
Ons of the pieces at the Theatre of War: Czar und Zimmerman. | Full of Engravings by: the Brothers Dalsiei. 
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** Tlluminating 


power of fourteen candles,’’ murmured the Company to itself as it stepped in. 
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Now then, the gas beats ’em hollow!” 


2 eae 


**T’ll just get a light and see where the flame is.”’ 


** Blow ’em out. 
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**T say, Mr. Gas Company, your gas is very bad—just step in and see ”’ 
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** Gas is very bad this evening.”’ 


) 


Nov. 28, 18 
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** Why, you've got the candles alight—it says nothing about ‘ fourteen lighted candles.’ ’’ 
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POST-OFFICE CLERKESSES. 
A Wacnerian Wossuin. 


Scrnr.— A London Post-cfice, midday. Three Frexpavontens (supposed 
to cet as clerks) discewcred readiny. Te: fice is full of people waiting 
Sor stempe, ete. Despair is on thew courtenarces, At kngth an old 
Crry Gent ventures to address them. 


Crrx Gurr. Listen, O maidena, 

Hark to my pleading! 

I am a City gent, 

Short is my leisure, 

Might I entreat you 

To «ive me a postage-stamp ? 

Long have I waited to purchase a postage-stamp! 


Tue Finepavonters. Ha! ha! O list to him! 
Hark to the City gent, 
Foolish old dodderer, 
He wants a postage-stamp ! 
Laugh at him, ladies! 
Come, let us study our novels, by Ouida, 
Inmccent novels, so full cf morality ! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
(The Orex Gants featurcs grow livid with rage. The hours pass on; 
they heed him not.) 
Why do ye mock at me? 
Ye vet shall repent of it; 
Ye giggling gang of vr mannerly clerkeeses, 
I will report you to Manners the Marvellous, 
Tremble, ye Finecaughters! 
Fixnenaveurers. Ha! ha! ba! Laugh at him, ladies; 
Heed not who wuaiteth here, 
Let them wait longer! 


Ciry Gent. 


ee 


(Crry Guxw rushes out madly. The Finepavoutrns’ siesry lawgh | 
resounds through the glice. They proceed to dress their hair. Sater | 
KanFrul KABD, with jouful countenance. Tremulus music. They 

keep on pimting each cther's locks, regardless of him. At length he 

sings. 

Ee aia Hear me, ye Firedaughters, 
Fain would I bark a bit, 
Lo, one-and-seven pence 
1 would deposit 
Here in your Savirgs-bank. 
Keep me not waiting! 
For three hours already 
I've waited your pleasure ! 


Payapaventzens. Go away, foolish youth, 

take your coin otherwhere, 

Look, we are busy now 

Dressing our hair. 

Call again Monday week, 

Then we }l attend to you. 
KaREFULKARD. Woe,—oh woe! 

Poor one-and-seven pence, 

What shall I do wih thee! 

Ah, me! What will Matilda say? 

(He departs sorrowfully. Whin they howe finished their toilettes, enter 
HeaviewsL. Jhey greet him giaaly, ana flirt with him, heedless of 
oustomera still wailing. Enter hurriedly a woe-striecken Man, who 
wishes to telegraph to his friends, He seems in great trouble.) 

Man. O gentle Finedaughters, 
Lo, I'm beset with woe! 
Fain would I telegraph, 
Prithee attend to me! 
Huavis wen (fe whom Finupaventr ns howe been talking earnestiy)— 
Ha! ha! Jove, I say, 
That ie a splendid joke, 
That isn't bad, 
Weally, immense it is! 
Finspac outers. Gaze on our new dresses, 
Don't we look fine in them ? 
Notice our lockets, 
A)l made of Finegold! 
Who has not heard of the Finegold ? 
HeaviswaL. Haw, haw, haw! yaaa, 
It’s quite too amusing, 
Wealiy, I nevah 
Heard puch a } ke before. 
‘Por honab, it's weally tuo awfully jolly ! 


Man. Once more I beg of ye 
Let me this telegram 
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Send to my mother. 
Why do ye keep me so? 
FINEDAUGHTERS. Go away, silly man, 
Why do ye trouble us ? 
Lo, we are spooning, 
You want a telegram ? 
Party, don’t warble it! 
De ye not notice that now is our closing time ? 
Come in a month or two! 


(Man rushes distracted/y from office and is seen no more. Then the hour 


strikes. Hepaviswen departs. The FinzspaveurrEns put on their hats 
and jackets, take thesr ncvels, and depart, singing.) 


We are the lady clerks, 
Here in the Post-c flice, 
Men they no longer need, 
We do their work instead, 
Aljl for half salary. 
Lord John Manners placed us here, 
Manners the Marvellous! 
Leave us our Manners and our old nobility ! 


ABRAHAWM’S sOW. 


Some well-meanirg gentlemen met the other night in Bevis Marks 
“‘to promote humanity in slaughtering cattle.” A daily con- 
temporary’s account of the proceedings is instructive, though some- 
what startling. Mr. Mocatta, who presided, is reported to have said 
that “‘the mode adopted for Hilling cattle by the Jews dated from time 
immemorial. It was even in ¢xistence when Abraham slew the sheep 
which replaced his sow.’ Whatever the nature of the “mode” in 
question, its antiquity alone entitles it to respect, though it is obvious 
that on the su; ply of Jews failing some new means of killing cattle 
must be devised. We don’t know what to think of the allusion to 
Abraham’s sow. David had a sow, and, from all accounts, a very 
intemperate piece of swine's flesh she was; but the allegation that the 
Father of the Peoplesh was ever mixed up in any sort of pig jobbery 
is probably aporkry phal. The report goes on to say that Mr. Colam 
considered the pole-axe “‘ much quicker and more human when used 
in the hands of an experienced person.” If the worthy secretary of 
the 8. P.C.A. be half as largely *“*endowed with detective apprehen- 
siveness” as he claims to be, he will in all probability haul that 
reporter over the coals and prevent such another Colamity as this, 


For the Children’s Sake. 

Tue Excellent Charitable Society which gives a dinner once a week 
to the homeless and destitute little children of the stony-hearted step- 
mother, the street, is appealing once more for help. If you have any 
qualms of conscience over your money sent thousands of miles away in 
such lavish handfuls, and there is an unuseable surplus lying idle, ease 
those qualms now. Hereis a charity whose great merit is that it 
begins at home; one which is perfectly genuine, though it is ‘all 
kid.’ The Destitute Children’s Dinner Society appeals for aid. 
Friends of India, of Turkey, of Russia, of Bulgaria, Bragil, and 
Timbuctoo, let it not be said to your lasting shame that the English 
children appealed in vain. 


An Artfal Artist. 


Tue Newington Vestry has been much disconcerted by an artist in 
chalks who for years past has adorned the pavement under an arch in 
Newington Causeway with those well-known productions, the half of 
a salmon, a broken plate, &c., and now refuses to move on, or rather 
to move cff. One vestryman suggested taking up the paving and 
relaying the space with York pitching, another proposed sending the 
water-cart, and a third thought they had better let himalone. We 
sympathise with the vestry, but should have thought a policeman 
could compel him ¢o walk his chalks. 


The Lion and the Lamb. 


Tus Rev. Mr. Tooth, after patting the country to terrible expense 
and waste of time, has upset everything because his case was heard at 
Lambeth, which is not “ in London or Westminster, or in the diocese 
of Rochester.” In consequence of Lambeth he Lioneth over bis 
enemies. 


Gally for You! 

‘Gun on Hydrophobia’”’ is the latest attraction put forth by the 
Lancet. For once the eminent and fashionable physician will hardly 
be hkely to attract, as far greater (iulls than he have rushed into print 
recently on the same subject. 
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A Sovgerzion Remepy rok Drunkennses —Fine the person twenty 
shillings. 
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NEW LEAVES. 


CGommon-Sense Cookery (Cassell), @ series of papers on a theme which 
has troubled the world since the savour of burnt pig was so curiously 
discovered by Bo-bo and Ho-ti, shows us that oocasionally the most 
hackneyed subject may receive unconventional treatment. Mr. A. G. 
Payne, the author, has departed from the beaten track, and in his 
little volume chats always good humouredly and at times epigram- 
matically about the use and abuse of our every-day dinners, while 
occasionally, just as Silas Wegg dropped iato verse in a friendly way, 
Mr. Payne tells us half aside of splendid repasts, succulent dishes, and 
wines to drink and ponder over after. Everyone, whether: na, | 
gourmet, or common steak-eating Britisher of ‘either ‘sex, will ‘be ‘the | 
better fora dip into Mr. Payne’s book, which, though ‘small, ‘hus ‘the | 
merit of being without padding whatever. 

Mulium in Parvo Gardening (Crosby Lockwood) is somewhat of ‘a 
dubious title. There is no doubt, however, as to the mudhness of the 
gardening, the information having been not only boiled down but. 
strained through a colander, so nothing exstraineous should appear. 

The Bitliard Book (Ward and Lock) is a handsome volume which is. 
likely to find a niche in every well-regulated room devoted to ‘the 
game of which it is the authority. The authors not only heve the 
right ‘‘oue,” but possess as well no end of “tips.”” The “rest” we 
leave the reader to discover for himself. Sie 

The Treasury of British Eloquence (Nimmo) is a selection from ‘the 
utterances of the greatest English-speaking orators, from the days 
when stenography was undreamt of and verbatim reporters were an 
institution of the distant future, down to our own times, when to be 
& public speaker of any kind is to be at the head of men and affairs. 
As specimens of composition it is not unpleasant to find that the work 


' 
‘ 


of onr own days will bear favourable comparison with the ‘much-~ \ 


vaunted exordiums, arguments, and perorations of politicians of the 
past. We have also the additional ad eof knowing that such 
speeches as those of Macaulay and Gladstone and Bright and Cobden 
were delivered as they are now published, whereas in other and 
former ca-es the presumption is that memory or imagination supplied 


most of the colouring, the epigram, and the rounded periods. Also ! 
if must be remembered that mamy ‘speeches which were written : 
became 


beforehand and put on record ed materially during 
actual utterance, there being little or no‘check on the vagaries of an 
orator in the good old times. If onby because it shows that we are 
nowadays by no means the mental pigmies some would have us 
suppose, we should welcome this ‘book; it thas, however, many other 
recommendations, and is certainly @n addition to our standard 
literature. 

The Red Knights of Germany (Oharing-cross Publishing Company) 
is what may be called a powerfully written romance by Peter Boyle. 
Mr. Bovle starts with all steam ‘up, as ‘his very first lines will show. 
‘“‘The Demon Master of the Red Knights of Germany surveyed the 
guilty Abnard with a smile of exultation, whilst there arose, echoing 
in the cave, an acute thrilling noise, similar ‘to the twangings of a 
Chinese gong, but so terribly moving that no electric shock could 
agitate more painfully. With closed eyes, Abnard sank on the rocky 
ground, and pressed the seat of his heart with both hands, as though 
it would burst its bony cell, while——.” Butmno; why should we rub 
the book of its Boyleing and lava-like wonders? The rest of the 
romance may be said to be “ weighed from sample.’’ 

It is sufficient for us to say that Theo (Warne) is at once a love story 
and the work of Mre. Burnett, to create a demand difficult of supply. 
If it isn't it should be, after That Lass o’ Lowrie’s. 


Point de Zele. 


Ir is a sad but trite reflection that in this prosaic age enthusiasm, 
sooner or later, too often lands its possessor on the wrong side of the 
bar of a police-court. The other day a gentleman denied the 
infallibility of the Pope, and asserted his own ability to “ buy up all 
the police’’—two far-reaching propositions open to endless contro- 
versy, though many worthy people have already made up their minds 
on a modified form of the latter question. In the result a hearing at 
the Hammersmith Court eventuated, and Rhadamanthus, cruelly 
remarking that ‘‘a religious sealot always did mischief, but a drunken 
zealot wus very bad,” gave it as his opinion that defendant should pay 
ten shillings. Evidently an instalment towards the sum necessary for 
the boasted purchase of the force’s minions and myrmidons. 


A Real Stage ‘* Prop.”’ 


Dvuuine Buckstone’s recent engagement at Bristol he was so feeble 
and weak that he had to be led on and off the stage. For once then 
he was well supported. 


Appropriate Music, 


Ar the Duke of Norfolk’s marriage they should have played ‘‘ Haste 
to the Wedding.” There were so many Hastings’ to that wedding. 
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A PATRIOTIC SONG. 
Br Oor Lvuvyatro Lavrears. 


YIELD, I yield! Let's break 
the ring ; come on each Tory 


peer, 

We'll order all our army out,— 
John Bull shall interfere ; 

I don't exactly know, you kaow, 
precisely how or why, 

But never mind, I'm quite pre- 
pared “to conquer or to 
die!” 

I'm sick of talking common sense, 
the thing is out of date, 

Of right and faith and noble work 
let fools like Gladstone 
prate ; 

{ want the crowd to clap their 
hands and yell and make a 
noise, 


\ And so I shout, “ Hurrah for 
\\\ 













, PS \\\ 
\\ war! Let's fight for Turkey, 
Ss \\\ boys!” 
\ 

\\\ Why should [ slink among a crowd 
of nobodies like those, 

Who lend their paltry names to 
aid the cause of Turkey's 
foos ? 

Let Freeman, Froude, and mad 
Carlyle, Dean Stanley, and his 
crew, 

Defame the Turk and run him down, we answer, ‘‘ Who are you?” 

The people of the Halls of Song and all the Tory press 

Demand that we should shed our blood for heathen in distress ; 

A sacred mission then is ours,—refuse the task who can ? 


Beat up recruits from village homes and bid the navy man. 
“We've got the ships, we've got the men,’’—you know the noble 


song— 
Tt mayn’t be true, but still it goes like winking with the throng; 

© on, you shouting shopmen. come !—advance my Tory earls ! 
Paton your Ulster overcoa's and kiss your weeping girls, 
Awsy, awa;, my Oity clerks !—away, my West-end nobs! 
Come sword in hand to where in truth the pulse of warfare throbs; 
Come on, you gallant multitude and taste the holy war, 
7 night and day with wild acclaim for months you've clamoured 

or. 


What, cowards! do you pause and shrink? The field of glory 
waits 

Come on and drive the Muscovite from gentle Turkey's gates. 

What's that you say?—you never meant you'd like to fight your- 
self ?— 


Pooh-pooh, my lads, in times like these put chaffing on the shelf ; 
Ah, now I see, you braying boys, you want the army sent, 

But not one drop of your dear blood you're willing should be spent. 
When bread is scarce and texes high, maybe you'll also say, 

“ Oh, blow the Turks, we never guessed the price we'd have to pay!”’ 


Se eee Fe VE GS ‘lend Chere man Ge wild 


ain 

OF battle after battle fought with awfal lists of slain, 

When women sobbed in widowed homes and children cried for 
bread, 

And every home in England mourned some kinsman maimed or 
dead, 

You'd sit at home and smoke your pipe and rave of Turkey's 
wrongs, 

And swagger at the music-halls and sing your warlike songs ?— 

No, no, my gallant gentlemen, we'll leave the war alone; 

If Turkey’s worth good Englith blood, be off and shed your own. 


Fools and their Money. 

A “ngeTruRNED convict” has been victimising the good folk of 
Sunderland pretty considerably. He informed them that a coal mer- 
chant had, “‘out of charity,’ agreed to let them have coal at two 
shillings a ton provided the money were at once deposited in his hands. 
The florins literally rained in on him. To usea well known sporting 
expression, the seekers after charity ‘‘ posted the coal,’’ but not so the 
receiver of advance deposits ‘The wonder is that people— ially 
so far North—could be brought to belivve that anyone would any- 
thing at an absolute loss and be out of pocket ‘‘ out of charity.” 
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AN UN-ETON BOY. 


Jounxy Brown, youngest son of John Brown, labourer, and Mary, 
his wife, charwoman and ironer, did not return from school the other 
evening at his proper time. It is usual for him to get home at 5.30 
p-m., and to partake of tea when there is any, otherwise he goes with- 
out, and has never been known to complain. On this occasion he did 
not arrive though 
tea was waiting, and 
his afflicted parents, 
albeit sorely die- 
tressed, took the cup 
which cheers but not 
inebriates without 
him. The _ police 
were shortly after- 
wards informed of 
the missing boy’s ex- 
traordinary absence, 
and scouts were sent 
all over London, but 
without effect. Just 
as the parents were 
becoming distracted 
with grief, and the 
father had gone out 
to buy a hand cf 
pickled pork and a 
pot of beer for sur- 
per, 28 sorrow is pro- 
verbially hungry as 
well as dry. the boy 
returned. Uptothe 
present no explana- 
tion has been given 
of the reason for the 
boy's disappearance, 
but the police are on 
the track of someone 
who will when found 
be likely to give the 
necess&ry informa- 
tion. This if ob- 
tained shall be for- 
warded in due 
course. [The above 
has been transmitted 
us by our own liner 
who was despatched 
to discover some 
news of the cele- 
brated missing Eton 
boy. Fora fortnight 
we heard nothing of 
him, and thought 
tremendous revela- 
tions were at hand. 
In the dead of mid- 
night and with the 
greatest secrecy the 
foregoing was 
brought us; we 
opened the packet 
with dread and 
anxiety, thinking, 
Now shall we know 
why the Eton boy 
strayed and why he 
returned; now shall 
we penetrate a mys- 


‘“*SuRELY YOU MUST BE TIKED, Aunty! I 


tery dear to the | s 
hearts of all English | 8° 1°: 
speaking people! | 


Alas! our ownliner | TO LEBAvVs oFFr.”’ 


has been mocking 
us; he cannot have believed that we or anyone else would ever care 
for the disappearance, or the return, no matter how mysterious, of any 
boy so far inferior in rank and station to the departing and reappear- 
ing boy of Eton. } 





Scene: Scotland Yard. 
SupgRINTSNDENT WILLIAMSON (to CotonzL Hunperson). I have to 
report another very serious jewel robbery, sir. About £5,000. 
Cotonzs, Henpaxson (severely to the Detectives). Now, then. How 
many of you fellows are in this? 


FUN. 





FORCE OF HABIT. 


‘‘Lawks BLESS YOU, MY DBAR, WHEN I ONST 8ETS DOWN TO IT LIKE, I’M JUST TOO LAZY 
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A MATTER OF TASTE. 


Tux gentleman whose proudest boast it was that he had once been 
kicked by a real royal duke would have found congenial company even 
in this supposititiously less abject day. The author of Five Years’ Penal 
Servitude seems, according to a review in the leading literary paper, 


beyond bounds proud of being the “‘ One who Endured It.” Criticism 
of our penal institu- 


tions from an ex- 
prisoner's point of 
view has a ludicrous 
appearance, and the 
only beariog of it, if 
it has a bearing, lies 
in that no one should 
be able to send others 
to prison who hasn’t 
been there himself, 
soasto knowexactly 
what he was doing 
when passing sen- 
tence, and what the 
effect would most 
probably be. Our 
friend of the novel 
book would be by no 
means unlikely to 
accept office, and— 
we hope he may get 
it. ‘There is much 
that is worthy of 
consideration in the 
notion, especially to 
those who agitate 
for the abolition of 
capital punishment. 
A half-hanged judge 
would be the nearest 
approach permissible 
in reason, and as he 
would have to stop 
short at his own ex- 
periences in passing 
sentence, the present 
series of farcical 

, judgments and re- 
missions would soon 
be over. 


any 
; 


_——_——- 


Pazzledom. 


Mr. Justice 
ManistTy, in opening 
the Staffordehire 
Assizes recently, 
“pointed out that 
only two of the 
thirty prisoners for 
trial had received 
any education.” Did 
he mean to point out 
that education er- 
abled criminals to 
keep out of the toils, 
or that it was some- 
thing extra against 
those who managed 
to get themselves 
caught ? Correspon- 
dents who wish to 
enter for Fun’s prize 
for the best answer, 
are requested to en- 
close twelve stamps, 

- aca carte de visite, re- 
ceipt for last quarter's rent or certificate of vaccination, copies of testi- 
monials from iast employer, and all the other paraphernalia and appli- 


CAN'T THINK HOW IT IS YOU ARE ABLE TO WORK 


' ances required nowadays by papers which profess to give prizes for 
solutions to puzzles—the chief puzzle of which is who gets the prizes. 


Rom and Milk. 


Wuart ought to be at once the noisiest and most musical animal in 
the whole of Sanger's collection? ‘The big-drum-edary, to be sure. 
(If spelt drum-edairy, “‘the milk in the cocoa-nut’’ will be at once 


accounted for.) 
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| THE NEW RUSSIAN LOAN. 
(To be let alone.) 
“ KEYIND CHRISTIAN FRIENDS, PLEASE TO SPARE A TRIFLE, FOR GUNS AND BAYUNETS, FOR THE GREAT 
‘CHRISTIAN MISSION!’” 
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MY PET’S PET. 


I sovexnt for a present to give unto her, 
The darling whose love I'd not part with, 

And methovght I would buy, should occasion occur, 
A something to gladden her heart with. 

So I searched about London this something to find, 
To triumphantly startle my fairy, 

W hen all of a sudden this thought crossed my mind,— 
“ Why not purchase my love a canary ?”’ 


So I bought a canary (and likewise a cage), 
And the hue of that biped was glowing, 
And that biped, although ‘twas of tenderish age, 
Had manners exceedingly knowing. 
Then proudly I went to her dwelling, and cried, 
‘* Lo! Polly, my love!’’—(her name's Mary !)— 
‘‘T’'ve brought you a songster,’’ E said, with much 


pride, 
‘‘A youthfal but clever canary.” 


Then I made an arrangement that I should be paid 
For that bird by instalments— of kisses. 

But between ourselves, reader, I'm rather afraid 
She’s not the most paying of micses. 

Whenever I ask her for some on account, 
I regret to remark she seems chary, 

But, by Jove, if she doesn’t soon “square” the 


amount, 
T'll complain to that little canary ! 


I should like you to see how she doats:on the thing, 
How she'll speak to it, sing to it, pet it, 
How she laughs with delight when it swings in its ring, 
And fears lest the “ pussy’”’ should get it. 
Why she vows that it war of me all the day, 
And tells her her love mustn't vary, 
And that’s a command she declares she’ll obey,-—— 
So you see that’s my friend, that canary ! | 


Musical. 

We should like to know what isthe new-fashioned 
style of singing. Weare tempted to ask this because 
Miss Mary Cummings is advertised to sing a song of 
Madame Sainton Dolby’s “in the old-fashioned style.” 


DARWINIAN. 


Txat the University of Cambridge honoured iteelf when it honoured 


Mr. Darwin no one will dispute. The most original thinker and 
investigator of the present day deserves far greater honour than any 
single body, however learned, can bestow. But so far as we have 
been able to ascertain from general conversation, the nett results of 
the ceremony on the public mind are the following discoveries : — 

That Mr. Darwin’s investigations are great ba-boons to society. 

That he regards man as the apex of an ex-ape. 

That he has written a learned work on the Urigin of Speeches being 
the monkey’s chatter. 

That Saturday was the ’apeiest day of his life. 

That he was a ‘‘ Natural Selection ” for the University to make. 

That he is a great recluse because of his monky ways. 

That for twenty years he has heen carrying on a gorilla warfare 
with society. 
b That he considers man’s estate as an en-tailed estate, and the fond- 
ress of the rough for splitting skulls as a modification of his ancestors’ 
habit of cracking nuts. 


Too Delicate. 


A man, who gave himself up to the police for stabbing a young lady 
to whom he had beh “teaching languages,” when asked why 
he had done it, replied, ‘‘ That is nota fair question toask.”’ The deli- 
cate sueceptibilities of those who commit, or attempt to commit, 
murder become every day more noticeable. In the time that is fast 
arriving, the person who would ask such a brutally unfair and imperti- 
nent question will be at once seized and imprisoned, and not unlikely 
ultimately hanged, while he who merely plays the little practical joke 
called murder will be set at large on the spot. 


A Plimsolit Question. 

Mr. Samvusy Prirmsoy has taken up the question of the adulteration 
of heer with common salt and water, and the brewers want to know 
why he should interest himself in the matter. The reason of Mr. 
Plimsoll's interference is self-evident. It has been the labour of his 
life to keep the common salt from a watery bier. 


‘top boots.” 











an - 
. . 
eee 
—- 
tented 





THE FALL OF CARS. 
A Far too Common Event in England. 








PERSUASIVE MEASURES 


A Bury Sr. Epmunnps schoolmistress has just been the subject of 
an inquiry. It seems she immersed a child in a pail of water and then 
beat it severely. The child, who had been “ obstinate,’ was obstinate 
enough to die shortly afterwards. The schoolmistress was censured, 
but criminality was not considered established! It becomes more and 
more a question of doubt in the minds of the logical what is criminality, 
and how it can be established. If this schoolmistress had stopped 
halfway in her want of criminality it is not improbable she might now 
have been feeling the effect of ker magnanimity in one of her Majesty's 
gaols. Perhaps the inquirers thought flagellation the correct thing to 
restore the faculties after immersion; unless, indeed, they fancied that 
immersion was the best way in which to prepare for flagellation. It 
wouldn't be a bad thing to give them a chance of speaking decisively 
and practically as to which of the two is really the better plan. 


A Gontradiction. 


A PROVINCIAL paper describes the vagaries of an old female pauper 
who, since she has read about Gale, will walk round the ward as the 
clock strikes the hour through the day and through the night. The 
writer puts the story forward as a proof of what will can do (not Will 
Gale). In this case it is not only the old lady’s will but it is her wont 
as well. 


Making One Bite of It. 


An inspector of police, sending out an order as to the destruction of 
ownerless and unknown dogs, was doubtful what to call them so there 
should be no mistake as to what he meant. It was a happy thonght 
which resulted in the description of strange strays thus: ‘‘ Strayinge 
dogs.” 


‘‘ Nothing like Leather.” 
A connesponpsnt says that the Russian soldier ‘‘is provided with 
This is not « peculiarity of the Russian soldier, as in the 
case of our own campaigns all the boots that could be discovered were 





| every one tops—and no bottoms. 
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Teacher :—“ Wuo was CLuopaTra?” 
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"Cute Boy :—“ AN ANCIENT QlUUBEN OF EGYPT WHO USED TO SPEND HER TIME DARNING NEEDLES FOR USE IN THB Lorp Mayor’s SHow. 


ULrTimarTg_y, WHILE OUT IN HBR STATE BARGE, SHE GOT WRECKED IN 


THE SECRET OF SUCCESS. 


In the dark ages of antiquity which preceded the Repeal of the 
Paper Duty, when Plancus was in knickerbockers, and penny papers 
were as yet unknown, there starved, in the Grub-street of the period, a 
humble member of the Fourth Estate, hight Tom Flimsey. He was 
thriftless, illiterate, vulgar, and even intemperate, but, notwith- 
standing these natural advantages, he somehow failed to achieve that 
peomaee in society to which he considered his talents entitled him. 

is soul soared above inquests, and he loathed the fires and accid.nts 
which only half fed him, for he felt that he had within him material 
for better things. But whenever he put some of it in his copy 
(which was always), malignant sub-editors, with the dastardly envy 
characteristic of their tribe, ruthlessly excised his fervid descriptions, | 
and at last our hero became sorrowfully certain that a conspiracy | 
existed to prevent him rising in the world. Still poor Flimsey per- 
severed and strove to make himself a name, until at length an event | 
happened which reduced him to despair. A powerful description | 
(about a column and a half) of a chimney on fire, on which he had | 
lavished the utmost resources of his intellect, and sent ‘‘ special’’ to | 
the Zimes, saw the light of publicity asa three-line par, and Tom's | 
reason tottered. A mad craving for revenge took possession of his | 
soul. Weird remembrances flashed upon him—stories of desperate 
men who, traflicking with the Powers of Darkness, had compassed 
their desires and taken front seats on the Pinnacle of Fame. 

In his then desperate mood Tom was good for business with Beel- 
zebub himself, but, unfortunately—or fortunately—he hadn't the 
remotest idea of the means by which negotiations might be entered 
into. So, in default of raising the Devil, he raised the wind, by a 
process in which his great coat and an avuncular relative were brought 
into intimate connection, and hied him tothe Cadgers Arms—time 
out of mind the haunt of manifold sinners—there to ponder o’er his 
wrongs and hatch up some scheme whereby they might be righted 
Seated in the grimy parlour of that dismal house-of-call, the wretched 
man invoked the counsel of a powerful unsweetened Djinn, and, the 
Spirit rapidly disappearing, absorbed by Tom's earnestness, another 


selected you as the instrument to effect my purpose. 


THE Bay or Biscay.” [ Consternation. 


| and yet another succeeded, and still our hero sat brooding, though his 


hatching powers were as big a failure as ever. He was just about to 
call for another Djinn, when he suddenly became aware that a Mys- 
terious Being, with rolling hair and dishevelled eyes, was striking an 
attitude before him. Flimsey’s very soul quaked. He felt that some- 
thing extraordinary was about to happen, for he instinctively knew, 
from the optical and capillary peculiarities above alluded to, that his 
awesome vis-d-vis must be a Genius. 

He was not mistaken, for in another moment the mysterious one, 
abruptly changing his pose, upset a pile of spittoons, and, clearing his 
throat with a preparatory hem, addressed his astonished auditor as 
follows: ‘‘ Young man, in me you behold the Genius of Sensation! 
For ages past insular prejudice has kept mein subjection, but now 
the ball is at my feet, the time is ripe, and I have decreed that the 
jocrnalism of this country shall undergo a mighty change. I have 

You are doubt- 
less aware that the incommensurability of the cosmic entities is 
really but the Eidolon of a Simulacrum, and that the truthful and the 
beautiful are mostly six of one and half-a-dozen of the other—prin- 
cipally, I may remark, the other. But let that pass. I know your history 
and sympathise with your aspirations. Obey me implicitly, and bound- 
less wealth and all the glories of leaded type shall yet be yours. Receive 
this scroll. It is a recipe for compounding the Concentrated Elixir of 
Sensation, one drop of which placed upon the tongueof the least imagina- 
tive mortal will instantly endow him with such matchless powers of de- 


scription that he may with ease outdo Munchausen at the Baron's 
| own game, while wonder mutely lurks in millions who will swell the 


circulation of the paper blessed with his effusions. Be wary in its use, 
and you are a made man.”” And the Genius disappeared. 

Tom was struck all of a heap, and thought he must be dreaming. 
He was inclined at first to put it down to the Djinns, but the scroll 
now caught his eye, and he hastened to master its contents. It ran 
as follows: “ Take an ounce of fact and a ton of theory, with sufficient 
fluent gush to float it. Add Lampriére, Barton's Anatomy, and 
Cotton’s Montaigne, of each as much as you can remember. Stir with 
a French dictionary, and add salt (attic, if possible) to taste.” Slowly 
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the meaning of all this dawned upon Flimsey’s brain, but when he 
once realised the importance of his possession he speedily set to work 
to turn its virtues to account. By a series of fortuitous flukes Tom 
captured the confidence of a great capitalist and imparted to him the 
properties of the mysterious recipe. ‘The great capitalist was a shrewd 
man, and at once seeing a brilliant opportunity for business, started a 
new paper, with Tom for editor. By this time cur hero had successfully 
manufactured the elixir in large quantities, and for weeks he tas 
nothing else. The effect upon his writings was simply magical. 
Wonders upon wonders flowed from his pen, and the public first of 
all bought the paper because they couldn’t understand what on earth 
it was all about, and then continued to support it because after a short 
course of Tom's lucubrations they became quite incapable of under- 
standing anything else. So the paper throve marvellously, and as 
nothing succeeds like success, it begot imitatore, and the secret of the 
elixir oozing out, the kingdom became overrun by sensational writers, 
and thus the wicked will of the Genius was worked out. ' 

And whatever people may say about the wonderful leading articles 
of the modern press being the outcome of nineteenth-century civili- 
sation, depend upon it, dear reader, that in nine cises out of ten 
the basis of the superstructure is to be found in the mysterious seroll 
which was the secret of Tom Fllimsey’s success. 


eee 


The Same only Different. 


A “ Soorrry’”’ paper, speaking of the effect of London fogs upon the 
London mind in November, says :—‘* At Charing-cross a gentleman 
who had taken a ticket for Greenwich preferred to end his journey 
where he was, and committed suicide under the wheels of an incoming 
train. Exactly the same thing happened at Farringdon-station on the 
following day.’’ We don’t believe that any man can go through thie 
sort of performance more than once, and even if, “‘ by exactly the same 
thing,” 2 brilliant essayist doesn’t mean to include exactly the same 
man, we may be allowed to inform him that they don’t issue ticketa to 
Greenwich on the Metropolitan Railway. 


In statue quo. 


Tue colossal statue of Liberty which La Belle France gives to the 
Greater Republic is to have its interior ‘‘made up of eompartments,’’ 
and it will be filled with sand. Surely there is a good opening here 
for a homily from those whe hold forth on the eternal fitness of 
things. Alas, for French Liberty—to be divided within iteelf and rest- 
ing upon a sandy foundation ! 


A Fille-er. 


Can it have been entirely a printer's error, or was there a suspicion 
of humour in the statement of a London correspondent that, ‘‘at the 
Alhambra Mdlle. D’Anka makes an exceptional Madame Large’’ ? 
Exceptional indeed — but you can’t’ have too much of a good 
thing, and D’Anka is at least as good ae she’s great: no slight 
compliment. 


‘‘ Thrice is He Armea—.”’ 

In Ireland, for fear of violence, they have to issue writs in registered 
letters. it was an obtuse mam who asked how the postman would find 
himself better protected than an ordinary process-server. It never 
struck him that postmen always carry the mz?. Anyone who requires 
more than this wouldn’t be satisfied with less than proof-armour ! 


Taken as Red. 


‘“‘ScaruerT fever,’’ says @ provincial journal, ‘is epidemic in Haver- 
fordwest.’’ Brevity is Ad the sout of wit here, us it is evident the 
writer does not mean tlLat in Haverfordwest scarlet fever is at once 
similar to and dissimilar from scarlet fever in any other place. Yet 
oe exactly the meaning of what he says,—if he means anything 
at all. 


‘‘ Birds of a Feather——.”’ 

At a marriage lately in Boston, the friends assembled “ finding 
themselves unable to procure flowers, strewed the path of the happy 
pair with feathere.’’ {hemind to which this substitute first suggested 
itself must have belonged to a ‘‘ downy ” sort of a customer, surely. 


Over and Over. 


Txe Russians have commenced to build a bridge over the Danube at 
a place where the name is all right to begin with. No one will dare 
refuse now when called upon to ’Sistova the stream. 


Whitechapel Sport. 


Tr receivers of stolen property have ore time better than another 
during\the year, when is it?— During the “ fenee months,” of course. 


a ee 


A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 
Scunn 1: A O.urt of Justice, 

Justice Mawxines. Oh, there's no doubt you-three men are guilty. 
I shall sentence you to penal servitude for ten years, 

Taree Parsoners. Oh, Lor, Gav’nor, we never did it. 

Justice Mawkixs. Oh, yes, you did. There, hold your tongues. 
Off with ’em, gaoler. 

Scenzs 2: A Village Ale House—a year later. Omstomers at Bar 
drinking, Eater Justice Mawkirxs. 

Justic: Mawxins. Landlord, can you direct me themearest way 
to Clovey Wood? I’ve lost myself. 

Lanpiorp. Qh, yes, Sir "Eaery. 

Justice Mawxiws. Ab, youknow me, then? / 

Lanpiorp. Well, I guess Lought to know you. You gaveme ten 
years’ penal servitude last year, yer know. 5 

Justiom. Mawxins (confused), Oh—ah—yes. A little mistake. 

Porman. Yes, Sir’ Enery, andl was oneof the three, and Bill there, 
with the long pipe, wasanother, Lor, don't you recolecks him? How 
you said there was no doubt as we was gailty. Ha! ha! ha! 

Justice Mawxins(with forced gaiety). Ha! ha! hal Very fanny. 
Glad to see you ng - bos i see, you kicked’ a woman to 
death, I think, or some other little thing? 

Lanptorp. So they said, Sir 'Enery; but it was all lies, yer know. 

Juerice Mawktns. Ah, of course. Well, you'll excuse me now. 
I must get on. I recollect the way now perfectly. Don't trouble. to 
come with me. 

Omnvs. Good day, Sir’Enery. Ha! ha! ha! You was sure we 
was guilty. Ha! ha! hal [ Exit Mawgins hurriedly. 


Somwe 3: A Court of Justice again. 


Josticn Tomxins. Young man, there is not the test doubt on 
my mind that you are a hardened. and a ed aeons utterly 
unfit to live with your fellow creatures, You are sentenced to two 
years with hard labour. 


Scenz 4: Fashionable Hair-dresser’s—a fortnight later. Bater Justice 
Tomxins. He takes a Ohair.. 
Justice Toms. I want my hair cut, and you can shave me 
while you are about it. 


Youne Maw, Yes, sir, I will shave you first. (Lathers him and 
sharpene razors ; begins to shave him.) Does the razor suit your Lawrda- 
ship ? 

ae Tomxins. Ah, you know me? 

Youne Man. Well, I ought to, yer Lawrdship, considering a frt- 
night ago you said I was an abandoned miscreant, and sentenced me to 
two years with hard labour. Keep still, yer Lawrdship, or I shall cut, 

ou. 
, Justice Tomxtns (nervously). Ah, I remomber. Little mistake. 
Wrong Man. Thank you, that'll do. I won't have the other side 
shaved. I’ve an appointment. Thanks. Ah, here’s a sovereign. 
Good dav. (#zit hurriedly.) Phew! I breathe again now I m in the 
street. Upon my word, the Home Secretary ought to have more con- 
sideration for our feelings. 


Scenz 5: A Court of Justice. 

Joustics Jawkins. Young woman, the Jury have found you guilty 
of murder of the foulest kind. ‘There is not in my mind the shadow 
of a doubt about the justice of that verdict. It is utterly impossible 
for you to be innocent. I have, therefore, much pleasure in sentencing 
you to death. (Sensation.) 


Scenz 6: A Bill-rcon—two months later. Justice Jawxtins mingles 
with the Guests. Presently he strolls ints the Music-room. 


Hostess. Oh, Mr. Justice Jawkins, I want you to hear my Com- 
panion play. She plays most charmingly. i 

Justice Jawkine. Charmed, I'm sure. 
turns the leaves of her music.) 

Companion. QOh,thanks. Do youlikethis? It is Schubert's. 

Jawkins. Exgqnisite; but you will excuse me, your face seems very 
familiar tome. Where have I had the pleasure of seeing you before? 


(He bend: over the player and 


Companion (tapping him playfully with her fan). Don't you 
remember / 
Jawkins. No; really I don't. 


Companion (smiiing). Why, don’t you remember sentencing me to 
death at the Old Bailey last month ? My name is Ali-—. 7’ 

Jawkine (hurried'y). I beg your pardon. I have forgotten some- 
thing. (Rushes hastily from the room, seizse somebody else's hat, and 
makes for the street.) 

Ovrsetves. If it is to be necessary for about fourteen people 
week to be condemred by the Judges one day because thor tatoo 
doubt of their guilt, and released the next day by the Home Secretary 
because there is no doubt of their innocence, wouldn't it be as well foc 
the Judges to wear black wigs and long noses, so that their victims 
wouldn’t recognise them? It isso awkward for all parties to meet 
again. 


a 


oo 








a 


r 


y ae _ 
a 
a 


Pas 
. ed 


ra 
td te a A 


Makanda ae i 


Ml 


tl 


= a —-— 


THE RIGHT MEN 


Bill: —“ So roam Daerecks HAS GOT LANDED AT Last, Mo. 
SHOCKING? ”’ 


Mo :—“I'm THURPRITHED THERETH THO MUCH DITHONETHY IN HINGLAND !” 
Jack ;—“ Now's OUR TIMB, DON'T YER sEB! LET US THREE APPLY FOR THE 
Tuey'RR SURBS TO WANT HARD-WORKING, RESPECTABLE CHAPS WHO 
WOULDN'T DO NOTHING WRONG FOR THE WORLD,—1if there was the least chance 


VACANCY. 


of getting bowled out.” 


**Oh, no! we never mention it!” 


We cannot sufficiently commend the delicate reticence of a con- 
temporary’s announcement that a band of brigands, whose chief 
belongs to a family ‘‘ too respectable to be mentioned,” is at large in 
Roumania, and troubling the police. After this, who shall say that 
our fourth estate has become Americanised and regardless of “the 
sanctity of private life’’ ? 


A Pretty Piggle. 


Way would a battle in Houndsditch over the possession of a pig's 
face be like asking “‘ Why?’ in French? Beoause it would be pork 
war. (The gentleman who sends us this says he has a large and 
varied stock on hand. We publish sample in case somebody else should 
like them—we don't.) 


Morro for pianoforte players proud of their “fingering”: Liszt, 
O, Liszt! a 3 oe 
AS THE BEST FOOD 


THE FACULTY RECOMMEND 
4 
s C 
2 
s 


HAPMAN’S < 
Entire Wheat Flour. 


\. THOROUGHLY COOKED. < 
PERFECTLY DIGESTIBLE. <* 
<4. HIGHLY NUTRITIOUS. < 


SP ee” 
BICH IN PHOSPHATES. 


IN THE RIGHT PLACE. 


AIN'T IT 


| 


(Nov. 28, 1877. 


THE CAPTURE OF KARS. 


I sem it on the paper bills, 
I hear it in the busy streets, 
Through every heart the rumour thrills, 
Each tongue the parrot-cry repeats. 
’Tis wondrous news, and quickly flies 
Through rooms and clubs and tavern bars: 
The Muscovites have won a prize,— 
The Russian troops have captured Kars. 


I cannot say if it be true, 
But people say this conquest will 
Affect the fate of me and you, 
And many a page in hist’ry fill. 
The end of English rule is nigh, 
Our Indian empire is the Czar’s, 
At least it will be by and by, 
Now Russian troops have captured Kars. 


All Asia lies before the horde 
Who've beaten back the gallant Turk ; 
’Tis time that we should draw the sword, 
And rush to stop the bloody work. 
I cannot say—I'm such a dunce— 
Why this our future fortune mars ; 
Why must we fight or die at once— 
Now Russian troops have captured Kars 7 


I fancy that the world will keep 
The even tenour of its way, 
In scabbard still our swords may sleep, 
And britain hold unquestioned sway. 
In spite of yelling Turcophile,— 
In spite of letters—leaders — pars— 
John Bull can well afford to smile, 
Though Russian troops have captured Kars. 


A Way Out of a Difficulty. 


Tue plan of tossing the Mayor of East Retford into 

_ his seat having been found so efficacious, it is, with a 

| view to the prevention of further civic disputes, proposed 

| that when a very important vacancy occurs in the City 

| of London Corporation, tossing shall be resorted to. All 

competitors to find their own blankets, and the one who 

| flies highest to win. A referee to be chosen on the 
| ground, and time to be called by Sir John Bennett. 


Change of Name. 


|  Muxurar Pasna has obtained the permission to 
| change his name to MuckKars Pasha. 


Heaping up Riches. 
A wELL-KNown Parisian beggar, Mére Fulalie, has died, leaving a 
fortune of 100,000 francs. It is well to know, too, that she died of 
starvation. How she must have chuckled in her last moments to think 
of the surprise she was preparing for ‘‘ her friends and the public”’! 
How singular that the ambition to die rich finds a home in so many 
and such various bosoms, and that the idea of enjoying life while it 
lasts should be implanted in so few ! 
5 Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 


Epitep By Henry Sampson. 


1878. 


Now Ready, Price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC. 
Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENC 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
BAUTION,—I/ Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh. 


C. BRANDAUER & CO,'S New registered “press 
series’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to vour hand, 


Works, Binmincuax. 
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(‘* The ‘ Lai’ was, some centuries ago, a very 
popular form of verse, which admitted only two 
rhymes. There is something exquisitely tender 
and mvsical in the best known examples. It has 
rarely been ventured on by Eng'ish poets.”—4 
writer on verse-making.) 


A man of Fife 
Once gave his wife | a wa WaT 1) 

A kick. eS ' H Hh oi | —> 
To have his life, te eo “4 eM ie 
She up a knife | rH: 

Did pick. . i ANA 


Then shrieks were rife, | 
And blows in strife PLANE 
Fell thick. : SSS 


NS 


The Gentle Sex. 

Tus mistresses of the Moreton Hamp- 
stead Board Schools have threatened to | 
resign unless allowed to inflict corporal 
punishment. The attempt to deprive 
them of this pleasure is one of the grossest 
attacks upon women’s rights yet made. 
Who, we should like to know, would care 

| 


to be a schoolmistress, and suffer all sorts 
of torments and annoyances, if it were 
not for the pleasure to be derived from 
occasionally making one of their own sex 
suffer severely? Who indeed! 


ae. 





= ¥ - - = ae ee. “3 = mad be ~~ e am wn = 
ee ae > ae ~ = > eet —<— —— 
Se ee er ee ee ee 


AN EPIDEMIC. 
Brown :—“‘ On I say, Apny, 998" JONES LATELY? Hw 1s A CAUTION, BUYS UP OLD POTS 


* This form of verse is registered at Stationers’ | AND CHAIRS AND—— 
Hall, and also under the Trade Marks Registra- Smith :-— Alstustic, 2a?” 
Mom See. Shee uaee Saale Saw Seay Se terme | Brown :—“ He's THETric, 18 HEP Perears HE 18. I DUNNO; THERS'S SOMETHING THE 


How to Bacoms Musicat.—Go in for 
making overtures. — 








to the Drawing-room Bards’ Protection Society, 
Harp-lane, E.C. MATTER WITH HIM.” 
CORVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. | A Lingering Disorder. 


Finst Lavy. Do you see that Bismarck has had one of those) 4 genrieman who was charged at Hammersmith a short time back 
with being drunk and incapable was asked his name by the presiding 


delightful telephones put up in his office ? 
istrate. Prisoner said he didn’t know, or, at all events, he wasn’t 


és ny ne roe be to Lord aohty through it, I believe. 
wiul fun, ve & telephone myself. Saves a fellow going | gure. Sometimes he was called Baker, and sometimes Butcher. In 
out to call on other fellows. Can talk to ’em through telephones, you | either case itwas, we suppose, meet to him, though his being well bred 
know. — | may account fora preference for the former style and title in the minds 
Szconp Lavy. Oh, and has Lord Derby one in his office? I shall | of some others. But this was not all. When asked where he lived, 
ask my husband to get up a pic-nic there, he knows all the heads, and | prisoner “smiled contemptuously at the magistrate’s ignorance, and 
then we can have such fan with the telephone. Let us all go at once. | replied, ‘I don’t live much—I linger.’ ” Considering the connection 
(They go and pic-nic at the Foreign Office.) __ of ideas, one who lingers—and there are many of them playing the 
zoe a ome Seerene. — ween | : ) same old game—can hardly feel much surprise when he finds himseif 
ISMARCK (in Berlin, through tel-phon). as ists : | ‘ ; i “sy ” 
: Ree Lak ee ee ee | first lingering, next lagging, and then “ lagged 
Bismarck (in English). Derby, don’t be a fool. 
; — <a. O, Bizzy, now you're rude. How are bonnets worn No Wonder, 
in Berlin now it sc oe 
Ganuan Orricia (through tlephog). Count Bismarck hat gono to; THz sts curiosity in Now York i wld to bea cutlofish preserved 
the War Office to declare war against England. He says he has been | reer Nsipsey) ; y 
grossly insulted through his telephone —and a human being . always nen important than a mere mie -” 
; : . | matter how big it may be—yes, we have seen many a man completely 
an — By oof nae G Saree ee with MacMahon now. (Zirough | ** disguised in ‘Srink,” and, what’s more, still alive and kicking. Par- 
Tin Mnectce La thet = Lord Derby ? What is it? | ticularly the latter. So, if the New York ‘‘ specimen” is supposed to 
Sante Gee, ta Warshal ct 27 a8 specimen of a wonder, we may safely say once agais, Wonders 
De Brocurs. Yes, in the room with me. VES SITES See. 
nt. Ask him when he’s goi | : 
that ple GENT when he’s going to be a good boy and eat | Pitians ani Minit 
Sxconp Lapy. And oh, do ask him if the Dachess wears front! Own the back page of one of the art catalogues of the South Ken- 
curls now. 'sington Museum is an advertisement setting forth that by using a 
De Brociis. ‘Cre nom de Diew! Mille Tonneres! Nothing but | certain stove a considerable saving may be effected in coals. ‘This is 
blood can avenge this insult. Lord Derby, I will box you on the nose. | hardly a happy “ad,” seeing that South Kensington itself has cost 
Pic-nic Party. Oh, hadn’t we better run away quick. (They run | the nation just the reverse of a great saving in Coles. It is fuelish of 
away.) | the managers to raise the question. 
Dersy (next merning). What's this in the Times? ‘In conse- | ee 
quence of the gross personalities exchanged between Lord Derby and | A Chicoryleary One. 








une ministers of Germany and France through the telephone, the | 
ambassadors at the Court of St. James’s have demanded their papers.” Someone writes to the papers to discuss the question of Coffee 
Good gracious, what does it all mean ? | Palaces, and suggests that these places should have grounds attached 
So | to them for the summer. London coffee must have changed very 
Fitty ps Bavr.—The heifer, of course. | much if there are not plenty of grounds to all these concerns. 
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FUN. 


THE COURTS. 
A GLIMPSE OF WHAT WE MAY SHORTLY EXPECT. 


Tax Reckiessngess or Doc ownzERS. 


CASE in which the Plaintiff, 
John Smith, sued _ the 
Defendant, James Brown, 
for £100, in consideration 
of the anxiety suffered by 
Plaintiff on account of his 
little boy having been 
bitten by Defendant's dog. 
The case was a glaring 
exemple of the criminal 
recklessness of dog owners 
in neglecting to take pro- 
per precautions to prevent 
their dogs from biting 
people. It appeared that 
the little boy, while on a 

' tour of observation, had 
opened the Defendant's 

| front gate, strayed across 
the front garden, climbed 

_ over the side gate, and 
found himself in the back 
garden, where his attention 
had been attracted by the 
Defendant's dog, who was 
sleeping in a corner chained 
up. The unfortunate little 
fellow had then proceeded 
to pull the dog's tail, stick 
straws in his eyes, and take 

his bones away, in the 
midst of which harmless amusement he was surprised to find himself 
caught by the ear by the dangerous animal. 

An absurdly weak show of defence was attempted by the Defendant, 
in which witnesses were called to prove that the dog was perfectly 
harmless and had been the constant playmate of Defendant's children, 
and that the Defendant had not expected the little boy to visit his 
back garden. JDerisive laughter dlled the court as this ridiculous 
defence was gone through and, silence having been obtained, the 
worthy Magistrate proceeded to remark that the reckless conduct 
of dog owners was becoming an evil which must be put down with a 
severe hand, and perhaps the case now before him was the most 
flagrant of the kind that he had ever known. It was monstrous that 
our little ones should be unable to take their innocent walks abroad in 
our public thoroughfares and—and into the front gardens and—and— 
well—into the back gardens—of people, without being constantly 


Smitu ¢. Drown: 


exposed to a possibility of hydrophobia caused by the brutal bite of 


some savage dog! It was time that owners of savage dogs should be 
convinced of the fact that their pets would not be allowed to terrorise 
the peaceful public and render our thoroughfares—and—well—and 
our back gardens—places to be shunned and feared! He sympathised 
deeply with the Plaintiff, and his satisfaction in giving a decision in 
his favour was only tempered by the feeling that the compensation 
demanded by him was miserably insufficient. 


eee 


[Dec. 6, 1877. 


Tue Derenpant. ‘ But, sir, the dog waschained up! And besides, 
what business had the Plaintiff’s little boy to climb over——?”’ 

Tue Macistrats. ‘Pooh, pooh! We cannot hear any of that 
nonsense now. This will teach you to be more careful in future.”’ 
The Defendant having promised to exercise more precautions (if 
possible) in future, left the court, and was violently hissed outside by 
an excited and indignant crowd. 

(4 month or so elapses.) 
Smitn vc. Brown: Tue Reckuusengss oP DoG OWNERS AGAIN. 


This was a case in which the Defendant, James Brown, was sued by 
the Plaintiff, John Smith, for compensation for the distress of mind 
caused him by the Defendant's dog having bitten his son. Defen- 
dant was notorious as having been up before at the same court on a 
similar charge. 

The court was densely crowded by an excited throng longing for 
the blood of the Defendant. Plaintiff laid his damages at £1,000. 

THe Maoistrats (to Derenpant). ‘‘ lam sorry and surprised to see 
you here again on this business. I hoped that the last time would be 
a lesson to you!” The Plaintiff having stated his case, amid loud 
cheering, Defendant was asked whether he had anything to say in 
defence. 

Deranpant. ‘I can only say that my dog was confinedin a yard, 
surrounded by a wall eight feet high, and surmounted by broken glass ; 
that the dog was chained up and muzzled. I should like to know 
what business Plaintiff's son had to get over my eight foot wall——”’ 

Tae Macistrats. “ Stuffand nonsense! It is scandalous that our 
little ones should be unable to enjoy the fresh air in our public ways 
—and—well, and, over our eight foot walls, without being continually 
e to the terror of,” Xo. 

ecision was given for the Plaintiff, with full damages, amid tho 
excited cheering of the spectators. 
(.4 month orso again elapses.) 


James Brown was brought up on a warrant, charged with aiding 
and abetting a ferocicus dog in biting a little boy. Police Inspector 
Bungler said that in consequence of information he had received as 


to the ferociousness of the prisoner's dog, he had requested a Mr. John 
Smith to send his little boy (who had been twice before bitten by the 
same dog) to look into the matter. Under his instructions the little 
boy had penetrated, by means of a crowbar, into a stone cellar under 
the residence of the prisoner and had there found Defendant's dog and 
been bitten by it. 

Tue Macisteats. ‘It is a scandalous thing that——!”’ 

Wirtnuss. ‘The little boy experienced an immense amount of 
difficulty in getting into prisoner’s house; he was obliged to watch 
his opportunity to get carried in in a large hamper of game, besides 
being forced to employ a file and other instruments in forcing his way 
down to the cellar.’’ 

Tus Prisonsr. ‘“ But your worship, the dog was muzzled and had 
his feet chained to the floor—and besides what did the little boy 
want a 

Tue Macistrats. ‘ Don't interrupt! This isa most scandalous 
and revolting case of recklessness on the part of a dog owner. I 
shall commit you to take your trial at the Old Bailey.” The crowd 
was with much difficulty prevented from tearing the prisoner to pieces, 
and he was removed to the cells. 

a * a * * 

James Brown was yesterday sentenced to penal servitude for life for 

having feloniously encouraged a ferocious dog to bite a little boy 


named Smith. 

CAREER—RECOMMENDED TO YoUunG Magn sEREKINGA 
PROFESSION. 

A boy named Hopliss Savvidge was brought up at the —— Police 


A VayInG 
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Court, charged with destroying most of the hot-house plants in Kew 
Gardens. The Magistrate sentenced him to pay a fine of one penny. 

An indignation meeting was held later in the day to protest against 
the inhumanity of the Magistrate's sentence in the case of the unfor- 
tunate little boy Savvidge. 

A present of buns and sweetmeats was subsequently sent to the poor 
little fellow. 

(A few years elapee.) 

A brutal-looking young man named Hopliss Savvidge was brought 
up in the custody of Dobbles X 3496, ona charge of burning down 
some houses. The Magistrate, remarking that it was a most serious 
case, sentenced the prisoner to one day’s imprisonment and one day's 
police supervision. 

In consequence of several leading articles in the newspapers, pointing 
out the heartlessly severe sentence on the young man Savvidge, the 
Magistrate has been removed from the Bench. A subscription list has 
been opened in favour of the ill-used young man, who has been taken 
into the employment of a charitable lady. 

* * * * 

The sentence of capital punishment passed on the old man Hopliss 
Savvidge (whowas found guilty of roasting to death the charitable lady 
in whose employ he had been for fifty years, and of skinning and cutting 
up her children) was yesterday commuted to one month’s hard Jabour, 
owing tothe universal feeling of commiseration for the prisoner 
throughout the country. 

A petition, signed by 50,000 persons, has been sent to the Home 
Secretary, praying for the release of the unhappy man and for his 
appointment to some Government office. 

The prisoner Hopliss Savvidge has received a free pardon, and has 
been granted a pension of £5,000 a year in compensation for the 
annoyance caused him by his temporary incarceration. A grand 
deputation has waited upon him to present him with a handsome claret 
jug, in token of the estimation in which heis held by the People of 
England. 


Tariffic Reduction! 


A PARAGRAPH which is “ going the rounds” states that beef can be 
bought in Belgrade at one penny per pound, and forwarded to London 
by express trains in six days or less at a cost of three farthings a 
pound. ‘Fat pigs can be bought at twopence-halfpenny a pound, 
and lambs at £1 the score.’”” Perhaps it is this singular fact that 
accounts for the sudden inorease in the price of butchers’ meat within 
the past few days. Such facts as these will have to be unusually 
stubborn ere they will be believed with legs of mutton fourteenpence 
a pound, steak sixteenpence, and an extra charge of twopence a pound 
over all for civility and attention, scale-variation, and the peculiarities 


of book-keeping. 


Of the Sweetest Sort. 

Te rent-roll of the Dake of Norfolk from Sheffield alone is said to 
be no less than £100,000 a year. ‘“‘It seems strange,’ said Mr. 
Pauper, “that this should be called a rent-roll, seeing that it is his 
Dukeship’s daily bread, and he has no necessity to ‘ tear away’ to get 
it.’ It may be daily bread, but if it’s a loaf at all it’s a loaf of 
‘‘gugar.” And yet it seems wrong to call the head of the peerage a 
loafer. 





Storeytelling. 
Wuuicu is the best way to build a store?—A storey at a time, 
stupid. 
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THE ANGEL BOY. 


Tr was a little fellow, and his name was Billy Smith 
(This story is a true one, not a make-up or a myth) ; 
Iyer his summers could be counted as equivalent to ten, 
He'd attracted the attention of contemporary men. 


While the pceet and the painter, toiling on from day to day, 
Found the goal of fame still distant, though their wools were going 


gray, 
Little Billy’s nimble fingers had entrapped the blessed boon, 
In the very short duration of an autumn afternoon. 


"He had sallied forth at morning, and had damaged all the trees 
Which have made the Thames Embankment quite the prettiest of 
quays 
Then he'd shoved his little brother down the fatal Temple stairs, 
And had mudded all the seats well, taking sitters unawares. 


Thence his course had been directed to the region of the parks, 
Where, with other little darlings, he’d the jolliest of larks; 
First they set the turf a-blazing, just to give the fun a zest, 
Then they equirted muddy water over people nicely drest. 


When he'd cut a lady’s eye out with a catapulted stone, 
And a baby in the water had deliberately thrown, 

Little Billy fancied shrewdly it were better he should start 
‘lo renew his little pastimes in a more sequestered part. 


So he left the park behind him, and his happy way he bent 
(Just destroying all the flow’r-beds in the gardens as he went) 
‘lo a nice suburban common, where a line of railway ran, 
And the crossings all were level, boyish impulses to span. 


There he laid a lot of pebbles and obstructions on the line, 

And the scene of decimation he declares was very fine, 

When the passengers went flying in the handy river's bed, 

And they counted forty wounded and just half the number dead. 


Now it happened that a bobby, who'd been watching Bill about, 
Took him up, and proved the charges, leaving not the smallest doult 
That the larky little fellow had committed all the crimes 

That he catalogued and mentioned in the hereinover rhymes. 


But the mazistrate was laughing ere the bobby’s tale was done, 
And he said he should discharge him, for these little things were fun, 
And the public would be savage were the law to treat as men 

Little chaps who gave their ages, in a treble voice, as ten. 


O'er the magistrate’s decision all the London people cried, 

And they took the boy and hugged him, and they puffed him up 
with pride, 

Then they gave him gold and silver, and no end of pretty toys, 

And he’s sitting for his statue as the best of London boys, 


Drive On! 


In the Standard the other day we saw an advertisement which stated 
there was ‘‘ wanted a coachman (single) to live in the house; age about 
80; comfortable light place.” Itis no use, says an eminent authority, 
disputing about matters of taste, and people who prefer to have coach- 
men of eighty @ perfect right so to do provided they can 
get them ready made at that age. It would seem to us, however, a 
somewhat troublesome mode of proceeding, as it is hardly likely these 
Jehuveniles can be persuaded to “ live in the house’ for any length of 
time, no matter how comfortable and light the ‘ place.’’ 


Bonneting-up. 

Bonnet, the painter, is said to be executing a portrait of Victor 
Hugo, for which his sole payment is to be the poet-romancist’s auto- 
graph. We should have thought the portrait of a poet would bave 
been at least “‘ worth a song,” hitherto the smallest commercial 
quantity of value. Poets and painters can hardly be the uncommercial 
folk some people would insist, seeing two of their representatives have 
now discovered an even smaller amount between them. 


‘‘Hinc Ila—.” 

“Tue Bishops strongly object to the notion of Disestablishment.”’ 
So do the butchers object to vegetarianism and the importation of 
foreign beef; so do the licensed victuallers to notions of universal 
teetotalism; so does Mr. Marwood to the disestablishment of hanging - 


matches. 





A Statement. 

Tus registration of the duration of sunshine has, during the past 
few weeks, been all “ moonshine.” This is not a strictly statistical 
fact, but it has the compensating advantage of being one that is 
decidedly true. 
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THE LAND OF GOOD TASTE. 
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Srene'e 0 land Where he people go trooping in packs While the wretched original, still in the gl 
To exult ia a murderer’s image in — _ | Of his acieen, i in egens waite for his ison. - 





There’s a Jand where a person who’s tried for a crime | Stands a capital chance of s ining the blow 
And acquitted as guiltless, in process of time Of observing his figure in wax in a show 
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There's a land whe re the crimes which you shame to recite | And ‘the jeldo-Gissunion of every one ; 
And the greater the horrors, the greater the fun. 





Form the topic of converse among the polite 
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IMPORTATION.) 


Hibernia :—“ LL TACHE YE, I WILL, YE DHIRTY VARMINT, TO PRETIND YE REPRESINT ME!”’ 
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THE OBSTRUCTION SKUNK. 





With delight to its uppermost brim. 
For a roller 18 running that’s driven by steam, 
Its antics are making me wriggle and scream 
From dawn till the daylight is dim. 


A sober and staid looking thing in itself, | 

But oh such a mirthfal and mischievous elf,— 
I am sure that it grins in its sleeve. 

It runs down a carriage, collides with a cart, 

And knocks over busses and cabs with an art 
And a humour you'd scarcely believe. 


But the tricks that it plays with old gentlemen are 

The best in its budget of banter by far, 
And the method’s remarkably neat: 

It catches them just in the small of the back,— 

There’s a shriek and a groan, and a something goes crack, 
And then they are part of the street. 


It ’tices the little boys down to its lair 

At his grunting progression to wonder and stare, 
Then suddenly sideways it goes. 

It jumps on a nursemaid and flattens her out, 

Tt leaves little baby-boys’ features in doubt, 
And macadams their fingers and toes. 


But I’m sorry to say that my joy’s at an end, 
And I mourn for the loss of my comical friend ; 
For this morning I weep to relate, 
It sent all the neighbourhood off into fits 
By bursting and blowing itself into bits, 
And demolished my dwelling as well. 








A Whigwam. 


Au. the guests invited by the Duke of Devonshire to 
Chatsworth House are of course magnificent talkers. 
Equally of course, all the dinners are served in Caven- 
dishes, and the principal drink in the servants’ hall is 
not so much Devonshire cider as half-and-half-Har- 
tington. 


Well, Well! 


A Lonpon correspondent states that “it is proposed 
to turn Baron Grant's house at Kensington into a 
hospital for the well-doing classes.’” Indeed! And pray 
Mr. Correspondent, and what will any classes want to go 
to the hospital for, if they are already well-doing ? 
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‘‘MASTER’S MAN.” 


Tuxy advertised the other day for a “‘ Master's Clerk’’ at the | 


Islington Workhouse. He ‘“‘must have a good knowledge of the 
Master’s books, write well, and be willing to make himseM generally 
useful.’’ Should he suit, the selected of the parish is to receive six 
shillings per week and “all found”’ after the first three months. 
applicants were to ‘‘ bring testimonials.”” What a state of suspense 
the happy clerk will be in until he is informed, after his three months of 
meritorious and gratuitous service, that he is at last to receive the 
reward he has so gallantly won! The rejected among the applicants 


may well take one further step, and if not allowed to enter the work- | 
house as Master’s Clerks, be ‘‘ willing to make themselves generally | 
useful”? in a capacity more usually associated with institutions of | 


this kind. After all, it would be a distinction with only six shillings’ 
worth of difference. 


Irish Wit and Humour. 


Tue Mayor of Cork was so highly delighted with the visit of the 
Duke of Connaught to his city, that he went off at once to the Bride- 
well and liberated all those who were incarcerated on charges of 
drunkenness. There is an amount of Hibernianism in this not readily 
understood by those who have never visited the Green Isle. Even 
they, however, will not fail after a trifling consideration—or for a 
trifling consideration—to see once again an intimate connection 
between Cork and bottle. 


Turf, 
F. Ancuek’s winuing mounts head the list by a terrific majority 


this season. It is painful to reflect that all the time, in spite of his 
large gains, he has been outrunning the Constable. That jock is 
No. 2. 


All | authorities as Messrs. Fildes, Greenwood, Daddy, and Co., can 
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AN ENGINE OF PLEASURE. | A DRAMA OF THE DAY. 
In front of dwelling the road i | | ad . - 
A fact which i filling 2 a shanbies’s “as ” SLAUGHTER, 
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Strange Man:—“Tue way TO THE AgogicuLtunaL Hau, Siné [un 
SHOW YOU THE WAY MYSBLY.” 
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ACT Ii. 
Au! HERB’S MY BROTHER; LET ME INTRODUCB YOU TO uIM.”’ 





A Footprint. 


A “Tramp Cuvn’’ is the latest addition to the fashionable insiita- 
tions of San José, California. “It is promoted by pedestrian and 
hygienic enthusiasts.” We have quite a different name for this 
kind of thing here. And the “ Tramp Club,” as represented b Ts 
y 
| yet be considered a fashionable institution among our worn-out and 
| effete old-world population. 
| Quis Custodiet P 
A Suerrigtp paper says that “‘ the jewels of the Duke and Duchess 
of Norfolk were sent down to Arundel by ordinary train. They were 
in a strong box, which was in charge of four detectives from Scotland 
Yard.” Our contemporary makes no comment on the extraordinary 
fact that, despite all this, the jewels arrived at their destination in 
| perfect safety. 





66 ».2.” 

Says an American paper: ‘‘ Fechter has turned farmer. He has 
about a hundred acres, and makes them pay.’’ Mr. Fun thinks here 
is an instance of the ruling passion. Mr. Fechter was always oppoeed 
to an extended free-list, and now he makes even his acres pay. 


Rade, 


“ Tout Paris au Café” is the title of an entertaining little book by 
| Maxime Rude. The only Rude Maxime in it is the author’s name on 
| the title page, however. 


Wuat is the most likely festival to suit newspaper proprietors, 
newsvendors, stationers, &c. ?—The Festival of the Three Q aires. 
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RIVAL ATTRACTIONS. 


Young Ladies :—“ Goop morninc, Ma. Jonwns; OF COURSE YOU ARE GOING To THE OaTTLE SHow?” 
Curate Jones (with a groan at the thought) :—“‘Ou, MY DEAR YOUNG LADIES, HOW can YOU THINK OF SUCH DISSIPATION! 


Ws HAVE A 


Moruse’s Mszrinc, wrrh Buns anp MILK TO FOLLOW, AND I AM TO SING A HYMN OF MY OWN COMPOSING. WHO WOULD CARE FOR THE 


| WORLDLINESS OF THE CaTYLs SHOW, WITH SUCH A PROSPECT BEFORE HIM!’’ 








LEGAL SPORT: A COMEDY. 
Scuwz 1: A Court of Justice. Mn. Sansaant Smire magistrating. 


Farmer. They hunted over my land and done a hundred pounds 
worth of damage. I've complained about it for years, and now I want 
the law to protect me. If every other day they are to come trampling 
my things down and spoiling the ground, I shall soon be a ruined 
man. 

Senssant Smirxe. Bosh! Hunting’s a legal on They’re not 
bound to compensate you. These gentlemen, I have no doubt, are 
willing to pay for what they damage, and if they’re not, I can’t help 
you. 

Farmer. Oh, that’s the law, is it. All right. Only if I went 
poaching on their ground I suppose it would be different. Well, 
never mind. Good morning, Serjeant, and thank’ee all the same. 

Sunizant Smiru. Good morning, and don’t come worrying here 
again. Remember, hunting is a legal sport. 

Scenzs 2: Sansmanr Smiru's Residence in the Country. 

Sgnsgant Suits (looking out of his window). What doI see? Hounds 
in full cry leaping my garden wall. 

Ssanvant. Yes, sir; and here comes all the company after ’em. 

Sgpszant Smitrz. This is infamous. Why, they've ruined my beau- 
tiful garden. They have disap . Where are they, James? 

James. Oh Lor’, sir, hark, what'sthat? (He runs out, and returns, 
his hair on end.) 

Sgrsganr SairuH. James, you are ill. What have you seen? Speak, 
my man. 

James. Oh, air, the ’ounds, and the ’are, and the ‘orses, and the 
’untsmen ‘as all gone gallopin’ through the ’all and upstairs, and—oh, 
Lor’, hark at that, sir. (4 fearful crash is heard.) 

Sgpseant Suiru ( falling into a chair in violent hysterics). Oh, my 
china, my china. Oh, James, my thousand-guinea vases. Hark at 
the hoofs of the horses overhead. James, they’re in my old curiosity 
room. 





James. Never mind, sir. We'll make ’em = | for it. 
Ssrssant SaitH. We will, James, we will. I'll send the whole pack 
to prison as well——. 
(Enter Masten or THe Hovuwns on horseback.) Se 

M. H. I must apologise, Serjeant, for appearing in your dining- 
room so unceremoniously, but the hare ran for your house, and we 
couldn’t stop the dogs, so we rode in after ’em to see they didn’t do 
more mischief than we could help. : . 

Ssnzeant Surru (livid). More mischief, sir! Why, you've ruined 
my garden, turned my house into a stable, smashed my china, spoilt my 
furniture, and done about five thousand pounds worth of . 
Hang you, sir, I'll prosecute you; by Jingo, I will. 

M. H. What for? : 

Seaseant Smirx. For trespassing in my place, sir, and I'll sue you 
for the damage afterwards. 

M. H. Youcan’t. Hunting’s legal sport. 

Sgeeseant SmitH. Who says 80? 

M.H. Serjeant Smith said so when that poor wretch of a farmer sued 
a Hunt for damaging his grounds, and the Serjeant wouldn't listen to 
him. 

Sersgant Smiru (green). Oh, Lor’! oh, Lor’. 

(Enter Spratt oF Muncy.) ; , 

S.M. Pray, Mr. Fun, drop the curtain over the Serjeant’s suffer- 
ings at once. 

Mer. Fon. Certainly, madam. 
OCusrTan. 


Ex and Import. 


Ir is found that the London charities have suffered to an enormous 
extent this year, owing to the foreign consumption of our milk of 
human kindness. After the export of charity to such an enormous 
extent, it’s condition at home should now be a matter of import. To 
aid the foreigner is not a sin of commission, but certainly to neglect 


the native would be a sin of home mission. 
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IN THE STREET. 

Fimst Mason (on strike). Going to the pub? 

Seconp Mason (on strike). ’T ain’t no good, all the pubs is shut. 
The brewers’ men have struck. 

Fisst Mason. What. Can't we have no beer ? 

Szconp Mason. No. Ain’t tt a hinfamy. 

First Mason. Dang’em. If I was their master I'd see if they 
should strike, the blackguards. Oh, Lor’, Bill, I am just thusty, ain’t 
it awful ! 

Szconp Mason. Ortn’t to be tollerated in a civerlised country. I 
shall choke with dry jolly soon. Cuss the brewers’ men ! 


A ‘* Rogue in Grain.” 

Tue recent rains in India are not the unmixed benefaction we poor 
ignoramuses supposed. A paper of the North-west Provinces states 
that a native grain merchant, of Murree, who had hoarded up immense 
quantities of grain in hopes of getting fabulous rates owing to the 
continuance of the famine, committed suicide when the rains began, 
in despair at the immediate fall in prices. You see, the rapid change 
went “‘ against the grain’ with him, and his grains of India became, 
as it were, 80 many “ grains of Paradise.” 


Bruceque. 
A sratuE to King Robert has been unveiled at Stirling. In these 
days of police revelations, it is satisfactory to find one Roberta SBtir- 
ling character. 


The Scotch Foreman. 


Mxrk1L¥JOHN, it is stated, is anxious to turn informer, and split upon 
some more traitors in high places. Having been stopped in his yjer- 
formance of squaring, he wants to round now. 


A JUDICIOUS JOKE. 
Ir was towards the close of a dull November day that three horse- 


men, clad in the robes of judicial office, galloped their steeds oe 


| the road of Edgware. 
| Justice of England, stopped ever and anon to stroke some baby adder 


The eldest of the three, the Lord Chi 


in the long, green grass, or playfully to twiddle the tail of a gay 
' feathered marmoset in the overhanging branches of the forest that 
skirted the road. The younger judges kept respectfully in the rear, 
discoursing upon the entries for the Waterloo Cup, the last new ballet 
at the Alhambra, and other subjects of engrossing scientific interest. 
| But as the night grew darker, the three horsemen kept more together, 
and long befere the Welsh Harp was reached, the Lord Chief Justice, 
who had a back number of “ Dick Turpin” in his belt, became visibly 
affected. ‘They had not proceeded a hundred yards together before a 
youth, mounted upona Mexican mustang, suddenly appeared before 
them, and demanded their ‘“‘ money or their lives.’ The young high- 
wayman was beautifully tinselled in gold and silver, and had four 
pistols in his belt and a dagger in his boots. His appearance caused 
the judges to wipe away a triplet of tears, and exc in chorus, 
‘*Qh! how he reminds me of Skelt——.” “ Jest not with me, old 
gentleman,” said the youth, “ but give me your robes and your wigs.” 
“‘ What for ?’’ said the judges. ‘‘ Because they will aid me to disguise 
myself after I have robbed you,’ was the virtuous answer. Several 
gleams of hope radiated suddenly from the Lord Chief Justice's eye. 
* Rash youth,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ would’st be a judge yourself; the 
| duties are light, and the pay is good?” ‘ Aye marry, and that would 
| I; but how can I be a judge, master?” ‘“ Lay down thine arms, and 
I willtell thee. But first allow me to introduce you ; these gentlemen 
are Justices Mellor and Lush. Which would you like to be?’ 
‘* Both,” answered the youthful marauder. ‘ Very well,” said his 
_ Lordship; “ here is the wherewithal to purchase a bottle of Irish 
| whisky ; that makes thee Lush, and the Lush in time will make thee 
ae Z — him 7 a knife; it turned his blood to water. 
| ** Mellor—I see, Mellow !” he gasped. ‘‘Oh, my! and you a judge 
cost Then he fell forward on his horse's ell call went = 
emotion. 

And the Lord Chief Justice and Justices Lush and Mellor, taking 
advantage of his helpless position, rode on to the Welsh Harp and put 
up for the night. 

And it is said by antiquarians that a little bird who overheard the 
conversation was so tickled by it, that to this day he sits on a hedge 
hard by and fills the place with a Lushus stream of Mellordy. 


ee 
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| ‘“WHOM THE GODS LOVE DIE YOUNG!” 


‘‘ Wuom the gods love die young,” before Life’s morn 
Has grown to noon, heavy with work and tears, 
That seem to roll before into long years 

Laden with trouble, poverty, and scorn! 

Better to die before the heart is wrung— 

Before age comes, uncared for and forlorn ! 
‘‘ Whom the gods love die young!”’ 


‘* Whom the gods love die young,” years age them not; 
Their happy souls live ever in the bloom 
Of day that fades not, even when the tomb 
May count their years beyond the common lot! 
They sing at eve the songs at morn they sung— 
In Death’s cold hand their hearts with youth are hot! 
‘* Whom the gods love die young!”’ 


A Trade Matter. 


Dean Sranuzy has been giving a lecture on “‘ The Art of Rightly 
Questioning.’”” Why a dean, even though it be Dean Stanley, should 
take this sort of thing upon himself while there are so many Geunistons 
who must know much more than he does about it, we cannot under- 
stand. Next we shall have Serjeant Ballantine, or the new junior 
light, Mr. Edward Clarke, wanting en revanehe to deliver a sermon at 
the Abbey on the whole duty of man, or some such other subject 
hitherto sacred to divinity. It is bad enough for “ outsiders” to 
for free competition and no monopoly; such an advanced notion wi 
never do among the “ protected professions.”” Why, the very next 
thing would be 4 claim for precedence on behalf of that miserably 


mean and common thing, ability. 


The Moore the Merrier, 

Ar Marlborough-street, when Mr. G. W. Moore was summoned for 
having furiously driven a mule, evidence was given that Mr. Moore 
had not driven a mule, but a pony, and that there had not been any 
furious driving whatever, which proves that whoever took out the 
summons must have been rathera donkey. The case was dismissed, 
and rightly so, we think, for it was conclusive that no ‘‘ Bones” had 


been broken. 
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THE HUMAN WORM. 
A Brrrse Baap. 

In this my essay I wish to speak 

Of the frailty rampant in human lif>, 
When prosperous folks have no end of “ cheek,”’ 

But they shake like a leaf at the sound of strife : 
I'll prove in a jiffey, my worthy friend, 

That men have been queer since the world began ; 
So, reader, your sympathy please to lend 

For that insignificant worm called man. 


Where'er I travel, where’er I go, 

I’m struck with the vanity man displays, 
| He grumbles incessantly, that you know, 
And thinks he’s admired with his peacock ways ; 
| But permit me to tell you he simply makes 
| Himself as foolish as e’er he can ; 
In fact, he’s a mass of absurd mistakes 
| Is the insignificant worm called man ! 


He thinks he’s a stoic, devoid of fears, 
Yet see how he'll wince at a stinging pen ; 
And lo! when ill-health, as it will, appears, 
Why, where is your glorious creature then ? 
Why, he whines like a coward (as well he might), 
When once he’s put under misfortune’s ban ; 
Ah, it doesn’t take much of a grief to blight 
That insignificant thing called man! 


| Man’s apt, if you'll notice, to fret and groan, 
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Complaining that trouble upsets his nerves, 
But if you will meditate, friends, you'll own 
He gets more blessings than he deserves. 
Asa rule he is e’er on the watch for pelf, 
Enrolled as a member of Mammon’s clan,— 
| Bah! I view with disgust (though I’m one myself), 
| That insignificant worm called man ! 


~—_— 


| A Watery One. 
| Apropos of the water companies question, a ocontem- 
| 
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porary mentions that we are about to have a “ Well 
Supply Company.” This is as it should be. London 
ought to be Well-supplied. 


ee ee 


A PREFERENCE. 


Sally -—* ’ ——_—____—_———— 
| _ - ee WovuLpn’r You LIKE TO BE AN ANGEL, PoLLy, TO HAVE WINGS This Plot to Let. 
Polly :— No, I'p LIKE TO BE SUTHIN’ BETTER AS THAT, SALLY.”’ Tax plot to assassinate the Emperor William turns 
Sally:—“ Way, wHat?’”’ out to be a bogus affair after all. A case of much 
Polly :—* Ou, I'D LIKE TO BE A ICKLE Moszs IN THE BULLRUSHES.”’ (Berlin) cry and very little (Berlin) wool. 








POLICEMAN X TO HIS FRIEND BILL. All Fools’ Day. 

Daan Brtt,—Now the new order is out, you can get your shop ready | Ir is stated “ on authority” that the new military helmet will be 
at once. Have it handy to my beat. I can collar all the good dogs issued to the troops, not on, but immediately after, the 1st of April, 
*“‘not under proper control’’ (ain’t it a lark), and run’em round to | 1878. This consideration for dates has about it something extremely 
you. The business ought to be worth thirty or forty quid a week, as | suggestive, The promoters of the new military hat, whatever they may 
where I’m on there’s no end of valuable little dogs let out for a five make of themselves, have kindly decided not to establish a dangerous 
minutes’ run of a qvening. I shall expect halves. It’s the finest bit | precedent with regard to our soldiers. 
of luck I ever heard of. I guess the animals will be ‘‘ disposed of ”»— | 
to you—eh, old pal ?— Yours, JoHN MgrixkovicH. | Salad! 




















To F Bill, § Dials. 
ian es. | Tury feel pulses by telephone now. By the same process they 
It Can Hardly Be. | should soon be able to raise beets, if accuracy is anything. ; 





A Catcutra telegram to the Times states that the Government has ' as Resde, Prise One Shilling, 


t last released ld A Khan. This fact h 
before and afterwards contradicted. It is to be hoped this time that HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1878. 


the report is not Ameer Ahanard. | Epitep By Henry SAmpPson. 
Item. pe Now Ready, Price Twopence 
«/ aRTarpesrs are plucky birds.—They always die game. FUN A L MA 4 7 Cc 
Way is London like Horseracing ?—Because it is capital's port. Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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FUN. 


philanthropist, and this once done, fame will follow you everywhere, 
and your portraits will be all over the town.”’ ‘ ; 

I shall never forget how William Walker fired up at this. No; 
much as he would admit, now I had broached the subject, he thirsted 
for recognition, he would die rather than have it unless he knew in his 
heart of hearts he had earned it. ; ss 

“Then,’’ said I, ‘** you may reckon you are never going to get it, 


Dac. 12, 1877.) 








* RECOGNITION.” 


Poor old William Walker! If I were put on my oath at this pre- 
sent moment, and asked to declare who was the really best man, asa 
man, I had ever known, I couldn’t honestly say anybody but him. 
Yet even he became the victim of circumstances, as you shall hear. 

William Walker possessed plenty of this world’s goods, and being 





left early in life 
with nothing to do 
and plenty to do it 
with, went into busi- 
ness as a philan- 
thropist. I don’t 
mean a humbug, but 
an enthusiast who, 
at the end of the 
i. found the 
alance anywhere 
but on the right side 
of his pass-book. 
He used to go about 
giving and giving in 





an unostentatious | 


way, it is true; 
but he did give, and 
that is, perhaps, the 
reason why you 
have never heard of 
him before as a 
model philanthropist 
and great public 
benefactor. 

And yet it must 
be admitted that 
William Walker had 
one great weakness. 
He thirsted for re- 
cognition,and would 
have given a great 
deal to see his por- 


trait in any of the 


illustrated papers, 
or mention of his 
name and laudation 
of his deeds in the 
others. When I say 


he would have given © 


@ great deal, you 
know what I mean; 
he scorned a paltry 
action, and unless 
his recognition was 
realand spontaneous, 
he would have none 
of it. 
when I first dis- 
covered what his 


I remember — 


desire was, calling 


on him, and, turning 
the conversation 
into the correct 
channel, I showed 
him how he was 
going on the wrong 
tack altogether. 

‘* First,” I said, 
“you are giving 
away a great deal 
too much of your 
Own money ever to 
be regarded as a 
true philanthropist. 
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and I went away 
‘disgusted with his 


want of worldly 
wisdom. 
And Nemesis 


must have been dis- 
gusted, too, for a 
very shorttime after, 
when taking up my 
morning paper, [ 
read that my friend, 
out of the very good- 
ness of his heart, 
had got himself into 
grievous trouble. 

Walker had been 
interesting himself 
for some time witha 
protégé, the son of a 
widow, and had at 
last found him a 
junior clerkship ina 
bank. The young 
fellow had, through 
debt and difficulty, 
mixed himself up 
with some extraordi- 
narily clever forgers, 
and a forgery being 
detected through the 
merest accident just 
as a very large a- 
mount had almost 
got into their clutch, 
the gang and their 
cat’s-paw were in a 
short time possessed 
by the police. And 
now comes the 
strange part of the 
story to those who 
knew William 
Walker. 

Urged on by the 
tears of the mother, 
and not without sad 
misgivings, William 
was foolish enough 
to try and “ square ”’ 
the police, and s0 
effect the boy's es- 
cape or lighten the 
evidence egainst 
him. Everyone 
koows how miser- 
ably futile such an 
attempt must have 
been from the out- 
set; ite finish was 
that Walker, while 
trying to reduce the 
amount required, 
cffended someone in 
authority and found 
himself charged with 
an attempt to get 


Mrs. Macarthy :—“Farra an’ I pon’? WANT THE THINGS AT ALL AT ALL, Bippy 
O’Brapy, THOUGH IT’S YOURSELF WID YOUR PLISINT TONGUS I'D RATHER HAVE THAN ANY : 
ONE ELSE TO CHATE ME.” scoundrels off by a 


Why not evolve a 
scheme for the utter 
annihilation of 
poverty and its B. OB. :—“ Tsar's rHRve vor rs, Mrs. Macartuy, an’ eoURB I DONT KNOW ANYONE 
attendant men- yrs In THE WIDS WORRLD I'p BB HALF SO PLASBD TO CaATS.” 

dicity? You just | } r 
start the notion in a ; — “ Detecs” are not 
letter to the Times; promise a thousand pounds; get together a com- | chief witness. There was tremendous excitement, and ihough % the 
mittee; call meetings; invite the reporters and one or two cheap | finish William Walker was acquitted owing to the cunenee : _ 
members of the peerage; the thing will then be taken up at once; | counsel and to one of the jury having been greatly benefit by 
your name will fill everybody’s mouth ; and by and by, when the affair | years ago, he found when he left the dock that Ais portrait was in every 
falls through, you will, at the worst, have given nothing and may have | tilustrated paper in the kingdom ! ties tas 

a good amount in hand. Anyhow, you will be recognised as a true| And I’m sure you'll agree with me, that it served him right. 


the whole of the 





suborning process 
such as is never 
beard of when the 
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THE NEW P. 0. REGULATIONS. 


Tue Postmaster-General presents his compliments to the Editor, 
and begs to forward him for publication a copy of the new Post Office 
Regulations. 

Extra Factctrtrss ror Ostarntnc Sramps. 

1. Stamps will only be sold henceforward at the various Post Offices. 
The price of all stamps, to avoid confusion, will remain as heretofore. 
Persons desirous of purchasirg a stamp must pay ld. admission at a 
turnstile, which will be fixed at the door of each P.st Office. Only 
one stamp will be sold at once. Persons requiring more must pass 
through the exit and re-enter through the turnstile for each extra 
stamp required, the charge for admission being 1d. in each instance. 

2. Stamps henceforward will be supplied ungummed. The charge 
for gumming will be }d. per stamp. 

3, No person will be allowed to retain his hat, umbrella, or over- 
coat while on the Post Office premises. These must be given up on 
entering to an attendant, who will be entitled to charge ld. for each 
article. 

4. Application for a postage stamp must he made in writing on a 
printed form. These forms will be kept at the cflices and supplied to 
the public at a charge of 1d, per form. , 

5. The clerks in charge will receive this form, and hand the appli- 
sant in exchange an order upon the head cffice for a postage 
stamp. 

6. Government omnibuses will ply between the local and head 
cftices for the convenience of the public. The charge for conveyance 
within the radius will be 6d. 

7. On arrival at the head office the applicant must hand his order to 
the hall porter, who will give him in exchange a numbered ticket, for 
which the authorised charge will be 1d. 

8. On receipt of his number the applicant must pass into the waiting 
room, and remain there until his number is called out. The authorised 
charge for the use of the waiting room will be 1d. 

9. Upon hearing his number called the applicant may proceed to 
the Room for the Sale of Postage Stamps. The charge for admission 
to this room will be 1d. 

10. The applicant, upon presentation of his number, will receive a 
postage stamp of the value required and indicated on the original 
order. 

11. The fee for comparing the number with the original order will 
be Id. 

12. The applicant, on receipt of the postage stamp, will be required 
to give a written acknowledgment for the same in a book kept for that 
purpose. The acknowledgment will require a penny receipt stamp. 

13. The receipt stamps will be specially printed for the Post Oflice, 
and wil! be issued to the public at a charge of I'wo-pence. 

The TPostmaster-General believes that these regulations will greatly 
facilitate the sale of postage stamps, at the same time making the Post 
Office what it never has been yet, viz., 8 paying branch of the Govern- 
ment service, N.B.— On January lst, 1878, will be issued some new 
and important regulations with regard to newspaper wrappers. The 
General Port Office Budget of Comicalities, with a poetical introduc- 
tion by the Postmaster-General, is now ready. 

(Signed) Manners, Postmaster-General, 


Cause and Effect. 


Mra. Fenwick Miter, lecturing on the human brain and its func- 
tions, insisted on the necessity of a full amount of sleep, and expressed 
her conviction “‘ that the idea of ‘ saving time’ by taking an extremely 
short allowance of sleep was a dangerous physiological delusion.”” Of 
course it is; the majority of the people who boa-t of their ability to 
do without sleep in large quantities never realise the fact that a goo 
deal of what they consider their most wice-awake time is in reality a 
very sleepy period. That's * how it’s done.”’ 








Fruitful. 

Tx King of Spain is to be married shortly to the Princess Mercedes 
d’Orleans, In addition to rank there is much suvgestion cf riches in 
this union. His Majesty is bound to possess plenty of ‘‘ Spanish,” 
while a lady of the house of Orleans can never be wanting a * plum.” 

Rabbit It! 

Mr. Ransits has been chosen by the Southwark Liberal “ Tw 
Hundred’’ as one of their candidates for that borough. The Two 
Hundred seem to have a notion of the “ fitness of things,’’ for who can 
understand more about burrows than rabbits ¢ 


Art Mem, 


NATURALLY all the Marquis of Westminater’s daughters are in the | 


“ Grosvenor Gal ’’-lery. 


Sovnp Farsnpsuir.—A Bell sticking up for the Telephone. 
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IN THE STREET. 


Britt. Haulloh, Jack, there's a pcliceman on your front door step! 
Jack. Hush! don’t make a noise. Let's come on him suddenly 
and see what he’s after. 


Buu. If he’s got anything out of your house, what shall we do? 
Jack. Run and get a couple of roughs to help us run him in. 

Britt. Here’s another policeman coming round the corner. 

Jack. All right. Walk by and whistle till he’s gone. If he 


thinks we’re watching, he'll give his pal the tip to be off. 


Positive and Comparative. 


A coop deal of attention has been given during the past week to 
another of Mr. Kerr's somewhat remarkable decisions. ‘lhe notion of 
setting a notorious scoundrel free, and fining a prosecutor £40 because, 
after waiting about the court four days, he had stepped out for an 
hour or less on a matter of urgent business, calls loudly for, and is, we 
believe, likely to receive Parliamentary interference, especially as this 
is but one among a number of judicial eccentricities which are con- 
stantly occurring in the same court. Sins of omission and commission 
have been common among our judges as long as judgment has existed, 
but it seems nowas if weare to have some comparatively graver 
offences, which will be appropriately enough entitled, Sins of Com- 
missioner. 





Good Company. 

Mr. Joun Coz has, says the City Press, undertaken to “deliver a 
lecture on ‘Caxton’ at Tunbridge Wells.’”’? And what he did there, is, 
we presume, inadvertently omitted. The title of the lecture should be 
‘* Caxton and Co.,”’ for Coegent reasons. 


A FEW BLACK SHEEP. 


ACCIDENTALLY OMITTED FROM THE SHow. 


« 
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1. A Detective—from Seotland Yard. 
A non-burying Minister—from Cornwall. 


» 
3. The volatile Turk and the lively Cossack—from the East. 
4, 


The Wife-beater—from Everywhere. 





5. The celebrated Striking Mason—from Life. 
6. The Sunday-morning Cad—from the Edgware-road. 





| 
| 


| 
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THE CONVICT’S RETURN. 


An ALLEGORY FOUNDED ON THR CoNnTINUAL Reports IN THR PAPBR 
OF THE Cximes C)mMMITTED BY TicksT-oF-Leave Men. 


. 
. 





(Honesty and Respactanitity, paleand trembling, flee before Maui- 
PHACTOR THE Past.) 
Honesty and Resprcranitity. Oh, what shall rid us of the Pest 
That tracks us as we go our ways, 
And gives no single moment's rest 
From terror all our livelong days ? 
His pitiless and blighting sway 
So crushes cut our moral tone, 
We do not hesitate to say 
We cannot call our souls our own! 





Hongsty. Yet, stay a bit! The law might bring 
A respite from his galling claw 
ResPectasitity. Of course it might! The very thing! 


Well hand him over to the law! 


(The scene changes to a Criminal Court. MatuitpHactor ts tried and 
Sound guilty.) 
Tue Jupe@e (¢o Mat.). Ahem, the jury having found 
You guilty of the most immense 
And shocking crimes, on very sound 
And everwhelming evidence ; 
That these (indicating Honssty and RespecraBiLiT) ) 
may run their good careers 
Henceforth, unharmed and unpursued, 
I banish you for seven years 
To suffer penal servitude. 


Honesty and Resprcrasi.ity (embracing the feet of the Super). 
With gratitude our hearts expand! 
This state of tyranny shall cease, 
For seven years we'll sit, and stand, 
And eat, and walk about, in peace. 

(ALALLIPHACTOR THE PzsT is led away, while Honktoty and Respect- 
ABILITY rub their hands tn anticipation of a long period of peace. But, 
strange to say, there is a triumphant expression tn the eye of MAuui- 
PHACTOR—an expression as of one who, chucklirg, says inwardly, 
“ Aha! I know bstter !’’) 


A few months elapse. Enter Honesty and Reaspectasiity, stt// 
Te)O0ICING. 
Honegsry (digging Respecrani ity in the ribs in pure happiness). 
Long, happy months we've passed in joy, 
And freedom from that tyrant s thumb! 
ResPecraBiuity (returning the compliment). 
And six more years and odd, my boy, 
OF blessed freedom are to come! 


(As they‘ say the words MALUIPHACTOR appears before them. 
and sink trembling to the earth.) 


I thought as how your promised bliss 

Would soon be turned to grief and pain; 
You see they’ ve let me out with this, 

To come and bother you again! 

(He waves a ticket-of-leave over them, and proceeds to commit crimes far 
worse than before. Then they appeal to the law again, and MaLLiPHACTOR 
4s once more tried and found guilty.) 

Tue Jupes (¢o MatitpHactor). As these (indicating Honesty and 
RespgcraBILity) can never get their due 

While such as you are free to run 


They shriek, 


M ALLIPHACTOR. 


BUN. 
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Th-ir courses, I shall banish you 
For twenty mortal years and one. 


(Lionesty and RespecTABILITY -again rejoice, anticipating so long a 
respite; yet again there ss that strange triumphant expression im the cye 
of the prisoner as he is led away.) 

A year or so elapses ; then once more, as Honesty and Raspascrasi.itry 
c-ngratulate each other on their happy release, dows Mattiruactor 
appear before them with a ticket-of-leave. Their hearts sink within 
them; with haggard eyes they appeal again to the law, while Matti- 
PHACTOR commits crimes worse than ever. 


What! ‘Hereagain? My breast is big 
‘With.anger which I cannot probe! 

“Why, what's the use of—dash my wig !— 
"The use of—let me rend my-robe ! 

Why, how can virtue have it's play 
While crimes the like of-yours are rife? 

It’s little use—but, go awa 

To penal servitude for life ! 


(But there is a visible conviction of the useleseness of the sentence on the face 
of the Jupas this time, while Honesty and RespsctaBiiity rub their 
ands doub'fully ; and sure enough, in a couple of years back comes 
Ma LurpHactor with a fresh ticket-of-leave ; and the Jupvea finally 
icars cif his wig, the jury take to drink, and Honesty and Resrxcr- 
ABILITY gtve tt up and commit suicide.) 


Tus Jupae. 





The New Mode. 


Tuere must be some curious people in the Isle of Wight. A 
labowring man named “ Jimmy’”’ (remaining portions of nomenclature, 
style, and title unknown) murdered the woman with whom he was 
living, ina most barbarous manner, and according toa report pub- 
lished, one of the neighbours “ went inside and remonstrated with the 
man.”” No wonder ‘‘‘ Jimmy’ subsequently left the island, it is 


supposed for Portsmouth.’’ Doubtless he was disgusted with the im- 
pertinence which led to his being subjected to the indignity of a 
‘‘remonstrance.”” It was certainly a piece of impertinence, and like 
most things that are given away, as useless as it was gratuitous. The 
S. A.C. P. should after this take up its head-quarters in *‘ the island.” 


A Gael from the North. 

In the course of a lecture on Scottish song, the other day, in the 
land o’ cakes, Professor Blackie remarked, “‘ that when he saw miser- 
able wretches in first-class carriages smoking cigars, he always thought 
they would be far better employed in schools, learning sorgs.” 
And the musical Gael gae/y closed the lecture by singing the popular 
song “For a’ that.”” But for “a’ that,” we fear the great Professor's 
idea is likely to end in “‘ smoke.” 


A Long Look Out, 


A GENTLEMAN named Wild, seventy-three years of » Was sen- 
tenced the other day to penal servitude for eight years. Doubtless, it 


‘was his extreme youth and the temptation to which he would naturally 


be exposed which led the judge to add seven years’ police surveillance 
to the term of imprisonment which will end when Master Wild is 
eighty-one. 





Unanswerable! 

‘Rea.yy,’ gaid Brown, as he woke in the morning after a splendid 
night, “I don’t think there’s anything to equal a feather bed!”’ 
“‘ Ain't there ?’’ replied the still small voice of Jones, who was already 
up and thinking about breakfast ; ‘‘ what about a bed of oysters!”’ 
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THE HACKNEYED PORTION.—AN EPISODE OF AN EATING HOUSE. 
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** What have you to eat, Waiter! Jugged hare—roast goose—veal cutlet, eh? “ Waiter, this is not like jugged hare! Take it away, and let’s have 
Let me have some jugged hare.”’ some roast goose.” 
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** Why— Waiter, this roast goose is the jugged hare turned upside down. * Why ! here—this veal cutlet is the roast goose, with tomato 
Here, give me a veal cutlet instead.” sauce over it! ’’ 
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** 1’ll go and dine somewhere else—I’1]|—— |!” Then a meek young gentleman enters and asks for turkey and sausages—and he did’nt like te say 
that jugged-roast-hare-goose-cutlet wasn’t like turkey—so that portion was got rid of at last! 
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CATTLE 


I ONLY HOPE HE’LL CUT UP NICE AND FAT 
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THE JOHN BULL. 


—*PLENTY OF MUSCLE AND FIGHTING POWER HERE. 
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AT THE INTERNATIONAL 


Dizzy: 
AT BUDGET TIME.” 
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A BORE. Tay 


Taz man who will constantly talk | 
Is always a horrible bore ; 
You tell him, “‘ I’ve heard it before ! ” | 
But nothing his “ jawing ”’ will balk! | 


*Tis useless to ask him to ‘* walk,” 
He only discourses the more ; 
The man who will constantly talk 

Is always a horrible bore! 


He beats my attempts by a “ chalk ;” 
For one word of mine he’s a: score ! 

To hide, I as carefully “ stalk’’ 
As if for a snipe on a moor! 

The man who will constantly talk 
Is always a horrible bore! 


Personal News. 


Tue distress of the esteemed member for Peter- 
borough has been greatly increased lately by a painful 
domestic incident. Last week the hon. gentleman, re- | 
turning from Hatcham much annoyed at not being able 
to recognise Arthur Orton among the lunatics congre- 
gated there, found his favourite hat cocked very much 
on one side, and singing ‘‘ I’m so Whalley tile.’’ The 
Jesuits had entered the house during his absence and 
prepared this shocking spectacle for the worthy gentle- 
man. He is recovering by degrees. 


A Hidden Hand. 


Tue Duchess of Edinburgh went down into the dock 
at Malta “for the purpose of seeing how her husband’s 
ship, the Sultan, looked out of water.’’ Those who see 
something in everything, and still more in nothing, will 
doubtless find in this and the family connections a 


political tip. One Su/tanis out of water in Malta and N 
the other is fish out of water in Constantinople. (N.B. | 

—This isn’t much of a joke; but then, see how much : 
the suggestion means to tne initiated !) > 


Oh, Law. 


Has the strike of the masons been followed by a 
similar act on the part of the legal fraternity? ’Tis 
manifestly so, otherwise why this rush of foreign advo- 
cates, for we read in the manifest of Arkshaw from 
Singapore, that ‘ 125 bls Penang lawyers’’ have arrived, 


SHow ?”’ 


AT THE ELYSEE. 


MarsHat MacMauon. Really, I don’t know what to do. 
I ought to retire, the whole country is against me. 

Mapame LA Marecuats. Don’t talk nonsense. 
you. You are President, and I forbid you to give it up. 

MarsuHat. But, my dear, how am I to govern with such a minority ? 
My life is becoming unbearable. 

La Marecuate. Why don’t you have the majority guillotined? If 
these insolent men worried me, I would have them disposed of. 

MarsHat. But I can't. 

La Marecuarz. Then you must do the best you can. 
allow you to resign. 

MarsHat. Why? 

La MarecHatr. Mats, mon cher! 
year the Great Exhibition ? 


I fancy 


I refuse to 


How canyouask? Is not next 
Fancy the grand receptions we shall have. 


Fancy the distinguished guests we shall be able to entertain. Fancy | 


the elegant costumes I shall be able to wear. Do you think I would 


allow another woman to be Queen of France, then? Hardly, mon cher 
Patrick. 
MarsuHat. But, my dear, it is represented tome that commerce is 


being ruined by my action in this matter. I cannot yield to the de- 
mands of the majority without betraying those who aided me at the 
election. I must resign. 

La Marecua.e. 
of these men and mine. 

MarsHat. Not another word, my dear. I submit, and I do not 
resign. A man has no business to consider his country when his wife 
wants to be the leader of society Exhibition year. Bother France! 

La Margcuarz. Oh, Patrick, now I love you. Besides, we shail 
never have such a chance again. 


——————— 


Rvussta’s Curistmas Dinner.—Turkey. 
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Then I won’t. Patrick, choose between the anger | 
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‘“SMALL DEER.” 


\ » 


Facetious Diner :—“I say, WAITER, I8 THIS CELERY GOING TO THE CATTLE 


Waiter :—“* Not as I knows or, Srp.” 
F. D:—“I THOUGHT IT MIGHT, IT 18 60 FULL OF Grud.”’ 





PROPHETIC. 
An Exposition France will hold _ 
Next year for all the world to view. 
The Marshal, left out in the cold, 
Will hold an Ex-Position too. 





A Canard, 


Owrne to the strong fecling in official circles against the revival of 
pugilism said to be about just now, the Lord Chambermaid is debating 
the propriety of closing the theatres on Boxing night. (The prin- 
cipal reason why we don’t believe this is because we can’t understand 


his lordship debating the propriety of anything. He is not the old 


lady to allow the least suspicion of anything that is doubtful!) 


His try on ic. 

A HALF-cAsTB, who described himself as “an actor,” is in trouble 
for playing the thief. He was only half caste for the character, and 
preferred a ré/e of bank notes. The gentleman who was called on the 
other day to criticise the performance, stopped his play by giving him 


| three months hard labour under the Act. 





A Poultry Affair. 


Natura.Lty Eggham and Hatcham— or rather, as our Cockney con- 
tributor calls them, Egg’em and Hatch’em—ought to bein the same 
parish. The contributor, a saucy sort of a cockscomb, who sent us this, 
when asked if he could give any reason for so doing, said, “‘ No; not 


| henny.” 


Chinese Con. 
Iv the tea-plant were cultivated in London, where would be the 
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most likely place for it to thrive?—Bow, &. 
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A KINDRED SPIRIT. 


Intending Purchaser :—‘‘ Yxs, 11'8 A GOOD FLAVOURED WHISKY, BUT HARDLY MATURED, I THINK———RATHER TOO young.” 
WHY MON, YE KEN IT’S SA GUDE, IT'S NA POSSIBLE TO KEBP IT TILL IT'S A BIT 


Scotch Spirit Merchant (with warmth) :—“ Youne! 
AULDER. IT MAKES MB A’MOST GREET TO PART WI’ IT.” 








THE GROSVENOR GALLERY. PURE AND SIMPLE. 
Tux Exhibition of Drawings by the Old Masters and Water Colour ' 3 
Pictures by Deceased Artists of the British School is, indeed, a great Wuere Truth its outward mark has set 
success, and reflects the highest credit on all concerned in getting And innocence its dimple, — 
together so valuable, and, as far as the water colours are concerned, so That precious work of nature's met 
complete a collection, illustrating, as it does, the history of that branch The good man, pure and simple. 
of art, and showing the great strength and deserved reputation of some When found, of every ¢rai¢ make sure, 
and the weakness and over-rated value of others; but for the most part, Each feature, look, and pimple. 
judged by their period, the popular men seem to have fairly won their Then say, if oft the Simon Pure 
distinction by careful labour. It is instructive to have our minds re- Is not a Simon Simple. 
freshed by the sight of work that “ held the town ”’ in times past, and 
to know how much of it is really good. Among the most prominent 
Whether or No. 


stand Gainsborough, Girten, De Wint, Turner, David Oox, Cotman, 
Varley, Copley Fielding, Prout, and many other celebrities. In Cox’s A man’s profession has much to do with his way of thinking. This 


work there is much that justifies the great popularity of the artist, | is admitted by everybody, and yet it surprised us the other night to 
while there is very much more of a kind that is now over-rated toa | hear a costermonger describe the rise and fall in the price of potatoes, 
pitch that would have made Cox himself blush, knowing well the true | preens, &c., &c., as “‘ barrometrical influences.” And then, after we 
value of these drawing-lesson sketches. | had interfered for his edification, he asked someone else weather he 


Of the drawings by the Old Masters, it is impossible here to say | wasn’t right. 


more than that the collection comes mainly from the galleries of her | 
most gracious Majesty, and of many members of England's oldest | ‘‘And what is Friendship but a Name?” 
families, where such treasures are best to be found. Thethanks of 47,,.2-Generaz Scorr has come to the rescue of those who are 


all lovers of true art are due to those who now part with their price- 1.04 , : : : 
: : oo ; y to cut each other's throats over the main drainage question. 
less gems for the delight and education of the British public. He has invented and patented a process : iby which town sewage 
. . . _can be converted into cement.’’ This wo just the article wit 
Miss Ella Dietz has made another successful appearance in London | yh i.) some of our friends might cement their iclouichion. 


as 5 reader, * — strictly speaking, as areciter. Her selections are | 

judicious, er art it is onl that it entitles her | 

judicious, and o it 18 only necessary to say it entitles | biguous. 
| 
| 
| 








to a place in the front rank of elocutionists. 
——_—————— A conTgsMPoRARY has an advertisement for “‘a good plain cook in a 
An Institution. quiet gentleman's family.” The gentleman may be quiet enough, but 


Prorasson Hvux.ey is not oversweet upon Technical Education, be- | how about the family ? 


cause, as a rule, it means limiting a man’s general knowledge ; but, of 
TuHres Guipss ro THE Monzsy Marxet.—Russian ‘‘ Advances,” 


course, this difficulty can be got over. At an establishment in Regent- | ON 
street, you can have a Polytechnical education. _ Turkish “ Principles,” and British ‘‘ Interests.” 
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LETTERS TO THE 11D: TOR. 


RFcRIVED FROM JusTLY INDIGNANT SUFFERERS. 





THE SMOKE NUISANCE 
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some right to a voice in this matter, as one who has been for years | 
past in the habit of driving a pair of splendid wild horses at full 
gallop through the most crowded thoroughfares of the metropolis. 

Will life and limb ever be respected in this civilised country ? 


i am, c., Fewrivs Drivan. 














































IR,—It is ‘ime that smokers were 
taught, if necessary by unpleasant 
and severe m: isures, that the clear 
and transparent air is the birth- 
right of all, and that a class of 
narrow-minded and contemptible 
worshippers of the noxious weed 
are not to be permitted to thicken 
it with their sickening fumes. 
Why, sir, I cannot take a stroll of 
a morning to breathe the fresh, 
invigorating air around my works, 
without being blinded by abomin- 
able clouds from the foul pipe of 
some ignorant smoker _ seated 
idiotically upon a gate! Sir, those 
who pollute the atmosphere in this 
way ought to be compelled to pur- 
chase the land for a distance of 
three miles all around them. 

1 am, sir, yours in- 

dignantly, 

Tur Owner oF ASoap 

Factory, AND A 

LoverorC.ear Arr. 


Something Like an Opening. 


Ir the Muse of history should be hard up for a phrase to designate 
the latter half of the nineteenth century, The Carnival of Causes 
Célébres might be not unworthy her dignified notice. We don’t want 
to say anything more about the “unfortunate nobleman’”’ or the 
detectives, but would direct a passing glance to the Williamson and 
Barbour case. The effect of ‘‘ opening the books”’ in this little matter 
is an investigation which competent authorities estimate as likely to 
last over ten years. And after these trifling preliminaries have been 
arranged an appeal to the higher Court will follow. Why, it wouldn't 
have taken Hilpa and Shalum much longer to get a decree nisi. If 
this sort of thing is to continue and to be chronicled in the newspapers, 
the word “ journalist’ will not unlikely be superseded by ‘‘ annalist.’’ 


Curio’s. 

Tus Hapeny, describing a robbery at a railway station, says that 
the prosecutor “ placed his bag, containing food and an umbrella, in 
the cab office.’ We imagine the case was one of curiosity mania 
rather than of common larceny, and confess we should ourselves like 
to see either the bag or the umbrella that went into it. How much 
greater must have been the temptation to an enthusiast te secure both! 





In a Carrotid Vein. 


Txe Herald of Health is supposed by its promoters to be the organ 
of hygiene, and its Almanack, just out, inculcates in a somewhat 
defiant manner the love and preservation of all lower animals. As 
their representative, it is perhaps not remarkable that a dog-matic 
principle governs its rat-iocination, and is at the root of every vegetable 
ventilation. 


Srir,—I am glad to 
read some strong (but 
most just) remarks 
about the disgusting 
habit of smoking from 
the “ Owner of a Soap 
Factory ’’ in your issue 
of to-day. I think, 
however, that while 
protesting against the 
clouding of the atmo- 
sphere by the pipe, he 
hardly lays sufticient 
stress upon the hor- 
ribly nauseating stench 
of tobacco. When 
may we hope to inhale 
a breath of—not only 
clear but— sweet air ? 
I am, sir, yours, &c., 
A Purveyor or Fisu 
Manure. 
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Dog Latin. 

Tusy wanted a nice little line for the tomb of a late Master of the 
Fox hounds. ‘Something appropriate, you know,” said the squire, 
“and in Latin, regretful but sportive.” ‘‘Gone to the dogs’ was 
voted bad form and tooslangy, so they settled it at ‘‘ Packs vobiscum,”’ 


. ape 





Exetra Bad. 

Tue banquet to the Chancellor of the Exchequer at Exeter has 
caused one of our young men to remark that a member no longer in 
the House would be an ex-sitter himself. Captain Burnaby has pro- 
mised to take him across Asia soon for a change of air. 


Parliamently. 
Hatr the French Chamber of Deputies have been out lately in 
“affairs of honour” with the other half. Frenchmen can say with 
truth that they now enjoy the privilege of dual representation. 





THE STEAM ROL- 
LER NUISANCE. 
streets be ever free f t . aa Sea, — With our 
-ei8 Lo ever Iree Irom terrorism and danger while the ste 

roller is allowed to frighten both . 7 oo oe 


horses and pedestrians? I have Oh! 


Ts passing over of the senior captain of the 2nd Dragoon Guards ; 
in the promotion list has been unanimously condemned in the regi- 
ment as an O' Beirneing shame. | 


A Monkey Jack It. 
Tue story about the rejection of Mr. John Robinson’s munificence 
was quickly contradicted. Almost before you could say “ Jack 
Robinson.”’ 


ee en eel 


Law! 
AN aggravated assault ought to be the one that is moet justifiable. 
An aggravated assaulter is however generally considered all the worse 
for the aggravation. 


- 
—~- 





Dramatic. 
One of the principal attractions in the revival of Sardanapalus at 
the Holborn is the Storm Scene. This accounts for it being such a 
thundering success. 






Unfounded Rumour. 


Tar an Imperial lady visitor to our shores says she likes an oyster 
supper because it reminds her of her native Oysteria. 
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AN ASININE APPELLATION. 


‘ But, masters, remember that Iam an ass. Although it be not 
wr.tten down, yet forget not that I am an ass! ”—Dogberry. 


I'« very stupid, I confess it ; 
Cleverness I hate! 

Anyhow, J don’t possess it,— 
That’s beyond debate. 

I rush to my conclusions blindly, 
Foolishly, alas ! 

And so ’twould please me, if you'd kindly 
Write me down an ass! 


I love to watch the children gambol 
(Play about, I mean). 

I like to see young sweethearts ramble 
O’er the meadows green. 

I jump with joy to see them straying 
Through the daisied grass. 

Now, after this, you’ll all be saying— 
‘* Write him down an ass!’’ 


y a | To sorrow I’m a prey, when noting 
i 4 od | a | People in distress. 
Saree a | When Poverty, the fiend, is gloating 
i weg | Batt Sir ae | Over his success, 
4 Baia ) | { grieve to see them, so defenceless, 
TH atte ae Starving in a mass. 
| | All this, I fear, is very senseless,— 
Write me down an ass! 


Full often magistrates astound me; 
Law seems upside down. 
Scant justice do I see around me. 
Folks in wig and gown 
Soon “ batter” one in law’s dominions 
r= as If one’s short of brass. 
—s | pe ae Sa yy I know you'll all, for these opinions, 
« —s * | a LL a Sara fi Vy Write me down an ass! 


I cannot understand the swindles 
Rampant in these times. 


” ” | And oh, it oft enkindl 
A STRANGE REQUEST. ae he Pp sabe ndles 


Young Lady (referring to a popular book) :—“Exn——I want ‘Tuar_ | For aiding me, I'm much your debtor, 
HvsnanD OF MINB.’ Muse, oh, gentle lass. 

Village Bookseller (in astonishment) :—‘‘ Havun’T SEEN HIM THAT I KNOW But after ail, perhaps, you'd better 
or, mA’aM, I’m svRB; BUT I’LL ask James. WHat NAMB, PLEASE?” | Write me down an aas! 


A SOFT ANSWER, ETC. Human Sympathy. 
Nsrvove OLp Ganesapean (v Wascemaxzn). No, none of , then Sheffiald, « par “ye “Sve Seats, Sate waneinntian ove reported - 
do. I t t t tick! tack! tick! tack! e and the anti- 1s can 
=“ ae a jg ol a watch tick, i it keeps nord Ae ot of the fondness people have for crazes and the tremendous hold inanity 
atcumaksr. Ah! I see, sir. You want one of the silent watches | takes if it but once gets a chance, that the deaths of fellow creatures 
of the night. I don’t keep ’em. are cordially welcomed so long as they but give the slightest colour to 
the ‘‘ saute ’’ side’s profession or practice. It is said that many of 
Hod Notion these defiers of absolute fact are in favour of inoculation: it is a pity 
° a new phase of an old style cannot be established in their favour, pm 
_, + Penson entered the residence of Mr. Bazalgette recently and | tried with a view to the development of brains. Remembering the 
annexed ”’ the silver trowel which was used in laying the first stone original source of the practice, it may not be out of place to say that 
of the Thames Embankment. This may have been merely apprecia- | calves’ brains would be better than none. 
tion; it must be admitted it looks much like robbery. a Se re eeeeriaes aan nee 
naturally thinking the latter, says such scum mortar expiate | On Tommay - Next, Price One Penny, 


novel oak on the soafold—that is, they should be compelled to’ tie CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 
aera | Profusely Illusirated by the best Artists. 
un. ee 
° | Now Ready, Price Twopence, 
| FUN ALMANAC. 
| Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalsiel. 


Tus young gentleman who, the moment his father had made his 
will, wanted to enter the old boy for the potato show because he was | 
a test "tatur, has only escaped disinheritance by a fluke. 


Temas | CADBURY'S (aaa 
en ee # rnCOA ESSENCE) :2eustss2zesrs 


Pinte t-pints Sees netat : ascorsa’ Pints vent earres. rode the ee onined op 
sea tye Coemionn ee Greocers, and eo. in mest une: PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. select potters = hanes 
Can be objained stryagh ali Wholesale Houses. UTION.—I/. Cocos thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. Woazs, Binwivenan. 


Printed by JUDD & OO., Phontz Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprieters) at 158, Fleet Street, B.C.—London, December 12, 1877. 
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THE MUSIC OF THE PAST. 


Ler Wagner—the Bard of the Future— go hang, 
With his rumpus and riot and rattle :— 
His praise may be penn’d by a critical gang, 
’s But I heed not a tittle their tattle. 
No tune of the future or present can yield 
Such a charm to this organ auricular 
As yielded the ditties of Dibdin and Shield, 
And of Arne—yes, of Arne in particular. 


Old melodies haunt me from long, long ago, 

Of a taste and a style that have perished. 
Iixcuse me.—I’m rather old-fashioned, you know ; 
And I love what my grandmamma cherished. 
Though years have escaped me, like so many days, 

The desire is incessantly lingering 
To listen once more while my grandmamma plays, 
With her comical rccoco fingering. 


She sang, too,—a little—did grandmamma’ dear ;— 
She would garnish a fugue of Scarlatti 

By letting me hear “‘ Said a Smile to a Tear,” 
Or by crooning my pet “ Batti, batti.’”’ 

To grasp at the latter would cost me a strain ; 
For—though always a creature of sentiment— 

I caught but a word of it now and again, 
Only knowing what one out of twenty meant. 


We fogies have often a way, it appears 
(And a way it is folly concealing) 
Of letting our hearts run away with our ears, 
And our science elope with our feeling. 
Those tones of the past, that have sunk to their tomb, 
May at present be laughed at as funny ones ;— 
I cling to them still in the hours «f my gloom, 
For they carry me back to my sunny ones. 


A Duck Hunt. 

Tue Home Secretary has refused to alter the sentence 
of three months imprisonment passed upon Mr. “ Dido”’ 
Hlunt for shooting a duck. The severity of the sentence 
was Drakeonian. 


A Sentence that can be spelt with five letters. —The 
Sentence cf Death. 


REXT YEAR'S NOTES. 

January.—Thrash corn, also your eldest son; it will do them both 
good. Cast manure to the fields and leave it there. Sow peas and 
darn your stockings. Sce to your digging, also to your “ diggings.” 
Neither are infra dig. 

February.— Sow onions for early crops and give them great attention. 
Onions should always be strorg. A sage always looks after his onions. 
See to cabbage. If vou are unable to, ask your tailor. 

March.—Plant potatoes ; if not in the ground, *‘ plant’”’ them in the 
saucepan; eat’em. Leeks should be seen to—especially if they are in 
your boots. Stick forward peas. Peas should know their position 
and not be forward, therefore stick ’em. 

April.—Make up a bed for cucumbers, and give them an extra 
blanket; tuck them in carefully. See to spring vetches—they 
‘*‘ vetches’’ a good price—but don’t tare them. See to your rye. In 
fact, always keep your weather rye open. 

May.— Hoe cauliflowers; in fact, hoe whatever you can, and don’t 
pay it. Sow swedes, they're swede things. Sre to maize, May's a 
good time for if. 

June —Make hay while the sun shines. He doesn’tshine very often. 
Wash and shear sheep, especially black sheep, such as “tecs.”” Give 
an eye to vour “salary.” Geta‘ riee,” if you can. 

Ju/.— lay just now should bs hay 1. Mind your peas; also your 
q's. Sow collard cabbage. ‘Col’ar’’ it from your next door neigh- 
bour. Hoe freely and defy the County Court. 

Avgust.— Cut corn crops; also bunions. Sow chickweed and ground- 
sel for your singing birds. It’s euch a “ lark.” 

September.—See to your pigs, lest for ypork-you-pine. Take up 
onions, especialJy if they’re drunk and disorderly. But don't eat 
them, especially if you're going to see ‘‘ her.’ She mightn’t like it. 

October.—See to vour cows. And yon in the Isle of Wight, see 


after your Cowes. Fork over asparagus, but don’t fork over your rent 


'. if you can help it. 


November.— Bring dairy cows to the yard, and get your chalks ready. 
Mske cider, but don’t drink it. Slugs and snails are now ective. 


- a ee ee - 


VOL. 23%: 


Stout Gentleman (with a sigh) :—“ Au, Tom, 11's THE PoET Sw 
THINK, THAT SAYS, ‘GREECE! BUT LIVING GREBCE NO MORE ‘ 














DISGREECEFUL ! 
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Let’s not be sluggish, but let's (s)nail them. Train up gunpowder. 
See to squibs and guard your guys. 

December.—W heat may still be sown, so may buttons, but leave that 
to your wife. Repair your fences and offences, because it draws near 
Christmas. Prepare your plums for the pudding, puddiry aside all 
animosity. Sow, that you may reap pleasure from the season. 


A CHRISTMAS RECIPE. 


I want to be jolly on Christmas Day ; 
Will any kind somebody tell me, pray, 
Which is the properest sort of way ° 

To be awfully jolly on Christmas Day ? 


Shall I ask my family, all the lot, 

To turkey and pudding and mince-yie hot? 
Somehow I fancy I'd better not 

Bring ’em together !—not a// the lot. 


What if I choose with a married friend 
The very delightful day to spend. 

That my family might offend. 

Why should I go to a married fricni? 


To be awfully jolly on Christmas Day, 
Just go to work in the usual way. 

Let nothing the festival's reign betray, 
And quite forget that it’s Christmas Day. 


O Roweide! 

Mr. Rows, who lives to show that a man may be notoriously gilty 
without being in any way outside the pale of society, has just per- 
fected a chain which he calls “the Sultan.” According to the present 
chain of events the title looks very appropriate: the Sultan will not 
only find the chain woven pretty securely round him, but may be 
satisfied if he finds the material no worse’ han Oroide gold. 
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WRONG FOR ONCE! 


Our two country friends were just taking a stroll through Billingsgate Market at 5 a.m., with the view oy getting up material for a lecture in 
their native town, on * The stupendous resources of London,’’ when to them irreverent Porter :—‘‘ ULLO! ’BRE YER ARE, OUT ALL NIGHT AGIN, 


MATEYS!”’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
Tue Exhibition of the Society of Painters in Water-Colours opens 
with a fair average collection, most of the artists being well represented. 


The place of honour is given to ‘‘ The Route,’ Sir John Gilbert, and | 
& vigorous and fresh example it is. At the opposite end of the room | 


is one of the most remarkable landscapes in the gallery, ‘‘ The Land 


of Argyle,’ J. W. North, exquisite in colour, beautiful and graceful | 


in drawing. ‘Vhillis’’ and ‘‘ The lee Shore”’ are the contributions 


from A. Hopkins; in both he shows that the society has gained | 


strength by his election. ‘‘ Regatta, Venice, 1877,” is a brilliant ex- 
ample of a number of very clever sketches by Clara Montalba. ‘‘ On 


the Lledr’’ is a fine specimen of Dodgson’s work. ‘ At Walbers- | 


wick, Suffolk,’’ a true bit of nature, by H. S. Marks. ‘“‘ November,” A. 
H. Marsh, full of poetic feeling. ‘‘The Jester’’ is the most im- 
ortant of several clever works by J. D. Watson. ‘‘ Pour la Bonne 
fort,’ J. Parker, is very sweet in feeling, but wanting in strength. 
Walter Duncan and Brewtnall contribute several clever sketches ; 
there are some charming little bits by Birket Foster and Mrs. Alling- 
ham, and one beautiful example by Alma Tadema. 

The Institute of Painters in Water Colours gains strength year by 
year ; the present is the best winter exhibition they have ever had, 
nor is this to be wondered at when °"’ the young members work so 
well and earnestly for the Gallery. The most remarkable work in the 
collection is “St. George,” by E. J. Gregory, a life-size head of a 
warrior, which from every point is a good powerful drawing, strong 
in character, grand in feeling, and fine incolour. Somesmaller works 
by the same hand are full of true art. Herkomer has three life-size 
heads, remarkable for strength and clever handling. ‘‘Not Done 
Yet”’ is a good picture by Seymour Lucas. ‘‘ The Wreck,” W. Small, 
a repeat of his large oil picture, is hung so that the design can be well 
and clearly seen ; it is full of strong dramatic power. ‘‘ Home Again”’ 
ard “ Defending the Bridge’’ are the most important contributions by 


T. W. Wilson, and they well sustain the expectations raised by his 


clever pictures of last year. ‘‘ The Orphans,” H. B. Roberts, is a 
eg subject vigorously painted. Hayes has some clever seascapes ; 
e is beautiful as ever; O. Green, T. Green, Kilburn, Linton, and 





Gow are all well represented. Of the landscape men Aumonier and 


Holloway stand among the first. 

The Grasshopper at the Gaiety, though singularly unlike the origi- 
nal in either conception or execution, is likely to be a great success. 
There is an utter absence of the pathetic vein which occasionally 
subdues all other matters in Za Cigale, and Miss Farren is about as 
unlike Chaumont as one good actress may be unlike another. These 
are to our thinking advantages; so long as we get what is wanted on 
the English stage, why grieve that it is unlike what was produced on 
the French—unless, indeed, for the sake of showing that you and you 
alone know all about the foreign fancies of the piece? It may fairly 
be presumed that Mr. John Hollingshead knows what is best for his 
own theatre; that is the principle on which he seems to have worked. 
The cast is generally suitable to the requirements of the Gaiety and 
Gaiety audiences, and there is a good deal of laughter to be got out of 
a visit. One of the notable features of the mounting are some cari- 
catures in the “study scene,” by Gordon Thomson and Pellegrini, 
which must be seen to be appreciated. 


A RUDE RONDEAU. 


Wuat awful cheek for any wight to try 

To write a rondeau, save those bards so high, 
Whose brows by fashion circled with the bays, 
Alone are fit to pen such dainty lays. 

With these fine birds shall sparrows such as I 

In realms of rhyming e’er aspire to fly, 

Or flap a wing in their especial sky ? 
I hear these songsters shrieking with amaze— 

“What awful cheek! ”’ 


My right to flutter, let who will deny! 
My modest effort let the whole flock guy ! 
I know full well their beaks have pecking ways. 
Now let who will dispute my right to praise. 
My rondeau’s finished, though the cuckoos cry— 
‘What awful cheek!” 
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** Don’t seem to make yer much But it was the means of making the poor shivering 
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CHRISTMAS CHARITY.—A TALE OF A BLANKET. 
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Act I. ** How well it would look to make some poor shivering * Oh, dear, that blanket is much too good! I want it for charit1)!. purposes.” 


creature warm and comfortable this Christmas! ”’ 
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‘* This will be just the article, madam ; you will perceive that it is quite transparent Act IT. “Trecious co'd, ain’t it, Sal? ’Ullo, ’eres a kind lady 
when he!d up tothe light. It is the very worst quality made.” vith a blankit!”’ 
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warmer, do it, though ?”’ creature warmer (internally) after all! ”’ are no longer shivering! Blankets are a great comfort!’ 
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Ocvp Christmas is a merry time, 
Despite the fog and frosty rime, 
When all the broad green fields are clad with snow ; 
For friends that have been long apart 
Now meet again with loving heart, 
Where yule-logs blaze and ruddy cheeks do glow. 


Our walls are decked with holly green, 
And berries all of rosy sheen, 
And mistletoe where lassies loiter nigh ; 
And what is more than this, we see 
Young faces there so full of glee, 
And looks of love, and bright, glad, laughing eye. 


No tear shall start, no thought be sad, 
Now every heart is warm and glad, 

The bells ring out with ever cheery chime; 
And now the clear young voices raise 
A chorus with the yule-log blaze, 

That burns so bright at happy Christmas time. 


Tho’ frost may harden all the ground; 
‘The simple joke, the merry round, 
And tales that tell of cunning fairy lore,— 

The frolic and the games at play 
Make winter night like summer day,— 
The song, like gentle ripples on the shore. 


Come on, old winter with your cold 
Hard frosty front so stern and bold, 
Saow-covered fields and icy brook and rime,— 
We'll give you greeting glad and true, 
And bear the worst that you can do, 
l}e ause you bring us merry Christmas time. 


CHRISTMAS LEAVES. 


Ir is diflicult to say anything of Mr. Rimmel’s seasonable crop that 
hasn't been said before. They are pretty and clever, and their odour 
is Rimmelegance itself. 

There is an inventive genius about the decorative portion of Messrs. 
Marcus Ward and Co.’s handsome cards, sachets, {c., which leaves 
the “ poetry ” far behind. And yet the ‘‘ poet” fulfils one of the 
great requirements of his métier in being extremely hard to under- 
stand. As specimens of colouring, some of these little presents are not 
only beautiful but unique. A novelty in Christmas decoration is 
offered in the way of ‘ wall texts,’’ in which the festive and the pious 
are happily blended. 

That Husband of Mine (Warne) has the advantage of being either a 
Christmas book or a book for any other time. It is eminently read- 
able, and contains some clever page-illustrations by H. Tuck. 

From the same publishers we receive several other books suitable 
for presents at this time of year, and for the young people of both 
sexes who are now on the look out for something of the kind. 
Though we have not space to enlarge on their merits, we can cordially 
recommend Fair Eise, Old Pictures in a New Frame, and Wildeat 
Tower, as being handsome, interesting, and well illustrated. Tyo 
emaller works are the Girls’ Home Book and Seven o’Clock. These 
latter are intended for the time best described asthe pinafore phase of 
existence. 

The City Diary (Collingridge) is a cheap and portable sort of a 
City Press-ent. 

A Holiday Book (Nimmo) is a collection of short stories well worth 


FUN. 


——_ TT 


(Dac. 19, 1877. 








the trouble of reprinting, and likely to pay the cost. Bible Jewels, from 
the same firm, will, we think, be voted rather heavy in their setting. 

Winna (Charing-cross Publishing Company) 1s a novel in two 
volumes. On the page following the title we find this :— To my 
‘Win’ and little ‘B ’ these pages, which they are not yet old 
mough to understand, are lovingly dedicated.’ Affection’s offering 18 
a thing we are always anxious to respect; but it seems only natural to 
suppose that both ‘“‘ Win’”’ and little “‘ B will grow to a con- 
siderable age before they do thoroughly understand the work, unless 
specially educated. For the public, much as it 1s accustomed to flabby 
ind ill-digested amateur novel-writing, Pinna winna do. Unless, 
indeed, in quite another sense. : ; 

Christian the Pilgrim (Morgan and Co.) is the seasonable title 
of a Cantata, the joint production of Wilford Morgan and Arthur 
Matthison. Sucha conjunction may fairly hope to be productive of 
success. 


















To be Let a Loan. 


Tue new Turkish loan of five millions sterling is called, naively 
enough, the Ottoman Defence Loan. The title is perhaps the best part 
about it, for those who furnish themselves with the new shares will, to 
use an expression well known in the English slanguage, find themselves 
“in the chair” at the finish. When the coin is wanted back, the 
borrowers will not only be Mussulmen but Mizzlemen as well. 
















Eggregation, 


An advertisement in the agony department of a daily paper informs 
one whom it should much concern that ‘‘a letter is laying’ for him 
at a given address. It is to be hoped the postal authorities made 
special preparations for this incubatory epistle, and that there will be 
no necessity for the advertises to call for it ova and ova again. 
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CHRISTMAS SKETCHES. 
Strange™ expressions from the lips of a hitherto irreproachable young lady 



















































Charley, I'll swing for you.” 
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A CHRISTMAS RESOLUTION.—A ‘‘ DUOLOGUE.” 
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“E> HE Hvszanp. This Christmas, my love 
tes &\ 4 we'll indulge in the great 
Re KN 4 And respectable virtue, so rare in & 
ORE / sinner, 
ap | ¥ Of freely forgiving the people we hate 
+ @i,--| And inviting the lot of ’em warmly to 
Pe dinner: 


‘aay’ | We shall feel that intensely beatified glow 
Gay ' Which entrances the bosoms of Christian 


forgivers, 
And when will those people recover the 
blow 
Our superior Christian forgiveness 
delivers ? 
Tue Wire. It’s a laudable notion, and 
\ 4X ought to be tried ; 
\. fl Such a noble example to set the be- 
| ‘e nighted ! 
Sa 


© So let us be setting to work to decide 
On a list of the folks to be asked and 
invited. 
I think it is et needless to say 
That we ought to begin with that mean- 
ingless gaby, 
Old Boker the bachelor, over the way, 
Who is always grimacing to frighten 
the baby. 


Tue Hvussanp. Then Wagger, the 
villain, I owe him a rub 
(Why there isn’t an emptier{dunder- 
head living !) 
For trying at getting me “‘pilled” 
at the club: 
He’s a party I feel I shall 
jump at forgiving! 
There’s Bagger, the booby, —a 
man of a sort 
That I hate and despise in no 
limited measure ; 
He ony sneered at my wonder- 
rt— 


po 
An affront I shall certainly par- 
don with pleasure. 


Tus Wire. We must 
ask the De Brownses 
— such people as 
these 
Not an epithet known 
; to the tongue can 
\, disparage ; 
, They fancy  they’re 
} grander than us, if 
you please, 
7 And imagine they 
a crush us by keeping 
= & carriage ! 
They think that their furniture’s 
better than ours, 
Though the taste they display 
| SS in it’s perfectly frightful ! 
S=> he One’s mind, at the thought of their 
es impudence, sours, 
Aud the thought of forgiving them’s simply delightful ! 


Tue Hussanp. Then, Wilkinson-Spiffins, unspeakable cad ! 

(I envy the fellow? He’s more to be pitied !) 

He got the appointment I ought to have had— 
Oh, Wilkinson-Spiftins must ot be omitted. 

Admitting his presence is gall to my sight, 
I’m convinced I shall hardly be able to smother 

My pure and unfeigned and unmingled delight 
At the chance of embracing and calling him “ brother.” 


! Tue Wirz. That beautiful Mrs. McWhirligig too, 
Who comes with her airs and her graces‘ and plainly 
Imagines she’s made an impression on you— 
' Why, I never saw anyone squint so insanely ! 
How people can talk of her “‘ beauty and grace’’! 
Why there’s impudence marked on her every feature; 
One sees at & glance that she powders her face ; 
How I'm longing to kiss and forgive her—the creature! 


ma a a ee 
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Tus Hvusnanp. Forgiveness admitting distinction of 


class 

Would be built on a basis extremely unstable :— 
Our butcher (the savage !), whose charges s 

All the wildest conceptions, shall eat at our table ; 
And they whose transgressions are worst in my sight, 

For whose culpable ways my contempt is the keenest, 

Shall sit by my side on the left and the right, 

¢And —_ wines shall bs best and their plates shall be 

cleanest. 


THe Parr. And lo! when the cloth has been gaily 
removed, 

And the foes we've forgiven are careless and merry, 
And the time with the song and the toast is improved, 

And we're passing the port and the boisterous sherry : 
We'll mingle some poisonous drops in the wine 

(Not allowing our hearts for an instant to harden, 
But still as forgiving, and kind, and benign)— 

And we'll bury our guests in our little Teck garden. 





CHRISTMAS CRACKERS, 


Tue hen is the bird to batch eggs. When you have 
eggs you like ham. You must ask the Ritualists how 
to Hatch ham. 

There is a negro locked up in Justice Hawkins’s 
library waiting sentence. He was heard in a moment 
of shameless depravity to exclaim he should spend 
Christmas with his late master. Only he said, ‘‘I shall 
spend my Xmas with my ex-massa.’’ That's what made 
his conduct criminal. 

There has been a mutiny among the crew of the 
Punjaub, 200 miles west of Scilly. We are of a crew 
engaged on a Pun jaub very often, but we are never 80 
near Scilly as that. 

The Comic Annuals are editors’ (s)mile handicaps. 
Don’t they like to see their numbers go up, too! 


MODERN GREASE. 


ALACK-A-DAY and woe is me! 
Provisions now are very dear. 
Moreover, too, I grieve to see 
Adulteration makes them queer ; 
They sell us mixtures most unclean,— 
E’ en butter now is Butterine ! 


IN THE STREET. 


First Swe.u. I say, Plevna has fallen. 

Szeconp Ditto. Ya-as, so I see. 

First Swett. Gweat blow to the—ah—the—ah. 

Szconp Ditto. To the—ah, yes—the Wussians. 

First Swett. Ya-as. He was their pwincipal 
genewal, I believe. 

Szconp Dirro. Ya-as, something of the sort; but, 
weally, I don’t twouble to wead about the waw. It’stoo 
much. - 

First SweLu. Quite awfully too much, weally ; only 
evewy body's saying Plevna’s fallen, you know; and its 
fashionable. 

Seconp Ditto. Ya-as. Cometomy chambers. Got 
some doosid fine Chartweuse. Come over. A pwesent. 
Come along, old fellah. 

First Sweatt. All wight. I suppose old Plevna was 
a vewy gweat genewal, else they wouldn’t make such a 
doosid fuss about him. 


Imitation the Sincerest Form, &c, 
Tuey had a “white glove day” at the Mansion 
House last week. This is offering opposition to Sadler’s 
Wells in just the very last place where it might have 
been expected. The gloves looked so nice and light that 
even the Lady Mayoress expressed a desire to have a 
set, too. 


A Scotch Currie. 
Mr. Donatp Curnis is a candidate in the Liberal 


interest for Greenock. If he has curriege, and curries 
favour with the electors, he ought to succeed. 


Tue best Christmas number for a bad day.—A 
numberella. 
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A CHRISTMAS REVIVAL. 


Ir was such a beautiful Christmas morning. It might have stepped 
straight out of the Jilustrated London News. There was the snow 
neatly arranged on the housetops and in the streets. There were 
the little boys in 

woollen comforters 

and thick coats, 

running along 
and blowing their 
fingers; there were 
the little girls with 
their tippets and 
muffs and rosy 
cheeks, and every- 
body was so happy. 

Old gentlemen came 

and looked out of 

their front door steps 
and said, ‘‘Ah, it 
was like this when 

I was a boy.” Old 

ladies chirped about 
old-fashioned 
Christmases being 
the best, and the 
redbreasts hopped in 
the snowas naturally 
as though they had SR LE eee AS 1 aie 
done that sort of PRR ky ca RR RR LA 
| thing without inter- ee .-\ Saks fon" 
| ruption for years. 
| ‘** We'll go out snow- 
| balling before din- 
| ner,’ said the old 

gentlemen. ‘ We'll 
| go down to the ponds 

and slide presently,’ 

said the old ladies. 

You see, the coming 

again of the old 

Christmas out of the 

lilustrated London 

News had madethem 

feel quite young 

again. ‘There was 
great excitement 
among the young 
folks when they 
heard their elders 
| talk like this, you 
| may be sure, for they 
weren't quite sure 
| what snowballs and 
slides were like, 
though they had 
read a good deal 
about them in the 
old story bocks. So 
presently, when the 
old ladies and gentle- 

men went out in a 

body to slide and to 
make snowballs, you 

can imagine that al! 
the juvenile popula- 
tion followed them. 

Old grandpa Jones, 

the eldest old gentle- 

man present, hopped 
along on his gouty 
toe and a stick, sirg- 
ing a Christmas 


carol, and the High Church Parson:—“I AM SORRY TO S8B THAT YOU HAVE GIVEN UP ATTENDING CHURCH, 


’ 


general conversation Mrs, MANGLBs.’ 


— oe gg Mrs. M.:—“ Wet, str, I HAIN'’T BIN LATELY; 
ene = jSUE, GIVB UP COMPOSIT&S AND TOOK TO RoMAN CANDLES, AND I WAS ALLUS MORTAL AFBARED OF 


other mysterious ‘ ca 

things, which made ee 

the old folks smack iodine - 
their lips and the young folks wonder why they did it. 

But when they came to a pond and the ladies had stepped 
nervously on to the ice, quite a dispute arose as to which foot you put 
forward first. It was ten years, you see, since a pond had been frozen 
over on Christmas day, and people forget these things. So, to avoid 
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| my feeling, it was agreed to postpone the sliding and make a snow- 
ball. 


The youngsters were quite anxious to see a snowball made, and 
wondered how you began. Now, unfortunately, none of the old 
gentlemen were quite sure, and then there was such a row among 
them that the ladies, in a fright, rushed on to the pond again not to 
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YOU SEB, THEY D9 TELL ME YOU HAV? 


hear the naughty 
language. But 
somehow or other 
the nice cold feeling 
in the air had gone, 
the ice creaked sus- 
piciously, and pre- 
sently half a dozen 
of the ladies were up 
to their waists in 
water, and were 
rescued with very 
great difficulty. And 
the snow on the 
ground also began to 
melt and get slushy, 
and it began to rain. 
Then the old gentle- 
men got their feet 
wet, and their coats 
wet, and their hats 
spoiled, and had to 
go home and go to 
bed, and have gruel 
instead of a Christ- 
mas dinner. So that 
when the next 
Christmas day came 
round they were glad 
it was quite sultry, 
and that nobody 
could bear an over- 
coaton. ‘* No more 
old-fashioned Christ- 
mases for us,” they 
said. And I don't 
think it’s likely 
there’ll be any more. 
Do you? 


Dogmatism. 

Tue Oxford Vice- 
Chancellor has inti- 
mated that no mem- 
ber of the University 
below the status of 
a Master of Arts is 
allowed to keepadog 
while in residence. 
The ingenuous 
alumni not unnatu- 
rally look upon this 
prohibition as gross 
tyranny, and resist 
it with dogged resc- 
lution. Why, in- 
deed, should the 
proctor’s‘*‘ bull-dog”’ 
range at will over 
those sacred pre- 
cincts which are 
ruthlessly tabooed to 
the undergraduate's 
harmless, necessary 


pup? 


Characteristic. 


A BrrMInGcHAM 
paper, describing the 
death of “a local 
character,’ who used 
to live in the old 
belfry at Alvechurch, 
says: ‘*He was 


appointed to ring the curfew bell at 5 a.m. and 8 p.m, which he did 


with great punctuality.” 


There is nothing like being punctual, but 


surely the feu which the defunct ‘‘ character” warned the Alvechurch- 
men to cowvre at five in the morning must have been the light of other 


days! 
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‘*COOKING HIS GOOSE!”’ 


He (fervidly) :—“ Wuart A GLogiovs TIME 18 CuristMAS! ’TI8s THBN ONE FBELS THE TIES AND BONDS OF HUMAN SYMPATHY T's 
’ 


“A fe cy 
pot | Se 
Fah 
‘7 (|\' ANS 5 


Ome I es S — « vr an = = 
ae ee pe — 
O_O 


THEN ONE REALISES HOW GREAT IS THE BENEFACTION OF BEING A CHRISTIAN, AND OF HAVING—— 





She (disgustedly) :—‘“ NoTHING BETTER THAN A LOIN OF PORK FOR DINNER ON A CugistTmas Day! I'M ASHAMED OF YOUR MBANNESS.”’ 











A Good Opportunity. 


AN INFLUENTIAL DEPUTATION. | ‘“‘ An editorship (salary £250 per annum) and a share of the profits 


I po not know if you will deem my simple story true ; in an old-established, select, and popular weekly paper offered to a 
” oan ene and gg I nen it to — | gentleman willing to invest £350 in the paper.’’ As this advertise- 

will not heignoten incidents or colour any fac ent appears in the “ leading literary journal,” it is only fair to 
The boy who would behave like that should certainly be whacked. pel Pat advertiser means S at Sens The ae oe on 
But I am wise beyond my years—my years are nearly nine— the investment is something fabulous; but the worst of it is that 
I read the news to Ma and Pa,--Pa says my reading’s fine ; though everybody—halt, lame, blind, or idiotic—thinks he can edita 
I know about the present war, and all the awful crimes ; | paper, and is ready to begin at a moment's notice, there are very few 
For trials I take the Chronicle, for politics the Times. of this sort of folk who can’t do better with £350 of ready money— 


I read the battles out to Pa,—he loves the little Turk ; ! when they happen to have it! 


Ma thinks that Russia’s cause is just, her mission holy work. ——_ 
And so it fell while talking o’er the leaders t’other night, A Random Shot. 

My Pa and I made up our minds Great Britain ought to fight. A Livaerpoot paper says that ‘‘the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland is 
And then I felt like Joan of Arc—I know that story too, paying a shooting visit to Sir Ivor Guest at Muckross Castle.” Flying 
Of how a spirit whispered her and told her what to do. visits having gone out of fashion, this is the new style, but a Lord 
I felt that e’en a little boy whose country was at stake, Lieutenant is rather expensive ammunition to commence with. But 
Might shake Lord Derby up a bit and bid the Lion wake. remembering the sources from which fashionable information is 


I put on all my Sunday clothes, Pa took me by the hand, _ derived, perhaps after all the statement is only Guest-work. 
And soon within Lord Derby’s room we both of us did stand. | $$ 
I told his lordship why I came; his lordship stroked my head, Faith. 


7 —s ae — Ten —_— | A GENTLEMAN writes to a daily paper “ that having, as he conceived, 
: di aoeee SOF, YOU Come So Ene 8 ee _ undoubtedly contracted hydrophobia, he cured himself by going out 
nd if we think your friends the Turks are worth our fighting for ; shooting.” It is of course evident to ‘‘ the meanest comprehension ” 
7 anne child, is sueement it places in | reach what it was he shot. One cure is as good as another, we firmly 
A ange ‘ . r opportunity to make a little speech. ; | believe, for this disease of the mind, so long as the patient can only 
His lordship talked for quite an hour, reporters took it down, be brought to thoroughly believe in it. 
And telegraph soon flashed his words to every foreign town, 
And everybody said the speech was wonderful and fine, 


' 
‘ 


And ’twas to me he said it all—a little boy of nine. Question |! 

Pa says that England's policy the earl unfolded there; _ Wuar do the City Missionaries say to the fact that all our available 
And when Ma heard what I had done—O lor! how she did stare! | police have been suddenly perverted from Christianity? Since the 
But now I am a hero quite, and when there’s something new, ‘issuing of the dog edict they are one and all Muzzlemen, aren’t 


I'll go and see the earl again and tell him what to do. | they? 
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A SEASONABLE SONG! 


From information I’ve received, 
I fancy Christmas draweth near, 
And, if report’s to be believed, 
The season should be fraught with cheer, 
With puddings, turkeys, beef and beer. 
And those whom sorrow has bereaved 
Now throw aside care’s sombre gear, 
And place this greeting on the wall,— 
‘‘A Merry Christmas to you all!’ 













I greet you, little girls and boys, 

From school and all its terrors free. 
When you survey the pretty toys 

That decorate the Christmas-tree, 

Our older hearts are filled with glee. 
And though you're rather full of noize, 
As innocent we'd like to be. 
God bless your hearts, whate’er befall— 
A Merry Christmas to you all! 
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I greet you, lovers. (There, I know, 
Are some who will peruse this lay.) 
There is no pleasure here below 
Like kissing—therefore, kiss away ! 
You're privileged, on Christmas Day. 
Get underneath the mistletoe, 
And then you can your sweetheart pay 
May life for you be free from gall— 
A Merry Christmas to you all! 
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I greet you, readers, tried, and true! 
({ fear I've often been a bore. 

You don't know me, I don’t know yeu, 
But still, in print, we’ve met before — 
Pray grant indulgence, I implore ! 

Or else what is the bard to do 
If you encourage him no more ?) 

Oh, Friends, may no grim cares appal— 

A Merry Christmas to you all! 























SEASONABLE, IF NOT CORRECT. Called Over the Coals. | 
a Overworked but gallant Irish Porter :—“ DirnicTLy, LADIES—DIRRICTLY, Customer. What do you call those, sir? 
4% | Lapras, Suse An’ 17's IN A HURRY YEZ% ARB, MAYBE, TILL YB GIT UNDBR Msxrcuant. Best screened Wallsend. 
e THB MISTLETOB, ME BONNY YOUNG Lapigs!”’— | Disgust cf the“ exclusive’? Misses CusTOMER. Oh, I suppose it’s the big lumps that aro 
. De Smythes, who * wouldn't think of such a thing!” screened. Screened from view, eh? 





— 
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EASY DOUGH’S IT! Double Intent. 

When the wild dreams of sanguine Youth are fled, Tre Essex Weekly Times, describing some Volunteer mar ceuvres at 
And you're content without the gold of Ophir,— Orsett, says ‘ arrangements were made for eating the Corps in the 
When Fortune vanishes and Hope is dead,— north chancel.” Coming upon this suddenly one would think it 
The best of ways to get your daily bread merely an error in orthography, and that some ancient as well as 
Is to take me the fancy + dle of loaf-er. Eastern practices were about to be revived. Reading on, however, we 
find that “‘ eating the Corps’’ is merely local phraseology for giving it 

ere ha something to eat. Speech in Essex is evidently given to people to 

















A Nailer. conceal their intentions. 
I’ame is indeed a curious commodity. Do good and great things all ela 
your life, and it will, ignis-fatuus like, elude your grasp; but once Mass” Mertinas.— Ritualiatic congregations. 


venture on something eccentric or even fairly and noticeably stupid, 

and for nine days at least you become a perfect wonder. For the . ' am 

past fortnight the provincial press has been full of the veterinary Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 

surgeon and lady who between them provided an Edinburgh mare HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1878. 
with shoes of gold. As all the paragraphs we have seen are identical E Seaw Gian 

in construction, the description given of the business should, for a eee 3 Sees Seer 
good many reasons, be an accurate one. So whatever may - —$—$<—$_—__—— 
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=ennn of the vet and the lady, we don’t envy the mare when we Now Ready, Price Twopence, 
read that ‘‘the nails as well as ‘the shoes were of solid gold, and 
weighed twelve ounces each.’’ Like Midas, this unfortunate animal FUN ALMANAC. : 
could do with something of an inferior quality—and and weight. Full wie of Engravi Engravings ty the Brothers Deli, = =— the Brothers Dalsiel. | 





CADBURY'S 


2, re gu eeP si ¢) 
Ri cue m antl ( 0 C 0 A ESSE i C f PRINCE E ae 


sesories sample bor to Join Hein 70, Oe ree aireetSemace  “*| PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. || WIrty-Tatts 














e® 





mincksam 
Bele Wholesa'e Londom Ageate—N. J.PUWELL &Ce., 101, Wh tachape!, BE. | CAUTION. —Iy Cocos thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stereh, | 














Dec. 26, 1877.] 


THE ONLY DRAWBACK. 


I pngAmT a dream the other night; 
I fancied that the war was over, 
The Turks’ behaviour perfect quite, 
And Europe in a state of clover. 
I fancied that the Russian Czar 
Was friendly with ourselves as ever, 
And Bismarck puffed a big cigar, 
And called MacMahon good and clever. 


I fancied that the Right and Left 
Now loved each other really truly, 
That Erin, of her knaves bereft, 
Had not a single son unruly. 
That England was a land of peace, 
Where Gladstone reigned instead of Dizzy, 
To bid our trades’ stagnation cease, 
And make the hands of labour busy. 


I fanciei that Great Britain lay 
A sunlight island in the ocean, 
Whose folks were not of common clay,— 
Of course it was a monstrous notion. 
But more than that, I sleeping saw, 
And saw it with some satisfaction, 
Their morals were without a law— 
They never did a wicked action. 


Of course, in such a perfect state 
They scorned a worldly entertainment, 
For words upon their ears would grate 
Which anything at all profane meant. 
The playhouse a the hall of song, 
The circus and the room for dancing, 
Were shunned by all the virtuous throng 
Along the narrow road advancing. 


Of course there were no men in blue, 

Because there were no crimes committed ; 
Thick grass around the prisons grew, 

And blackbirds in the dungeons twitted. 
The workhouses to ruins fell, 

There were no paupers now to want ’em, 
For ev’ry man was doing well,— 

The poorest had his daily gu :ntum. 


"Twas just the scene the eyes to bless, 
Yet 1 with feelings journalistic 
(I earn my bread upon the Press) 
Was glad to wake and find it mystic. 
For were the world like that to bo | 
Good-bye to battles, crimes, and cape s— 
A people who from sin were free 
Would give no scope to daily papers. 


A LUCKY ESCAPE. 
Everyropy who sees King Christmas as he is represented agrees 
that he is a jolly-looking fellow. There is mirth in his eye and 


joviality on his cheeks, he is fat and well-conditioned, he can eat a 
grand dinner and drain a flagon with anyone. You can see that 


nothing worries him, that he has a good digestion, because he has 4 


contented mind. It is evident to the most superficial observer that | 
the retreat he occupies during fifty weeks of the year is a snug little 


paradise. The secret of his sempiternal placidity and happiness is not 
far to seek. He is not a married man. There is no Queen Christmas. 
Just fancy, if the old boy Aad been foolish and taken unto himself a 
wife! Do you think she would have allowed him to hob-nob and 
drink with those roystering followers of his? Do you imagine for a 
moment that the smallest fragment of mistletoe would have been 
allowed in the glorious wreath that encircles the old boy’s brow? Do 
you believe that disreputable old Bacchus would have been allowed to 
accompany him in his triumphal progresses? Nota bit of it. And 
if it had been a cold winter I doubt if she would have let him come 
out at all. She would have said, ‘‘ Christmas, you are not well. I 
won't have you go gallivanting about with that gang this } pene Stop 
by the fire, my dear, and I will make you some nice gruel. We will 
enjoy ourselves at home this year. Be good, and I will teach you to 
crochet and to darn stockings.’’ And fancy what a difference it would 
have made to the old gentleman if all the year round he had been 
under the control of his Queen. The little domestic squabbles, the 
rows about the latch key, the various whims and humours of the lady ! 


Don’t you think all this would have made the King very thin and , 


careworn and miserable by the time his annual show wasdue’ He 
would have come out perhaps with wool in his ears and a comforter 
on, with hollow circles round his eyes. He would have been drawn 





VOL. XXVI. 














‘/ MIND BEIN’ OUT IN THE RAIN OF A HARREND WITH A PARCEL! Wuy 
I LIKES IT; IT’S A-DOIN’ ME Goop. I HAIN’T ’AD A REG'LAR WASH FUR NIGH 
TWO YEARS.” 

‘‘ WELL, IF YOU WANTS TER DO THE SWELL, COME ROUND WITH MB, AND 
I'LL ARKST OUR GUV'NER TER LET YER SIT IN THE OVEN FUR FIVB MINITS; IT 
’'ULL BE AS GOOD AS ONE OF THEM THERS TURKI#H BARTHS THEY TALKS 80 
MUCH ABOUT.” 








in a bath chair by a respectable teetotal footman of the Queen’s 
| choosing, and he would have held in one hand a bottle—of quinine, 


and in the other a bowl—of gruel. And Queen Christmas would have 
walked behind with her lips pursed, haughtily commanding the people 
who were waiting to royster to stand on one side and hold their 
tongues. Yes, it’s a very good job, indeed, that King Christmas isa 
confirmed old bachelor. 


Cureious Case. 


‘‘ A prorgssor of surgery has been stabbed by a man whom he had 
dischurged.” It is to be presumed that the man was annoyed at 
being discharged before he was thoroughly convalescent. It is said 
that prevention is better than cure; cure in this case would have been 

revention. But not having had the opportunity of being preventive, 
let us hope cure will be cure, as the matter stand. 





Apairently. 


Tux Prince [mperial, it is rumoured, is to marry the daughter of 
Marshal MacMahon. If the young couple don’t care much about the 
diplomatic union themselves, there will at any rate be a happy pere in 
the case. 


A Chary Compliment. 


Tury gave Her Majesty a triumphal arch of chairs when she 
honoured High Wycombe tho other day. This was a delicate way 
of hinting that the sovereign was their chair reine. 


Tus Bast Sort or Mepration.—Immediation. 


FUN. 


CASES OF REAL DISTRESS. 


(Sommany or A Recent Casm at A =r a -_ Tos - 
brought up charged with neglecting to provide for his wife and family. 
The Prisoner: “I can't get any work.” The Magistrate: ‘‘ Why 
not?’’ The Prisoner: “ Because I'm on strike.” (1!) | 


I.—HORRIBLE STARVATION CASE. 


TO THE EDITOR. 
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R, — Encou- 
raged by the 
spirited con- 
duct of John 
Blank, [ have 
ventured to 
lay my dis- 
tressing case 
before your- 
self and the 
se 

ope that 
some bosoms 
might be 
touched by 
the tale of 
my  suffer- 
ings and be 
induced to 
assist in alle- 
viating them. 
I assure you 
I am abso- 
lutely starv- 
ing, not hav- 
ing tasted a 
morsel of 
food for se- 
veral days. 
I am reduced 
absolute 
skin and 
bone, and am so weak that 1 am quite unable to leave my bed. I am 
sure you will be moved by my story.—I am, dear sir, yours in great 
distress, STARVER, 
Tue Enrror (greatly moved by the story, and most anxious to 
afford some relief in time,—by telegraph). ‘“ How is it you have 
tasted no food for so long ?”’ 
Tus Surrarsr (by return of post). “ Because I don’t choose to 
take the trouble to open my mouth. Pray help me!” 


t 
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II.—SCANDALOUS CASE OF CAPTIVITY. 

Dagarist Sir,— Can you or any of your influential friends do any- 
thing to restore me tofreedom? For three months I have been a close 
peocear in my bedroom, the door being double locked night and day. 

have no opportunity of seeing anyone, and am going melancholy 
mad. I never see a newspaper, and have only discovered that Christ- 
mas is at hand by keeping an account of the days by means of little 
notches cut with my razor on the bed-post. I have but one meal a 
day, and my clothes have been taken away from me. (Q, sir, at this 
charitable season, will you not try to help a suffering fellow creature ? 
— Yours despairingly, CaprTive. 

_ ‘Tus Epiror. (Rushing cff, in deep commiseration, to interview and 
if possible release the captive). ‘‘ How is it that you are thus in- 
humanly locked in? Who has the key P”’ 

Tus Captive. “I have; it’s under the pillow here. You see I 
don't want to open the door, and I’ve given em orders to keep my clothes 
down stairs and never come near me. Oh, do for mercy'’s sake 
rcscue me! ”’ 


*.* We are sure that the foregoing distressing cases only need to be 
made known to our numerous readers, to touch their hearts at once. 


—$<——— 


A Cobbe Lens. 


Miss Powsk Cosne complains that the ignorance and rarrow- 
mindedness of women injure not only their intellectual but physical 
health. No doubt women might be more robust in both respects ; but 
the talented lady must not expect all our fillies to be Cobbes. 


Note, 
Aw R.A. to whose opinions a great many R A.’s will object, ie Mr. 
R. A. Cross. 


NS 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


THE FALL OF PLEVNA. 


At length brave Osman has been forced to yield, 
Surrounded by a vast o’erwhelming foe ; 
There fighting on the fierce contested field, 
And wounded ere he lowered his banner low. 
How this great soldier held the ’leagured town 
’Gainst all the host where Russia’s might was seen, 
Will give him iaurel crown of fair renown) 
That history shall keep for ever green. 
Three cheers for Osman! Give the loud three cheers 
To him who held the fortress to the last, 
Nor yielded he to threat or quailing fears, 
But bravely fought till dark the shadow cast 
By frowning famine, and the bitter cold 
Made pale the cheek and sick the fearless heart ; 
These enemies the valiant and the bold 
Could not subdue by force nor cunning art. 


When every hope of coming help was past, 
He marshalled forth his warlike braves to fight, 
And hand to hand against the foeman cast 
Defiance, though o’erwhelming was their might. 
And gallant Osman bravely led the van, 
And bravely was he followed in the fray— 
In all the fierce, mad battle hurricane 
That Plevna witnessed on that doleful day. 


Who dares to say that Osman was afraid, 

Or shrank to give the Russians blow for blow ? 
He only bowed when famine come to aid 

The cannon and the bayonets of his foe, 
For he was ever ready for the fight; 

But this, that dauntless came within his fold, 
Was worse than stealthy dagger in the night, 

Or traitor that his country’s cause hath sold. 


Three cheers for Osman! Though the day was lost, 
And sorely wounded on the field he fell, 

Like gallant soldier, steadfast at his post, 
His warriors leading in the wild pell-mell : 

They fought like noble heroes, that they are,— 
They fought in vain to worst the stubborn foe,— 

To save their country from the Northern Czar, 
From murder, rapine, and from bitter woe. 


Now comes a call from those who bravely fought, 
And there’s a touch of sadness in the tone ; 
‘“‘ Good cflice’’ from the other powers is sought 
To intercede, nor let them stand alone ; 
Now all that honour or a prestige high 
Could wish to vindicate a warlike fame 
Is done, let us with other nations cry, 
‘‘Enough!’’ Stop now this oruel, wicked game! 


INTERESTED STATEMENTS. 


A NEWSPAPER, in an interesting article on crime and criminal 
statistics, says that ‘‘ we cannot hang a man for less than £30 all told, 
including Marwood’s travelling expenses and honorarium; and £30 is 
the interest on £1,000.” This certainly has the advantage of being 
the most novel way yet discovered of explaining to an ignorant public 
what £30 is, ‘‘all told.’”” The dangerous classes would be much more 
likely to look on £30 as a principal sum of magnitude, than to know 
or care, or even feel interested, as to what amount in interest on a 
larger figure it represented. And even if they cid, they’d prefer to 
have the calculation properly made. A newspaper writer who can 
borrow at this rate would make much more money, and doubtless be 
of much greater benefit to the community, by relending it at “ fair 
rates,” than he will by any amount of newspaper writing. Let 
him open a shop, and we'll: guarantee to find him some first-class 


customers. 


Professional. 
Epitor. We go to press early this week. Have you got anything 
in your head ? 
Contrisutor. Yes, I have. 
Eprror. What is it, a story or some verse? 
ContTrinvutor. No, a bad cold. 


FiNancyLee Successful, 


Mr. Mayzricx (Stephen Adam) has netted a thousand by “ Nancy 
Lee.” This is making money to a pretty tune, if you like. 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH THE HOME SECRETARY. 


= Ir was late one November afternoon that a chariot having on its 
richly-gilt panels the armorial bearings of Fun drove up to the cflice 
of the Home Secretary. The occupant, a young man with a poetical 
expression and exceedingly intellectual brow, and who was attired in 
crimson velvet robes embroidered with priceless pearls, alighted, and 
was shown at once into the presence of the Minister. ‘ You look 
Cross, sir,” said our reporter (for it was he, as you may have guessed). 
‘“‘T am,’’ was the reply, then they shook hands cordially. ‘‘I am glad 
you have called, sir,’ said the Home Secretary, after a few remarks 
about the weather, ‘‘ because I want someone who has the ear of the 
public to witness the sort of life I lead, and to make it known. Have 
you your note-book with you? I should be glad if you would take a 
few notes.’ ‘‘ Thanks! ” murmured our reporter, “‘ but I cannot accept 
them. I have the salary of an ambassador and the privileges of a 
prince, and I am above corruption.” ‘ You mistake me, I want you 
to take a note or two for me.” ‘‘I never run errands,’ our reporter 
was about to exclaim with warmth, but the door opened, and the con- 
versation was interrupted. Some fifty individuals were ushered into 
the room, and drawing his chair back into the corner, our represen- 
tative was a silent witness of the subsequent proceedings. 

The first person who advanced to the Home Secretary was a well- 
known editor of a cheap periodical. Thusly he spoke: “ Sir, a poor 
butcher-boy has just been sent to prison for a week for cutting up a 
horse alive and leaving the pieces at people’s houses instead of the 
meat they ordered of his master. The money he received, boy-like, 
he spent in buying vitriol, and in a moment of playfulness he flung 
some of this innocently enough into the eyes of the people passing by. 
The sentence for such a trifling offence is monstrously severe. We 
demand his immediate pardon.’ ‘Certainly,’ said the Secretary, 
“here is the pardon. Now the next.”’ 

Thusly the next: ‘‘ Mr. Home Scratchery, sir, my ole woman’s been 
sent to prisen for gettin’ drunk and smashing fourieen plate-glass 
windows in Regent-street. She’s been in quod forty times afore, but 
she yelled out this time as a month ’ud kill her. The public's indig- 
nunt and wants her let orf with a shillin’ fine, which [ am willin’ to 
pay out of a hundrid pound as the public’s subscriphund for her since 
her conviction. Will you let her out at once, so as she may go and 
get drunk with the money?” ‘“ Certainly,” said the Secretary, “‘ here’s 
a free pardon. The next.’ 

Thusly the next: ‘‘I don’t think I need say much, guv’nor, when 
I tell yer as Hawkins has guv three o’ my pals ten years for murderin’ 
three more o’ my pals. If I sez Hawkins ——.” ‘ Not another word, 
my man. The name is quite sufficient. Here is a free pardon for 
your friends, and a £50 note compensation for each of them. Next.” 

Thusly the next: ‘*The Rev. Jabez Dawkins, sir, Baptist minister, sir, 
has had three years given him for attempting to prevent the prosecu- 
tion of a long firm swindler. He's been in a fortnight, sir——.” “ All 
right,” interrupted the Home Secretary, ‘ here’s his pardon. If I’m 
in the neighbourhood I'll ae 9 in and hear him preach next Sunday. 
How many more are there? Let me see, fifty. Well, it’s my dinner 
time and I must go home, but you can get half-a-crown each of the 
Treasury and follow me in cabs. I will hear the rest of you while I 
dine.’ Here the Home Secretary rushed rapidly from the room, 
putting on his ulster as he went, and was whirled to his private resi- 
dence in a neat little brougham. Our reporter in his chariot followed, 
and the deputation in hansom cabs closed the imposing procession. 
In half an hour the Secretary sat smiling in front of his soup, our 
reporter was accommodated with an arm chair by the fire, and the 
deputation stood respectfully round the wall of the dining-room. 
‘‘Soup’s beautiful,” said the Secretary; “now then, gentlemen, 

0 on.” 
. The next in turn commenced at once: “I am the author of letters to 
the papers, sir, on severe sentences; I see that a man is to be executed 
for starving his wife deliberately to death. Asan indignant Briton, 
I demand a reprieve.” ‘Soup's beautiful,” said the Secretary, 
“* Reprieve, certainly, my dear sir. Here youare. Next.” 

Next thusly: ‘‘ Sir, 1am a medical man of great experience.” “ One 
moment, my dear sir,’ interrupted the Secretary, “‘ while I help myself 
to oyster sauce with my codfish. Why, James, there are no oysters 
in the sauce!’’ James looked worried directly. ‘‘ No, sir,” said James, 
“T regret, sir, that the cook quite forgot them.’”’ A cloud came over 
the Secretary’s placid brow. ‘‘ And, James, this codfish is co/ld—stone 
cold—I hate cold codfish. How provoking!’’ The cloud deepened. 
‘** Now then, oe pack of people, go on, and be quick with what you've 
got to say. “ t's infamous that a Cabinet Minister can’t have his dinner 
in . Goon.” 

he interrupted speaker resumed. ‘‘ I am a medical man, and it is 
within my certain knowledge that a man now lying under sentence of 
death is a confirmed idiot. I ask you, sir, to inquire into his case at 
once. The State does not hold madmen responsible for their deeds.” 
‘* Can’t interfere,” said the Home Secretary. ‘‘ Next.” 

Thusly the next: “I am a clergyman, and have known a man 
named John Jones for forty years as an honest man. This year 
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distress fell upon him, and his wife and children and himself wer 
dragged down to absolute starvation. Last week he saw a turnip 
lying in a field; he picked it up to take home to his famishing little 
ones. The owner of the field saw him and prosecuted him. The 
county magistrates have sent him to gaol for three months.”’ 
“That'll do,’’ cried the Secretary. ‘‘ Can’t interfere. If men thieve 
they must take the consequences. Cold codfish, and no oyster sauce! 
It’s disgusting. Can't hear any more. James, turn ’em out.’ And 
in the twinkling of an eye the remaining petitioners were ejected, and 
our reporter with them. 


CHRISTMAS SKETCHES. 
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‘« It’s perfectly easy when you once get info it!’’ 





IN THE STREET. 

Mr. Smita. Hulloh, Brown, what have you done with your leg? 

Mr. Brown. Oh, one of the porters on the Metropolitan Railway 
mistook me for a fog signal and shoved me on the line, and a train 
went over me and cut it off, : : 

Mr. Smita. But ain’t you going to bring an action against the 
company ? 

Mr. Brown. Well, no—you see it’s a five years’ job, and I'm an 
old man, and if I was to get a verdict in three courts I might get done 
at last in the House of Lords, and I ain't got a couple of “thou.” to 
lose. 

Mr. Smrrx. But the negligence of the company’s servant was the 
cause of the action ? 

Mz. Brown. Well, I don’t know. I should think so, but, you see, 
the House of Lords might think that I did look like a fog signal, and 
that I was to blame for not having a notice round my hat stating that 
I was not a fog signal. 

Mr. Siro. Well, there’s something in that. What have you 
done? 

Mr. Brown. I've written to the company asking them not to pro- 
secute me for being flung on to the line, and saying that I'm very 
thankful to think I only had one leg cut off. ; 

Ma. Suite. Well, perhaps that was the cheapest way out of it. 
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THE TAILOR. 


** You see that gentleman just going out! My best customer, sir 
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*“*I told you about that customer of mine, sir? Well—(joyfully)—he’s dead’ Got to fit out all his relations and friends with supcifice mournicg. All those 
new overcoats ‘Jl have to be threwn away!’’ (Rubs his hands and chuckles ) 
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“A CABINET COUNCIL.” 


GOOD BUSINESS FOR THE GRAND INTERNATIONAL PANTOMIME. 
Derby :—“ HERE’S A LARK, DIZZY! YOU KNOCK AT THE DOOR, AND CALL OUT ‘BRITISH INTERESTS, AND PLL 


TRIP HIM UP!” 
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MY AMBITION. 


BrHoLp in me a noble lord 
Of very high position, 
And herein I would fain record 
The bent of my ambition. 
Ambition lurks in ev'ry breast, 
Affecting peer and peasant, 
And very often proves a jest 
That's anything but pleasant. 
Now my ambition’s formed a plan 
To buy a baked potato-can ! 


I do not hunger after fame, 
{ need no poet's laurels, 

And politics are not my aim,— 
They only lead to quarrels. 

My name will not be handed down 
Like Cicero’s or Plato’s, 

I only wish to gain renown 
By selling baked-potatoes ; 

Yea, even though my friends would ban 
The owner of a “‘ Murphy’’-can! 


For flow’rs of speech I do not care, 
Nor verbally nor written ; 
My mark's retailing “ floury ware”’ 
To ev'ry hungry Briton. 
Obedient to trade's demands, 
I'd shout ‘‘ All hot!” and “ Try ’em!”’ 
And let the urchins warm their hands 
Whene’er they came to buy ’em ! 
I need no greater glory than 
To own a baked potato-can ! 


Although society may smile, 
And pass mv by with pity, 
I'm going, in a little while, 
To startle all the City. 
‘* We mortals can’t command success "’ 
([ think that saying’s Cato’s), 
But I'll deserve it ne’ertheless 
In vending baked-potatoes! 
I shall not be a happy man 
Till I’ve a baked potato-can ! 
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Educational. 


Paorrssor Hvxtey says that an educational bore is 
the worst kind of bore. This is why they call the cen- 


tres of education Bored Schools. OTHER!”’ 
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POETIC SYMPATHY. 





7.m :—“ Sure, Pat, 17’8 SHE THAT'S THE BALE BBAUTY!”’ 
Pit:—“Turugp ror you, Tim. It’s A SLAPIN’ VAYNUS 8HB I8, AN 


NO 








THE CONQUEST OF INDIA. 


(From tHe History cr Inpra, puBLisHep 1900.) 


Ir was towards the close of the year 1877 that the Czar Alexander 
determined to annex India to the Russian Empire. He never had the 
slightest idea of doing so until he read in the English newspapers that 
this course was fully anticipated, and that he would find the task very 
easy indeed. Happening to be engaged atthe time in a little war with 
Turkey, he was, as it were, on the spot. He spoke to the Grand 
Duke and to the Chancellor about it, and they agreed to start at once. 
Placing himself at the head of a few thousand men, he jumped on to 
his horse and began. Leaving Turkey in the evening, he took 
advantage of the coolness of the night to travel, and arrived in India on 
the following afternoon and had a good look round him. ‘‘It’s a 
bigger place than I thought,” said the Czar. ‘ Yes,’’ said the Grand 
Duke; “I don't quite see where we are to begin; the men had better | 
lie down and get a little sleep while we hold a council of war.” The 
men lay down and went to sleep, but the mosquitoes worried them 
very much. When they were quiet, the Czar and his two companions 
took a stroll into the nearest town and bought a map of India at a 
bookshop. ‘Then they hurried back to the camp, and, having had some 
sandwiches and a pint of Pommery Greno apiece, they rat down to 
study the map. “It is really much bigger than I thought,” said the 
Grand Duke; ‘‘ I’m afraid we haven’t brought enough men with us.”’ 
“‘ And I'm afraid,” said the Chancellor, “that it will be a very ex- 
pensive job. Where are weto getthe money?’ “ Blowed if I know,” 
said the Czar; “ I’m very cross about it. To hear those English | 
newspapers talk, you would have fancied it the simplest thing in the | 
world for us to conquer India, wouldn’t you?” “I did,’ said the | 
Grand Duke, “ but I'm quite certain that it would be very stupid of us | 
to try, now I’ve seen the place.” ‘ What shall we do ?” said the Czar. | 
‘Why, wake the men up and get back to Turkey,” answered the 
Grand Duke; “there's plenty of work for’em there.’ So the Czar | 


| 





disgusted at the way in which he had been deceived that he left off 
reading English newspapers from that day. 





ANOTHER ATROCITY. 


I RoAMED o'er a@ fortified town in the East 
On the day that all Eaglishmen junket and feast ; 
’T was a town near the centre of strife. 
I looked in the houses for pudding and beef ; 
Not a vestige of either abated my grief, 
Not a sound of the season was rife. 


Then I said to a Mussulman, “ Friend, do you know 
Why my heart is o’erladen with anguish and woe, 

And why past the houses I roam ? 
Through the windows, O friend, I would fain catch a sight 
Or a sniff of those dainties, my soul to delight, 

Which we tackle at Christmas at home.” 


I ran through the list of the things I would see. 
He listened, then winking an optic at me, 
Remarked, when my story was done :— 
‘‘T can’t show you all of the things that you ask,— 
To find some you mention were no easy task, 
But I can, and I wiil, show you one.’’ 


He led me with many a smile to a spot 

Where some culprits where certainly catching it hot. 
They were Russians, who'd come in disguise. 

A colonel was havisg them hacked into bits. 

The scene nearly frightened me out of my wits. _ 
‘“‘ Behold,” said my guide, ‘some mince (8)pies.”’ 


Tit for Tat. 


Tux Judges complain that many of the cases brought before them 


and the Grand Duke and the Chancellor woke the men up, and the | are severe taxes upon their patience. Merely an interchange of civili- 
next afternoon they were all back in Turkey. And the Czar was so | ties. The Judges try the cases and the cases try the Judges. 
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TAKING ADVANTAGE OF IT. 
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Oficsr (whose duty it is to be on guard at the Bank) :—“ WHat 7s THE MEANING OF THIS, SERGEANT?—NOT A SINGLE MAN 10 BE FOUND.” 
Sergeant :—“ It's ALL RIGHT, stR. MBN HAVE ALL GONE OUT, SIR; YOU 8BB it’s Bank Holiday to-day, sir.” 
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THE HOLIDAY QUESTION! CHRISTMAS LEAVES. 
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(By ovr CanTANKEROUS CoNTRIBUTOR). 


Eacu Londoner's wearing a smiling face, 
For the holiday season draws on apace, 

And folks are preparing to spend their cash 
In feasting and drinking, or something rash. 
And each labouring citizen now delights 

In saving a trifle to “ see the sights ;” 

And everyone asks me, in accents gay, 

“ Where are you going on Boxing Day ?” 


When I meet with a friend, he exclaims, ‘‘ How do ?”’ 
I reply, “‘ Well, I’m nicely, and how are you ?”’ 
“Oh, I'm ‘tollollish,’”’ he says with glee, 

And a wicked smile in his eye I see. 

Then he “‘ mags ’’ about holidays drawing nigh, 
With merriment in the aforesaid eye, 

And finishes up with a quick “I say ! 

Where are you going on Boxing Day ?” 
To-day I met Jones (he'd been buying toys’), 
And he vowed that the season was full of joys: 
And remarked, ‘“ I suppose you will do it brown, 
And say ‘ du revoir’ to the smoky town. 

Shall you go to the ‘ Palace’ and havea lark? 
Or lay out a tanner at Regent's Park ? 

And wind up by seeing some lively play ?— 
Where are you going on Boxing Day?” 

To every question I answer “ No! 

Why do you ask me where I shall go? 

Why should J go to be jammed and crushed 

At places of pleasure, and then be ‘ rushed’ ? 

I hate to see people enjoy themsel ves— 

A parcel of noisy and giggling elves ! 

So alone in my lodging I mean to stay. 

That’s where J'’m going on Boxing Day!”’ 
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Mazssrs. SuLMAN’s specimens of Christmas and New Year Cards are 
as various as they are beautiful. The art of ornamental printing and 
floral decoration seems to have reached its limit in these seasonable 
novelties. 

Messrs. Tom Smith and Co., who have now for some years made 
cosaque, ‘“‘ surprise,’ and bon-bon crackers a specialty, are in no way 
behind their previous reputation. Some of their mottoes are as sur- 
prising as the “‘surprises’’ themselves. The literary work is superior 
to that usually found in connection with this sort of festive furniture. 

Captain Mayne Reid has written a story entitled ‘*The Love Test”’ 
for the Christmas number of the Penny Illustrated Paper, which seems to 
have been a great success. This satisfactory result is, however, as 
much due to **The Rose of Bulgaria,” a stirring narrative from the 
pen of Mr. John Latey, jun. (‘‘ Philip”), the P. J. P.’s editor. 

E. Moses and Son's Penny A/manack is as cheap as their pro- 
verbially cheap clothing—and almost as durable. 

As everyone agrees that Whitaker's Almanack for the last year was 
far and away the best thing of its kind yet seen, it is hard to find 
anything complimentary to say of the issue just out. Perhaps, if we 
say it is even better than any of its predecessors we shall at once solve 
os difficulty, and at the same time confine ourselves to exact 
act. : 

Ruff’s Guide to the Turf is another of the books which, though they 


not only the oldest, but by far the best and most comprehensive of the 
racing manuals, and as its perusal is meat and drink and sleep and 
raiment to enthusiasts innumerable, who, in the fecundity of their 
fancy, build as they read fortunes fabulous in amount, it may fairly 
be considered not only a useful but a highly entertaining volume. 

The stirring story of adventure, peril, and heroism which naturally 
grows out of such a subject as Zhe Sea is being stirringly told in the 
monthly issues of Casselland Co. ‘The presentation plate (after the 
well-known painting by J. D. Watson) entitled “Saved!” is very 
Spee. Mr. F. Whymper is, we believe, the author of the work 
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WORD I.—SPRING. 
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Let that suffice for Jocus. 

And I’m the lady’s lover. 

While making tresses flutter ? 
Or is it what I whisper low 

At every word I mutter? 

Their arms—I mean their petals; 
A sunbeam sees their modest worth ; 
Their arms entice it down to earth, 

And there the sunbeam settles. 

(My open arms were waiting. ) 


And noddin 


A fair 
The fact their 1 


Confess at once I may as well, 
The lady ’s Mistress Nancy Bell, 


Who here to wh 


The characters a 
Then shook her curls, and laughing cr 


Ah! does the breeze of early Spring 


Alone those dainty blushes bring, 
The tender buds are spreading wide 


** Sweet Nancy, see on every side 


That makes the colour come an 
‘* Say, will you | 
Within these petals—t 


there’s no fesh here ava’ 


( Pause.) I'll gie ye a shillin’ 
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It’s westin’ yer time ye air, sir, a-stoppin’ here. 


gang higher up. 
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Mr. SHODDY (who intends patronising the arts, to distinguished Painter),—** How much would you charge for a picture, twenty feet long by ten 
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WORD II1.—SUMMER., 


AT Chiswick next the scene we lay, 
And when the curtain rises, 

The crowd of fashion wends its way 
To Lady Bertie Vyse’s. 

The stage reveals her grounds en féte— 
(Here let me beg her pardon, 

For daring thus to designate 
Her well-appointed garden.) 


The guests assemble, nod and greet, 
Take claret-cup and ices ; 

Talk drama, dress, degrees of heat, 
And latest panic prices. 

A couple quit the noisy throng, 
To seek a corner shady ; 

The he is he who sings the song, 
And Nancy is the lady. 


‘* He” bends and whispers softly, ‘‘ Sweet 
With time my love grows stronger ; 

By chance to-day once more we meet: 
Toy with my heart no longer. 

Here, casting joke and jest aside, 
Make this delightful June day 

The one on which I won a bride 
Who turned my night to noonday.” 


, 


She blushes, sighs, anon she smiles, 
Then on the ground she glances ; 

Then cries with all a maiden’s wiles, 
‘*T’ll count up Hymen’s chances.” 

Straight sums she up the con’s and pro's, 
While saucy looks become her ; 

And when her figures ‘‘ fro” disclose, 

His arms enfold the summer. 
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“ART IS LONG.” 
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GOING “BY THE BOARD.”; 


G1RL.—‘‘ Look ere, grandfeyther: the School Board man’s been down ’ere, and ’ee‘ say if yew don’t send that young’un to school soon, ’ee’ll take the 


_mecessary steps a 





IRATE OLD PARTY.—‘‘ Take the necessary steps, will ’ee? ’ee can take the whole blessed cottage, wood-’ouse and all !—but I’m blowed if’ee ’as the child !” 
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A GUIDE TO THE SIGHTS OF LONDON. 


AMONG. the most edifying sights of the metropolis undoubtedly the first is 

BELGRAVIA. A squalid region, full of hard-working but otherwise respect- 
able people. The inhabitants of Eaton Square, in this district, are painfully 
prone to indulge in Select Harmonic Meetings and Friendly Leads. If you are 
inclined to be charitable, here you will find persons on whom to excrcise your 
generosity. They need it. N.B.—On entering, square the beadle! 

MAYFAIR. Ditto, only more so. 

BUCKINGHAM PALACE. A gaily-lighted edifice, surrounded by trees and 
sentinels. The permanent residence of Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen. 
N.B.—H.M.G.M. dines daily at 7 p.m. sharp. Beintime! Free. 

Thinking of Buckingham Palace naturally suggests 

CQLDBATH FIELDS. Contains a magnificent and well-ordered establishment, 
a sort of sanatorium for those who require rest and seclusion from the busy 
world. There is on view, at this place, a complicated machine, colloquially 
called ** The Mill,” in the treading of which the present writer has frequently 
assisted—only for amusement, bear in mind. Persons wishing to take up their 
abode herein can do so by obtaining an order from any metropolitan magistrate, 
and on producing testimonials as to respectability, &c. Free. 

ROTTEN Row. A thoroughfare haunted by heiresses, beautiful and other- 
wise. Impecunious bachelors, watch your opportunity! N.B.—No person 
admitted unless suitably attired. Corduroys and ‘‘clays” are en régle. 

SEVEN DIALs.—A virtuous region, famed for containing no ‘‘ pubs” what- 
ever—all.the inhabitants being Lawsonites. Occasionally, and only occasion- 
ally, groups of begrimed and scantily-clothed children may be seen gambolling 
in the-gutters. N.B,.—7%ey never perform out of London. 

WHITECHAPEL. — Ditto. 

WAPPING.—Ditto, only considerably more so. 


THE UNION, (In any parish you like), A palace for the poor. Here the 
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indigent are fed upon every luxury in season, and are supplied with several 
superfine suits yearly. The guardians of the parish content themselves with 
** skilly,”’ and gleefully spend their spare time in picking oakum ; and the pro- 
ceeds of their labours are devoted to the purchase of feather beds, beer, and 
tobacco for the happy inmates, Can be viewed by an order from the local 
relieving officer (kind man, the relieving officer!) N.B.—Don’t miss seeing a 
union! You'll never forget it! 

PoETs’ CORNER.—At this spot Messrs. Tennyson, Browning, and other 
poets of renown (including the present writer) assemble daily, to declaim their 
effusions to the multitude. You are earnestly entreated to patronize the hat, 
which is passed round at the close of the proceedings for the aid of poor pub- 
lishers. N.B.—I pass round my own hat, a little further on. No other hats 
are genuine ! 

FLEET STREET.—Sea-serpents may be seen running about here, feeding on 
gigantic gooseberries kindly supplied by the various daily journals whose offices 
are neighbouring. The pavements of this thoroughfare are carpeted, in order 
that journalists may not be disturbed in their labours by the footfall of the pass- 
ing pedestrian. Contains many handsome edifices, the finest being 

Fun Orrice. Easily recognized by the massive Doric pillars in front 
thereof. On mentioning the writer’s name to the publisher, you. will be at 
once escorted through the palatial building, and on payment of sixpence extra 
will be shown the Chamber of Horrors, wherein refractory contributors are 1m- 
paled. Their heads are afterwards placed on Temple Bar (a little higher up). 
Thus perish all who would dare defy the chief! This mighty man may be 
viewed at certain hours of the day with impunity. Only let me exhort you to 
approach him reverently, and to deware of his boot! J speak from experience, 
and [This is absolutely untrue.—ED., ] 

These are the only places of interest in the Capital! 
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A COMPLETE CHANGE OF OPINION ON THE PART OF THE SPIRIT OF M., C, CAN IT BE THE SAME LADY? 
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‘WITH all the dreadful machines they’re in- 
venting nowadays for doing mischief—all these 
torpedoes and things—it’s my opinion there won’t 
be a chance for anybody if we should go to war!” 
said Mr. Frytund to his housekeeper one morning 
over the teapot; ‘‘ why, they ’ll soon be able to 
blow up a whole country at once, you know.” Mr. 
Frytund suffered much with his nerves, so much 
that he had been quite unable to bear the continual 
talk about the chances of war which had met him 
at every turn in the metropolis. He had, therefore, 
taken a cottage in a retired part of the country, and 
gone down to make his temporary residence there, 
attended by his housekeeper. Still the atmosphere 
of impending bloodshed followed him in his news- 
paper—and you couldn’t expect him to do without 
his newspaper !—and kept him in a continual state 
of fidget. ‘‘I’m sure we shall go to war!” he 
kept saying, ‘‘ and we shall all be called out to fight 
—lI and my housekeeper, and all the neighbours. 
Now, I don’t think I should mind a bit if it wasn’t 
for these dreadful machines they ’re always im- 
proving upon. There won’t be a chance for one 
of us!” 


( 












The fact is, that these dreadful machines were 
the chief cause of his discomfort. He had been 
quite fascinated by the reports of the manufacture 
and trials of ‘* Woolwich infants,” torpedoes, and 
turret-ships ; and these things had taken such a 
hold upon his imagination, that he was always tor- 
turing himself by fancying new and impossible 
forms of implements of war. He had dreamed so 
often that the Russian Government was completing 
an infernal machine to be placed under the centre 
of Great Britain, for the purpose of blowing it u 
bodily, that he had become convinced that suc 
was really the case, and couldn’t sleep at all now 
for thinking of it. Every day the belief grew 
stronger in his mind, until at last he determined 
not to have his ‘‘ Times” sent down from London 
any more, in order that the reports about ‘* Wool- 
wich infants” and suchlike might cease to harass his 
soul. He had been round to the neighbours, and 
talked about the subject until he had worked them 
all up into a state of mind not much less uncom- 
fortable than his own. Zhey couldn’t sleep either 
for thinking of the infernal machine, and the whole 
village was in a regular ferment of nervousness, 

They were entirely ignorant now of the course 
European events might be taking, for Mr. Fry- 
tund’s ‘*Times” had been the only paper they 
ever saw in that quiet village, and now even that 
had ceased to make its appearance. So they 
imagined a state of things on their own account, 
and the state of things they imagined was most 
terrible. England had declared war against Russia, 
and the Russians, having defeated the British army 
in Turkey, were coming over to invade and put 
an end to England. It was only a question of a 
few days, they felt sure. In this critical state of 
public belief, Mr. Frytund’s remarks were most 
comforting. ‘‘We might stand some chance if 
we knew what we had to deal with,” he said; 
**but what with their ‘Woolwich infants’ and 
torpedoes, and things, I snow they’re at the 





resent moment engaged in putting down that 
infernal machine exactly underneath the centre of 
England. I’m sure of it!” At this, all the 
inhabitants of that village went straight home to 
look out the county nearest tothe centre of England, 
and breathed a little more freely on discovering 
that it was not the county that their village was 
situated in. However, time went on a little, and 
no calamities came as yet ; and the panic of the 
villagers, having somewhat worn itself out, began 
gradually to subside. Some of the villagers were 
even bold enough to take down the feather beds 
which they had fastened to their walls and ceilings 
to help in lessening the effects of the shock that 
the great explosion would be sure to give them. 
By-and-bye people began to sneer at Mr. Frytund’s 
warnings, and to call him a nervous old woman 
and a croaker; but Mr. Frytund stuck to his 
affirmations about the infernal machine through 
thick and thin, and nothing would shake his faith. 
After more time, as nothing still happened, the vil- 
lage quite recovered its equanimity, and Mr. Fry- 
tund was either ridiculed or entirely disregarded ; his 
housekeeper being the only person who never for 
an instant wavered in her faith as to the coming 
calamities. Mr. Frytund, angered at the cold 
neglect his warnings now met with, almost began 
to wish that something dreadful wou/d happen, 
Just to prove the soundness of his suspicions—for 
even he was beginning to think that perhaps the 
calamities might not arrive, after all. And one 
day, when all the village was sitting over its dinner, 
there came a fearful shock, as of an earthquake, 
and the smashing of glass was heard all around. 
Mr. Frytund sprang from his chair, pale yet 
triumphant. “ Mrs. Grumph,” he said, in a hoarse 
voice, *‘the Russians are doing their worst—the 
infernal machine is at work!” Then he rushed 
out into the one street, where the inhabitants had 
all collected in terror, Everything was turned up- 





side down—there was not a whole pane of glass 
in the village. It was no time now for Mr, Frytund 
to exult over the villagers who clung around him 
for advice and assistance ; it was time for action. 
‘* My friends,” said the prophet, ‘‘we must pre- 
are for all emergencies. Let us build barricades; 
et us arm ourselves as best we may, and repel 
attack until the British troops can come to our 
assistance.” As he ceased speaking another fright- 
ful shock broke all the remaining china in the 
village, and loosened the chimneypots. His 
commands were obeyed blindly; and in half an 
hour the inhabitants had armed themselves with 
pokers, and heaped up all their furniture at each 
end of the ‘*‘ High Street.” Days of fearful 
suspense passed, but the British troops did not 
come to relieve the place, nor did the enemy 
appear; but the shocks still continued. 

‘Mrs. Grumph, the housekeeper, had now com- 
pidet the embroidering of a flag, and this was 
oisted on a pole fixed on the pump. Circum- 
stances were becoming critical; the villagers did 
not dare to venture out to the nearest town to supply 
themselves with provisions, and eatables were run- 
ning short already in the unhappy village; still 
the British troops did not come to their assistance. 
The shocks, recurring at invervals, had at length 
shaken down half the houses in the village; all the 
inhabitants had to wash themselves in pails, or, 
lacking pails, at the pump, for not a single basin 
remained whole, and had they had any provisions, 
they would have found no plates and cups to put 


them into. When the villagers were gettin 
perate with hunger, and adh Rhseidet icteritte, 
chance every danger and sally out in a body to the 
next town in search of provisions, the landlord of 
the ‘‘ Twelve Mugs,” who had been on guard at 
the southern barricade with a clothes-pole, came in 
to report a solitary horseman coming along the 
road, The horseman trotted into the village, and 
dismounted at the ‘‘ Twelve Mugs.” He was an 
artilleryman. He cast a casual glance at the dilapi- 
dated buildings around him, and chuckled. ‘ Wel} 
the concussion of the atmosphere seems to have 
troubled your village a bit!” he said. ‘‘ They’ve 
bin a-practising at Shoeburyness, you know,” 

It was the shock of the eighty-ton gun which 
had done it all! How the nervous old gentleman 
escaped from that village with his life I can’t 
imagine ! 


OULD IRELAND AND THE GREEN. 
*‘Agrarian murders are becoming more and more frequent. 
- + « « « Bailiff Feehan was shot through the heart 
while standing outside his own door, and Farmer M ‘Garth 
had his head almost smashed to atoms while returning from 
market. Neither murderer has been discovered.” 
—Ilrish Intelligence, 
OcH! but there’s many a purty land 
In this fair world, I know, 
Where rivers run, where mountains stand, 
And mighty forests grow ; 
But sure the best I can recall, 
Or any man has seen, 
Is where the boys and maidens all 
Go ‘‘ wearing o’ the green.” 


O Ireland, fair and noble land ! 
So famed in war and song, 
So beautiful, so green and grand, 
Yet crushed with many a wrong ; 
Sure, gallant hearts have beat and bled, 
Where victory has been, 
And foremost in the battle led 
The boys that wear the green, 


The sorest ill she has to bear, 
And one that’s worst to quell, 

Is when her sons each other tear, 
And ’gainst the laws rebel. 

When men are shot down in the day, 
And murderers they screen ; 

Then good men turn their heads away, 
And blush to see the green. 


Among the gintry of the land 
That go to Parliament, 

There slips, unseen, a rowdy band 
That never should be sent. 

In patriotic slang they rave, 
Whilst smoking their dudheen ; 

That is an insult to the brave 
Bold boys that wear the green. 


There’s all the clan of Brallighans, 
The Blearies, and the Schans, 

The Bletherskites, and Mallighans, 
Mc Dowdies, and O’Khans ; 

If they could only get their way, 
When drinking hot potheen, 

Och ! faith, ’t would be a doleful day 
For the land that grows the green. 


If they would leave Ireland alone, 
Nor rouse the bloody strife 

That makes the widow’s heart to moan, 
And blights the manly life, 

Prosperity might flourish there, 
And sunny days be seen ;— 

Rich plenty, where the land is bare, 
For boys that wear the green. 


‘¢ Saint Patrick was a gentleman,” 
And this we know of ould; 
Before him every reptile ran, 
He was so true and bould,. 
Och! sure I wish a Pat would come, 
And sweep the country clean 
Of all the raff and dirty scum 
That blight the dewy green. 
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Here on this stage behold an artist place 
Our famous Will in quite a novel way; 
New readings of the text his version grace, 
Designed to suit the action of the day, 
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TO THE PUBLIC, 


Macbeth was dark, the plot was most obscure 
Before by us new light on it was thrown. 

From charge of ‘‘ crib” we hold ourselves secure: 
The words are Will's, the A/ay on them our own. 
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FUN ALMANAC. 


“TIS THE SUSPENSE THAT KILLS.” 


SYMPATHETIC FRIEND.—‘‘ Why, Lizzie, how dull you look! has Charlie left you in dudgeon?” 
Lizz1r,—‘‘ Oh, no, dear ; he has only left me in doubt.” 


WORDS IN SEASON. 
\ eee WORD III,—AUTUMN. 


. ' 
ee Ma ) Lae, | SEPTEMBER days are drawing in, 
| : Green leaves are waxing brown and thin, 
When act the third we two begin 
One autumn morning : 
Adown the aisle sweet Nancy trips, 
With eyes askance and trembling lips; 
The hand my blue cloth sleeve that grips, 
Plain gold adorning. 


The orange-blossom decks her head; 

The words, ‘‘I will” our lips have said; 

The book is signed, and we are wed— 
She ’s mine, is Nancy. 

I whisper, when the throng is past, 

And ‘“‘ favoured ” horses whirl us fast, 

‘¢ Dear love, thou art mine own at last.” 
She murmurs, ‘‘ Fancy!” 


** Not fancy, sweet, but sober truth; 
And being so, ’tis time, forsooth, 
To smile upon this modest youth, 
And seal the contract.” 
NGA. YS PA a A hand in mine so gently laid, 
\ he hie Alyy : = = fe LA) HY 0}, ‘1 Se > rr . . . 
thi lf My eye \\ mem oS wy sun ee Se ne a pew 
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3 4 ei v i . J AS Then wind adown the flushing face, 
Ma >t oy , To all her charms add double grace, 
And falling with the first embrace, 
The wife's kiss christen. 
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Boy.—“ Merry Christmas, sir, and happy new year, sir. . . . «. « Please give me my Christmas box, sir.” 
SHOPKEEPER.—“‘ Let me see, what do you buy? I don’t remember you.”’ 
Boy.—** Please, sir, I don’t buy nothin’, sir; but I often comes to ax the time.” 


WORD IV.—WINTER. 


’T 1s just three months since we were wed 

The trees are bare, the leaves are dead, 
The snow is falling ; 

The deepening shade of even tells, 

And round the squares go men with bells, 
‘** Fine muffins !” calling. 


Blue-nosed policemen stamp their feet ; 

‘* Baked taters”’ slouches through the street, 
His stock all sold out ; 

Across the way, through swinging doors, 

A steady stream of pay pours, 
**To keep the cold out.’ 


Without is dull December gloom ; 

Within—a cosy curtained room 
(It’s mine and Nancy’s) ; 

The ‘‘ séte-a-téte” is set for tea ; 

The gas unlighted still, for we 
Have firelight fancies. 


The kettle sings, and pussy purrs, 

And ‘‘washes” Shock, while Shock demurs, 
And tries to fight her ; 

Our windows act as windows do— 

I search, and finding draughts a few, 
Draw gurtains tighter. 


** It’s cold, my love; say, shall I bring 
A shawl, a wrap—that woollen thing ?” 
She laughs: ‘*’T would smother!” 
And adds, ‘* No winter’s draught I fear, 
While still waft up we live, my dear, 

In one another.” 
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OUR FORECAST. 


(Warranted correct.) 


In JANUARY, 1877, 
will be published a 
statement which will 
revolutionize society. 
It will be vouched for 
by an eminent firm of 
accountants, and the 

| result will be half a 
dozen extra advertise- 
ments in the new Con- 
servative penny paper. 

In FEBRUARY, one 
day near the middle 
of the month, articles 
will be exposed in the 
shop-windows of the 
metropolis _ ticketed 
fa itrcina dee ther “FROGGY WOULD A-WOOING GO.”—New Version. 

B&B 8 FO ee Pe rey 
price.” 

In MARCH certain English families will take up their beds and walk, and strangers that knew them not 
will gather around their deserted hearths, 

In APRIL one fool will make many. 

In MAy several events will occur within a circumscribed area near the Strand, which will cause the elect 
to exclaim, ‘‘ And doth not a meeting like this make Amens ?” 

In ] UNE a strong expression of public opinion will be frequently heard, that ‘‘it’s more like winter.” 

In JULY a worthy City magistrate will deliver a noonday lecture on the component parts of barrow ices, 
and fine the barrowers five shillings. A light leader in 
the ‘‘ Telegraph ” (returned to Liberalism) will follow. 

In AUGUST important business will take several mem- 

bers of Parliament to the North. 

A MARCH “HARE-SPLITTER.” In SEPTEMBER life in town will be very rough, part 

furrows, and part lumps; in the country it will be part- 
ridges. 

In OCTOBER several bad ‘characters will be caught ‘‘ on the hop.” 

. In NOVEMBER the days will begin to draw in, and stage plays will begintodraw out. ‘Fun Almanac” 

will draw everybody. 

. In DECEMBER, on an appointed day, everybody will eat, drink, and be miserable, A general expres- 
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sion of public opinion will imply that ‘‘ it’s more like summer.” 


YEAR’S NEWS! 


|  TuHeEold gentleman 
who apostrophized his | 
little daughter Jenny 
on New Year's Day as | 
‘Jen, you airy little 
sprite,” has developed | 
a new Yearning after 
comic literature. 


OFF HER HEAD, 
| ‘* AH,” said Mrs, 
| Juggins, when, last 

Lady Day, a north- 

easter tried to elope 
with her false front, 
| **I don’t wonder at 
| folks sayin’ ‘mad as a 
March air.’ ” 
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“THE RIGHT TO HISS:”—Unfavourable Reception of a : 7 . " oS 
‘“‘Great Dramatic Revival.” . it ’s falling due. MOST ea ——“Only a 
| | A NO-ING CARD. 





HACKZACTLY. 
| WE know a periodical proprietor who is always ‘‘ up to the time of day.” 
In his business he employs all men hacks ; this accounts for his hackcuracy. 


A SPORTING prophet and otherwise generally incorrect person says there 
will only be eleven months in 1877. He has just received a new tip about 
an old ‘‘ wheeze” for a wheezy time. There will be No-vember. 





on 
; THE SERVIAN NOTION OF AN ARMISTICE, —‘*‘ Time was made for 
Sclavs,”’ A Happy KNAcK.—Fun Alma-nac. 
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| | FOR BREAKFAST. 


| rWwWHINTY-THRES PRIZ 
GC iil ‘3 3 Annual Consumption exceeds 15,000,000 lbs 


FOR LUNCHEON. 
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Rhyme and Rhythm, 215 


Srearcu for a Stamp (A), 11 

Sanitary Fable (A), 13 

Settling the Difficulty, 57 

Some Incidents, 63 

Sumptuary Regulations, 73 

Seeing’s Believing, 79 

Spell in the City (A), 83 

Servants’ Agencies, 137 

Sporting Notes and Anticipations, 220, 
232, 251, 261 

Song of a Serenader, 237 

Sporting Notes, 247 

Sway of Sense (The); or, a Muser’s 
Misconception, 248, 259 


TemPERANCE Sale (A), 27 

“Time! Time!’’ 98 

Tale of the Dardanelles (A), 99 
Too Good for His Place, 108 
Tenors of Palwontology (The), 124 
Toa Young and Lovely Lady Doctor, 170 
Triolets, 253 

Unnecessary Visitor (An), 12 
Utter Absurdities, 55 

Unselfish Society (An), 56 
Unequal Match (An), 87 
Unfounded Rumours, 159 


Vested Vagaries, 119 
Visit to Vegetarians (A), 165 


| Very Puzzling Circumstance (A), 208 


Vanishing Calf (The), 267 


Workman of the Future (The), 47 
Wanted a Cottage, 54 
Wicked Liberal (The), 73 


| Wrong Impression (A), 83 
Waterloo Gossip, 97 


Was He Mad ? 123 
Worthy Patriots, 196 
What We may Expect, 197 


With Care! 262 
Young Pretender (The), 143 
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ENGRAVINGS. 


“‘ Ans Longa,’’ 14 

At a Servants’ Registry O'fice, 48 
Altering the Complexion, 54 

Adventures of Mr. Scattc rbrain (The) :— 


No. 1. 86 
2% 134 
$8. 219 


Academy Notes, 196 , 
Anything but a good Hop-a-tune-ity, 208 
| Armorial Bearings, 209 
Barrisn Workman (The), No. 17, p. 90 
Bowlers and Ulsters, 116 


No. 1!. 162 
| io - 
»» 18. 182 
14. 199 


“Bay and Sell ** (A), 171 


“Chemist tv. Doctor.’’—One {Phase of 
the Question, 8 
Chronic, 12 
City Article, 85 
* Cutting,” 107 
Considerate, 144 
| Clear Grit, 167 
| Chemist-erious Hide-a on Tommy's Part 


| (A), 201 


'** Cutting,’’ 22) 
Complete Builder (The) :— 


No. 1. 222 
| oo» 2 244 
3. 254 


| Docror t. Chemist.—The Other Side of 
| the Question, 28 

| District Surveyorisms, 120 

| Done his Best, 161 

| Derby Doings, 229 


| Exovaen is as Good as a Feast, 127 


| Fut Value Required, 22 

| Fitting a Name to Him, 34 

| Foreboding (The), 74 

Flower Exterminator (The), 110 
Flowery Compliment (A), 228 

Fun’s Derby Hieroglyphic ; or, Clear and 
| Comprehensive Tip Typical, 231 


'*Goops Removed—Taking all Riske,’ 
146 

| Great Advantage to the Public (A), 189 

Generous Offer (A), 263 


Harp Labour, 61 
| Hopeless Case (A), 62 
| How to Load a Vessel, 80 
| Higher Education of Women (The), 139 
How to **Get Up” a Petition to Parlia- 
| ment, 140 


| Ivk-reEDIBLE Obstinacy, 51 

| In-coming and the Out-going (The) 
”” € 

| ** Improving’’ Landscapes, 130 

| Israe-like-ish Impudence. 169 


| ‘‘ It Might be Borne,’’ 260 
| Latest Innovation (The), 24 


‘* Meet Sympathy,’’ 96 
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British Tradesman (The) :— | 


| Physic-all Pain, 97 
Past and Present, 109 

| Policy without the Honesty, 159 

‘* Pleasant Mixture (A),’’ 198 

66 Pay Your Way,’’ 218 

Putting His Pipe Out, 226 

Popular Air (The), 241 

Premature, 253 


Quits the Historical Cheese, 52 
** Quite Cracked.’’ 66 
** Qui s’excuse s’accuse,’”’ 178 


Ratner Roaghshod, 45 

Real Talent, 137 

Recollections of a Fancy Dress Rall, 179 
Recollections of the Royal Academy :— 


No. 1. 192 
a io. 2 


| Round/(about)ing on Them, 238 
Race Notes, 239 
| Road to Reformation (The), 2647 


‘*‘ Sryir is Essentia',’’ 32 
| Satirist’s Victim (The), 38 
Sophistrv, 126 
Science Below Staira, 133 
| Simple Division. 147 
‘Scraps for the Day,’’ 158 
Studio Notes, 187 
‘* Simpson,’’ 250 


Tenper Suggestions, 5 
Too Much Luxury, 44 

i'To W. 8. G., 76 

Two Sides to the Question, 77 
True Love Again! 87 

To Have and to Keep, 125 
That Capital Notion, 1419 
Turn and Turn Again, 149 
‘‘ That’s the Ticket !’’ 177 
‘Touching Him Up,” 188 
Thia Day Half-Year, 211 
**' Too Bad,’’ 230 


VALENTINE Fancies, 67 
Valentines for Notorious Characters, 75 
| Varnishing Day—Royal Academy, 14878, 
181 


War Party (The), £5 

Weather or Not, 64 

Willing to Oblige. 84 

Weighty Matter (A), 94 

Within a Mile of Edinboro’ ** Tune, ’’191 





CARTOONS. 
Anopr of Mystery (The), 39 


, 117 | Anglo-Russian Agreement (The), 265 


Brian Canvas (The), 9 
** Budget (The),” 141 
Battle of Words (The), 213 


Coacuinea the Crew, 153 
Congress Races, 234 


Memories of a Sunday in Hyde Park, 100 | *Dipromaric Traps,” 19 


Matrimonial, 107 

Mems. of the Boat Race, 157 

Man who “ Struggled” to Express Him- 
self (The), 258 

More Than Two, 268 


No Pride About Her! 42 
Not ** Back’? Ward, 105 
Not the Style for Many, 1(6 
Near Scrape (A), 168 

**No Impediment,”’ 261 


** One Touch of Nature,”’ 15 
Overdone! 95 

On Hand, 115 

On the Right Scent, 136 


Drawing His Teeth, 101 
Dressing for the Congress Fancy Ball, 131 


Great Sensational Performance, 59 

Germany's Intervention, 173 

‘* Going to the Congress,’’ 245 

Lorp Derby’s Baby, 121 

More Diplomacy—Les Malades Imagi- 
noires, 193 

‘*Orner Fish to Fry,’’ 49 

Our German Chef, 255 


Premrer’s Valentine (The), 70 
Peace and Prosperity v. War, 1&3 


** Off and On’’; or, “ Out of Sorts,’’ 243 | Question at Starting (A), 29 


* Oaka’’ and ** Oaks,’’ 248 
One View of the Case, 251 


Russian Bear-Glars on their Key-Holy 
Mission, 91 


Prorgction to Foreigners; or, the Hand | Russian Card Trick (The), 213 


of Justice, 18 
Poser (A), 25 
Professional Rights, 35 
Pets or Fests? 58 
Postal Adventures on Valentine's Day, 65 


—— 
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Sxake Charming, 163 
Situation (The), 203 


| TeLerHone (The), 81 
Treaty of Peace (The), 111 
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WORD PAINTING. 


ARTIST (out of patience with snuffling Boy, severely ).—** You seem to have a cold. 


Eh?” 
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Boy (quite pleased with the interest taken in him ).—** Yes, zur, I ’ave, and I’Il just tell ’ee how I got ’un: yer see, me and Bill ’Arris were just a-coomin’ 


down that there back lane t’other day, and I says to Bill ’Arris, I says, ‘ D’ yer year, Bill ’Arris,’ I says 


three-quarters of an hour, snuffling in between wh 


PREDICTIONS FOR 1878. 


By Our OWN OSSIAN. 


JANUARY. What do I twig? 

I twig colds and coughs in the dis- 
tance, and foe turning over new 
leaves. 

Which is premature, 

Seeing new leaves don’t appear till 
the spring. Ha, ha! there I had 


ye. 

In this month of hardships the poor 
will go to the parish for succour. 

But lo! they ’ll not get it. 

But “un will be on the overseer’s 
track ; mind ye buy it. Ha, ha! 


FEBRUARY. What is this that 
cometh with nimble steps towards 
me? 

In the name of the prophet Bijingo! 
’tis she, the fair month of the 
lovers. 

I see the 14th, gay-apparelled, at- 
tended by Cupid, a boy who 
is 

No matter ! 
wears nothing ! 

Look to your hearts, O ye readers ! 
Why purchase Valentines ? 


The poet saith truly, ‘‘Fools and | 
their money part soon,” | 


Suffice it to say he | 


iles. ) 





Be ye not fools ! 

But forget not to note that the | 
Valentine Number of Fun will 
this month bring gladness to | 
millions. 

And the price is one penny! 


| 
Ho, | 
ho! 
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BE CAUGHT TRIPPING. 
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STRANGER,—‘‘ About ten miles to Aberdeen from here, isn’t it?” 


NATIVE. —‘* T’ Aiberdeen frae here? 


t’ Aiberdeen, ony way !”’ 


a 


Aweel, 


it’s aboot that frae here 


(Goes on at this sort of thing for about 
[ARTIST ts sorry he spoke. 


MARCH. Whois this coming with 
rumpus and roaring? 

Why, March, ye blockheads, do ye 
not ‘* pipe ” him ? 

What will he bring ye? 

Why, pancakes! What, ho! my 
lads, do ye not like them ? 

Ask not the bard if 4e liketh the 
pancake! Hedo! 

Tis the 25th! What do I twig? 
—stealthily coming along like a 
vampire or dragon who lurks for 
his prey! 

’Tis the Landlord! 

Avoid him. Be not at home when 
he knocketh. He seeketh for 
rent; let him seek. Ha, ha! 

But lay in your Funs, for something 
yell need to amuse ye. 


APRIL. Good morrow, ye month 
of the foolish. 

Tis April, O friend, come and wel- 
come him, He will bring Easter- 
tide holidays. 

Some will partake of the pongelo. 
Lo! they will stagger; drunken, 
they ’ll reel, and think they enjoy 
themselves. 

Hark to the voice of the beak! 
**Ten bob!” he exclaimeth, 

But, lo! juvenescent and _ jolly, 
cometh /u#, who protects the 
oppressed. Ha, ha! 

MAY. Lo, ’tisthe rst. Here cometh 
the ‘‘ Chummies” and R.A.’s. 
What do I twig? List to the voice 
of the prophet-bard. He sweepeth 
the strings of his lyre, but is he not 

truthful ? 
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AUNTIE AGGIE. —86 «What else 7,” 


AUNTIE AGGIE,—‘‘ And what was he celebrated for?” 
-— 
} 


Lo, the Academy ! 

Twig ye the pictures, twig ye 
the people with pencils and 
catalogues? TZzhey think 
they understand pictures ! 
Ha, ha! they are lunatics. 

Fashion will rush to theshow. 
Shall they not follow the 
fashion ? 


But, lo! who is this that | 


cometh o’erladen with pic- 
tures that beat the Aca- 
demy hollow ? 

Tis Fun! Bid him welcome. 

JuNE. Methinks I hear 
sounds of artillery. Hark, 
the Torpedo! ’Tis Russian 
and Turk ; they are fight- 
ing ! 

Aha! ’tis the Battle of Fleet | | 
Street. See, they bring 
Forbes to the front, the 
** Special”? who went to 

| Balmoral ! 

| See, Louis Staunton, and Pa- 
trick also, in their armour! 

| Bravest of heroes, I hail ye, | | 
for ye never injured a wo- | 
man! 

Which gaineth the day, the 

Turk or the Russ? Would | 

ye know? Then study the | 
papers, and choose for 
yourselves, 

| But, lo you! triumphantly | 
sailing, there comes the 
good ship F#m, serene amid 
troubles, 

Get ready your pennies, O 

| readers, and smile. 


|JuLy. ’Tis warmish, me- 





FUN ALMANAC. 





aes: 
sul Hid at 
RIDING HISTORY ROUGHSHOD! 


Maup.—“ He was a great scholar, and abolished the Curfew.” 
Mavup.—* And he died of a surfeit of palfrevs.” 


- a 


A CIRCULAR COURSE. 


**Don’t tell no lies, you young vagabone, or I’ll skin yer! Mary ‘ere see Grandfeyther in the | 








Swan this mornin’ : you know he’s there a-gettin’ drunk,” 


** He ain’t a- gettin’ drunk, Granny.” 
‘** What’s he a-doin’, then?” 
‘Why, he’s a- -gettin’ sober agin.” 
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| 
| 




























thinks: bring the poet his 
beer ! 

Look ! the Parliament's sit 
ting; hark tothe Members 
thereof. 

Ifark how they wrangle and 
jangle; but will they bene- 
fit Britain? I trow not, 

What is that multitude yon- 
der? ‘They dodder anc 
chatter, on what? They 
know not. 

Ask ye their name? 

They're called the Conserva- 
tive Party. Behold them 
with pity ! 

Who is this Warrior, arméd 
with battleaxe, ready to 
strike them ? 

What does it say on his breast- 
late? See, ** sun, every 

Vednesday, One lenny.” 
Hila, ha!” 

Aucust. I stand by the 
walls of the club houses, 
and they are desolate. 
Where ‘fore 7 ? 

People have vanished from 
town, to disport on the 
sea-shore. 

No one’s in town but the 
bard, to muse on what 
people are doing. 

Aha! ’tis the silliest season. 
What are the pape rs »do? 

WwW hat do I * spot ” in the 
roadway, that wriggles and 
writhes serpentinely ? 

Behold, ’tis the Sea- Snake ! 

He knocks at the 7e/egraph 


office ! 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME? 


ANAC. 


LApY MAry (fo WoopHEAD, the Gardener ).—* You call it ‘The Cabbage-headed Hydrangia,’ Woodhead? Why not call it by a pretty name—‘ The 


Lady Mary,’ for instance ?” 


~ - = a 


Woopueav.—* And thank you for the leave, my Lady, we can: we will make it ‘ The Cabbage-headed Lady-Mary-Hydrangia.’” 


It opens: he enters. They gladly 
receive him. He’s welcome! 
But “un, that evergreen paper (yet 
not ‘‘ green” but wide-awake), is 
issuéd still for a ‘‘b,” What, ho! 

SEPTEMRER, What shall I pro- 
phesy, reader, concerning the 
month of September ? 

Why, that which I said of the last 
—only more so, 

Yet stay ! something arrives to up- 
rouse us, Tis quarter-day! 

Horror! Beware once again of the 
Landlord-Fiend ! 

Should ye not purchase a /un to 
steady your nerves ? 
Quite so, ye should, O ye silly ones! 
OcToBER. What will take place in 
October, ye ask? Lo, I tell ye. 
Behold ! folks return from the sea- 
side, and wherefore ? 

Have they not heard //ood’s Annual 
cometh to gladden them ? 

What is the damage? ye ask, I 
answer, one *‘ bob,” 

Lo! how they rush to it, read it, and 
in ecstacies roll on the pavement. 

But, meanwhile, /wn’s Editor 
smoketh his clay with a gusto, and 
frequently ‘‘ beers ” at the corner ! 

O Wise Man! Long may he give 
us a “vn fora penny. ’Tis well! 

NOVEMBER. Lo! there will be fogs 


in this month. Umbrellas will 


also be needed. 


‘ ‘ a \ 


booming of trumpets, cometh a 
“Guy.” 

Are we not a// ‘‘ Guys,” O reader, 
you, and J, and even the Editor? 

Holloa, boys, let us hooray him ! 

But who is this Monteagle, who 
‘* putteth the pot on” for wicked 
** Guys”? 

Who sweepeth away the gunpowder 
train of Vice, and Virtue is once 
more triumphant ? 


| Tis Fun, and he doeth it all fora 


penny! 

DECEMBER. *Twill rain, methinks, 
this month. Bring the bard’s 
Ulster coat. 

Lo! I predict for you puddings, and 
plenty of beef. 

Turkeys and geese shall be yours in 
plenty—if you have money to pur- 
chase them. 

If you have not, I’ll be hanged if 
you ’ll get them, don’t think it. 
Inthis month poor people will starve; 
but what does that matter ? shall 
not the rich keep their own and 

get fat? 

Ye will send gifts to the Editor, and 
he will divide them amongst us. 
Then will the bard have three half- 
pence to buy himself beer and 

tobacco. 

Hail, Father Christmas! who is the 
stranger that’s with thee? 

‘*No stranger,” he answers, ‘‘ but 


Oh, lend not your ‘‘gamp” to a FORTHCOMING FASHIONS. Fun. Sure ye know him?” 


stranger, lest he should keep it, as | As there is a prevalence of curious fancy patterns just now in gentlemen’s clothes, | Rather!!! 
J should ! | we would suggest it carried a little further—say, the Wall-Paper and Decorative- | O reader, Farewell, and be blowed 


Lo! with the fanfare of drums, and | Tile goods, to you! 
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FUN ALMANAC. _ 


OUR WATHR COMPANY AGAIN. 


He was going out to dinner, when he suddenly found there 
wasn’t any water to wash in ; 
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Then he sat and watched for the water to come in. He sat tora 
week. ‘A little longer, and I shall be too late for the soup,” 
he murmured, 
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At last the water came!! He rushed for a basin. 
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Iie went up to the cistern-room, and gazed in mute appeal 
at the ball-cock ; but drought reigned around, 





§ He sank down wearily and listened for the water to come in. 


Another week passed, Ile was not too late for the fish. 








He joyfully plunged his hands into the cleansing liquid 
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“THE FLIGHT OF TIME” “T 
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“Tif A Fast Acr, my Masters.”—Very Old Poet. 
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FUN ALMANAC. 


PROUD HUNTHAR. | 
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On the breaking up of the long frost, I bravely command them to bring forth the After many struggles I mount. Wrong side? Nonsense! | 
horse. The horse is brought. I don’t much like his demeanour— he looks Haven’t I a perfect right to both sides of my horse? 


decidedly gay. Now then! 





Having had his fling, I am in hopes his high spirits 
will subside—but still he doesn’t seem happy. 





| I turn off the high-road to ease his poor teet. Bucephalus, his delight—not shared One rein breaking, we gyrate somewhat rapidly on our own 
by me. I receive a lesson in pace. axis, This is all I recollect of that scene. 





2 
With one grand concentrated ‘‘ buck” Bucephalus projects me into space. Finale, 
MoRAL.—Have a tan-ride, and keep your nags well exercised during a frost. 
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A Poetic Speculation. 


He hung about the office 
door, with a harp to attract 
attention. He twanged the 
strings, rolled his eye in 
frenzy, and wore a wreath 
where a hat should be. And 
lest any one should still be 
unable to divine his occupa- 
tion, he had across his breast 








| 
| 


| 


a placard—‘‘ I am a Poet.” | 


There was no mistaking the 
fact that he wanted a job. In 
a weak moment we invited 


him inside, and begged him | 


to improvise us something on | 


the Months for our Almanac. 
We mentioned that the price 
was in accordance with our 
usual tariff for poetry —a 
guineaa word. ** It’s small,” 
he said, ‘‘ but filthy lucre is 
not so much an object asa 
comfortable home for my in- 
spirations.” He elevated his 
eye to a cobweb in the corner, 
and thus commenced :— 


THE MONTHS.—A POEM. 


January, February, likewise 
March, 

Price of coal is stiff now—so 
is starch. 

April, May, and June, July, 

Lodgings at the seaside get- | 
ting high. 

August, September, and Oc- 
todurr, 

Fashionable jackets now are | 
lined with fur, 





FU 


N ALMANAC. 





EYE SUPPOSE SO! 


OLD WomAN.—‘* What a lot o’ eyes these ’taters have got !” 
OLD MAN.—'‘‘I specs they’s extra, so as to look arter the Colorado beetle.” 
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“MEMENTO MORI.” 
‘You low, bad, wicked boy, Tom, to throw sich a great big stone at my little brother: I 
do believe you ’ve killed him !” 
‘‘ Then I say, Mary, if he’s reely dead, give us his hoop and stick, cos I shou/d loike summat 
to remember ’im by.” 











November (oh, November), 
and December too, 

Fire and Life Insurances now 
come due. 


He ceased. More in sor- 
row than in anger we handed 
him over a cheque for fifty- 
three guineas, but in future 
we shall have these little 
things done on the premises. 
There’s a lot of outside talent 
about, but it ’s of too delicate 
a quality for our rough wear; 
in fact, too celestially pure 
and bright for our wicked 
little world. 


Iterm., 


THERE must be something 
about every sign of the Zo- 


diac inan almanac. ‘That’s 
a sign a Gua ivni, 
Humid. 
IN consequence of the 


damp Junes and Julys pre- 
valent during the last few 
years, the season will in future 
be known as Hlumidsummer. 


Manand Money. 


‘TIME has not changed 
mi,” said Seedyman, when 
a well-worn victim refused 
the customary half-crown. 

‘*No, my boy,” was the 


reply, ‘* you’re such a palpa- 
| ble duffer, he can’t.” 
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AUTUMN—SHOOTING AND FISHING. 
AN INTERNATIONAL TWELVEMONTH. ASTRONOMICAL. 


THE moon is a discontented planet. It is al- 


ways changing its quarters. 





JANVIER. It is ze first mont of ze year, 
Ven peoples greet ze New-Year day, 
And zen zey drink ye portare-beer, 
And go out in ze streets to play, 
As if zey would be fowjours gai! 
Ze first mont is as light as fairy, 
Becaus zey call him Janu-airy ! 
FEVRIER. Ze second mont—ze mont of love— 
Ven valentins is ver much buyed, 
Les Amants sqveeze each othare’s glove, 
And Cufidon select his bride ; 
His bows and darts would make big cartfull— 
Zat’s vy zey call him ‘‘ young and dart/u/,” 


MARS. 


A Jury OF TWELVE.—The months; they all 
try us, 





’Tis now ze mont vot blows ze vind, 
But still les Anglais care no douéon ; 
He comes in soft like lion-kind, 
And goes as fierce as is ze mouton! 
But all ze uprore! Qwest ce gue c'est ? 
Ze vingt-cinqui¢me is qvortare-day, 
. Ven all ze lodgares run avay ! 
) AVRIL. Itis zemont vot bring ze coloured flowares, 
| For now it is ze periode of Spring, 
: Ven also comes ze very-often showares, 
Vich rain, and rain, like anyzing! 
Ze Cité now is full of short and tall fools, 
Ze premiere Avril is ze day of All Fools! 
MAI. Ze Jai, ze vich ze pottes call ze ‘‘tendare 
) Ze evare-young and evare-lovely Mai!” , 
But ven it rain, ze peoples are not gai, 
Bu light ze fires, and sheevare round ze 
fendare ! 


JUIN. A Eee mont, but hot, en vrai! 
(Ze lovares all are spoonic¢re !) 

Ven young zey call him Yune, so gai; 

Ven old, zen call him Funiere! 
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WINTER—SKATING. 











JUILLET. Zis mont it is much hottare—more, 

For now it is ze sommare vethare. 

Ces Anglais drink, and cry *‘ Zncore!” 
And promenade zemselves togethare. 

Zey go and seek ze Brighton’s beach, 
For alvay to ze coast zeir vay lie. 

Zey call him u/y in zere speech— 
As if ze Few /ie more zan zey lie! 











Zis mont zey all ze grotteaux build, 
In honneur of ze oystare-feesh, 
And ven ze oystare-feesh is killed, 

Zey put him all around ze deesh ; 
And zen zey drink ze pots of stout, 
Viz oystares for a good blow-out ! 


AOéurtT. 


SEPTEMBRE. Sefiemobre, it is a mont of glee, 
Ven all ze London is on ‘‘ spree ;”— 
But don't zey pull long-face, Aé/as / 
Ven qvortare-day comes, Mickelmas ? 


OcTOBRE. Octobre, ze vich zey call Octodare, 
Ven nevare nobody is sobare, 
Becaus zey ’ve spended plenty monnaie, 
And have not more to spend. How fonnaie! 


NOVEMBRE. ’Tis now ze mont of frightful fogs, 
Ven all ze peoples bark like dogs— 
Ven all ze Breetish gargons cry, 
‘¢ Allons, let us make von ‘Guy !’” 
It is a mont of nastie noise, 
Ven peoples shout out, ‘* Hola, boys !” 


DECEMBRE. WDecembre? Oui, ’tis a mont of 
chills, 

Of rheumatiques, and docteur-bills— 

Ven Noél come to bring relief, 

Viz poudins, dindons, and rosbif ; 

And zen vonce more zey drink ze beer, 


And hola, ‘‘ Go avay, old year!” 























































VistToR.—‘* What are you going to call your little boy, Mrs. McToother?” 


Mrs. McTooTuHER (extremely High Church ).— Oh, we are thinking of giving him four names—Matthew Mark Luke and John; just asa sort of a little 


compliment to the Apostles, you know.”’ 





THE SEASONS: 


(THE YEAR’s, NOT THOMSON’S.) 


SPRING. 


In Spring I believe that the crocuses blow, 
And I’m perfectly certain that gales do ; 
The beaks of the little birds lengthen and 
grow, 
And I fancy the guinea-pigs’ tails do! 
In Spring comes the painter to give a new coat 
To our rain-beaten, fog-begrimed houses ; 
And the cuckoo, who welcomes the warmth with 
his note, 
In the nest of another carouses. 


SUMMER. 


THERE’s a legend extant in our history’s page, 
Which informs us that once in the long-ago age— 

In the age that is awfully olden— | 
The Summer was once a most beautiful time, 
And worthy a place in the pastoral rhyme, 


And deserving the epithet ‘‘ golden.” rt, 
| : t DL 
I regret = fae it uncommonly hard LL Ma RAT BN ae 
0 agree with the probably maniac bard | ie lei ai 
Who described it as joyous and merry ; Near: te - 


For we know it’s a season to squander the coals, 
And pile on the blankets, and gladden our souls | 
With brandy, and whisky, and sherry. 


GOSSIPS. 





FUN ALMANAC, 
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WELL-DESERVED PATRONAGE. 
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AUTUMN. 
THE leaves as they fall 
Give a lesson to all, 
And I fancy that lesson is splendid ; 
It is simple and sad— 
‘You've your holidays had, 
Like ourselves, now your /eaves are all ended.” 
Like the leaves we descend, 
And our way slowly wend 
We've our short spell of Summer and sun done ; 
To one centre we hie 
(To the root the leaves fly) 
And the route that we make for is London. 
WINTER. 
WITH shriek and moan 
Old Autumn ’s flown— 
Old Autumn, mellow tinter ; 
But tho’ I(ce) so 


Delight in snow, 
There ’s snow such thing as Winter. 


Come, O days of the Winter we wot of — 
Of the cold-biting blast in the street— 

Of the snow inches thick, too, but not of 
The modern mud-mixture of sleet. 

Year by year Christmas jollities dwindle, 
The old festive season is lost ; 

Yet tho’ Winter ’s a failure and swindle, 
It’s never a regular frost. 










FUN ALMANAC. 


THE GARDEN. | 
| 
| 


SPRING. 


Ar this period of the year the garden 
is a fruitful source of employment. The 
mould should be dug up and well mixed 
with butter. This makes it rich. Now sow | . 
your seeds, first removing the papers in | Vo 
which they are sold. Beware of Sate. On SO yi 
very cold nights, it is better to take the 
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garden indoors. If your seeds don’t come Ri a } \ 
up, it is as well to get underneath and \ ES Tay) 
Shove ’em a bit. If anything does come * Us Te 
up, bathe the roots with egg and sherry ‘ \\y 







twice a day. It is extremely nourishing. 
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SUMMER, 


IN summer the garden requires great ae 
attention. It is as well to keep look-out } 
men fore and aft. Pull all your flowers up 
and see if the roots are healthy. If your 
geraniums are not the colour you like, paint 
them. Roses should be washed in warm 
water twice a day. Verbenas are apt to 
run about too much. Caution them, and 
if they do it again, hit ’em. Peach ice is 
the best for keeping rockeries cool. 





















AUTUMN. 








In the Spring a little boy 
Maketh FUN to jump for joy! 
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But so queer he turneth out, 
Summer findeth FUN in doubt. 





TO-MORROW is your birthday, dear, 
And lo! to-night your lover | 
Is labouring intently here | 
Some genius to discover, | 
That might assist him in a lay 
To welcome the occasion ; — 


————— ee — ee 





| melons require attention. 


| garden but cats. 


But Genius, like a flirt, says ‘* Nay,” 
Discarding all persuasion, 
No matter! (oftentimes before 
The Muse has picked a quarrel); 
Ile values your affection more 
Than all the wreaths of laurel. 


FLOWERS now begin to die. Be sure 
and give notice of each event to the registrar 
of your parish. Pineapples, apricots, and 
If they do not 
ripen quickly, put them into the kitchen 
fire. Dahlias may be curled with a hot 


| hair-pin. At the end of Autumn take your 


trees into the drawing-room. Take cuttings 
from your garden-roller. Pickle your hose 
and prepare for the worst. 


WINTER. 
In the Winter there is nothing in the 


covered with blankets and fed on beef-tea. 
If anything wants to grow, tell it to wait. 
Don’t stand any nonsense with your box- 
edging. 

Always whistle lively tunes to the garden 
in winter. It inspires the annuals with 
confidence. But the best thing to do with 
a garden in winter is to chuck it over the 
wall on to some one else’s. 


SOL-ACEING, 


A pEeEP thinker has remarked that the 
sun has only tarried in its course in one soli- 
tarry instance. 


TOTALLY ECLIPSED. 
THERE will be several eclipses during the 


| year 1878, but no fresh eclipse of the sun. 
There will be no visible sun to eclipse. 





SOMEBODY’S BIRTHDAY. 


HBALTHY SKIN AWD GOoD COMPLEX IOW. 


PEARSS «=== SOAP 


The ground should be | 





And, love, he simply wishes this— 
That faithful friends may greet you. 

(But save your lover one wee kiss 
To-morrow, I entreat you !) 

May ev'ry happiness attend 
To cheer you and caress you, 


While in Autumn I’ll engage, 
FUN is in an awful rage ! 





And in Winter (swearing sore !) 
Will not stand it any more ! 


And all through life, unto the end, 
May God protect and bless you! 
And as Time glides along (for he 
| Most rapidly goes past one), 
| May each succeeding birthday be 
A brighter than the last one! 


ssn 


PURE, FRAGRANT, AND DURABLE. THE BEST FOR TOILET, NURSERY, AND FOR SHAVING. Recommended in The Journal of Cutaneous Medicine, Edited by Mr. 


as “‘The most refreshing and agreeable balm for the Skin.” And invariably used by the PRINCE AND PRINCESS OF WALES AND THEIR CHILDREN. 


Sold by Chemists and Perfumers everywhere, 


; 
I 
| | ERASIMUS WILSON, F'.R.S., 
| 








A GOOD JOKE. 


as he could for giggling, and then he dropped into his place in the 





‘ ’ ° 2 . . . > 
‘¢ Prisoner,” said the Judge, ‘‘it’s perfectly scandalous; you are | procession, and walked to where a little preparation had been made 


being tried by a jury of your fellow-countrymen for the most delibe- | for his reception. 
rate murder, and you keep on laughing aloud. 
Here the prisoner pulled himself together a bit, and tried to look 


solemn, but as_ every 
fresh witness gave his 
evidence he couldn’t 
suppress a titter, and 


when the jury brought in 
a verdict of ‘* wilful 
murder” against him, he 
roared aloud with merri- 
ment till the tears came 
into his eyes. 

‘¢ Perhaps 
the decency,” said the 
Judge, ‘‘to leave off 
laughing while I sentence 
you to death. You seem 
to treat the affair as a 
good joke.”’ 

‘‘It is,’ said the pri- 
soner, holding his sides. 
‘*Tt’s a prime joke 5 

‘‘Perhaps you'll think 
differently when the chap- 
lain has talked to you,” 
said the Judge; ‘‘I hope 


you will.” 


you'll have 





Then he put on the 
black cap, and sentenced 
the culprit to death. 

‘*Oh,” shrieked the 


condemned man, as_ they 
took him downstairs ; 
‘somebody hold me up, 
or I shall die o’ larfin’. 
It’s the rummest go I 
ever heard of.” Then he 
went off again till he 
was black in the face. 

When they put him in 
the condemned cell, and 
brought the chaplain to 
him, it was just the same. 
The poor weetch burst out 
laughing the moment his 
crime and its consequences 
were mentioned. 

The chaplain was na- 
turally horrified, and 
tried to reason with him, 
and make him 
his inopportune levity ; 
but all that he could 
get out of the man was, 


‘‘No; it ’ud spoil the 


joke if I told you,” and '— 
this was always followed by a paroxysm of laughter. 

But the big day came at last, and the sheriffs and the 
ractitioner, and when they went into the prisoner’s ce 
im, and he saw what they had come for, he turned over in the 

and laughed till the tears rolled down his cheeks. 

He got up and dressed himself, and swallowed his breakfast as well | Ottoman ; 





| 
} 
| 


explain | 


It’s abominable.” 





TENDER SUGGESTIONS. 


THIS REMINDS ME OF THOSE BEAUTIFUL 
LINES, ‘’TIs PLEASANT TO BEHOLD THE WREATHS OF SMOKE ROLL UP AMONG 


Spifins (poetic):—** Au, Mucarns! 


THE MAPLES OF THE HILL. 


Muggins (realistic) :—‘‘ So 17 18, 80 IT 18, BECAUSE IT LOOKS AS IF THEY 
WERE A-COOKING OF THAT STEAK AND ONIONS WE ORDERED AT THE INN PROMPT 
LIKE. TimE’s NEARLY UP, I THINK, OLD MAN.” 


—— 


poetnerionel | men, it is time to be glad! 

and woke 

bed | From the reply 
to the Ottoman 


something to be sat upon. 


And once or twice on the road he 
the sheriffs had to pat him on the back. 
And when his necktie was adjusted, and all was ready, the profes- 


cope unaided against all the Continental nations on at once! 


sional ventleman was 
quite startled by the loud 
‘*Ha! ha! ha!” that he 
managed to get out. He 
was not only startled, but 


his curiosity was piqued, 
so 6ohe whispered to his 
victim, ‘‘I say, what are 
you larfin’ at’ tell us on 
the Q T.” ‘* Don't tell 
anybody till it’s all over, 
then,”’ whispered the 


pinioned hero of the hour, 


‘*"cus it might spoil the 
joke. But—ha'! ha! ha! 
— it's the rummest go; 


they're been and found me 
guilty of murder, and 
they’re going to hang me, 
and it wasn't me as done 
it, after all. It was Bill 
Smith; I see’d him do it. 
Ain't it a lark ?—ha! ha! 
ha!” 

The professional gentle- 
man didn’t answer. He 
had nothing to say, having 
shot his bolt. But he 
thought it was a rum 
sort of a notion of a 
joke. 


Hear! Hear! 


No less’ than seven 
men, all the flower of 
the Household ‘Troops, 
volunteered for active ser- 
vice as soon as it was 
known that the successes 
of Russia called for the 
interposition of England. 
With this glorious ex- 
ample in the present, the 
recollections of  Crecy 
and Poictiers, and _ the 
knowledge that at least 
seven more men might 
be obtained upon emer- 
gency, who is base enough 
to say that England has 


lost her place in the 
scale of Great Powers, 
and is no longer able to 

English- 


which certain of the European Powers have made 
ircular, they have evidently mistaken it for a circular 


laughed so that , 
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. (we said. ‘*There’s some extraordinary influence at work!’’ And, 
THE RED BOOK: A MYSTERY. | prompted by vague curiosity, we went and peeped in at his dress- 


«ye>ONAS CRABBIWAYS was a blight in our midst, turning our | ing-room windows. He was dressing for a party at I. Jinks’s. We 
Ff delights into gall. Every party we gave was made a miserable now remarked that his head (which had been completely and revoltingly 
“7° chilling failure by the presence of that man, who couldn’t dance, bald) had grown some beautiful wavy brown curls at the sides ; he 
sing, play croquet, or hand biscuits, but would scowlin a corner. We _ appeared taller than of yore by an inch or two; his figure had per- 
were obliged to invite him, for we feared to urge him to furtherobjection- | ceptibly improved, and other strange changes had taken place. As we 
ableness. He swindled us all; was incessantly suing or knocking us gazed we saw him take from a drawer a thin red-cloth-bound quarto 
about ; his language was fearful; not one of our daughters dared to | book, beautified on the front with a gilt balloon: he began to rub his 
become engaged to anyone, as he had threatened to murder any of | head with this book, and we actually saw more brown curls appear. 
them who did not wait until he should make up his mind as to which This is not a romance—it is solid fact. 
he chose to marry. His form was horribly ungainly ; ‘his face was ‘Then he stood upon the mysterious book (on which we caught sight 
fiendishly hideous ; he fired guns all night, made bonfires all day, set _ of the words: ‘‘ Vol. XXVII., New Series ’’) and became two inches 
savage dogs at people, and kept pigs and howling cats; he never paid | taller; rubbed his feet with it and immediately danced exquisitely ; 
for anything ; he spunged ; he was supernaturally ignorant and stupid, | rolled on it, and as he rose we marvelled at the improvement in his 
and disgustingly poor. figure. After this he took out an empty purse and placed it upon the 
He had arrived at exactly the most objectionable age (we hasten to | book ; the purse became full; then he put his patched and threadbare 
explain that it is not the age of any one of our readers) ; and for ten | clothes upon the book, and in an instant they were new and glossy. 
years not a man of us had known him to pay fora drink. But, from | That evening we met Crabbiways at I. Jinks’s ; he was almost hand- 
abject and cringing fear, we invited * some; he danced exquisitely, the 
him to drink every time we met him. Z 2 girls evidently accepting his atten- 
One day lately (by a coincidence, tions with far less repugnance than 
the very day of the publication of before. I watched him go intoa 
the twenty-seventh volume of the dark corner and place his lips to the 
new series of Fun), Hob Nobber mystic balloon-beautified book ; 
(one of our lot) met the person then he sang—oh, so sweetly! 
Crabbiways. ‘‘ Good morning,”’ He handed the cakes faultlessly ; 
said Crabbiways (he had always he would have even played 
greeted folks with ‘‘Ugh!”’ or croquet. 
‘** Bah !’’ before) ; ‘‘ come and have After this he read the strange 
a drink.’’ Nobber went, and Crab- book frequently, and I saw this man, 
biway paid for the two drinks! erst utterly devoid of intelligence 
Nobber related this to us all, pale Yj, and ordinary information, become 
with a surprise almost terror. All ~ “2 Of brilliant wit and fathomless 
that day not a bonfire was lighted / “’/ learning. 
by Crabbiways; all the next night A few days ago, as he steod at 
not a gun-fire waked us. Next his gate, we were struck dumb b 
morning as we talked about it we his beauty. He had become ah 
saw Crabbiways pass, and he looked younger, and his fine figure, noble 
less ugly than hitherto! He had on framed with rich flowing 
seven savage dogs with him, at brown curls, unstudied yet sculp- 
which we all tried to sneak away. tural pose, sweet yet fearless expres- 
‘‘I’m going to sell my dogs,”’ he sion, and noble bearing, formed a 
said, ‘* because they bite people.” picture in which the esthetic enthu- 
We couldn’t speak for astonish- siast might indeed revel! The 
ment, but went mechanically and daughters of our locality compete 
stared over his garden-wall. The madly for his hand. I and my 
pigsand cats had gone! Then Crab- friends had made many but fruitless 
biways came back home without his efforts to obtain possession— even 
dogs, and greeted us kindly as he by the most unscrupulous means— 
went in. ‘* Well, he “as altered!’ of the Rep Boox ! 
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ANTEDILUVIAN Story (An), 53 

After the Banquet, 79 

At Her Feet, 109 

Anticipations ef the Royal Academy, 
Appeal (An). 195 

Among the Pictures, 205 

Another Old Man of the Sea, 226 


Bar Sella, 23 

Buildine Acts (The), 36 

B«ffl-d Queata (The), 94 
Rurleeque of the Fleet (The), 114 


‘ | 
Boat-Race Beauties ; or, Lines on Pretty | On the Art of Verse T Writing). 65 


Faces, 156 
B osey’s Revolution, 210 
British Strikada (The), 219 
By There Presents, 257 


Caninet Council (The), 78 
Coming Race, (The). 129, 143, 150 
Costume Ball (A), 159 

** Creating a Little Work,’’ 155 
Creating an Obstruction, 166 


Circumnavigation with a Vengeance, 1&6 | 


Crowded City (The). 210 
County Conrt’s Protége (The). 216 


Complete Vegetable Moralist (The) :— 
Fesay on the Gooseberry, 190 


No. 1. 
.« @. Hhubarbd (The), 200 

1, 3. Apple: The), 210 
» 4. Pear (The, 2% 

5. Grass, 242 

6. Tater (The), 252 
+» @ Carrot (The), 262 
Croquet, 253 


Dors by the Wav :— 

Peace or War? 21 

End of the Fight (The), 95 

Which ie the * Taberal ” Side? 113 

Term of Peace (The), 118 

Spring. 175 
Deep Ship Keener (The), 26 

isComposed Composer (The), 35 
Drama of the Day (A), 61 
Dependant! 63 
Drop by Drop, 137 
Difficu'it Party (A), 171 
Determined Attitude (A), 200 


Earty Worm (The), 42 
Erotic Effusion (An), 75 
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Extracts from the Commonplace Book 


of a Connoisseur, 85 
Experientia Docet, 98 
Experimental Blessing (An), 170 
Endless Gold, 127 


Friesxpv.y Offer (A), 13 
Friend in Need! (A), 125 
Fourteen Candles, 139 
Fun's Farces : — 
No. 38. Water Supply (The). 190 
» 4. 


Goov Joke (A), 5 
Gladstone Bag (The), 52 


Great Obstacle to Human Happiness | 


(The), 176 
Guarantee (The), 242 


History of the Year. 838 

How the Army wax Mobilized, 89 
Hhrdly a Curse, 108 

Here, There, and Everywhere, 109 
** Handsome as Paint,’’ 211 

How to write a Patriotic Song, 241 


In Dreamland, 7 


Jeremy Titmouse’s Benefit, 7 
** Jack in the Box,” 47 


Litt_e Failings, 11 
Lays from Lempniére :— 

eee of Hercules (The), 27 
Little Té0 Much of It ‘A), 88 
Tand of the Roughs (The), 118 
Lessonsin Fencing; 128 


Lay of the Humourous Bard (The), 160 


Luck, 165 
My Friend the Curate, 6 


My Nice New Yeur, 34 
Morbid Man (The), 36 
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185 Many Returns and §mall Profits, 144 


‘*My Awful Mater,’’ 41 . 
Man who was Lucky in Law;(The), 62 
| My Valentine, 68 


ENGRAVINGS. 


‘* Ans Longa,’’ 14 

At a Servants’ Registry Otfice, 48 

| Altering the Complexion, 54 

Ts of Mr. Scatterbrain (The) 7 
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Fajr Aprid Fool,1 
Me Nice New hk 230 


| Past and Present, 199 

Policy without the Honesty, 159 
= ws Mixture (A),’’ 195 
**'Pay Your Way,’’ 218 

Putting His Pipe Out. 226 
“Popular Air (The), 241 
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| New Teaves, 15, 45, 66 ” y 134 ; 

| New Allies (The), 113 | 78. 219 | Promature, 253 — 

| National Types Abroad, 161 | Academy Notes, 196 Quite, p Historical Cheese, 52 
| ; | Anything but a good Hop-a-tune-ity, 208} “Quite Oracked.’’ C3 

| Opp Merry Boy’s Song, 43 Armorial Bearings, 209 |. Qui-#’excuse s accuse,’’ 178 


Oar London Letter,.57 BaitisH Workman (The), Nowiz,p.9) | 
Bowlers and Ulsters, 116 


Oppressed and the Oppressor (The), 88 —  -itich Tradesman (The) :— | 


| Odd Items, 93, 98, 135, 160, 185, 252, 267 ' ] : 
On War Poetry, etc., 103 No. - i 
|Our Extra Special Interviewer on Him- | = 13. 182 


self, 175 

| Opening the Paris Exhibition, 195 
Our Automaton, 206 ; ‘ 

Our Extra Special Reporter at the Paris ‘‘Cuemist 7. Doctor.””—One {Phas? of | 
| Exhibition, 107, 215, 220, 247 the Question, 8 | 
Our Extra Special Reporter at Berlin, | Chronie, 12 
258, 262 City Article, 85 
| Old Bachelor's Rules for the Manage- | ‘ Cutting,” 107 

ment of Infants in Lodgings (An), 260 | Considerate, 144 

| Clear Grit, 167 
Power of Chaff (The), 16 | Chemist-erious Hide-a on Tommy's Part | 
Poems on Pro’s : — | (A), 
Walking Gent (The), 23 | Cutting,” 22) 
| Serio-Comic Lady (The), 31 ' Complete Builder (The) :— 
| Plea for the Poor (A), 41 | No.1. 222 
Pith of the Papers :— » 2 244 
No. 1. Front Page (A), 78 9 3. 254 

| 1 oe aie Oe judion 133° >) _| Doctor v. Chemist.—The Other Bide of 
| the Question, 28 
| Panacea (A), 104 District Surveyorisms, 120 

Pastry and Passion, 134 | Reon tieties ta. 
| Poisonous Pohce Court (The). 161 Derby Doiogs, 299 
| Palladium of Justice (The), 180 , ° 

Played Out, 218 _Exoveu is as Good as a Feast, 127 

Prophet Jones (The), 225 | Futy Value Rr quired, 22 

Quite Another Affair, 46 _ Fitting a Name to Him, 34 
| Foreboding (The), 74 


| Ruyaee without Reason, 37 | Flower Exterminator (The), 110 
Rapid Comsanentes 68 | Flowery Compliment (A), 228 
Rather an Incubus, iy. Fun’s Derby Hieroglyphic ; or, Clear .and 
| Raising the Fares. 1 Comprehensive Tip Typical, 231 
| Royal Academy (The), 205 ; : 
| Rhyme and Rhythm, 215 | : o0ns Removed—Taking all Risks, 
| SEARCH for a Stamp (A), 11 Great Advantage to the Public (A), 189 
| Sauitary Fable (A), 13 Generous Offer (A), 263 
| Settling the Difficulty, 57 
Some Incidents, 63 Harp Labour, 61 
Sumptuary Regulations, 73 Hopeless Case (A), 62 
| Seeing’s Believing, 79 | How to Load a Vessel, 80 
Spell in the City (A), 83 Higher Education of Women (The’, 139 
t a ‘ ” » s+? : 
Servants’ Agencies, 1I8T => How to “Get Up” a Petition to Parlia- 
Sporting Notes and Anticipations, 220, ment, 140 
_ 232, 251, 261 | INK-REDIBLE Obstinacy, 51 
Song of a Serenades, 287 _In-coming and the Out-guing (The), 117 
Sporting Notes, 247 | ** Improving ’’ Landscapes, 130 
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‘* Buy and Sell’’ (A), 171 














May the Best Horse Win, 240) sway cf Sense (The) ; or, & Muser's _Israe-like-ish Impudence. 169 


Misconception, 248, 259 


Tremrerance Sale (A), 27 
* Time! Time 2 -. ‘ 

| a en ae sad Memories of a Sunday in Hyde Park, 100 
| Tenors of Palseontology (The), 124 Matrimonial, 107 


| Tr ¢ Mems. of the Boat Race, 157 
Toleletes ae ide, siemens oo Man who “' Struggled”’ to Express Him- 


Ee self (The), 258 
Unnecessary Visitor (An), 12 ' More Than Two, 268 
Utter Absurdities, 55 


| Unselfish Society (An), 56 No Pride About Her! 42 
| Unequal Match (An), 87 Not “* Back’? Ward, 105 


| «* It Might be Borne,’’ 2 


Latest Innovation (The), 24 
** Meret Sympathy,’’ 96 


‘ty Not the Style for Many, 106 
| Unfounded Rumours, 159 | Near Gerare (A). 168 
Vested Vagaries, 119 | **No Impediment,”’ 261 


| Visit to Vegetarians (A), 165 
Very Puzzling Circumstance (A), 206 
| Vanishing Calf (The), 267 
| Workman of the Future (The), 47 
| Wanted a Cottage, 54 
| Wieked Liberal (The), 73 
| Wrong Impression (A), 83 


| ** Onze Touch of Natute,’’ 15 
Overdone ! 95 
| On Hand, 115 
| Oa the Right Scent, 136 
_ Offand On’’; or, “* Out of Sorts,’’ 243 
| ** Oaks” and ** Oaks,” 248 
One View of the Case, 251 


| Waterloo Gossip, 97 Prorscrion to Foreigners; or, the Hand 
Was He Mad? 128 >of Justice, 18 
Worthy Patriots, 196 $Boser (A), 2% 
> rc , 
at Awe may Gxpect, {97 —. ~~ } Professional Rights, 35 . 


With Care! 262 
YounG Pretender (The), 14» 


' Pets or Fests? 58 
Postal Adventures on Valentine's Day, 6; | 
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RATHER Roaghshod, 45 
Real Talent, 137 
Recollections of a Fancy Dress Ra!l, 179 


| Recollections of the Royal Academy :— 


No. 1. 192 
99 2 202 
— = | 


Round/about)ing on Them, 238 
Race Notes, 239 
Road to Reformation (The), 264 


** Sry.e ia Essentia!,’’ 32 
| Satirist’s Victim (The), 38 


Sophistrv, 126 

Science Below Stairs, 133 
Simple Division, 147 

** Scraps for the Day,’’ 158 
Studio Notes, 187 

** Simpson,’’ 250 


Tenprr Suggestions, 5 
Too Much Luxury, 44 

To W. 8. G., 76 

Two Sides to the Question, 77 
True Love Again ! 87 

To Have and to Keep, 125 
That Capital Notion. 149 
Turn and Tarn Again, 149 
‘* That’s the Ticket !’’ 177 
‘Touching Him Up,’ 188 
This Day Half-Year, 211 
‘*Too Bad,’’ 230 


VALENTINE Fancies, 67 
Valentines far Notorious Characters, 75 
—oe Day—Royal Academy, 1$78, 


War Party (The), §5 

Weather or Not. 64 

Willing to Oblige. 84 

Weighty Matter (A), 44 

Within a Mile of Edinboro’ ** Tune, ’7191 


CARTOONS. 


Asope of Mystery (The), 39 
Anglo-Russian Agreement (The), 265 
Biank Canvas (The), 9 

** Budget (The),” 141 

Battle of Words (The), 213 
CoacuinG the Crew, 153 

Congress Races, 234 

‘*DirLomatic Traps,’’ 19 

Drawing His Teeth, 101 

Dressing for the Congress Fancy Ball, 121 
Great Sensational Performance, 59 


Germany’s Intervention, 173 
** Going to the Congress,’’ 245 


Lorp Derby’s Baby, 121 


More Diplomacy—Les Malades Imagi- 
naires, 193 


“ Orner Fish to Fry,’ 49 
Our German Chef, 255 


Premier's Valentine (The), 70 
Peace and Prosperity v. War, 183 


Quistion at Starting (A), 29 


'Russran Bear-Glars on their Key-Holy 


Mission, 91 
Russian Gard Trick (The), 213 
Sxane Charming, 163 
Situation (The), 203 


TELEPHONE (The), 81 
Treaty of Peace (The), 111 
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A GOOD JOKE. | as he could for giggling, and then he dropped into his place in the . 
‘‘ Prisoner,” said the Judge, ‘‘it’s perfectly scandalous; you are | procession, and walked to where a little preparation had been made 
being tried by a jury of your fellow-countrymen for the most delibe- | for his reception. And once or twice on the road he laughed so that 
rate murder, and you keep on laughing aloud. It’s abominable.” the sheriffs had to pat him on the back. 4 
Here the prisoner pulled himself together a bit, and tried to look And when his necktie was adjusted, and all was ready, the profes- 


sional gentleman was 
quite startled by the loud 
‘‘Ha! ha! ha!” that he 
managed to get out. He 
was not only startled, but 
his curiosity was piqued, 
so ‘he whispered to his 
victim, ‘‘I say, what are 
you larfin’ at? tell us on 
the Q T.” ‘** Don't tell 
anybody till it’s all over, 
then,” whispered the 
pinioned hero of the hour, 
‘‘’cus it might spoil the 
joke. But—ha! ha! ha! 
—it’s the rummest go; 
they’re been and found me 
guilty of murder, and 
they’re going to hang me, 
and it wasn’t me as done 
it, after all. It was Bill 
Smith; I see’d him do it. 
Ain’t it a lark ?—ha! ha! 
ha!” 

The professional gentle- 
man didn’t answer. He 
had nothing to say, having 
shot his bolt. But he 
thought it was a rum 
sort of a notion of a 
joke. 


solemn, = 8. Oe e apr s* Fr 
fresh witness gave his 

evidence he couldn’t | 
suppress a_ titter, and 
when the jury brought in 
a verdict of ‘* wilful 
murder’? against him, he 
roared aloud with merri- 
ment till the tears came 
into his eyes. 

‘*Perhaps you'll . have 
the decency,” said the 
Judge, ‘‘to leave off 
laughing while I sentence 
you to death. You seem 
to treat the affair as a 
good joke.”’ 

‘“‘Tt is,’’ said the pri- 
soner, holding his sides. 
‘‘ It’s a prime joke e 

‘‘Perhaps you'll think 
differently when the chap- 
lain has talked to you,” 
said the Judge; ‘‘I hope 
you will.” 

Then he put on_ the 
black cap, and sentenced 
the culprit to death. 

‘“Oh,” shrieked the 
condemned man, as_ they 
took him downstairs ; 
‘‘somebody hold me up, 
or I shall die o’ larfin’. 
It’s the rummest go I 
ever heard of.’”’ Then he 
went off again till he 
was black in the face. 

When they put him in | 
the condemned cell, and 
brought the chaplain to 
him, it was just the same. 
The poor wretch burst out 
laughing the moment his 
crime and its consequences 





Hear! Hear! 

No less than seven 
men, all the flower of 
the Household Troops, 
volunteered for active ser- 
vice as soon as it was 
known that the successes 
of Russia called for the 
interposition of England. 
With this glorious ex- 
ample in the present, the 





' 
were mentioned. TENDER GG ESTI NS recollections of Crecy 
The chaplam was na- | SU ONs. ' and Poictiers, and_ the 
turally horrified, and — Spiffins (poetic):—*' Au, Mucotins! ‘THIS REMINDS ME OF THOSE BEAUTIFUL | knowledge that at least 
tried to reason with him, | tivzs, ‘’TIs PLEASANT TO BEHOLD THE WREATHS OF SMOKE ROLL UP AMONG seven more men might 
aon make him explain | THE MAPLES OF THE HILL.’” | be obtained upon emer- 
8 inopportune levity ; | Muggins (realistic): —‘‘ So 17 18, $0 IT 18, BECAUSE IT LOOKS AS IF THEY &Se€Ncy, who is base enough 


to say that England has 
lost her place in_ the 
: L ey scale of Great Powers, 
joke if I told you,” and a ee and is no longer able to 
this was always followed by a paroxysm of laughter. cope unaided against all the Continental nationson at once! English- 
But the big day came at last, and the sheriffs and the professional | men, it is time to be glad! 
practitioner, and when they went into the prisoner's cell and woke | 
him, and he saw what they had come for, he turned over inthe bed| From the reply which certain of the European Powers have made 
and laughed till the tears rolled down his cheeks. | to the Ottoman Circular, they have evidently mistaken it for a circular 
He got up and dressed himself, and swallowed his breakfast as well | Ottoman ; something to be sat upon. . 
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all th he 
but all that could | were A-COOKING OF THAT STEAK AND ONIONS WE ORDERED AT THE INN PROMPT 


get out of the man was, jixe. Time’s NEARLY UP, I THINK, OLD MAN.” 
No; it ’ud_ spoil the 
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MY FRIEND THE CURATE. 


UPPOSING Fate had cut me out 
To fill a Curate’s place ; 
Supposing I were girt about 
With ev’ry moral grace ; 
Suppose my dearth of worldly stains 
Vere like to cause remark— 
I'd take considerable pains 
‘To keep my goodness dark. 


3y what befel a Curate friend 
‘I would be warned in time, 
And even, if required, pretend 
To some extent of crime ; 
To help me out in my pretence, 
My eyeball should impress 
The keen observer with a sense 
Of inward wickedness. 


(All this, provided there were need 
Of such disguising sham— 
A‘supertluity, indeed, 
Conditioned as I am !) 
Yes, certainly—(in order not 
To suffer in the end)— 
I’d just be warned in time by what 
Befel a Curate friend. 


This Curate friend’s religious light 
Was anything but dim, 

And people struggled all their might 
For sittings under him ; 

Nay, zealous ladies made a stir 
To touch his garment’s hem, 

And Mrs. Dystricht Vizzetcr 
Was zealousest of them. 


Now this admiring lady had 
An overpowering whim 

For recommending all the bad 
To go and talk with him: 

The Curate would have held it sin 
To stultify her fad, 

And showed unmingled pleasure in 
Receiving «all the bad. 


The lady sought the dark abode 
Ot Vice's deepest tint, 

In Ratcliff, and Commercial-road, 
And all about the Mint. 

For in that regions’ guilty gloom 
Bad characters are rife, 

The act of shaking hands with whom 
W ould damage one for life ! 





And when these wicked persons stole 
And slunk about the dame, 

She took them by the button-hole 
And breathed the Curate’s name. 

a Do £o and have a tric ndly chat or 
She said; ‘* you wouldn't guess 

How glad he'll ‘be ; he’s living at 
The following address. 





These persons (seeing in her eye 
No sign of threatened ill) 
Would very heartily reply, 
‘* Well, thank ye, ma’am; I will.”’ 
They thought at once, these simple folk, 
‘That one on pleasure bent 
Had asked them to a friendly smoke 
By way of compliment. 


They generally gave themselves 
A little extra scrub, 

And took their pipes from off the shelves, 
And gave their boots a rub. 

And then proceeding in a band 
To where the Curate dwelt, 

They shook him warmly by the hand 
And ask him how he felt. 

The way they drank the Curate’s health 
Was quite a thing to note! 

They also had a mighty weaith 
Of stirring anecdote. 

Now one would dance a cellar-flap, 
Now one would sing a song, 

And Time, reclined in Pleasure’s lap, 
Was gaily borne along. 


‘The Curate knew his duty’s path: 
What breast with pity warmed 

Could drive these sinners from its hearth 
Untaught and unreformed ? 

It might offend them to explain, 
The Curate thought, that he 

Had not expected they’d remain 
Each night till two or three. 


They told him tales of Bill and Bob, 
And how they cracked a crib ; 

Or broke a bold policeman’s nob ; 
Or smashed a lady’s rib. 

Then little smiles the Curate shed, 
For, had he rudely blamed, 

Those hapless sinners might have fled 
And never been reclaimed. 


But when he tried to lead them thence 
With boys who didn’t care ; 

And afterwards, in consequence, 
Were eaten by a bear. 

Condemning vice (which comes to shame, 
And grief, and catches it), 

They seemed to think the story tame, 
And swore a goodish bit. 


And when they'd called and smoked" away 
For many, many days, 
That Curate, I regret to say, 
Began to like their ways: 
He very lately made a stir 
(The daily papers said) 
By robbing Mrs. Vizzeter 
And jumping on her head. 








The ‘* Last’ Rumour. 

THe Government has issued a contract for a large number of 
pairs of Boots for the army. If we are to go to war, it is quite right to 
look about for plenty of Bluchers and Wellingtons, and if the English 
people cannot enter the present strife with good hearts, it’s as well th. 
soldiers should do so with good soles. That order boots a good desl, 
and those who shoes to search may penetrate its meaning. 


In the Toils. 

Tue worthy member for Burnley, speaking on temperance the othe: 
day, said that ‘**the toils of drink” form a standing barrier to th: 
elevation of the working classes. It is, unfortunately, true that too many 
of them toil harder standing in front of « bar than they do anywhere 
else, but they seem to like the work, and it frequently results in 
‘* elevation’ of the most surprising nature. How would Mr. Rylands 
account for that ¢ | 





Shocking! 

Ir is not always advisable that too close a connection should exist 
between Press and Stage. It is, however, positively painful when we 
fad them united in one person, and that a person who is sentenced to 
mine months’ hard labour. John Presstage, the constable who sto! 
& watch and chain, is a disgrace to both professions. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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IN| DREAMLAND. 


I’« a dreamer by nature, I'll honestly own it, 
Aérial castles I’ve frequently built; 
Perhaps I have sense, but I fear I've not shown it, 
And that is undoubtedly equal to guilt. 
I wish to discourse on the dreams I’ve had lately, 
Pll not keep you long. for in number they re few, 
And TI here would remark that they’ve swindled me greatly, 
For up to the present they haven't come true! 


Now [ recently dreamt (and the dream made me joyous) 
That I dwelt in a rural Arcadian spot, 

Devoid of the general cares that annoy us, 
Where no quarter days worried, and taxes were not. 

No creditors called to incessantly dun me— 

_To bid me remember some bill overdue ; 

No landlady came with revilings to stun me— 

But up to the present it hasn't come true! 


I dreamt I was handsome, and heiresses sought me 
And begged me to single out one from the lot. 

I selected the fairest, much lucre she brought me, 
Then I shone among nobles—a very “ big pot.” 

I dreamt I'd a pair of good boots on my “ tootaies’’— 
That [ sported a “‘ chimney-pot,” glossy and new, 

And I dreamt I'd a fortune like Baroness Coutts’s— 
But up to the present it hasn’t come true! 


On another occasion (ah, poor ignoramus! 
lo think myse/f clever in any respect !) 
Methought I'd become as an author quite famous, 
A ‘‘ pet of the public’ with laurel brows decked. 
I'd genius I dreamt, and was eager to show it, 
And fancied I'd silenced the critical crew, 
And methought I had gained great renown as a poet,— 
But up to the present it hasn’t come true! 


I dreamt that I wallowed in poverty’s ditches, 
Discarded by all whom I reckoned my friends ; 
And I dreamt the next night I was burdened with riches, 
Yet minus the joy that benevolence lends. 
And I dreamt that the maiden (the one I’ve changed hearts with) 
Had faded away, as it were, from my view— ; 
Someone else took the kisses she now and then parts with ;— 
But I’m happy to tell you ¢jat hasn’t come true! 





JEREMY TITMOUSE’S BENEFIT. 


Anp Wuat Came or It. 


A Srory or Rear Lire. 
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their hands and stand back when free admissions are mentioned, and 
to Jeremy the charm of an order was only less than the rapturous 
thought of seme day or other appearing in a leading character 
himself, at one of the morning performances which are specially 
arranged for invalid novelties in the way of acting and writing. 

Titmouse, as I have said, was not in any way a mean man as the 
term is best understood, and he always took tickets whenever any of 
his customers had a little “ ben.’ coming off. And it fell that, as he 
was sitting at ome of. these performances, and, as one of the paying 
ticularly enjoying it, the thought siaddenly came into 
his head, * y should not I have a benefit, too?” 

‘‘ Why,” weasoned Jeremy, ‘ should actors and managers of 
theatres only have benefits—managers particularly?’’ And he went 
straight away heme, and next day his shop was placarded with the 
announcement that on a given day ‘‘ the whole of the sales would be 
for the benefit of the proprietor, J. Titmouse, who trusted that on 
this occasion his friends would rally round him and give him a 
bumper.” 

He advertised in the papers, and ‘“ posted” his neighbourhood 
thoroughly, besides which he several times consulted his friends the 
actors as to what was the exact custom of ‘‘ the profession’ when 
lessees and managers ‘‘ took a night,”’ determined as he was that come 
what would Ais benefit should be built up entirely on the traditional 


public, not 


model. 
The eventful day came in due course, and his friends and the public, 


doubtless attracted by the novelty of the notion, swarmed into the 
shop, and purchased freely for the proprictor’s benefit, and ‘‘a 
bumper” J. 'T. found it really was when the hour for closing arrived. 

What did it matter to him that several low fellows hung round 
and wanted vociferously and rowdily to know why he who benefited 
by purchase every day should want a special day to himself! Jeremy 
comforted his soul with the notion that they might ask Mr. Chatterton, 
or Mr. Webster, or Mr. Buekstone, or Mr. Holland, or Messrs. James 
and Thorne the self-same question on any one of the ‘* bespeak 
nights” taken by any one of them. And when the shop was shut up, 
and he counted his gains, they had an especial charm for him as being 
obtained in a way so dear to his heart. 

But alas! he was not to conclude as happily as he had imagined. On 
Saturday night when he, in continuation of his analogy, stopped the 
benefit day’s pay from each of his ‘‘ young gentlemen and ladies,”’ 
there was a row in the house, I warrant you. And no explanation he 
could give them was satisfactory. Jeremy would willingly have 
done without the money, had it not been for what he considered the 
principle of the thing, but under the circumstances he was as inexor- 
able as they were. 

The result was that one of his emploves went before a magistrate and 
got what is, I believe, called a test summons to represent the lot. 
And the worthy beak, when the case came on, sagd he had never 
before heard of such a piece of tyranny on the pan of an employer, 
















and wished he could do more than simply decide against the defen- 
dant with costs. ‘The papers took it up warmly, and were down upon 
Titmouse as one man. 

And the glory of Jeremy's benefit departed from it when he found 
that after all he wasn’t allowed to do, or even to think of doing, what 
is the common custom of employers so long as they be but theatrical 


RyEREMY TITMOUSE was 
Y an enthusiastic admirer of 
the Stage as an institution, 
and of all that belonged to 
it as well. He would have 
given anything he possessed 
to have been an actor, that is, a 
successful one, and in his earlier 
days had belonged to an amateur 
club of histrions. His success, 
however, had not been such as 
tempted him to persevere, which, 
perhaps, was all the better for 
him, as, starting in the world 
. with next to nothing, he was at 
the time I write the proprietor of 
a well-to-do drapery establishment, 
employing quite a dozen ‘ young 
gentlemen and _ ladies,” to say 
nothing of outdoor people, in one 
of the busiest portions of London. 

Titmouse’s greatest delight was 
to go to the theatre, especially if he 
could but obtain an order. He 
supplied several of ‘the  pro- 

tession”’ with what small things in 
the way of hosiery they happened from time to time to want, and 
occasionally would obtain free seats for himself and family—for 
Jeremy was married, and his belongings were all as stage-struck as 
he was himself—and on such occasions our hero was a happy man 
indeed. ; 

Not that Jeremy was particularly mean. He paid his way cheer- 
fully, and was generally considered a fairly liberal employer. But there 
is that about the atmosphere and surroundings of a theatre no man has 
vet been able to thoroughly comprehend. The most generous will hold 







or musical. 
And he is going to take a theatre one of these days, and runa 


chance of being ruined for ever, for nothing but the opportunity of 
having once in his life a proper and unmistakably real benefit. 

And, anyhow, I fancy I was right in saying that there is that about 
the atmosphere and surroundings of a theatre no man has yet been 
able to thoroughly understand. 





A REMINISCENCE. 


HusBanpb. 

Let us hang the walls with holly, 
Let us twine the chandeliers, 
Let us make the rooms look jolly, 
As they did in bygone years. 
Let the mistletoe be dangled 
In profusion o'er the house, 
For these tiny sprigs new-fangled 
I consider quite a ‘* chouse.” 

WIFE. 
Just be careful with that holly, 
Take it off the chandelier, 
Such extravagance is folly, 
Even evergreens are dear. 
If the mistletoe be dangled, 
Do it in a careful way, 
With those sprigs you call new-fangled, 
For they’re half-a-crown a spray. 















‘“CHEMIST v. DOCTOR.’’—ONE 





“Oh! Isay, I've unfortunately swallowed half a ote - petroleum by 
mistake. Give me something for it—Look sbarp 





“Eh! But—look here, 1’m entirely ignorant of—oh! well here goes! ”’ 
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PHASE OF THE QUESTION. 





“ Confound it! what are you considering i ft It will be all up 
with me in a minute.” 
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** Dear, dear! what a very unfortunate choles; , but it would never 
have done for me to interfere 
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THE BLANK CANVAS. 


Diszy :—‘H’M! WHAT SHALL I PAINT—‘THE PURCHASE OF THE TURKISH FLEET,’ ‘THE ANNEXATION OF 
EGYPIr, OR ‘THE DECLARATION OF WAR BY BRITANNIA’?” 
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A SEARCH FOR A STAMP. 


O I remain, and ever shall remain, my own 
precious petsy-wetsy, lovey-dovey, dearest, 
scrumptious, beautious Matilda, your adoring, 
faithful, constant, and true-hearted lover, 
Bobby!” “There,” said Robert Ribston- 
pippin, as he folded the sheet of note-paper, 
“there! I think that will pleaseher. When 
she receives this, first post to-morrow morn- 
ing, as she’s cleaning the steps, how she'll 





jump for joy,a@nd love me still more dearly !” 

obert, our was, it is unnecessary to 
state, a yu man, No one but a young 
man would Mave given vent to such romantic 


remarks #8 #ppear at the commencement of 
i this v murrative. Robert, I say, 
was a youlg mish, and moved in a some- 
what humble sphere of life, bei an aesistant at a large boot 
and shoe emporium in the south of London. And Matilda, the 
fair one to whom he was writing, Was housemaid at a large house 
situate near Brixton Rise, and this is how they met. It ed 
that one night Matilda, being in wait of a pair of boots (for even 
housemaids wear out boots as well as their masters’ tempers), called 
in at the emporium whereat Robert was d. Need I say they 
loved at first sight? Robert, being en of her tootsy-wootsies, 
which were the largest ‘‘ beetle-crashers’’ he had ever seen, 
at once, and was accepted ; and their courtehip had gone on 
ruptedly until the events named in this e took place. But to 
resume. ‘“‘ There!” said Robert, as he carefully caligraphed the en- 
velope, and surveyed it with much pride, “ Now I'll post it ; it’s rather 
late! Why, good —- I haven't a stamp,” he suddenly thought, 
‘‘and all the post-o: ; are closed, ‘and so is the little chandler’s shop 
where I have occasionally postage stamps. What shall I 
do? Ah, happy thought! I will. goto the ‘pub’ and get one; they'll 
obligeme if I indulge in half-a-pint!’’ So'he at once started to the 
“pub,” at the top of the strest, and-called for half-a-pint of “ bitter six.” 
When it was he said, “Oh, please could you oblige me with 
a postage stamp?” “I'm to way I haven't one,’ said the | 





‘‘ missus.’ “ Dear me, how unfortunate! I’m much obliged. Good | 


night!’ And et up his beer, he bolted, and stood outside to 
meditate. ‘ What shall I do?’ he mused. “I wouldn’t have it reach | 
her later than the first post for a fortune! A good idea! I'll seek 
another ‘pub.’”’ So off he started, and on reaching one (it wasn’t far, 
you may reckon), he repeated his dose and his request. ‘ Well, sir, I 
haven’t got one,” said the landlord, “or you should have it directly.”’ 
‘“‘ Dear me, how strange,” said Robert. ‘‘ Thank you. Good night;” 
and again “sloped.” “I must try again somewhere,” he thought, 
and so he trudged a little farther on, and entered another “ pub,” and 
as it was getting cold and foggy he called for half-a-go of ram hot, 
and, beckoning to the host, said pleadingly, ‘‘ Cou/d you oblige me with 
such a thing asa tage stamp?’”’ ‘No,’ said the Bung; “ don’t 
keep ’em!’’ ‘* Well, there; whata calamity,” said thelover. ‘‘ Thank 
you, sir. Good night!’ and he fled from the bar distractedly. ‘‘ But 
why despair?’ thought he. ‘If at first you don’t succeed, try another 
‘pub’!’’? andhedid. And this time he went in for “bitter six’ again, 
not because he wanted it, but he could not possibly, he thought, go 
into a public-house for a stamp without having something for the 
‘‘ good of the house.” But here again he failed to get a stamp, and he 
gradually began to despond; still he trudged manfully on to another 
tavern, and once more ordered rum hot; but still he failed to procure 
what he wanted. So tearing his hair, he rushed off towards Black- 
friars Bridge, and calling ina large gin-palace in that aeighbourhood, 
he recklessly called for “ three of Irish, warm,” for he didn’t know what 
to have. And after drinking a part of it, addressed the landlord as 
follows:—‘‘I say, ole filler, could you "blige me pos’age stamp ?’’ 
‘‘No,” said the landlord, ‘‘ I couldn’t.” ‘* Well, really nowmos' tonish- 
in’thing. I never ’n all my life knew such a thing's this!” said 
Robert. ‘‘ Mos’ unfort’nate ‘currence ’s ever I heard in the whole 
course of my life! Good ni——. No,I won't go. I'll drown cares 
in flowin’ bowl. Here, d'ye hear. Give's anurrer drop whisky hot!” 
and repeating his doses till nearly half-past twelve, he suddenly 
became somewhat noisy, and at length was forcibly ejected. He 
staggered on, he knew not where; then, taking his letter from his 
pocket, exclaimed frantically, ‘‘ She shall have it yet!” And what took 
place after that he knew not. 
* * eo * « * 

The next thing he remembered was being woke up from a sound 
sleep, and finding himself in a police cell, and being dragged up before 
the Magistrate, charged with being drunk and disorderly, and also with 
assaulting the constable in the execution of his duty, &c., &c. The 
constable declared that he found the prisoner, about half-past one in 
the morning, knocking loudly with his stick at all the doors of the 
General Post Office, St. Martin’s-le-Grand, shouting at the top of his 
voice that ‘‘he wanted a stamp for M’tilda’s lerrer!”” Andthe worthy 
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magistrate fined him forty shillings. And Robert, having 
wherewith to settle up, had to remain in durames vile until the 


Matilda came and paid it for him. ‘And did shenot renounce him at 
once and for ever ?’’ the conscientious reader inquire. No, con- 
scientious reader, she didn’t; but like a true-héarted domestio servant, 


she, out of her own hard-earned savings (for all servants have savings), 
gave him the’'money to put up the’banns, and paid all 6x and 
they were married in less than wa@i@mth ; and (of course) lived happy 
ever after. And up tothe present Robert Ribstonpippin has had no 
occasion to regret his adventures in Search of a Stamp ! 
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CONNUBIAL BLISS. 
Beginning the New Year well. As deseribed'in the daily papers. 








LITTLE FAILINGS. 

I am crammed full of faults, I’m a mass of mistakes, 

So stupid, in fact, that you’d deem me half-witted ; 
But though in my way I’m a “ caution to snakes,” 

I think I’m a party who ought to be pitied. 
In the course of my narrative, friends, ’twill appear 

That I’ve reason to look on my faults with bewailings; 
But, if you’re inclined to be somewhat severe, 

Why, my only excuse is, they’re family failings! 


I don’t rise very early, indeed, I'd remark 

That it verges on noon ere my slumbers are finished, 
I have never, at present, been up with the lark— 

In fact, my affection for ‘‘larks”’ is diminished. 
Then I linger o’er breakfast—it takes me an hour, 

For I hate to be hurried whene’er I'm regaling. 
But stay, reader, if you're inclined to be sour, 

Pray . member late rising’s our family failing! 


I’ve a marvelllous talent for missing a train, 
I don’t think I e’er caught the one I intended: 
I’ve struggled, I’ve hurried, but always in vain, 
"Tis laziness, maybe, so can’t be defended. 
I never can keep an appointment—TI' ve tried, 
But never succeeded, I own it with quailing ; 
Pray pardon me, if you've a wish to deride, 
I assure you tis only a family failing ! 


I’ve a wonderful weakness for falling in love, 
Each damsel I meet makes me really enraptured, 
I have only to speak and to squeeze her wee glove 
And to notice her smile, and I straightway am captured. 
I have only to gaze on a beautiful “ phiz,”’ 
And all efforts to rouse me are quite unavailing; 
I’m “‘spooney ”’ at once,—I don’t know how it is, 
But falling in love seems our family failing! 


My figure is not very striking; oh no! 
My nose is what Tennyson styles the “ tip-tilted,” 
My locks are red-tinted, my stature is low, 
So you'll not be surprised when you hear I’ve been jilted. 
My mouth is enormous, my countenance flat, 
And my teeth are like jagg’d and i 
Don’t tell me I’m ugly !—I cannot help that, 
For plainness is one of our family failings. 
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CHRONIC. 











Sceng: 4 Surgeon's Houses. TIME: 3 a.m. 
Irate Practitioner :—‘‘ How DARE YoU, SIR, COME RINGING ME UP AT THIS TIME OF THE MORNING, FOR NO REASON?” : 
Inebriated One :—‘* No reasnon! I’sure you I’m ver’ 1Lu. THOSE CONFOUNDED HICCUPS COME BACK WHICH SHEIZED ME LASHT WEEK ! 
. little), a similar quantity of Covetousness, and a little Starvation. Oh, 
AN UNNECESSARY VISITOR. and pack me up a8 few Aristocrats, whom I can pg upon, when I 
(A Srony 1x Tures CHapress.) get there, to eer all the land they can; and see that the Aris- 
— tocrats are well provided with gaesee ys do their work, I 
Cuarrse I. warrant me, and make the people discontented). 


‘“Dzazn me!” said the Demon of Discontent, as he called his | on = = ae é ae Gee aanmnee with a large carpet bag 


favourite Imps round him one day. ‘“‘Dearme! It’s just ss he | - 

end of the year, and we've done no business for along while. Varlets,,; |, Sire, they are here!” said the Imps. Seal ; 

we must see to this. Something must be done in she way of sowing : Oh, and by-the-bye, said the Demon, “ mind I don’t forget to take 
dissension somewhere ; but the question is, where? We have, as you | & little Law with me, and some well-seasoned, hard-hearted Relieving- 
know, made our power felt in so many pieces that I fear there is no ; Officers, and, let's see, is there anything else I shall want ? 


oon : | “T would suggest a Strike or two,” said one. 
other spot where we could reap s eat by setting people at “Oh, ah, yes, "% all means let. me have a few ree they'll be 
ye pee Ar 


heads!” & w 
“Great Master,” said an Imp, “with thy permission thy slave handy. ; That’s all, I think,” said he. ‘Good day. 
would suggest a land wherein a couldst oan to advantage the a kick all round, he took his carpet-bag and started off to catch 


** Say on, Imp!” said the Demon, imp-eratively. 
oe I gnc of a nation so happy 80 Pr us, and so free, Cuarter III. 
its i itants are joyous. There lurks no poverty, no ‘ : — 
barbarity, no crime. There sin and vice flourish not, and all is peace- amit am Desk co cna, ene” anit a Sage, O they 
7. sai alie “What brings me back, indeed? Why, some of you scoundrels 
= t's name P’’ asked the Demon, excitedly. ; have ‘had’ me nicely. A happy nation! Why, good ious, I 
hie a 1” shouted the Imp, with a yell of triumph, and fell at | never saw such a place in my life. Why, the people actually laughed 
eet. | at me! I offered them some Strikes cheap, and they told me they'd got 








. CHAPTER IT. ; , plenty ; then I tried to give them a little Law, and they said they’d 
So the next morning the Demon of Discontent was up betimes, and | got enough Law—what they wanted was Justice! And as for the 
took great pains with his toilet ; he even washed his face (and it was a | Aristocrats, they assured me that they were overburdened with them, 
face), and put on his best tall hat. Then hurriedly swallowing two | and they'd got all the land as it was, and even enclosed their commons, 
or three chops, a cup of tea, and a elice of bread-and-butter, he and there wasn’t room for any more because there was no more land 
summoned his Imps, who came flocking in ed to dothe guv’nor’s ; to steal. And all my stores of Envy, Drunkenness, Brutality, and 
bidding, and obsequiously fell at his feet (and they were feet) in token Starvation were utterly unneeded. Happy land, indeed ! Why I saw 
homage. x ; ; so much sin and vice and misery there that I felt quite virtuous 
“ Rise, varlets!"’ he exclaimed ; and they did, glad of the chance. , among them. And when I got to London, by jingo, that was a 
“ Just me up a few things to take with me,” said he. “ Let me | ‘settler!’ but J wasn’t. Why, I wouldn’t stay in it ten minutes for 
see, I'll take two or three barrels of Gin, about seven pounds of Envy ! fear I should be contaminated. So I packed up my bag and took the 
(if there isn’t enough in the stores, ask Mrs. Discontent to give you a, next train back, and if that’s England——.” 
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A FRIENDLY OFFER. 
a : N this life we all mect with 
OUP Crosses, 
Our pains and our penalties 
pay 5 
‘To-day we may grieve o'er our 
losses, 
To-morrow we ll laugh and 
be gay. 
Qur course may run calm and 


unruthHed 
lor weeks or for months ov 
for years, 
Then a change, and 
everything mufiled, 
And everyone round us in 
tears. 


we've 


Ah, life has its chops and its 
changes, 
Its stakes and ambitions and 
goals, 
By them ’tis the Demon 
arranges 
Temptation shall trouble our 
souls. 
For whocouldn’t do without 
sinnin 
And free be from blame to the end, 
If he lived without toiling or spinning, 


And always had money to spend ! 


Yet the rich man is not without trouble, 
At least, it’s the fashion to say 

That all pleasure to him is a bubble, 
Which bursts should it come in his way. 

The more that one has, the more worry, 
And bother, confusion, and strife ; 

Yes, those are the foolish who h 
And race for the wealth of this life ! 


Now, that’s what a wealthy man told me, 
Who heard me repining aloud. 

Said he, ‘*‘ You are wrong, for behold me 
The saddest of all in this crowd. 

Believe me, in wealth there’s no pleasure 
You cannot without it attain. 

How often, though laden with treasure, 
I wish I were humble again.”’ 


Said I, ‘‘ Mr. Dives, I’m willing 

And anxious your word to*believe ; 
With gratitude ] am fast filling 

And pining to think that you grieve. 
‘True sympathy banishes sorrow, 

Let mine lead you onward to glee, 
And the way is,—I’ll ask you to-morrow 


9? 


‘To hand over your trouble to me! 


Remarkable Statement. 

A curious account of the death of a centenarian at Wychling, near 
Sittingbourne, is given in a daily paper. Mary Butler was 103 years 
of age, and retained her faculties to the last. Her husband, George 
Butler, was 85 when he died, twenty years ago. ‘‘ Mrs. Butler’s 
children are themselves old men and women.” The writer of this 
sentence must be a humourist indeed, and he must have a tremendous 
amount of confidence in the density of those to whom he tells his 
ocr strange story. 

Bearing Good Fruit. 

Mrs. Layarp made the Sultana the other day a present of « shawl, 
which had been handed to her for the purpose by the Baroness 
Burdett-Coutts. This is very like sending coals to Newcastle, as if a 
Sultana has anything in profusion it is shawls. But as our own 
I'ranco-Hibernian says, you may give anything to a Sultana, and 
there is bound to be good raison for it. 


Strikology. 


Tux assaults by gentlemen on strike upon gentlemen not upon 
strike continue the trade features of the week. The most striking 
part of the present strike is the way the men who won't strike get 
struck. 


FUN. 
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A SANITARY FABLE. 


Onczr upon a time there was a handsome young Prince who was— 
or ought to have been— one of the happiest men in the world, for he 
was heir-apparent to the Sunsetless Empire, and was moreover the 
husband of a beautiful and accomplished Lady, the darling of the 
nation, in whose heart she already reigned supreme. The Prince was 
tolerably popular among his future subjects, whose ancient mountains 
and lovely vales from time to time re-echoed—so it was vocally 
alleged—with blessings invoked upon his Royal head. He was, in 
truth, a very decent sort of Prince—as Princes go. He had been a trifle 
wild, extravagant, and foolish, but not a quarter so bad as he might 
have been, considering his opportunities; and when contrasted with 
some of his predecessors, he shone forth a paragon of virtue and 
steadiness. : 

Now, the Sunsetless Empire being governed on Constitutional 
principles, it happened, at the time of which we are writing, that the 
statesman who swayed its destinies was a Great Hebrew Humourist, 
who some years before, having no definite plan for the conduct of 
public affairs to lay before the country, had ingeniously supplied this 
defect by the promulgation of a Policy of Sewage, which was lauded 


to the skies by the members of his party, who, with rare exceptions, 


never troubled to think on their own account—being indeed in but 
too many instances destitute of the apparatus indispensable for that 
operation. But what they lacked in brains they made up in docility, 
and their voting power was utilised by their humorous leader with 
considerable success. The “policy” which this jocular statesman had 
then enunciated was not, on the whole, novel, but it comprised a very 
ingenious theory to account for the existence of improvidence, dissipa- 
tion, pauperism, and crime, inasmuch as all these evils were traced to 
the neglect of laws. It was, he contended, absurd to expect 
aman to be conspicuous for self-respect and a desire to keep off the 
parish if he lived in a hovel built over a cesspool, and got bad water 
to drink and worse beer; also that tanks and porches and ovens were 
desiderata of the highest importance, and that bad drainage really 
resulted in disregard of the Decalogue. There was so evidently a 
basis of common sense in these sanitary suggestions that the Sunsetless 
people (being intensely practical) listened with ardour if they did 
nothing else, and the theory found such general acceptance that at length 
it became the merest truism to say that if you wamt a man to bea 
decent member of society you must give him a proper place to live 
in, and see that his drainage is permanently in good order. 4 

It was about this period that typhoid fever became a fashionable 
ailment. Swell after swell of the highest lineage was, in his own 
palatial home, stricken down by the Dirt Fiend just as if he had been 
&@ mere common improvident, unsanitary, profligate of the lower 
classes; and all this while, though the ultra-Radical newspapers 
teemed with diatribes against vicious aristocracy—for the pace that 
season had been particularly severe, and some very pretty little stories 
had, in running their cerulean course, furnished congenial employ- 
ment for the scandal-mongers—all this while, we say, no voice was 
lifted among these intensely practical professors of the science of cause 
and effect to expose the evil which was insidiously working such 
terrible physical and moral havoc among the golden youth of the 
Sunsetless Empire. 

Even the Prince’s household was not secure against the dread foe. 
Years before he had himself narrowly escaped the clutches of the grim 
visitant, and the nation had already mourned him as lost. In truth it 
was passing strange that nobody ever put this and that together and 
evolved a great principle from all these things, though it may have 
been that the Sunsetless scientists were too practical to theorise. And 
even when the Prince’s own town residence was discovered to be built 
over what was virtually an old cesspool, still nobody made any sign. 
But all this time a sage sat silently pondering these things in his mind 
at No. 153, Fleet-street, and now that sage gives forth the result of 
his cogitations for the benefit of a benighted, though intensely 
practical, people ; and this is what he wishes to point out: 

If that which is sauce for the proletarian goose be likewise an 
appropriate condiment for the princely or aristocratic gander, is it 
wonderful that the disregard of sanitary principles which causes those 
abominable lower classes to beat their wives and booze away their 
wages, should produce somewhat analogous effects upon the refulgent 
swells whom it is at once a privilege and a happiness to admire from 
afar? And as reforms sbould always begin in high places, there is 
now a glorious opportunity for the Great Hebrew Humourist who 
still controls the Sunsetless Treasury to act up to his principles, if he 
believes in them, by building a brand-new palace upon the most 
approved sanitary principles for the lodgment of the young Prince, so 
that he may be hedged round by every moral and physical safeguard. 
The swells will follow suit, and set their own houses in order; and by 
and by, through a general levelling-up, all classes may become 
physically, and therefore morally, regenerated. 


A Man or Hicu Stranpinc.—One who measures over six feet. 
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Old Blatherwick (a retired tallow chandler and a would-be esthetic':—** An’ NOW, WHAT D’ YER THINK 0’ THAT 60 By 40 PICTER,—NAT RAL, 


AIN'T IT?” Artistic Vesttor (dubiously ):-— ‘* H’mM—yYE-Es.’ 
O. B. :—‘* WELL, WHAT DO you THINK I GAVE FoR ‘Im ‘—60 ny 40, 


MIND YER!”’ 


Visitor (still more dubiously).—‘* Writ, I suov_p THINK—60 By 40, you say —WELL, 60 By 40 BoB!” 








THE DISTRESSED EARL. 


THe last rays of the midnight sun were casting most uncalled-for 
reflections on the Early English windows of Lord Vavasour’s villa in 
Wellclose Square, as a fashionably-attired bishop drove up to the door 
in a dog-cart, and knocking the ashes out of his well-coloured clay, 
rattled his stick along the railings to let the underhousemaid know he 
was there. As he did so a tall, pale woman, in a cherry-coloured 
polonaise, trimmed with mandarin velvet and bagatelle balls, opened 
the postern gate, and, seeing who it was, dropped the drawbridge. 
Signing his helmeted coachman to wait without, the bishop entered the 
ancestral home of the Vavasours, and was shown into the room in 
peacock blue, where lay the last representative of his line upon a 
Sheraton couch. ‘* Well, Bill,” said the bishop, ‘any better 2’ 
** No, Jack,”’ answered Lord Vavasour, ‘‘and I shan't be till you tell 
me the answer. I’ve been awake for nights trying to think of it, and 
I can’t, and it’s killing me.” * Why, it’s simple enough,”” said the 
bishop, tossing up three Nankin blue vases at once with the dexterity 
ofa juggler. ‘T'll say it again. Why is the thrashing vou gave 
Lady Vavasour the other day like the Rey. Arthur Tooth?’ “I 
don't know,” groaned his lordship, wiping the perspiration from his 
brow with a lace handkerchief which had been Kine Alfred’s aunt’s 
before she was married. ‘* Oh, Jack! friend of my youth, and bishop 
of my manhood, I'll give you that real old Chippendale bootjack 
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yonder if you'll only tell me.” The bishop’s eyes shone with a blare 


of trumpets, and leapt from their sockets as Zazel from the wide- 
mouthed cannon. To possess the Chippendale bootjack had been the 
dream of his life. ‘‘ I'll tell you, Bill,” he said; ‘* but swear upon 
this early eggwhisk of Herculaneum never to reveal it!” Lord 
Vavasour swore. ‘* The thrashing you gave Lady Vavasour is like 
the Rey. Arthur Tooth thusly,” said the bishop, ‘‘ because it is a 
whack scandal ; the wax candle is the fashionable light of Ritualism, 
and the fashionable light of Ritualism is the Rev. Arthur Tooth.”’ 
Quick as the contradiction of a great battle in the East, the earl leapt 
from his couch and flung a Tudor coal scoop at his tormentor’s head. 
But the bishop had seized the Chippendale bootjack, and was over the 


| drawbridge and rattling down Ratcliff Highway in his dog-cart before 


you could say Peter Robinson. 


A Curistmas Present.—Why, this Christmas, of course. 
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Messrs. Letts’s Diaries are c 
are large and small, rough 
ennuyéed exquisite, or the 





NEW LEAVES. 


calculated to supply all desires. 
and smooth, for the waistcoat pocket of the 
work-table of the busiest of business men. 
they are 


But, ‘whatever is their use or their intention, 


and. though from 
New Cross, evi- 
dently constructed 


on ‘‘ straight” prin- 
ciples. 

Dacre of the South ; 
or, the Olden Time 
(Charing Cross Pub- 
lishing Company) is 
a drama in. blank 
verse. A good deal 
of itis blanker than 
we should think the 
author intended. 
This little difficulty 
could, however, be 
asily remedied by 
means of splendid 
scenery, magnificent 
costumes . live ely bal- 
lets, &e. : might in 
fact not then be at 
all noticed. The 
addition of a trans- 


formation scene and 
a good clown and 
pantaloon would 
make its success 
complete. 

Icon Trevor, from 


the same publishers, 
is a small tale ** with 
a purpose, 
purpose is ‘lemper- 
ance. A temperate 
use of this tale may 
be safely recom- 
mended. It can 
hardly be said _ to 
have served its pur- 
pose, as a lengthened 
perusal would make 
recourse to some 
sort of stimulant an 
absolute necessity. 
Cavendishon Eearté 
is anothe r of Messrs. 
Delarue’s pretty and 
useful little produc- 
tions, the series of 
which might well be 
called ‘* Classics for 


Clubmen.”’ 
One of the most 
readable books that 


have for long been 
issued by the firm of 
Nimmo 1s Travelling, 
Past and Present. It 
treats of locomotion 
in a pleasant and 
chatty way, from the 
tirst and most primi- 
tive conveyance up 
to the present ap- 
parently most com- 
plete arrangements 
by land and water. 
Some of the anec- 
dotes are funny, and 


the illustrations, 
without being am- 
bitious, are fairly 
good. 


The Book of French 
Songs (Warne), ad- 


mirably translated by the late 


” and the. 


MIAME dL ee 
TT | 


ROOF TO-DAY, 


Mr. P.:— 
AND IT’S HIM AS 


FOR HIM, 


AN’ 


Mr. Porr.ies; 
YER Missus I’VE SEEN THE HOLES AND I’VE SEEN YER ATTIC 
INCOMMODED THROUGH THE 
NIGHT AND A-SPILIN’ THE GOOD SPERRETS HE TAKES OF 
so I'LL DO THE JAWRB AT ONST.”’ 


‘“¢ TELL 
"AVE 


John Oxenford, 


BIN 


They 


all excellent, 


SHE 


would be acceptable 


at any time. It is therefore additionally welcome, seeing it has now 
bound up with it Miss Stuart’s Early French Po try. Together 
VOL. XXVII. 


FUN. 


these form an excellent addition to the 


Classics.” 


long 








‘* Chandos 


series of 


Harvey Sinclair, Bible Wonders, Rills from the Fountain of Life, and 
the Boys of B “illoughby School (Nimmo) are small and seasonable pro- 
ductions of the kind beloved of children from time immemorial. 

Also from Messrs. Warne we have received God's Silver and King 


RAIN A 


haps it isn’t. 


A DAY. 





“ONE TOUCH OF NATURE—.’ 


Lodging House Slavey :—‘‘ Missvus SES SHE ’OPES YOU'LL MEND THEM HOLES IN THE ATTIC 
"AVE BIN SO INCOMMODED BY THE RAIN A-COMING IN——. 


-DRIPPIN’ 
A WORKIN’ MAN lI FEELS 


As 


LODGER, 


INTO HIS MOUTH OF A 


Hetel's Daughter, 
vooks for the rising 
generation which 
should please; and 
the cheap reissue of 
Mortimer Collins's 
Sweet and Twenty, 
perhaps the best of 
that prolific writer's 
novels. 


Saxby’s Weather 


Table and y {ima nae 
tells us we are likely 
to see many 
‘‘changes’”” this 
year. ‘¢ Weather 


permitting,” otf 
course, captain ! 

The Sportsman's 

ocket Book and The 
Sporting Life Com- 
panion, both very 
good things in their 
way, would be better 
still if they did not 
contradict each other 
quite so much. If 


“records” are 
worth anything— 
and as these 


pamphlets are pub- 
lished mainly in 
their interest, it 
would seem thatthey 
are —their deter- 
mination should be 
in the hands of those 
who are above con- 
tradiction. The 
compilers of both 
deserve credit for 
considerable  inge- 
nuity. 

Theseventh yearly 


prospectus ot the 
Printers’ National 
Art Union offers 


special attractions to 
lovers of these le- 
galised lotteries. It 
should be a recom- 
mendation to all in 
any way interested in 
the various ramifi- 
cations of the Press, 
to know that this 
Art Union is ex- 
actly what it pro- 
fesses to be, the 
whole of the ar- 
rangements being in 
the hands of work- 
ing printers. 


Mintonian. 

Tue Earl of Minto 
thinks we ought to 
interfere at once in 
the present war. The 
Karl of Minto thinks 
it Thyme O that we 
went in to cHerb 
the Czar’s ambition. 
Perhaps his advice is 
very Sage O; per- 


In these rancorous days it is the duty of the journalist 
who expresses an opinion on the war to leave it so that those who pay 
their money can take their choice. 
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THE NEW ALLIANCE. 


The publicans of Windsor have signed a document pledging themeelves to 
support temperance to the best of their ability. 


On, have you heard the lovely news that comes from Windsor now : 
The publicans who trade therein have made a x lemn vow 

To do their best for temperance, and make it their delight 

To wean the wicked customers from drinking till they're tight. 








Oh, what a lovely thing “twill be to watch the landlord frown 
When women seck in mountain dew their miseries to drown ; 

And when they've had a little glass, and say ‘* Another, please,” 
He'll beckon them aside and speak in some such words as these : 
“Oh, woman! woman! do you know that awful stuff you drink 
Is bearing you at rapid pace to sure déstruciion’s brink ¢ 
Your nerves are low IT do not doubt, maybe you have some grief,— 
I see you have, you bow your head, and use your handkerchief. 
“Oh, go from hence, T beg of you, and quickly sign the pledge ; 
Dram drinking is a precipice — you = upon its edge. 

Look, here’s your tuppence back again — oh, leave this cursed place ; 
I humbly hope that here again I shall not see your face. 


And then when wicked working men come in to have a pot, 

How sweet ‘twill be to hear him ery, ‘* My friends, you'd better not. 
You’ ve wives at home who sorely need your hard-earned coin, I fear ; 
T will not be a party to your spending it in beer.” 

His taproom walls will be adorned with Lawson's photograph 

And little texts about the sin of liking half-and-half. 

One night a week his concert room he'll let to Bands of Hope ; 
Converted potmen will attend to preach to those who tope. 


And when his paying customers have quite abandoned him, 

And prospects of a bankruptcy are anything but dim, 

When broken health and loss of wealth have all his efforts crowned, 
I hope that in a rival's house his clients won't be found. 


MUCH TOO AGREEABLE. 


Sue was one of those women you couldn't quarrel with. She was 
that agrecable that her old man got tired of it, and tried to havea 
row fora change. He began by chucking the things about at dinner 
time, and smashing the plates. But she only smiled like an angel, 
and said, ‘‘ Law, ducky; how lucky I didn’t put the best service 
on to-day.” And the next day she did put the best service on, and 
he remembered it cost him eighteen guineas, and he didn’t care to 
spoil the set. Then he took to stopping out late and coming home 
drunk, but when he staggered upstairs she always welcomed him with 
a smile, and caught him in her arms and kissed him, and said, ‘I 
wonder, John dear, whatever's been spilt on your coat ; it smells like 
spirits."" Now, this was enough to make any man wild, so, one 
evening he said to her quietly, ‘‘ Ish me, my lavsh, I’m toshicated !” 
‘* Are you, John!’ she answered ; ‘‘ why, you old dear, I shouldn't 
have believed it.” And then she gave him a sweet smile that made 
him that mad he didn't know what to do. But he wasn’t going to be 
done, he determined he would have a row somehow or other; so one 
night, when she wouldn't believe he was drunk, but kept on kissing 
him and called him an old dear, he just let out some strong language 
and hit her on the head with the fire-irons. She smiled, but she 
didn't say anything in particular. She took him by the hand in an 
affectionate manner, and led him downstairs and into the street, and 
kissed him, and handed him over to a policeman. And she went 
down to the Court the next morning, and got him six months in such 
a protty, agreeable way, the reporters fell quite in love with her. And 
when he was going away, she Jeant over the dock and kissed him, and 
said, ‘*‘ Take care of yourself, ducky ; T'll have a nice dinner for you 
the day you come out.” And the last thing he saw as he went down 
the steps was his amiable wife kissing her hand to him and smiling 
away as sweetly as ever. 


Bathos. 

Tue Queen has expressed her intention of conferring on Lord Lytton 
the ** highest honour of the Civil Division of the Order of the Bath.” 
That is, the division in which soap and shampoocrs and soft towels 
form the chief essentials. 


A Sentiment. 

‘* Drink to me only with thine eves."” She was his mother-in-law, 
and his gallantry tickled her vanity. He was glad it made her leave 
go of the bottle. If she'd gone on drinking to him with her mouth 
there’d have been none left for him. 


Flat BurGcLary.—Housebreaking in Edinburgh. 


——————— 
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THE POWER OF CHAFF. 


Moxrpip Mvusines spy A READER oF THE PAPERS. 





Is it a horrible story that I have read which haunts my days and 
nights? Again I have gone to bed with nerves unstrung, and again 
waked in the silent night with a start, and sat up and shuddered ! 

Is it some horrible tale of mystery which I have read, and which 
has left this undying impression on my mind? As I strain my brain 
to recall this story - or whatever it was—I recollect that the end of. it 
was something to this effect:—‘‘The prisoner: ‘How about that 
white stuff in the cellar?’ * * * Subsequently the solicitor for 
the prosecution said that, as the prisoner.appeared to be a respectable 
man, he did not wish to press the charge too severely.” 

> . * - + 

No; alight breaks in upon me. It was vot a story ; it was a police 
report in a daily paper. 

My mind grows clearer ; but the impression as of some unpleasant 


mystery is unchanged. 
* + 


* ae 


As I sit at my breakfast, my eye fixes itsclf upon the milk-jug, and 
then I shrink from it as if it were a blighting thing, while my brain 
repeats to itself, ‘‘ That white stuff in the cellar,” alternated with 
‘‘ Fake!” 

As I gaze into the jug, having struggled hard with, and overcome, 
a shuddering disinclination to touch it—I see, far down in its 
depths, visions of cellars yawning and gloomy us the tomb; while in 
their cavernous recesses lurks, bathed in unholy mystery, the gruesome 
white stuff. Shall I ever know what this stuff is’ Each succeeding 
day, each successive night, does the longing to know this coil itself 
more strongly about my mind! I feel that unless the horror of this 
white stuff in the cellar is shortly cleared up I shall go mad! 

* + * at * 

As my eye glanced nervously over the police reports this morning, 
I read the following :— 

‘‘Josiah Slinker was charged at Bow-strect with feloniously 
entering the premises of Mr. William Jones, a tea-merchant, and 
taking therefrom valuables to a considerable amount, it having been 
proved that the prisoner had been known to the police for some 
twenty years as a very bad character, and, further, that he had 
already undergone various sentences for larceny and other misde- 
meanour. 

‘* The prisoner (to prosecutor): ‘I say, how about that green stuft 
in the tank’ The solicitor for the prosecution subsequently stated 
that, as the prisoner had hitherto borne a good character, and 
appeared to be a most respectable man, it was thought as well not to 
press the charge further.”’ 

There is another terrible mystery! My teapot has now become as 
fearful an object to me even as my milk-jug. I sit as far removed 
trom them as possible, and glare at them, fascinated. Oh, this is 
growing too much for me! My brain creaks under the pressure ! 
What is the potent talisman of the words, ‘*‘ That white stuff in the 
cellar,” and ** That green stuff in the tank” ¥ 

* * - * 

Again a dread mystery in the police reports—or, stay, is it the 
offspring of my racking brain—an offspring born of the other myste- 
ries’ Perhaps that mystery about the ‘* green stuff’? was also an 
offspring! Maybe I did wot read it at all. The latest mystery has 
moulded itself into the following form :— 

‘*John Brootle was brought up, charged with violently assaulting 
and robbing Mr. Thomas Toftins, a wine merchant. 

‘* The prosecutor (breathlessly) : ‘ Your worship, I don’t think I'll 
press the charge this time. He certainly did take my watch and 
fifty pounds in gold, and two diamond rings, besides kicking me all 


* 


* 
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over, and leaving me for dead ; but, as he’d a highly respectable —-— 

‘*'The magistrate: ‘This won’t do. What does this mean?’ 

‘* Police-constable X.000: ‘ Well, your worship, the fact is, that 
as we was a-comin’ along here t’other day, the prisoner whispers to 
the prosecutor somethink about ‘‘ That red stuff in the vaults!” and I 
never did see sich a change come over anybody as that prosecutor. 
As for the prisoner, he’s bin transported seven times for seven years 
each for violent assaults, and got let off with a ticket o’ leave at the 
end o’ two months each time, and a little time ago he was suspected of 
murderin’—— ’ 

‘* The solicitor for the prosecution: ‘ Your worship, as the prisoner 
has hitherto borne a spotless—I might say, angelically irreproachable— 
character, we think it would be more humane if we forebore to press 
the charge.’ ”’ 

* * . © « * 

I certainly can’t find the above in any newspaper, so I must deem it 
the vision of an overwrought imagination. 

Horrible forms hover about my breakfast table. What is this white 
stuff, this green stuff, this red stuff, that they possess such potency to 
calm the just anger of prosecutors ? 

. * * * * 


I no longer fear my milk-jug; my tea-pot and my decanter are no 
longer things of horror tome. A light has again been revealed to me. 
[ am brooding over the PowER oF CHAFF! This, then, is the terror 
which bids the prosecutor rather shrink into the privacy of his happy 
fireside than expose himself to it in court. When I am prosecuted for 
my next offence, then will I launch my thunderbolts of cHarr at the 
hapless prosecutor, who will then shrink into himself blushing, and 
forbear to prosecute me further ! 

* * * * * 

A great plan has evolved itself from out these terrible mysteries, 
which have now ceased to be terrible to me. They have revealed to 
me a great scheme of Obtaining a Livelihood on Economie Principles ! 

I will hasten out to try the effectiveness of my new scheme of chaff. 

* * * . * 

I have hastened out. My scheme answers so well as to exceed my 
brightest expectations. I work it thus: 

Entering the shop of a baker, I seize upon and prepare to carry 
away such loaves or other articles as may be likely to answer my re- 
quirements for the day; the baker, starting up, is about to arrest my 
progress and hand me over to the law, when, with a light and chaffy 





air, L remark, ‘**‘ How about that semi-transparent stuff in the bake- 
house ?”’ 

The chaff works. His eyes for a moment glaze, his lip quivers, his 
knees knock together, then, with an awe-stricken glance, he assures me 
that, as my character has always been faultlessly respectable, he would 
certainly never think of pressing the charge, and that he further begs 
me to accept the trifles I have seized and to come again whenever my 
needs may require more. 

* * * ” * 

I have now subsisted in this economic way for some months. My 
plan never fails—nor butcher nor milkman nor cheesemonger can 
stand against the spell of those awful words. 


——$—$— — $$ 


Obviousaria. 


Q.—Ir the right people were sent to thre Asylum for Idiots, what 
rank would be largely represented ? A.—Earls would, of course. _ 

().—What science would a child name if he exclaimed at finding 
hollow inside? A.—Oh, Gee, 'ollow gee! 


his toy gee-gee was 


naturally. ; ace 
Q.— What is the present ‘‘ feeling of the country ” ? 
much worse for Christmas and New Year festivities. 


A.—Very 


With the Times. 


Tue Rev. Baldwin Brown, of Brixton, and the Rev. J. Heard, of 
Stockwell, both Noncomformist ministers, have expressed themselves 
in favour of servicrs on Good Friday and Christmas Day. This is as 
it should be, despite ‘‘ Noncon”’ tradition and practice, and shows 
that the Brixton preacher Browns to a commendable demand. The 
Stockwell gentleman, too, will never be without a congregation, for is 
he not always Heard ? 


Novel, but not New. 


Tue Japanese Commissioners to the Paris Exhibition are said to 
have brought, among other curiosities, ‘‘a bronze howitzer, 2,500 
years old.” Of course it is marked with the date 622 n.c. Believers 
in the immortal memory of Roger Bacon will find that all the fat’s in 
the fire, and our history of gunpowder completely upset, unless they 
can see this gun and find out not only it is a swindle, but howitzer 
ranged. 


‘* Going for the Gloves.”’ 


‘¢Canon MILLER has resigned his position on the Committee of the 
Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge.” We are sorry to hear 
this, as when a Miller discontinues fighting the good fight, it is only 
natural that the rest of the church militant should fall away and be 


extremely lukewarm. 


Awful Atrocity. 

Tue atrocity stories are beginning to bear fruit. We are informed 
by an Anti-Turk that when he began to hold forth the other day in 
a smoking room, an anti-Russian snapped his nose off in a 
second. 


A Meet not Meet. 
Tue Spanish Government have broken off all relations with Queen 
Isabella because she dined and took tea with Don Carlos. ‘The 
Spaniards do not like this sudden friendship of the rival dimmersteas. 


The Sweepery Act. 
An official notification has been issued prohibiting sweeps and 
lotteries in India. This seems rather overdoing it, as if they pro- 
hibit the former, how are they to make a clean sweep of the latter ¢ 


‘* That’s Me!”’ 


Tue chief of the staff of General Todleben is Prince Imeritinsky. 
A slightly egotistical gentleman, we should think, if anything still 
remains in a name, no matter how meritinskytorious he may 
really be. 


Official. 
Ir is extremely probable that the lads in the telegraph offices will 
soon be dispensed witk. An American has invented an electric 
buoy. 


Lickinc Creation.—Cudgelling your brains for a new idea. 
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PROTECTION TO FOREIGNERS ; OR, THE HAND OF JUSTICE. 
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And the presumptuous foreigner has to learn that he wi!l not be permitted to draw a weapon—or in fact do anything—in self-defence, without 
incurring the most terrible penalties ! 





9 


9 


—— 


‘A 
\, 


my : AYN N 3 


N\\ AN 
it sii \V r\ 
\ \ , 2 AA a A/\\ KARR n 
\s y _ 
4 MMOD UX RTT ALY Wn 


( X y Lowe lit Pee 
IN lt BN Ny AN ant " 
= ee 


——_ 
\ 


\ A) 
Nn 
RAN 
RY | 


/ 


~ 
> \ 
' 


in rat) N 
ni Ni ‘ Ki \ | 
ON vas NHN Whiba A iy 
eS u UN i . 


Ae 
PTT | 


Oe ip NS 
SS y ., hii / a NNN Sue 
i) “4 i. VAR RIA 

mY JA SN AY 
) 


Via 


YN 
a 
eK OR 
SAV | 

, vi ay vA 


\\ 
% 


ve ee 
re | 


\ \ \y Y 
LW 


le 
eT 
CA EF 
oa 4 
BD SZ 
AOA - 7 “ ee x 
aoe Sg ss a 
A gee — = 
Soe 
o. A 
m St ZZ 


GLAZE 
LZ 
LA 


ke 
FA 


1 
Sa? 
Z —_ 
J/ 20 
LEZ; 


—e) 
ea 


Oy 


YZ 


VW ZA \\ y 

le 

FP ee 
~~ 


27 
“LL 
hf if 


Wj 


PAYA 
(Li hut 
Jui 9 


on 
IZ 





“DIPLOMATIC TRAPS.” 


The Demon of Slaughter declines to disappear at the bidding of Britannia, the Spirit of Peace. 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 





PEACE OR WAR: 

as Bruin, Bruin, lay thy 
hu 

) 


mask aside! 
The world has seen thy words 
were but a sham : 
The wild and savage Bear thou 
canst not hide 
Behind the coating of the simple 
Lamb. 
‘he sword of Justice! put it from 
thy hand, 
It has no place in that which thou 
hast done, 
And coming time shall stamp the 
with the brand 
Ot shame that this wild war was 
e’er begun. 





No longer wear the cross upon thy 


breast ‘“ THE SITUATION.” 
With pious look and solemn vow, ‘** THERE may be Wars without,” said Mr. Fun, ‘ but I'll take care 
and say there shall be Peace and Plenty within.” And this is how he com- 
You drew the sword to succour the | menced his New Year; and he trusts his readers were no worse off. 
tae" Christian Broth en 
-™ istian Brother’’ unde 
~~ CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
what has been the succour thou Frrst Rarpway Po.rtictan. I suppose we shall occupy Constanti- 
hast given ? — nople F 
To clothe the naked ?—feed the Seconp Dirro. Oh, yes. I believe we are to buy Egypt and to 
starving poor ?—~ send the Egyptians all over to Turkey. 
No! thou hast with fierce war the First Dirro. Oh, I see. ‘Then the Suez Canal ? 
nation riv’n, Seconp Dirro. We shall send half the fleet there to close it. 





And turned the fertile plains to First Dirro. Ah, and India of course will : 

barren moor. Seconp Dirro. Well, I believe that will protect itself. 

Frrst Dirto. Ah! I suppose it’s all cut and dried ? 

Seconp Dirro. Oh, yes; simplest thing in the world. I can't 
make out what there is to make a fuss about. Look how we con- 
quered the Abyssinians. 

First Dirro. Exactly. Single-handed—without allies. Besides, 
every Englishman ought to be prepared to tight for British interests. 

Sreconp Dirro. SoIsay. The man who would not sacrifice him- 
self is a dastard unworthy the name of Briton. Hullo! Seen this 
paragraph in the newspaper’ ‘* We understand that in the event of 
war there would be a general conscription throughout Great Britain.’ 
What an infamous thing! 

First Dirro. Abominable! Such an attempt would never be 
tolerated. I say (nervously), do you really think we should have to 
fight if war broke out ¢ 

Seconp Dirto. I'mafraid we should, if thisistrue. Oh, lor’ ! Oh, 
lor’! 

First Dirro. I say, there’s a peace at any price petition at the 
next station ; let’s get out and sign it. 

Seconp Dirro. Yes, come on. Oh, I hope we shan’t go to war. 
If ‘‘succour” was the only aim in view, It would be most criminal. Where's Gladstone ry Why ae stop 

‘*To help the sore oppressed from barbarous hand,” it’ I must have a drop of brandy when we get out. I declare it's 
Show now thy words were meant as true, quite upset me. a ae 


And let thy armies quit the dead-strewn land. 
° Irony. 


Now Winter, with bleak, bitter 
frost and snow, 
Brings sorrow worse than sword or cannons’ roar, 
And famine, with it’s withering blight of woe, 
Strikes down the helpless there from shore to shore ; 
Let this stern monitor, with piercing cry 
Arouse thy heart, and thrill its core with shame, 
That hapless thousands should be doomed to die 
The awful death we shudder e’en to name. 





Come, listen now, O rugged, ruthless Bear ! 
And sheath thy sword, for there are nations still 
Who have the power and ready heart that dare 
To raise a force that shall oppose thy will. 
Stand back in time, nor press the murderous hand 
Too hard upon the foe you hold so fast, 
Lest retribution, with its fiery brand, 
Shall hurl thee down, and vanquish thee at last. 


LE a 


The future course is resting now with thee ! ; 
God grant thy counsel may be good and wise, Aw American vice-consul general at Shanghai has been convicted 

And end the strife, whate’er the cost may be, of opening other people's letters, and sentenced to twenty days’ im- 
Give heed unto the bitter wailing cries. prisonment with a fine in addition of 250 dollars. Is it strange that 


a vice-consul general should be generally vicious? Vice and crime 
invariably go together, and their victims are naturally dollarous. 
Besides, the proverb tells us that Justice, though she has feet of lead, 


Let Peace once more its holy reign begin, 
And fill the flowering valley with its song, 


rT in le , sae x 4 %s 3 . ; i 7 : . 
There chase away, with pipe the cannons’ din, has hands like a vice, and so when she laid hold of this vice-consul 
lhat suffering peasant may forget his wrong. gencral he doubtless wished the situation was vice versa. 


May these joy-bells that now ring in the year 
Ring through the world the sweet joy-bells of Peace, ; 
Like pleasant music that the soul shall cheer, ; oy ee : 
When all this wicked, cruel war shall cease. Aw unturf-loving contemporary says: ‘‘ The fiat has gone forth, 
and Kingsbury races, now being held, will after this meeting be 
numbered with the things of the past.’ Of course, it would be very 
Playing Boneypart. singular if a meeting wasn’t of the past after it was done with and 


. . = wail er Te , make our conte ary a ** present ” of the notion. 
A LocaL paper states that a dealer in old bones in Paisley played a | 0V¢T- We gladly make our contemporary I 


smart trick on the proprietors of a chemical manufactory ‘* by having ita A li 

weighed as part of his merchandise a bag containing a young lad, A Moot Point. 

who, when the coast was clear, released himself and made off. The | ea saad 

fraud was even more complete than was believed at the time, as by Ar Barnsley, a fishmonger has been fined £3 ; ie including ; 7 

means of special and private information we have discovered that the | ‘‘ for selling at nine for threepence, a quantity of herrings unnt for 
Some people may be inclined to wonder which was the 


. . . 4 9) 
boy was one of those who are generally described as ‘‘ never likely to | human food.” 
make old bones.”’ ’ offence: selling them at all, or selling them at nine for threepence. 
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Father :-—** Wuy pon’T YER SAY YER GRACE, CHARLEY 2” 








GRUMBLES! 
(In Montuty Parts.) | 


January.—Ugh! Colds, coughs, and calendars! Slides and | 
shivers! Bumps and bruises! Good resolutions commence about the | 
lst of this month, and end about the 2nd. Bah, January’sa “frost.” | 

Februa:y.— Frosty and frivolous! Fancy the fourteenth! Romance | 
and rubbish! Cupids and stupids! Valentines and victims! Look | 
here, I've a proposition to make. Instead of fond, and consequently | 
foolish lovers, wasting their wages on lace-paper luxuries, let them , 
send it all tome. It willdo me good. This is a sensible suggestion, | 
so of course it will be disregarded. | 

March.— Miserable month, March! Blusters from the brute | 
Boreas! Spring comes this month, and brings—Quarter-day! Con- 
sequent mournfulness and moonshooting. 

April.—Aqueous. ‘ Soakers’’ on the least provocation (or without | 
it). Resemble a maiden’s tears, do they? Well, my opinion is, when | 
-~ cry they ought to have a good “hiding.” That's what J think 
about it. | 

May.— Merry month, is it? Oh yes, that’s all very well for poets. 
She's the poets’ pet. They're all in love with her. I don’t thinka 
girl ought to have so many lovers. It makes her vain. Beautiful: 
she may be eo, and then again she mayn’t ! 

June.—R ees and rambles. Lovers and lunatics! Midsummer, and 
moonshooting (again !) | 
July.— Worse than June, though older, really Junier. Hotter, 
confoundedly hotter. If you wish to fully appreciate this month, ride 

outside an omnibus. 

August.—I'm glad you consider it nice. ‘‘ Please to remember the | 
grotto” I should think so, biggest nuisance J ever knew. Oysters 
come in, and go up. besides going down. August's awfal! 

September—Humbzg. Semi-summer, trees and things in the “ sere 
and yellow leaf’’ (Shakespeare, or some other idiot). Wonder if 
that was said sere-iously ? What about Michaelmas and more moon- 
shooting’ Geese come in, and are bought by other geese ! 

October.—Outrageous. Overcoat season commences for these who 
can afford it. It is, sur, tout expensive for me. 
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FULL VALUE REQUIRED. 


Charley :-—** Wuy, ’cos I pon’? LIKE THE LOOK 0’ THEM THERE TATERS.”’ 


November.—Nasty. Frightfully foggy! Guys and grumbles! 


Gruel and grunts! Fireworks and frights ! 

December.—Oh yes, I dare say! Proper, isn’t it? Christmas and 
all that sort of thing! Puddings and pills. Ills and bills. Panto- 
mimes and parties! Children and chills! Another quarter-day ! Misery 
and moonshooting (once more!) End of year, and twelvemonth’s 
trouble. Such are my sentiments—there ! 


A NEW YEAR’S WISH. 


I nz to state 

A better fate, 

I hope, doth wait 
This bard irate, 
Whose aching pate 
Has throbbed of late 
At fearful rate, 

For fortune’s gait 
Has not been straight 
With me, my mate, 
Nor has her freight 
Of joys been great. 
To growl and prate 
Of woes I hate, 

So clean the slate! 


My lot to leaven, 
Let’s change the date 
From Seventy-seven 
To Seventy-eight. 


‘* Dispatch, Dispatch, I say!” 

Ir is announced that, by the Archbishop’s desire, Convocation will 
not meet for the dispatch of business until Tuesday, February 12th. 
If words mean anything, and precedent is to be considered in any way 
guiding, Convocation will not meet for the dispatch of business even 
then, let the Archbishop desire it as much as he may. 
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POEMS ON PRO’S. 





“WALKING GENT.” 


THE 










Ss AIT! I’m an actor, not 
Ley me well ; 
le , Yowll see Im not a 
Jip h MERRY 9X heavy swell, 
<a : And if vou'll | listen, 








friends, I'll tell 
‘Lhe reason why I went 
To strut and fret upon 
the stage: 
Methought Id _ paint 
Othello’s rage ;— 
But now, for quite a 
paltry wage, 
[ act as ** Walking 
Gent.” 


When first I trod the 
mimic scene, 
Methought that I should 
rival Keen ; 
My notions then were 
somewhat ‘* green,” 
To tragedy I leant. 
As Brutus I'd a wish to 
shine, 
fancicd Fume's 
rewards were mine: 
But now the * lean and 
hungry ”’ line 
Best suits the ** Walk- 
ing Gent.” 


And 


"Lis at the Kast-end I perform, 

‘The audiences there are warm. 

I sometimes take the place by storm, 
Whene’er I represent 

The valiant captain in Rod Roy. 

My fight with ‘‘ Dougal” they enjoy. 

Still on occasions they annoy 
The humble ** Walking Gent.” 


For instance, now, on certain nights, 

They grin when I appear in ‘‘ tights.” 

In ‘* chafting”’ me each ** god”’ delights, 
Which gladly I'd resent. 

At times they mock my ** bits of fat,”’ 

And make remarks about my hat, 

Or ask me ‘‘ if my wig’s a mat?” 
Which frets the ‘‘ Walking Gent.”’ 


An actor’s mind it’s apt to gall, 
Attending ev'ry day a ‘ call,” 
When eighteen bob a week’s his all 
To find him food and rent. 
Bah! Fortune's heart’s as hard as stone, 
She heedeth not the player’s moan ; 
But when the workhouse claims its own, 
Then exit ‘* Walking Gent.” 


A Good Substitute. 
* Tue Governor of Canton ‘‘ has warned the people against the per- 
nicious effects of opium smoking.’”’ Considering that they must hav: 
ilready known as much as he could tell them, he must be a Governor 
of Cant as well as of Canton. Let us hope he will not continue to 
Canton this topic, but will set the first good practical example : let 
him put this in his pipe and smoke it. 





The Forty. 

At the marriage of the Princess Charlotte of Prussia there are to bi 
forty bridesmaids, and each one will receive a brooch in commemora- 
tion of the event. The Hereditary Duke of Saxe Meiningen will 
require a well fortyfied purse for a German Duke to brooch those 
forty fair subjects at once. Probably he will wince when the subject 
is broached hereafter. 





Trade Terms. 
A CONTEMPORARY Says that the Beaconsfield policy has been a work 
of time. Certainly. No one would pretend that those who havi 
tostered it have been engaged on Peace work. 
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BAR SELLS. 


Tue mantle of night, cut in the most fashionable style, and in 
splendid condition, considering everything, had descended upon all the 
sinews and arterics of the great Metropolis. ‘The omnibustle of the 
busy day was done, and the stars looking down in silent contempla- 
tion wouldn't have had much to talk about had they been able. As 
the hour struck midnight on the Temple (a dangerous place) clock, 
the clouds divided (they hadn’t much to divide), and the moon cast 
quite a new light on affairs. At the same moment two travellers 
landed in a Chinese junk off the Temple stairs and strode hurriedly in 
the direction of Fleet-street. ‘* Say you bet,’ murmured the ye: 
picking his teeth with the sharp end of a pocket telephone. ‘‘ It's 
after twelve; I’ve studied the laws of this village some, and there 
won't be any bars open, I guess.’ ‘‘ Marry, but there will,” returned 
his companion, who, by his accent, was evidently a man of varied 
information. ‘I'll lay you a tenner on that.” ‘‘ Look here,” was 
his companion’s answer, ‘‘I ain’t bin in England since I was one and 
three-sixteenths, but as it’s Saturday night and past twelve, I'll take 
your bet. Now show me the bar?” The stars twinkled, the elder 
stranger’s eye twinkled, and he laid out his tenner there and then— in 
imagination. The only other place he could have laid it out in was a 
fried fish shop, and he didn’t feel equal to that. ‘* Come on, guvner,”’ 
he said, and ‘‘ lose your tenner. ‘There’s a bar open just up here. 
Hulloh! we must have come wrong. Which is the way to Temple 
Bar, policeman?” ‘Temple Bar!”’ said the military civilan 
addressed, ‘‘ that was pulled down yesterday, sir.” 

With a wild yell of unprintable anguish, the Corporation’s victim 
gnashed his eyebrows, and, parting with his tenner, departed the same 
evening for the summit of the Himalayas. 

* * * * 

‘wo years had elapsed since our last, and one Saturday evening a 
stranger, whose whole aspect bespoke the Himalayan settler, was 
sucking the knob of his umbrella at the corner of the Victoria Em- 
bankment, when suddenly he encountered the gaze of a yokel evi- 
dently strangerer to the great City than himself. He eyed him for a 
minute, and then he remembered a lost tenner. ‘* There ain’t no bars 
open about here, [ suppose, sirs”’ suddenly said the yokel ; ‘* I ain't been 
in London these many years.” ‘‘ Bars open about here ?”’ answered 
the Himalayan ; ‘‘no.”’ ** You wouldn’t bet a tenner on that,’ said the 
yokel. ‘* Strange,” thought the Himalayan; then he exclaimed in a 
musical voice, ** Well, as it’s after midnight, | don’t mind betting you 
there ain’t.””. ** Then you've lost,” smiled the yokel ; ‘* I didn’t think 
I'd catch a flat as wasn’t up to that game. ‘There's ‘Temple Bar!” 
** Ha, ha!” roared the Himalayan, ** you've done yourself ; Temple 
Bar's been pulled down since you came to town. Why don’t you 
read the newspapers F"’ ** So I do,” howled the yokel with delight ; 

‘look up to the end of the Embankment, the Corporation stuck it up 
there vesterday, and it’s open now. Hooray, hand us your tenner.” 

The Himalayan settler returned once more to the Himalayas. He 
ultimately died there at peace with all the world, except the Corpora- 
tion of the City of London. 


* 


BUT AND BEN, 
Tuat Todleben meant toddle in, 
At Plevna proved no doubt, 
As he to enter did begin 


| 
| As Osman toddled out. 





IN THE STREET. 
Lonp py Vers. What d’ye make these cigarettes with, Bruno, 
they're awfully good ¢ 
Bruno Gower. I make ’em with Beaconsfield. 
What the doose is that ¢ 
Why, the best ‘Turkish backer, of course. 


Hon. 
Lorp dE VERE. 
Hon. Bruno Gowen. 


Hop Scotch Ale. 

A CONTEMPORARY states that between them two important brewers 
propose to use 80,000 quarters of malt less next year than this, and 
argues how bad trade must be in England when all this less beer will be 
drunk. Nonsense; how bad the beer will be when all this less malt 
will be used! It is singular, too, that while discovering this mare’s 
nest about malt, a usually well-informed paper should have omitted 
to state that, owing to the great depression in commercial circles, there 
will be lees than half the usual quantity of ‘‘hops” this coming 


season. 


Animal Food. 

Ir is said that ‘‘at the Monastery of Jongerloo, in Belgium, the 
butter is made by dogs.”” From the absence of milk in our last quarter 
of a pound we should think ours was made by dap dogs. We trust 
the cow will still be employed in the process, fur, as the copy-book 
says, One good churn deserves ancvther. 














THE LATEST INNOVATION. 


Mr. 
ladies desirous of ‘marrying into the Church,’ 
kindest regards and best compliments. 


THE SCHOOLMASTER 
‘* Come hither, lad, you seem to smile 
As if the cleverest in the school. 
What do you mean by Turcophile ?”’ 
‘*It means, they say, sir, Turcofool.”’ 


z= | 
AccorpinG to the Leigh Journal, PP The Tyldesley Congregational 
Church was reopened on Sunday after having been closed for beautify - 
ing with sermons by the Rev. Owen Davis.” We fail to see howa 
building can be beautitied by sermons, though we have frequently 
known one to have been much disfigured by indifferent preaching. 
Had the account quoted contained a comma, it would have been much 
more comm(a) ti fart. 
A Wet Time. 

A crew of students from Columbia University, New York, proposes | 
to enter for all available races at next Henley regatta. Henley has | 
long been noted for its British beer, and for the quantity of it drunk by 
Cockney visitors during the two great summer days; but 1878 is 


likely to see quite another beverage in fashion, and that is the ’ale | 
Columbia ! | 





LITT aS 


EXTKA s1RONG 
STEEL, BROWZED, 
CARBONIZED a4 
GULDEN COAT 
SUIT ALL HANDS. 
AND ALL WORK. No. 625 G.- A Yurr BLEGAWT, BasY Gorne rE? ceus 
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Fun having suddenly hit on a most valuable suggestion for those young 
presents it to them with his 


“ ABROAD.” i 


CADBURY'S 
(COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
CAUTION,—I/ Covca thiokens in the cup it proves the addition of staroh. 





(Jan. 9, 1878. 


A WORD OF ADVICE. 
‘‘Some philanthropic persons have started an Association for 
supplying poor children with toys.’’—Daily Press. 





[ HAVE a notion I must dream! 
Will someone please to make a noise ? 
No. I’m awake. ‘There is a scheme 
To give our pauper children toys. 
Look up, small outcast, through the hair 
That matted hangs about your brow, 
Good Christians with the cash to spare 
Are going to give you playthings now. 


In squalid garrets, baby girls 
Will have a dolly all their own, 
With rosy cheeks and teeth like pearls, 
Where pearls and roses are unknown. 
But let it not be plump and fat, 
Or gaily clad, lest little Poll 
Should think it nice to be like that, 
And wish that she’d been born a doll. 


Let Billy’s horse and cart be strong, 
Yet all the woodwork smooth and round. 
By Billy’s Pa when things go wrong 
Twill be a handy missile found. 
A kitten hurled with vicious force 
Now doubles Billy up, ’tis said ; 
So lightly make your cart and horse 
In mercy to its owner’s head. 


A nobler mission, who would ask, 
Than giving children childish joys, 
Among our wastrels ply your task 
-And sanctify their dens with toys. 
Let all your gifts be wisely planned 
To please the many, not the few, 
And while you fill the empty hand 
Remember empty stomachs, too. 


Under Our Noses. 

Tre Indian Famine Fund has reached £500,000, and 
at Merthyr the little children and the women are dying 
of cold and starvation. ‘‘ Merthyr most foul” is the 
best way to describe the conduct of Englishmen in this 
utterly neglected, because too near home, case of 
famine. 





Sewing Him Up! 

A GENTLEMAN was charged the other day before the Salford stipen- 
diary with using the words ‘‘Whoa, Emma!” The intelligent 
recommen who —- for and obtained the summons, looked extremely 

Vhoaful when the Emmanent magistrate expressed a few opinions as 
to his excessive zeal. It’s a good job Sir John Mantel did nip this 
officious intervention in the bud, or now that each constable is to be 
supplied with a patent poc ket telephone attached by sympathetic 
electricity to every area on his beat, we should never rest safe in our 
beds. Especially would it be hard on the employés of Messrs. Thomas 
and Co., not to mention Wheeler Wilson, and the Singer staff, who 
are obliged in the course of their business to be constantly exclaiming 
** Whoa, hemmer!”’ 


Goop Morro ror an OrGanist.—Supported by voluntary con- 
tributions. 


Now Ready, the Thirty-Third iia Volume saa FUN, being the 


TWENTY-SIXTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 
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A POSER. 


r - %9 
‘‘ WHERE'S YER SPOON, MUTHER ?”’ ‘*GoT NO SPOON. 


THE DEMON KITTENS. 
I’ve two pretty little kittens, one is brown and one is grey. 
You should see the comic antics that the little demons play ; 
You would roll about with laughter, and I fancy shed a tear, | 
If you watched them play at leapfrog on my crowded cheffonier. 
All the china does a tremble—it anticipates its doom 
When those kittens do a scamper round and round my dining-room. 
You can almost hear the sideboard give a moan and cry ‘‘ Alas !”’ 
When the leader goes a cropper and brings down a row of glass. 


Then to see them climb the curtains is enough to kill a saint, 

Little rips they are for certain,—those they manufacture ain't ; 

For the lace is all in tatters, and they poke their little heads 

Through the hangings at the window, which their claws reduce to 
shreds. 


When the poet’s pains are on me, and my brain is on the rack, 
They’ ve a habit of alighting with a jump upon my back. 
Playing tricks with pen and paper is a thing at which I wink, ~ 
But they might abstain from fishing with their fore-paws in the ink. | 
if They have pulled out all the stuffing from my best morocco suite, 
“All my carpets have been ruined by their scratching little feet ; 
But I do not mind the damage, though it grieves my better half, | 
= For the world has made me wretched and my kittens make me | 
laugh. 


A Next Move. 

Tue French Government is anxious about the intentions of Eng- 
land with regard to Egypt. Our Foreign Secretary affects to treat 
the question lightly, which is precisely what the French Ministry 
want. They object to be left in Egyptian darkness on the subject. 


A Contrite Rebel. 

Mr. ALpERMAN Cotton, M.P., has explained to the Conservative 
Association what he meant by his recent anti-war speech. ‘There is 
vlenty of Cotton about the communication, but the thread is hard to 
tind. 


weed OL. XXVIN. 


| town. 


‘* How CAN YOU DIGEST YER SOUP "ITHOUT A SPOON ?”’ 








A Jaw Breaker. 

Tue Cambrian News says that at the Merionethshire Quarter Sessions 
the rector of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogertysiliogogogoch was charged 
by the Dolgelley Local Board with obstructing the highway near that 
The rector of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogertysiliogogogoch owns 
property in the neighbourhood of Dolgelley. It may interest our 
readers to know, on the authority of the Cambrian News, that Llan- 
fairpwllgwyngyllgogertysiliogogogoch ‘‘ is an abbreviation of the full 
title of the village.’”’ The obstruction, of course, consisted in an 
obstinate endeavour on the part of the rev. gentleman to have himself 
called by his full and exact title. Of course, on a Welsh road there 
wouldn’t be room for more than half of it at a time ! 


Notes and Queries. 
CerTAINLy.—A bad smell which exists only in the imagination 
of a person is a scentimental nuisance. 
UnpovuntepLy.—A_ pedigree goat is good bred and butter too. 


_ Goatoo and butt us no buts. 


PrerrectLy so.—There are cases on record of children who have eaten 
their parents literally out of house and home. There is one within 
our own knowledge of a poor woman who bought a cottage one 
morning, and her children devoured it at breakfast. 


Queer Figures. 

A SHEFFIELD paper, in an interesting article on ‘‘ A Midland City,” 
remarks that it would take the whole of the National Debt to give the 
unmarried girls in Nottingham a dowry of £5 each. In other words, 
there are two hundred million unmarried women in the Trentside 
town. No wonder the men who hail from there are known as Notting- 
ham ‘‘lambs”! But what have our census-mongers and statisticians 


| been about not to have known this before ? 





Patrie. 
Tue release of the Fenian prisoners has been followed by riots in 
Ireland. The English Government could hardly have expected that 
such proceedings on their part would not be greeted by Pat-riots. 
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THE DEEP SHOP-KEEPER. 


A Tas or Tue Preventive Erricacy or ovr Prison System. 


Tw party the Poct now gracefully sings 

Wasa dealer engaged upon dealing in things, 

And his windows were just of that wonderful size 
That you'd view with commingled delight and surprise. 


He’may have been such as you'd gticve to asperse ; 
‘He may have been contrary ; quite the reverse, 
But I’m bent upon letting his qualities pass 

And confining myself to his windows of glass. 


Por the windows of glass that he had to his shop 
Were as high as you like from the base to the top ; 
And in uttermost width, from the side to the side, 
They were nearly as possible double as wide ! 


Whatever his traits—as I stated at first— 

Of the purest and best, or the blackest and worst, 

I will mention (not having a wish to deceive) 

That the man was as knowing you wouldn’t believe ! 
And his windows of glass, which had lately been done, 
Were a-shimmering, haughty, and proud in the sun ; 
When a little old woman quite suddenly came— 

But I'll tell you some fun of that little old dame :— 


This little old woman a-wandering by, 

She wasn’t an atom of knowing and sly : 

Of natural cunning she hadn’t a spark, 

But she fancied she'd lots of it—that was the lark ! 

She felt so inflated with cunning within 

That she fancied it oozed through her teeth and her skin, 
And she mused on the depth of her wiles with a smile, 
And she wes such an innocent dame all the while. 


And she said to herself, ‘* I've a plan which is decp ; 
It’s an easy arrangement for earning my keep,’’ 

And selecting a pebble, she caused it to pass, 

By a spirited jerk, through the windows of glass. 
She thought, ** He'll come out to me angry and pale, 
And invite a policeman to place me in jail; 

And for several months, while they gaily expire, 

He will pay for my keep—which is what I require !”’ 








ee ee eo Sn EE 











Then procuring a chair, she contentedly sate 

(A poetical word) by the window to wait ; 
Though the traits of the dealer I needn’t disclose, 
Yet he wasn’t so silly as one would suppose. 


As he sat in the shop, a delightfully sly 

And wonderful twinkle was seen in his eye ; 
And he looked at the beautiful hole in the pane, 
And he up and contentedly chuckled again. 


The lady she waited for many a-day ; 

While her hair with the worry got-sprmkled with gray : 
And the air was as fresh and the sun was about, 

Yet the dealer he wouldn’t—he woudlan’t come out ! 


He wouldn’t come out in a passion and pray 
The active policeman to take her away ; 

It didn’t appear that his end and his aim 

Were to pay for the keep of that innocent dame. 


Whenever he came to the window, his eye 
Was gazing unconsciously up at the sky ; 

It drove the old lady completely insane 

To watch him ignoring the hole in the pane. 


Sut once he came out when the weather was dark, 
And thought to evade her, escapig remark ; 
But the lady in waiting was at him again, 
And she caught him and showed him the hole in the panc. 
He struggled and fought, and averted his sight 
To the ground, and the sky, and the left and the right, 
While his air it was gay and his smile it was bland 
As one who is happy, but don’t understand. 


But the incident caused and collected a crowd, 

And they showed him the hole, and they called him aloud ; 
And he saw that a something would have to be done— 
Yet he didn’t get puzzled—he wasn’t the one. 


Concealing his hand from the worrying throng, 
He wrote out a document, legal and long, 
Transferring his shop to the innecent dame, 
Engrossing it duly, and signing his name. 

It took but an instant—then, turning again, 

He gave himself up for destroying that pane ; 
And the lady who fancied her plan was so deep 
Had to send him to prison and pay for his keep ! 
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A Remonstrance. 

A CORRESPONDENT of the leading journal says that a great many 
people are ignorant of what a billion means. This is not surprising, 
considering that no billion has ever been discovered yet capable of 
explaining its own meaning. <A billion may have the very best of 
intentions, but if it doesn’t communicate them, it’s certainly not our 
fault, nor the fault of anyone else who unfortunately remains ignorant. 


A Slight Mistake. 


Sir Cuances Reep, speaking at Liverpool, said that in London we 
have ‘* no organised attempt to lay hold of the poor.”” Indeed! What 
about the police and Charity Organisation? ‘The latter not only tries 
‘+ to lay hold of the poor,’’ but to show them it is their duty to remain 


n that position in which it has pleased Providence to place them ! 
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A TEMPERANCE TALE. 


[A hundred pounds having been offered for the best tale advocating 
total abstinence for the young, the following is submitted as a speci- 
men to the Committee of Selection. If payment is made by cheque, 
please cross ** & Co.” and make payable to order. 

LittrteE Tommy Turnover was five years old on his birthday, and 
was allowed to have dinner with his papa and mamma. _ It were better 
that a cannon ball had been hung about his neck and he had been 
flung into the New River. When the pudding was taken away, 
oranges were put on the table, and some sweets that papa had brought 
from the City. ‘Tommy was very fond of sweets, and the one he took 
Was very nice, being made of sugar, and red, and it was fi/led with 
yum. Oh, parents who read this story, beware! The Demon of 
Drink stalks abroad in subtle disguises seeking whom he may devour. 
I[e assaulted the soul of Tommy Turnover in pretty little bulls’ -eyes 
retailed everywhere at two ounces for three half-pence. The rum in 
the sweet mounted to the brain of the child, and from that moment he 
was lost. His eyes became bloodshot, his face looked haggard, and 
life seemed hardly worth living. He rushed from the room stamping 
his foot because he was not allowed to have a cigar with his father. 
He went up into the nursery and flung himself down on the bed, but 
he could not rest. He was lost, reader, utterly lost. The vampire 
Alcohol had stuck his fangs into his vit ils and was sucking his life 
blood away. 

After a fevered sleep of about twenty minutes he rose and looked at 
himself in the glass. Reason had evidently deserted her throne, and 
the face that he saw was the face of a maniac of five. Delirium tremens, 
the sure successor of indulgence in intoxicating beverages, had seized 
this fair young lad in its filthy grip and whispered wild deeds in his 
ear. 
He no longer was master of his actions, he knew not what he did. 
Ilis little sister lay sleeping the sleep of innocence in her crib, and the 
nurse was downstairs having her tea. He loved his little sister when 
he was sober; but now he was intoxicated by the sweet with the rum 
in it, his feclings were violently changed. He lifted the little cherub 
from her crib, stifled her cries by ramming an orange into her mouth, 
and then snipped her into little pieces with the scissors. Flinging the 
fragments out of the window, he rushed downstairs, and seizing his 
parents by the hair of their heads despatched them with a carving 
knife. He seized another sweet with rum in it that lay on the table, 
and yelling and foaming at the mouth rushed madly into the street. 

* * * * * 


Late that night the moon shone upon the grey w: ate rs of the Thames, 
as they crawled sluggishly beneath Blackfriars Bridge. There was 
something in their still, calm look that seemed to w hispe rto those who 
watched them, “Come with us, we are going out to the great, great 
sea, where nobody ¢ can follow you.’’ They said this to Tommy 
Turnover. The cool night air had revived him, and driven the mists 
of alcohol from his brain, so he just shook his little head and said, 
‘No, thank you, not to-night,’’ and went off home. 

When he got there he found ev eryone ina great state of alarm at 
his absence, and he fell down on his knees and asked his parents to 
forgive him for murdering his little sister, and he would never do it 
again. ‘*It was all that rum in the sweet that papa gave me, "he 
whispe red. ‘*It must have been very strong rum, my boy,”’ said his 
papa, ‘*it it made you mistake the dolly i in your sister’ s crib for your 
sister.” ‘* What!’’ shrieked Tommy, ‘have I only cut up a dolly ?’ 
‘*Only a dolly,” said his mamma, “ but it cost 10s. 6d.” Then she 
spanked him, although it was his birthday. 

And the next morning directly it was daylight Tommy went off to 
the office of the Alliance and knocked up the secretary and signed the 
pledge, for he felt that it was only by the merest chance that he 
wasn’t a murderer and a suicide. All through eating a sweet with 
rum in it. 

And I hope that the Committee of Selection will observe that I have 
shown the evil effects on the young of alcoholic stimulant in its very 
mildest and most innocent form, and will forward the cheque per 


return. 


One Way of Looking at it. 


DuninG the year 1877 nearly eight thousand soldiers deserted from 
the British Army. It is only fair, of course, to suppose that these 
gentlemen would all come back in the event of a war being declared, 
and that they only deserted because they found there was nothing for 
them to do, and they could not bring themselves to eat the bread of idle- 
ness and false pretence. This must be the true rendering of the matter, 
or how are we to reconcile the mighty deeds that are expected of our 
soldiers in the event of war with the outward aspect of affairs, unless 
the soul of every one of them is the seat of true nobility ¢ 


SwEET GIRLS.— Molasses. Sharp Girls.—Cutlasses. (The editor 
trusts these are not fallassies.) 








LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 


THE LABOURS OF HERCULES. 


Ow the chief exploits of Hercules I fain would pen a ditty, 
A lyric whose verac ity is not to be impugned, 
And for Hercules’s troubles I would here beseech your pity, 
So I trust your sympathetic strings are pretty well attuned. 
I will show you how he came to be a wonder to his neighbours — 
Such a hero, as ¢is he TO, you have never seen before. 
So earnestly give ear, 1 beg, to Hercules’s Labours : 
[ will tell you all the classic writers say—and something more ! 


You must understand that Hercules was strong and full of vigour, 
For muscular development he really stood ** A 1.’ 
He much resembled Mace, with this exception, he was bigger, 
And his fighting weight was something over six-and-forty ‘‘ stun.” 
Up at Kensington Museum there’s a picture (rather clever) 
Which contains a striking portrait of this hero of renown, 
As he fought with Lerna’s Hydra, when he bravely tried to sever 
That monste r’s hundred heads (but this is mentioned lower down). 


Now Hercules’s Labours were beset with many trials, 
And the first to which I'd call attention’s quite a wondrous feat, 
Which was to cleanse the neighbourhood now knownas Seven Dials, 
A region where the atmosphere is anything but sweet. 
Next he toddled to the Zoo, wherein the Lion is a dweller, 
And waiting till the forest-king his slumbers should begin, 
He strung his penny catapult, and hit him on the smelle Tr, 
Then made himself an Ulster of that dreaded Lion’s skin ! 


Next he sought the great Sea-Serpent, called the Hydra in those ages, 
A reptile whic h, believe me, was too terrible by half. 
If you'd like to know his h: sbits. I'd refer you to the pages 
Of a certain truthful journal, called the Daily Chronograph. 
Still Hercules was undismayed, d, and like a Briton faced it 
(Although he wasn’t British, as you probably have read), 
But he took a red hot poker and he make the Hydra taste it, 
And soon the monster wriggled, gave a ‘* guggle,”” and was dead ! 


Then Eurystheus, the King of Argos, called upon our hero, 
And said, ‘ Old pal, I re cally dread to venture from my door, 
I'm ‘ button-holed’ by one who brings my spirits down to zero, 
By one who jaws incessantly , in fact, a frightful Bore!” 
‘* Right you are, my lad,” said Hercules, ‘* I'll settle him to-morrow, 
My price is very moderate—I’ll ch: irge you half-a-quid.” 
‘<’'Tis well,” exclaimed Eurystheus, ‘‘’'I'will rid me of my sorrow.’ 
‘‘ Leave him to me!” said Hercules, ‘Tl warm him,’’—and he 
did ! 
It was suddenly discovered by the local tax collector 
That Pluto’s tax for Cerberus, his dog, had not been paid ; 
Said Hercules, ‘* 7’// fetch it, if you'll stand a pot of nectar,’’— 
(A sort of classic ‘* pongelo’’) —** J’m not at all afraid. 
So he took a tram to Hades, wherein Pluto then resided, 
And said *‘ For that three-headed brute at once you'll have to pay 
But Pluto laughed, so Hercules, on being thus derided, 
‘+ Landed’’ Pluto on the nose, and quickly brought the dog away ! 


And many other feats he did, too numerous to mention, 
Such as bringing to Eurystheus a golden-antlered deer ; 
To the Birds of Lake Stymphalus he directed his attention, 
And he ‘‘ dotted’’ Mr. Geryon, whom schoolboys used to fear. 
Then the apples of Hesperides he afterwards went ‘‘ sneaking,”’ 
And anon he caught the Cretan Bull, and cut him up for ‘* grub;”’ 
And the girdle of Hyppolyte he gained with little seeking— 
And then he joined the ‘** Foresters,’’ aud rested on his club ! 
And now for the finale :—Mrs. Omphale beheld him,— 
And loved him for his doughty deeds, and for his hand she sought ; 
So as he was her slave, she soon to marry her compelled him, 
Then he wedded her and settled down as even heroes ought. 
The last I heard of Hercules,—he’d saved a little money 
(For matrimony made the man as quiet as a mouse). 
So thinking, after toiling, he deserved to taste life’s honey— 
He went to live at Clerkenwell, and took a public-house ! 


Sharp Practice. 


THe police of North Cornwall have been provided with cutlasses to 
use on all stray dogs of a vieious disposition that may come in their 
way. Since they have been thus armed it is strange that the veal and 


ham pies of the locality have not only decreased in price, but have 
become much larger and more savoury. Which is cause and which 


effect, even if the matters have any connection with each other, we 
leave our readers to determine. We are satisfied to observe that at 
last the police have shown themselves able to appreciate their true 
position and to supply a long-felt want. 
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This Chemist's bliss consisted in 
Inventing of a medicine ; 
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He manufactured, out of hand, 
Enough to meet a large demand, 





But lo! when people came to ca)! 


The y brought prescriptions, one : nd all; 


W? ile no one entered for the eake 
Of asking ‘* what he ought to tabe 
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FUN. 


DOCTOR OR CHEMIST.—THE OTHER SIDE OF THE QUESTION. 


[Jan. 16, 1878. 


And, oh, his mind was overrun 
With joy ard pride when it was done ! 


Resolved (when any person came 
To.be advised) to sell the same.’ 


At length to him a party wen. 

Who'd lost his leg by accident ; 

The chance had come—it was enough ! 
That Chemist sold him all the stuff! 
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y:—“IT’S ALL RIGHT, MARM; DON’T YOU WORRY YOURSELF. 


A QUESTION 


FAR ARE YOU 


GOING?” 


Mrs. Britannia :—“ HOW 


Conductor Di 





JUMP IN, AND YOU'LL SEE,” 
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POEMS ON PRO’S. 


THE SERIO-COMIC LADY. 


I’m a star of undoubted attraction, 
I dress in a glorious style, 
My’songs always give satisfaction, 
And I capture all hearts with my smile. 
Whene’er on the stage I come sweeping, 
Delight on folks faces is seen ; 
And gentlemen’s hearts all are leaping 
For the ‘‘ Serio-Comedy Queen.” 
Chorus. I'm the Serio-Comedy Queen, dear girls, 
My name on large posters is seen ; 
There’s none, I declare, can ever compare 
With this Serio-Comedy Queen ! 


I know 1 can’t boast of my singing, 
I depend a great deal on my looks ; 
My voice isn’t what you'd call ringing, 
And yet I’m in people’s good books. 
I fascinate folks by my dresses, 
Not one can my toilette condemn, 
And there isn’t a swell but confesses 
That of ‘‘serio-stars’’ I’m the ‘‘ gem.’’ 
Chorus. 


My songs always treat of a lover 
Whom I met with at some fancy ball ; 
I’m awure you will seldom discover 
They possess any merit at all. 
But after all what does it matter ? 
They warble the chorus with glee ; 
And the swells always kick up a clatter,— 
They’re exceedingly partial to me ! 
Chorus. 
And I gain much applause when I carol 
Ladies’ versions of popular lays, 
And when dressed in my Prince’s apparel 
I meet with the general praise. 
They vow my appearance is charming, 
And declare that my dancing delights ; 
And the uproar is something alarming, 
If I don’t do a *‘ turn ’”’ dressed in “* tights.’’ 
Chorus. 


In the Fra I’ve advertised greatly 
As the ‘*‘ Queen of the Serio-Throng,’’ 
But my sway’s so despotic and stately, 
That I'll change it to ‘‘ Empress of Nong. 
But adieu, my dear friends, I must bid you,— 
And I’m certain amused you’ve all been : 
For you never saw such a star—did you ?— 
As the Serio-Comedy Queen ? 
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Chorus. 


Too much of a Descent. 

CENTENARIANS are becoming so common nowadays that new claims 
have to be invented for them, or no notice whatever is taken by a sur- 
feited public, and this neglect, of course, prevents the centenarians 
from ‘‘dying happy.” Here is an instance in point. ‘* Mrs. Mary 
G. B. Tanner, a direct descendant of King Henry VIII., died at 
Pierrepoint, New York, a few days ago, at the age of 101 years 11 
months.’”’ Henry VIII. was a proper sort of a king to claim direct 
descent from ; but we should like to have it explained how long it took 
before a Sovereign was converted into a Tanner! This is a backward 
sort of a transmutation hardly in consonance with the tastes of our 
American cousins ; and so the gentleman who does these things for 
the centenarian departed had better be a little more likely next time. 
Verb. sat. 


Easy Tickling. 

Tue Worcestershire Chronicle says: ‘‘The following conundrum is 
causing considerable amusement in London at present: ‘JI should be 
my first if I had my second to throw at my whole.’’’ We should 
like to know which is the more delightfully vague, our country con- 
temporary’s notion of what constitutes a ‘‘ conundrum,” or its idea of 
‘* considerable amusement.’’ The conundrum consists, we suppose, in 
the query that grows out of the statement: Where does the laugh 
come in? Possibly in the answer, ‘* Gladstone.”’ 





ee A Riverain Riddle. 
® Whar ought to follow ‘‘a little dinner at Richmond” ?—A strict 
Kew tea, to be sure. 








CUB-HEARD LOVE! 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


AVERAGE ENGLISHMAN. What a shocking old noodle that Major 
O’ Gorman is ; he ought certainly to be looked after! Did you see what 
he said in his speech the other day—that the English were the most 
brutalised people on the face of the earth ? 

Orpinary Drrro. Yes, what a fool! Why, I suppose a more 
enlightened, humane race does not exist. 

Av. Dirro. Certainly not. I say, see that string of assaults on 
women in to-day’s paper? It’s enough tomake your blood run cold,— 

» the details are positively revolting. 
Orv. Dirro. Terrible! Butif:you want to read a startler, you 
‘ should read that case where a woman bit a man’s nose off and tore his 
ear out. 

Avy. Dirro. I can’t read the papers now, they are so full of horrors. 
Did you see that the other day about a baronet smashing his wife in a 
first-class railway carriage ¢ 

Orv. Dirro. Law, no. But I saw that about a landlady of a 
public-house and a lot of men in a bar watched a man drink fourteen 
goes of gin for a wager and drop down dead before he’d quite finished. 

Av. Dirro. Ugh, don’t talk about these things, they make me 
shiver. Been to the music-hall lately ? 

Orv. Ditto. Yes, it’s rather ‘*‘ warm,” the singing now, isn’t it? 
I go for the gymnastic performance, though. 

Avy. Dirro. SodolI. Have you seen that troupe at the Star—four 
little children and the father? ‘The father flings them, one after the 
other, head over heels, and sometimes two are up in the air together. 
I expect to see their skulls meet and smash every time I go. 

Orv. Dirro. Law, I must go and see that. 

Ay. Ditto. Come with me one night. By-the-bye, do you see 
that there’s another big burial club case likely to come on? Down in 
one country town the police believe some fifty children were got rid of 
by their mothers last year for the insurance money. 

Orp. Dirro. Fearful! But that’s no worse, I consider, than this 
case in the Times, where five children were locked in a room for four 
days without fire or food, while the parents were out drinking. 

Av. Dirro. Shocking! I say, don’t you think O’Gorman’s a little 
bit touched ? 

Orv. Dirro. Well, he must be, to call the English people the 
most brutalised on the face of the earth. Noman in his senses could 
say that. He ought to be criminally prosecuted for a libel on the 
nation. 


Tyrannous. 

At Middlesex Cheney, ‘‘ John Gunn, a labourer, has been sent to 
gaol for six weeks for refusing to vaccinate two children.”’ We should 
think it would have been worse if John Gunn the labourer had not 
refused. And this is the result of a man ‘‘ knowing his place,’’ and 
declining to take upon himself the duties of a regular nodes] practi- 
tioner. How was it that those who asked him to do it weren't 
charged? ‘They were, to say the least, worse than anti-vaccinators 
themselves. 


Work and Play. 
Business is bad everywhere. Everyone is anxious to see orders 
come in. The theatre trade is an exception. They don’t want to see 
orders come in. Just at present they are in a position to refuse them. 
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STYLE IS ESSENTIAL.”’ 
Lady (looking at “‘ framework”’ horse) :—‘‘ YouR HORSE GOES VERY BADLY, COACHMAN 
Glasgow Cabby :—‘* Bapiy! NA, NA, I DINNA THINK HE GANGS VERY BADLY, MY LEDDY.’ 


Lady :—‘‘ Bur suRELY THE HORSE IS LAME?”’ 
7 Ss 
G. C.:—** Hoots NA, IT’S JIST A QUEER KIN’ 0’ WAY HE HAS 0” RINNIN. 
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| THE PREMIER SHIP. 


THERE'S ne'er a doubt 


AN IMPENDING CHANGE. 


| 
Money for the purchase of the Suzerainty of Egypt, so as to effectu- ! 
ally protect ‘‘ British interests,” is said to be the first thing that will | A bad look-out 
be asked for at the meeting of Parliament. Turkey is, of course, | Is ours on board to-day, 
! As Britain’s ship, 


willing to sell, and the Viceroy considers it would be very sellfish of 
him to refuse, as it is selldom an opportunity for such sellect sellebra- 
tion occurs. It is more than probable that the carrying out of this 
is the last measure with which the honoured name of Beaconsfield will 


With roll and dip, 
Drives forward through the spray. 


For shoals ahead 


be associated. Seated in state by the side of the Canal he loves so We cast the lead, 
well, he will, as Emperor of Egypt and Grand Duke of Jerusalem, And every soul’s on deck : 
end his days peacefully in an atmosphere of congeniality and with his Our breath we bate— 
highest ambition completely fulfilled. And when his memory flows For rarer freight 
gently down the stream of time, even Radicals will blush to think they Ne’er ran the chance of wreck. 
should e’er have spoken unkindly of one whose purity of policy and Th ; ; 

, e waves run high, 


love of country shone through every action, and at last left not only 


his friends but his enemies confounded when he decided on the course Black looks the sky, 


The breakers are at hand ! 


of completion we have already remarked on. (Notre.—The foregoing "Pwvixt pt We 
two sentences are not ours at all, but have been extracted surreptitiously wens Se See Ue, 
aan a pi ey etl - an th ' One half the crew 
and while the writer was not looking from a volume now in the press, Would eather & al 
and shortly to be published, which will thoroughly explain every CUS TEESE Of Ce eae 
action not as yet understood in the life of the present Premier. It The other half 


. . - . . . j . 
will not be issued, however, till the transfer of Egypt is complete and Drink, shout, and laugh, 
the King of Mystery is there enthroned; and so we congratulate our | And cry, with clinking can, 
readers on the little advance in knowledge we have thus been able—no | ‘* No wreck fear we, 


matter how—to obtain for them.) For Captain B. 
Is quite a wreckless man.’ 








Boh! 
A Cocxngy friend thinks it would be more consistent with the Their Messi 
** fitness of things’ if Bow-road were nearer to Harrow-road. He oir mession. 
says he shouldn't have so far to go to indulge in a little Marble Laxce orders have been given out in Birmingham by the War 
Arch-ery. ‘ Department for ‘‘ mess tins.”’, And ‘‘as many as 30,000 have been 
ordered from a single house.’”’ The War Department seems to be 


_ preparing for the very considerable ‘‘ mess”’ that is as sure to come of 


Maxim for a person about to undergone an operation: ‘* How happy 
the war as the war itself. 


could I be with ether.” 
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THE HISTORY OF THE YEAR. 


HE vyear 1878, which 
has now drawn to a 
close, has been princi- 


pally remarkable for the 
dispute with Russia, and 
we, therefore, give that 
the first consideration. At 
the close of 1877 we were 
on the eve of hostilities, 
and the despatch of our 
volunteers to Constanti- 
nople, with orders to tele- 
graph for assistance if 
they wanted it, was one 
of the first features of the 
present year. ‘The first 
hostile encounter occurred 
in February, and _ the 
splendid victory of the 
19th Surrey Rifles over 
the 500,000 trained men 
under the Grand Duke 
Nicholas was hailed with 
joy by the nation. In 
this battle the Russians 
lost 595,000 men killed, 
and about twice the num- 
ber wounded, while the 
19th Surrey Rifles only 
had one man in the band wounded in the drum. In the 
following week the members of the Kilburn Amateur Fire Brigade 
surprised the Czar asleep in his tent on the field of battle, 
and made him prisoner with all his staff. Brought over here 
and exhibited at the Aquarium, he at once professed himself willing 
to make peace. But this was unnecessary, as the Premier had annexed 
Russia to the English crown, and made his friend Mr. Maltman 
Barry the first Viceroy. Poland was restored to the natives, in con- 
sideration of their paying the whole of the revenue over to the 
Westminster Conservative Association. Having now concluded an 
honourable peace abroad, and established the Sultan firmly on the 
throne, and made his empire an English borough, with the power of 
returning ten Conservative members to the English Parliament, the 
attention of capitalists was naturally turned to home affairs. 

To revive the paralysed industries was but the affair of a few days, 
but unfortunately, with the revival of trade, the workmen again 
became unmanageable, and strikes were the order of the day. To 
guard against foreign intervention, the trades unions purchased a 
fleet and an army with the funds at their disposal, and the Italians 
and Germans invited over by the masters failed to effect a landing, 
though many bloody engagements took place at sea. The masters, 
finding themselves too weak to resist, yielded, after a struggle of three 
short weeks, and the price of labour was fixed, by mutual agreement, 
at five shillings an hour. It is much to be regretted that, after 
matters had been so satisfactorily arranged, the bulk of the masters 
should have become bankrupt, and thus thrown so many thousands of 
men out of employment who were quite willing to work. 

In the world of art the principal item has been the splendid picture 
by Miss Elizabeth Thompson, of the ‘‘ Great Fight at Farnborough.”’ 
The Duke of Cambridge and the Prince of Wales described it, at the 
Royal Academy dinner, as most lifelike. ‘The picture has been pur- 
chased for a large sum by the proprietor of the East-end Gymnasium. 

Literature has to lament some of her best-known sons. The authors 
of the ‘‘ Bad Boys of London ”’ and ‘‘ Flash Joe’’ have been gathered 
to their fathers all too soon. In the dramatic world there is no 
novelty to chronicle, the whole of the houses retaining the programme 
of Jan Ist, 1877, unchanged up to the present time. It is rumoured 
that there is some chance of a dramatic novelty in the spring of 1880. 

It would ill befit us as faithful chroniclers of the year if we omitted 
to mention that Professor Tyndall had discovered a method of com- 
municating by means of electric shocks with the inhabitants of the 
moon, and that the message received from that planet in reply was, 
though slightly evasive, most satisfactory on the whole. 

The manslaughter of the Irish Obstructives by the speaker of the 
House of Commons, and the verdict of justifiable homicide, after a 
trial lasting only five minutes, was a feature of the autumn; and the 
discovery that the Tichborne claimant was the lineal descendant of 
one of the princes smothered in the tower, and therefore heir-at-law 
to the English throne, was a feature of the winter. It was much 
regretted by the Claimant’s friends that the discovery was not made 
before Dr. Kenealy accepted office as Lord Chief Justice of the South 
Sea Islands. 

Among all classes there is but one feeling with regard to the year 
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whose close we now celebrate, that it will be for ever famous in the 


annals of time as the year in which a few hardy British volunteers 


conquered the great empire of the North, bent the proud spirit of the 
haughty Bismarck, and proved that it was quite as easy for England 
single-handed to keep the world in check as it is for her to keep 1t in 
cheques. FINIS. 

P.S.- Oh, by the way, we have quite forgotten to mention that 
Captain Burnaby’s new book, ‘‘ Cockles in Many Climates,”’ has run 
through fifteen editions. 


> 6.98, 
Looxs that love not are silver-colé— 
Gold the glory of love-sweet eyes ! 
Hearts are wide as the boundless skies — 
Full of loves—like the stars —untold ! 


Love by love should be bought and sold, 
Other payments are shams and lies ! 

Looks that love not are silver-cold— 
Gold the glory of love-sweet eyes ! 


Many loves will a great heart hold— 
Foolish often, but often wise ! 
Some of silver, but one of gold,— 
Life’s t treasure, and crowning prize ! 
Looks that love not are silver-cold— 
Gold the glory of love-sweet eyes ! 


Strangely Safe. 

‘THe Dublin Courts sat yesterday for the first time under the Irish 
Judicature Act.’’ Hitherto they have been in the habit of sitting on 
it and of most other of the tyrannous Acts and actions of which 
Major O’Gorman chooses to call this ‘‘ infernal country.” There is 
one thing: while it is being used as a canopy, the traditional coach 
and four cannot well be driven through this particular Act of Parlia- 


ment. 


Profession and Practice. 

‘¢ Proressor AGassiz has recently estimated that a man’s finger- 
nails will grow to be 3,000 feet long if he leaves them uncut for 1,000 
years.” The next to discover is, how longa man’s nose will become 
in half the time if he keeps poking it into business that doesn’t con- 
cern him and cannot be of the least use to the world in general. Will 
Professor Agassiz kindly say ? 





New Plays—On Words. 
THe proper place from which to witness Fatherland is, of course, 
the par terre. This is not a quotation from Pitt. 
Those who dip low may see in the depths of their understanding that 
the Prince of Wales’s is the House where every young woman should 
take her A Dora. 


I-ronical. 

Ir is said ‘‘ that glass eyes for horses are now so beautifully made 
that they completely defy detection.”” The imitation must be wonder- 
ful indeed, for we understand that the horses themselves cannot see 
through the deception. 


Warm Weather for May. 

Frres in May are unseasonable, but Mr. May has unfortunately had 
a large one. ‘* May’s property is insured in the Sun,’’ says a report. 
May’s property has been anything but insured in the sun lately. Ask 
gardeners and fruit growers. 


Coopered. 
Tue correspondent of the Globe, Colonel Coope, has at last been 
released. 'The Russians declined to Coope him up any longer. Let 
us hope they will recoop his employers for the loss of his services. 


‘*Barry me Dacent.”’ 
Mr. M. Barry continues to devote his attention to the policy of the 
Premier with regard to Russia. Itis to be desired that the happy 
recipient of such attentions will not find them M. Barry sing. 


Personal. 
One of the members of the present Cabinet is too lazy to 
foot down on anything he objects to. He says one toe’s 
generally puts his vetoe on it. 


Political. 
Lorp Bgracons¥FreLp complains that he has not been able to 
his colleagues with him during the present crisis. It isn’t a Porteable 
Cabinet, you see. 
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FITTING A NAME TO HIM. 


‘* WHAT WAS THE NAME OF THE MAN WHO WAXED PAT, THAT OLD STICKLEs 


TOLD US ABOUT AT THE SCRIPTURE LESSON THIS MORNING 2”’ 


‘*] DUNNO; LET’S SEE, THOUGH, 


PiLate.’”’ 


FORGET $ 








Managerial Wit. 


Some future D'Isracli will, looking over the daily papers of the | 
present, probab ly compile an amusing volume which might well be | 
entitled, ‘‘ The Curiosities of Managerial Criticism and Lesseeri: al 
Advice.” The Queen’s has lately shone forth in the line of in- 
structing the public as to how it should understand the most recent 
novelty produced there. Tastes are various, however, and some people 
may consider this the best portion of the ‘advertisement: Bonnets 
are allowed in the Balcony Stalls. They are precisely the same as 
those in the Orchestra Stalls, and from these the best view is obtained 
of,’’ &c. 
orchestra stalls should be ‘ precisely the same”’ as those that are per- 
mitted in the balcony ; but it is stranger still when an attempt is made 
to discover what are ‘‘ these ” from which the best view is obtainable. 
They must, we should think, be horse-collars—(and not bonnets at all) — 





PERHAPS IT WAS PAUNCHEOYrs 
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MY NICE NEW YEAR. 


Here’s a nice new year we have just rung in! 
It’s as clean and clear as a brand new pin, 
No spots or blots on its face appear — 

I never did see such a nice new year! 


The year just gone was so filled with gloom, 
We put it away in a lumber-room ; 

[t burdened our brains and oppressed our wits 
By being so dirty and all-to-bits ! 


Sut this new year,—if you turn it round, 
For a spot or a blemish, it can’t be found ; 
I’ve always a fancy for nice new years— 
I like ’em to cuddle—they are such dears! 


The year departed was, oh, so queer, 

It gave you the horrors when it was_near 

I always imagine old years are such 
Extremely unpleasant affairs to touch. 

But this nice new year, you can quickly tell 
Will grow, and get older and still do well ; 
As its days increase it will grow more sweet, 
It is so deliciously nice and neat. 


The year departed was quite unfit 

For respectable folks to be seen with it ; 
No gentleman caring one cent about 

A proper appearance, could take it out. 


But the nice new year, which is bright and fair, 
Shall be wrapped in paper, with tender care ; 
And placed in a cabinet where we’ll go 

And look at it every month or so. 


And my mind is free from a single doubt 
‘That every time that we take it out, 
From now to December, this yearling will 
Be nicer and_better and brighter still. 


| ‘*Only Our Opinion.”’ 
Tue Lord Advocate of Glasgow has expressed his 
| determination to put down all lotteries, whether hitherto 
considered legal or not. As marriage is admitted on all 
sides to be the greatest of all lotteries, ‘*‘ whether 
hitherto considered legal or not,” we think Scotch matri- 
monial novelties are likely to be increased rather than 
| diminished by his lordship’s action. 


A Loyal Spree. 

Ricuarp LLEWELLYN, a journeyman tailor, of Leamington, has 
been fined 10s. 6d. for being drunk. Mr. Lund, the chief constable, 
said the defendant had been “on the spree’’ ever since the coronation 
of the Queen, but was a quiet and harmless man. Fancy ten shillings 
and sixpence fine for a life’s loyalty! The magistrates with the heart 
to do this would have fined Mark Tapley himself for being jolly. It 
can’t be a joke, for the Leamington bench have clearly no sympathy 


| with esprit. 


It is strange that the bonnets which are not allowed in the | 


through which the manager and his assistants are in the habit of | 


laughing at their friends and the public. It is not unwise to re- 
member, in such cases as this, that they laugh best who laugh last, 





Ship Ahoy! 

A BANQUET was held the other night at the Ship, Greenwich, ‘in 
support of the policy of Her Majesty s Government.” Remembering 
the associations of this famous hostelry, it is rather surprising the 
supporters of Her Majesty's Government should have chosen it for 
their gorge-ous display of loyalty. They needn’ t have published to the 


| world that their polley is after all a ‘ shy" one. 


and that there is such a thing as laughing on the wrong side of the. 


mouth. 


Parties (1878).—The War Party and the Peace 


("HRISTMAS 
Party. 
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THE DISCOMPOSED COMPOSER. 


I am certainly not to be daunted 
By anything human in shape, 
But I’m frightened of rooms that are haunted, 
And quickly I make my escape. 
So you'll give me your sympathy hearty, 
And own that I’ve reason to swear, 
When [ say I’m a tremulous party 
Who suffers from ghosts in his hair. 


When the strokes of the midnight are chiming, 
And the goodwife has gone to her bed, 
I’ve a habit of sitting and rhyming 
On topics that come in my head ; 
I can work so much quicker in quiet— 
I’m a poet, of course, you’re aware — 
But the moment my fancies run riot 
The ghosts come and tickle my hair. 
Then I pack up my pens in a hurry, 
And put by my papers and ink,— 
lor you cannot write verse in a flurry,— 
And up to my bedroom I slink. 
Oh! the poems I could have indited 
Would have made every Tennyson stare, 
But my chances of fame have been blighted 
By the ghosts who have larks with my hair. 
I cannot compose in the day time,— 
Then all my romances have flown ; 
And the eve if I chose as my lay time, 
The missis would grumble and groan ; 
But at midnight, when she has departed, 
Crack! crack! goes each table and chair, 
And the moment my muse has been started, 
It is stopped by the ghosts in my hair. 


‘¢ Those Straits.”’ 


Tue Times says that the question of the Turkish 
Straits will enter largely into the question of the peace 
negotiations. Probably the Russians will consider their 
own Straits—those they’ve been put to by the war—as 
well; so someone may as well give the Lb. P. the Strait 
tip at once. 


The Ladies of the Russo-Turkish War. 


Bewua Horrida Bella. DardaNells. Sofia. Sal Onica. 
Galli Polly. Bess Arabia. Sue Ez. 





French Notes on England. 


Tue House of Commons has now become so disorderly that the | 
He is called | 


Speaker has to ane a fighting man for his protection. 
the Speaker’s Jem Mace. 


known as the Chiltern Hundreds, to the widow of the late G. W. 


Lord Disraeli has presented a pension of two hundred pounds, | 
Hunt, First Lord of the Admiralty, and author of the famous war | 


song, ‘* We don’t want to fight.’’ 


Sir John Bright, who was recently a rejected candidate for Lor | 
Maire, on account of his wearing an eye-glass, has made a speech at 
tirmingham, with the Lord Chamberlain, agains war with Russia. 
Sir John is a Bishop of Quakers, and wears always a billycock hat. 
The Baroness of Coutts has ordered Temple Bar to be pulled down 
and sold, and has forwarded the proceeds to the Turkish Compassionate 
Fund. The Baroness is head ofa banking-house, and pays all cheques 
She is a great sportswoman, and sister of 
sir Coutts, who paints all the pictures for the Grosvenor Galary. 


over the counter herself. 





Charitable Notes. 


A BETTER field for English charity than the battle-field of Turkey | 


is the Sheffield of England. 


Leave those who murther abroad, and look after the Merthyr at 


home. 


Never mind about the worsted Turks; give an eye to the English 


wool— Woolverhampton. 


The famished Injuns being satisfied, help the famished Injuneers. 


Fighting Costume. 


TremBLE Russia! and you, O Czar, begin to make your peace with 

The Jersey Militia is being reorganised ‘‘in accordance | 
The authorities must evi- | 
dently mean business when they begin to bethink themselves of their | 


the world! 
with instructions from the War Office.”’ 


Jersey. 
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PROFESSIONAL RIGHTS. 


Lady :—‘‘ StxPpENCE IS A GREAT DEAL TO CHARGE FOR SWEEPING MY 
pooRsTeP! I GENERALLY ONLY GIVE THE LITTLE BOYS TWOPENCE.”’ 


Arab :—** AMATOORS, MUM! AMATOORS !”’ 


| LIFE’S LOVE CUP. 


O THAT bright eyes would not grow dim! 
That rosy lips would never fade ! 
Fill passion’s chalice to the brim, 
And so forget that life is made 
Of hopes gnd dreams which years destroy — 
Of aught but youth and love and joy! 
Of thee and love, and youth and joy! 


© drain the cup these moments give, 
The future cometh all too fast ! 

Thy lips, thine eyes, the life I live 
Make glorious! But it cannot last, 

For even eyes and lips like thine 

Must pale, and lose the way to shine! 

Ah, yes! will lose the way to shine! 


~~ 


~ 


But love-lit eyes will ne’er grow dim! 
Love-speaking lips are always sweet. 
Love flows beyond this goblet’s rim, 
And rising round Time’s flying feet 
Will hide their prints! So still to me 
Thine eyes and lips shall sweetest be! ) 


O evermore, will sweetest be! 


TOO SHOCKING. 

Scene: The Last Cabinet Council before the Seventeenth. 
BeaconsFIELD. Well, I shall maintain that India is in danger. 
Sauispury. Well, if you will, we shan’'t India. 
Nortucote. Oh, lor! oh, lor! Salisbury, don’t. 
| ye—do ye see, Beaky ? 
|  Braconsriztp. What kids you fellows are! Why can't you be 
| serious—like me! (#inks—-oh, such a wink !) 
} 


We shan't hinde’ 
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THE MORBID MAN. 


Ir is much to be regretted that my literary frend, 

Mr. Jeremiah Joskyns came to such a shocking end ; 

But instead of idly weeping and extracting tufts of hair, 

Or employing other methods which may signify despair, 

Let me put my pen to paper, and narrate in easy verse 

Why beloved Jeremiah has departed in a hearse. 

Oh. be gentle with me, reader! sympathising, if you can, 

For the friend whose dirge I'm chanting was no ordinary man. 


He'd a mind above the level of the ordinary throng, 

He was cleverer than Shakespeare, he was unexcelled in song ; 
He could play the bones and banjo, and could photograph the sea, 
He could argue Darwin silly, and put Tyndall up a tree ; 

He could balance peacocks’ feathers on his chin and on his nose, 
He was Byron in his poems, and Macaulay in his prose ; 

You might once have searched creation his superior to find, 

But, alas! he fell a victim to his very marbid mind. 


For at midnight, when he'd finished writing leaders for the Times, 
And had polished off his essays, and his-dainty little rhymes, 

He would sit alone and ponder on the many awful things 

Which the midnight, so they tell me, to the morbid often brings. 
He would give his mind to murders of the most revolting class, 
And imagine and invent them as they'd never come to pass ; 

‘Then he’d think of ghosts and corpses, and the tenants of the tomb, 
Till he really saw them sitting in the corners of the room. 


His imaginings were gloomy on the brightest summer eve, 

So their ghastliness in winter you can easily believe ; 

While the house was wrapt in silence on a stormy winter’s night, 
Then he wrote those awful stories that have turned the reader white. 
They were mysteries of midnight in the style of Mrs. Crowe, 
With a dash of realistic after Edgar Allen Poe ; 

But in piling up thé awful he could leave them both behind, 
Neither Edgar nor the Lady had his very morbid mind. 


I have seen a man perusing Jeremiah’s ‘‘ Horrid Tales,”’ 

As he walked along the pavement, faint and fall against the rails : 
I have often heard of cases where physicians had to come 

To attend on lady patients whom those tales had stricken dumb. 
They were written with a purpose, which was people’s blood to freeze, 
And to elevate their tresses, and to agitate their knees: 

But at last the Legislature had to stop the clever lad, 

For his popular romances sent the British nation mad. 


Then he sat him down in dudgeon, crying, ‘* Out on worldly pelf ! 
Since I may not print my stories, I will write them for myself.” 
So he wrote about a murder, how a man was put to death 

By his wife, who trained a vampire to appropriate his breath. 

But he put so many horrors in the story as it grew, 

That it turned his blood to water, and upset his reason too. 

As the clock was striking midnight, down he sank upon his side, 
Called his fav'rite ghost a humbug, curled his nether lip, and died. 


It is much to be regretted that this really clever man 

Had a mind which, misdirected, into muddy channels ran : 
Had he stuck to moral leaders, or to dainty bits of verse 

On a widow's farthing rushlight, or the village maiden’s purse, 
He might new have been among us with a balance at his bank. 
And with Thackeray and Dickens, or the writer, taken rank. 
But the horrors came upon him, all his other gifts to crab, 

And there’s ** Jeremiah Joskyns”* on a little marble slab. 


Threepence Short! 
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THE BUILDING ACTS. 





I.— BEFORE THE BUILDING ACTS.—THE DREADFUL 


STATE OF AFFAIRS. 


= he on SS, 


TOP - ROOM LODGER (to 
ANOTHER Top-room LopcER— 
same top-room). Jiftkins! The 
way they build now is simply 
so bad as to be unbearable. This 
top-room is so low that I cannot 
stand upright, and I knock my 
head at every turn. What is to 
be done ? 

THE OTHER Top-room LopcGeEr. 


= 


Tiftkins! I know what ought to 
be done. There ought to be laws 


made to compel the builders to build pro- 
perly. That would do it at once,—remove 
the evil like a shot, you know. 

Tue First TI. R. L. Well, I tell vou 
what it is, I won't stand it any more; I'll 
go and live in a tent until the laws are 
made, and then Il take to houses 
again 
Tue Seconp T. R. L. All right, I'll 
come too. (They go and live in a tent.) 





Mr. (to Mrs.) My dear, the roof of this 
house is so badly made that the rain drips 
on to your nose inside, and the chimneys 
smoke, and the walls crack, and the stairs 
creak. 

Mrs. And the partition-walls are so 
thin that I can hear the baby next door 
screaming, and the piano going. 

Mr. I tell you, my dear, this state of 
things will go on until there are definite 
laws passed regulating building. I won't 
vote for anybody who doesn’t swear to 
bring in a bill about it. 
‘There ought to be a regular 
surveyor appointed in every 
parish to see that the houses 
are properly built. That's 
what’s required—a regular 
surveyor. Meanwhile, my 
dear, I solemnly believe that we shall 
get on better in a tent, out some- 
where. 

Mrs. So do I, my love—we'll do 
it. (They go into a tent to await the 
Building Acts.) 


A LouNGER IN THE Street. Con- 
found it all, I know the houses aren't 
safe! They build so badly now, I’m 
atraid every moment of having bricks 
There ought to be an Act of Parliament about 


and tiles on my head. , 
building ; that would remedy the evil. As for me, I shall go and camp 


Tue Crown Prince of Austria, following the fashion of most Royal 
and Imperial visitors now, has been lunching at Crosby Hall and ex- 
pressing himself delighted in a series of Shakespearean plate-itudes. 
Our important foreign visitors don’t seem to consider themselves at all 
distinguished by travel until they have }ut the Crosby Hall-mark on 
their civic visitations. The only drawback to the general joy th 
other day in Bishopsgate was found in the person of a waiter, 
who, after much incoherent lamentation, at last sobbed out, ‘* Boohoo ! 
Call ‘im a Crown Prince; why, ’e’s only been an’ guy me four-an’- 


ninepenct 


‘*‘Up, Guards, and at Him.” 


Mr. Bentuam, of the Opera Comique, has been censured by the 
Lord Chamberlain for dressing the character of an ofticer in the Guards 
in the correct uniform. How shocking! Henceforward, let actors be 
guarded as reguards their garde-robe. While we have a regiment 
kept up for the sole purpose of looking swell in uniform, its officers are 


in the fields for safety until they’ve passed an Act. 
the fields for sate ty.) 





Il.—AFTER THE BUILDING ACTS. 
l aT ERD UT mn Sans weiee oe 
naturally jealous of their sole virtue in the eves of military authorities. EVERYTHING PUT RIGHT! ! 
Poor Lord Chamberlain! Poor Guardsmen! This world is much too 


rough a place for such sensitive people. 


Tue Tor-room Loncer. 
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THE GREAT CHANGE! 


Well, old boy, now they’ve passed the 
Building Acts we can take a top-room with some chance of walking 
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about without knocking our heads. They’re compelled to make the 
top rooms not less than seven feet in height now! Hooray! (They 
take a top room.) 

Tue Seconp T. R. L. Well but—why—look here! The ceiling 
slopes down to six inches at the wall—how about the seven feet ?—oh, 
here’s the District Surveyor. I say, Mr. Surveyor, how about the 
seven feet ? 

Tue Surveyor. Well, you see, the room is seven-feet-one at the 
highest point. 

Tue First T. R. L. Oh, I say, look here, Jiffkins! My nose 
touches the ceiling when I’m in bed! 

THe Seconp T. R. L.. So does mine. Oh, confound it all !—why, 
what's the use of the Build 2 (They give it up as hopeless.) 








Tue LouNGER IN THE STREET. Ah, well, now indeed I can walk 
about in safety as they’ve passed the Building Acts. I'll just havea 
look round and see the new houses building—the walls have to be 22} 
inches thick now in the tall ones. (He stands under a tall one and 
meditates, and the tall one bulges and tumbles on him.) 

THe Guost or THE CrusHED LoUuNGER (appearing to the District 
SuRvEyor). Here, I say, I thought the walls had to be 22} inches 
thick ? 

THE Surveyor. Oh, yes, so they are, but the Act doesn’t say any- 
_— about the quality of the mortar; so they can use mud if they 

ike. 


Mr. (to Mrs.) Well, my dear, I’m glad the Building Acts have 
been passed, and we’ve been enabled to buy a house without fear of 
its being badly built. Hullo! Why, the plaster’s all cracking off the 
wall! The house is settling! Here’s a great crack! Why, the bricks 
are as softas mud! And I’m afraid to go up the stairs! 

Mrs. And the partition-walls are so thin now that I can hear the 
baby five doors off sneezing and the piano going next-door-but-nine , 





‘ 








Mr. I never heard of such Oh, here comes the District Sur- 
veyor! (Zo the D.S.) I should like to say a wordto you. (Tells him 
about the plaster, and the cracks, and the settling, and all that.) 

Tue Districr Surveyor. Well, you see, the Act doesn’t say any- 
thing about the quality of the bricks, or the plaster, or anything of 
that sort; besides, I daresay there aren’t any foundations, as the foot- 
ings were covered up when I came round, and the partition-walls may 
be made of mud and touchwood. Oh, by the way, I'll trouble you for 
he Surveyor’s fee for that brickwork you put up in the 
yard, 

Mr. Well, but Why, I only put two bricks to support one 
side of the water-butt—— ! 

District Surveyor. Oh, the number of bricks don’t matter; the 
charge is according for the scale of the house. Then there'll be 
another two-ten for the other four bricks you put up to make a bird- 
trap, and another two-ten for ‘ 
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Mr. What? Why, the Building Acts are—are—good gracious! | 
don’t know what to call ‘em. 


And as for the District Sur- 


‘The scene closes.) 





RHYMES WITHOUT REASON. 


A kING unconnected by marriage 
With anyone keeping a carriage, 
Thrust his thumb in a door 
On the mezzanine floor 
Of a building he went to disparage. 
An actor engaged as a star, 
Who was passing beneath Temple Bar, 
Was so shocked when he found 
Half a sov. on the ground, 
That ‘* Five-Twenties’’ were quoted at par. 
A lady of Lisbon who'd lent her 
False hair to a worthy dissenter, 
Was found in a swoon 
In a Peckham balloon, 
Which was claimed by a Drury Lane renter. 
A man who stuck bills on the walls 
Sent his sweetheart to sit in the stalls, 
But the folks in the pit 
Made the piece such a hit 
That the stage was disturbed by her squalls. 
A Russian declares that a Turk 
Who had never read ‘‘ Speeches by Burke ”’ 
Was so pleased with the same 
That he played him a game 
Of bezique for that excellent work. 
A magistrate finding a cat 
With her family snug in his hat, 
Sent ’em off in the van 
Which is called ‘* Mary Ann,’’ 
And himself in the vehicle sat. 
A native of India, who 
Had discounted a bill with a Jew, 
Was so crushed by a snake, 
‘That for months he could take 
Only tarts and Hibernian stew. 


A sailor on board of a ship 
Got a jockey to send him a tip, 
jut the post being late 
He assaulted the mate 
And the man at the wheel with a whip. 
An earl who was lame from his birth 
Felt a longing to measure the earth, 
But he died of D. T. 
Ere he reached thirty-three, 
And his widow was loud in her mirth. 


Mem. 


Tue earliest solution of the present question of war or peace will 


probably be a dis-solution. 
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THE SATIRIST’S VICTIM.—AN ENTIRELY EGOTISTICAL NARRATIVE. | 
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There was an Artist who complet: d a most satirical—nay, ironica!— And he watched the Victim as he purchased the periodical (in which 
nay, sarca:tic—caricature of an enemy. was the caricature), and 
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And the smile troadened out until it became ‘* Have you seen this sketch, sir?’’ said the Victim. ‘ The So the Comic Artist completed a caricature 
a great laugh. funniest thing I’ve seen for a long time—all about me !”’ of himself and was heard of no more. 
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IS NO DECEPTION. 
OR ANYTHING ELSE YOU PLEASE.” 
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THE ABODE OF MYSTERY. 


y:—‘‘OBSERVE, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 


AND FROM IT I WILL PRODUCE PEACE 
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A PLEA FOR THE POOR. 


‘‘The stoppage of Cyfarthfa Works means to Merthyr literally starvation.— 
Human endurance is at the end of its tether, and people are dying of hunger.’’— 
Daily News. 








E heard a cry the other day, 

And many days the wailwent ringing, 
That famine held its direful sway 

And every note a death tale bringing. 
This baleful blight fell on a land 

Far, far away from our home dwelling, 
Then Charity, with open hand, 

Went forth her rich abundance telling. 


And now at home we hear a wail 

That thousands at our door aredying,— 
Shall we to kith and kindred fail 

While this grim foe is fiercely flying ? 
No, no! we need but raise the cry 

That our own poor are sorely pining, 
To know that ready help is nigh, 

For Charity is ever shining. 


Come forth ye good, the tried and true,— 
Ye open-handed, want relieving ! 
As ye have done to others do 
o those, our own so sad and grieving ; 
For work there’s none, ‘‘nor oil nor 
corn,’’— 
There mothers with their babes are wailing, 
Strong, hardy men are bowed and worn, 
And brave hearts crouch at famine quailing. 
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“MY AWFUL MATER.” 
An: HistortcaL DRAMA OF THE Day. 


ACT I.—Scene: Madrid. K ..G or Sp ..N discovered with his 
Jeet on the fender of his ‘* study,” smoking his favourite cutty. PRIME 
MINIsTER in attendance. 
K ..GorSp..wn. Goon, my dear Minister, I’ve nerved my- 

self to bear almost anything. What’s she been doing now ? 

Prime Minister. Oh, shocking, your Majesty.. She has been 
overheard in a public assembly at Paris to say she will box your 
ears the first time she sees you, and she’s used terrible language about 
your Majesty’s future bride; and she’s had another row with her cook 
and flung a soup plate at his head, and he’s going to bring her before 
the court for an assault, and the other day she actually—TI really hardly 
like to say. 


K..G or Sp..wyn. Goon! 

Prime Minister. She actually dined with Don Carlos. 

K..G or Sp..wn (jumping up). Well, hang it all, that is too 
much. What can be done with her? 


Prime MInIster. 
We can’t tie her up or put her in a lunatic asylum. 
into her head to come here and box your ears before the whole court, 
how are we to stop her ? 

K ..G or Spe..wyn. Oh, my awful mater! Don’t talk about 
her. Let’s talk of something else—about the wedding festivities. Will 
all be carried out as we have arranged without any difficulty, do you 
think ? 

Prime Minister. Oh, yes. But, your Majesty, I don’t wish to 
distress you, but I must mention it. | Your royal mother is coming to 
Spain, and insists upon being present at the ceremony, and she’s going 
to stay with you all the time. 

B..@ or Se... Oh, don't! 
brandy, quick! (Prime Mrnister hands the 
He drinks, and gradually revives.) 

Prime Minister. Are you better, sire f 

K..cG or Sp..wn. Yes, a Kittle. jut, my 
Minister, can' nothing be done to prevent this cat: ustrophe + 
want to dread my wedding day. 

Prime Mistster. I fear we can do nothing. The London Times 
has a leader on the subject. It says, ‘‘The Ex-Queen of Spain claims 
the right to be present at the ceremony. Fearing another scandal, 
the Spanish Government are anxious to prevent this . but 
nothing short of physical force will curb the whims of a perverse 
woman.’ 

KR..G or Sp. She 
must come, then. 

Prime Minister. She must. 
that in the presence of the celebrities 
behave herself. 

K..G or 


Nothing, your Majesty, that’s the worst of it. 


Mercy! Give me some 
K . . G some brandy. 


dear Prime 
I don’t 


N (groaning). Oh, my awful mater! 
Your Majesty, we will devoutly hope 
of Europe she will, at least, 


Sp ..nN. My dear Prime Minister, I funk it ! 


If she takes it | 


IIl.—Scene: Madrid. The Day of the Marriage. TheK . 
and the assembled quests discovered in the grand apartment 


ACT 
his Brive, 
of the Palace. 


Prme Minister (to Lorp CHAMBERLAIN). 
thank goodness, the Q . . . n has not turned up. 
sulky and won't come. 

Lorp CHAMBERLAIN. 
K .. G turns pale. The 
LAIN rush to the door.) 

Lorp CHAMBERLAIN. 

CAPTAIN OF THE (GUARDs. 
Q ... nofSp. .n,andshe will come in. 
in with her umbrella and set her poodle at me. 

Lorp CHAMBERLAIN , (recognising the Q...N 
— 7’ I beseech you ! 

Ex-Q. .NoFSP..N. 
the nose w ith her umbrella.) 

Prime Mrvister (to Guarps). Let her pass. It’s no use. 

Enter the Ex-Q....NoFSpr ..N with a big umbre Uaand her pocdie 
and her bonnet very much on one side, 


All goes well, and, 
I expect she’s turned 


Let’s hope so. (4 noise heard without. The 
Prime MINIsTER and the Lorp CHAMRER- 


What's this disturbance ? 

It’s a woman, who says she’s the 
She’s bashed my helmet 
Your 


outside). 


Get out, you old fool. (Hite him on 


Ex-Q...NorSp .. Nn (taking centre). Where's my ungratefal 
brat ? 

K ..GorSp.. n (imploringly). Your Majesty, I beseech you! 

Ex-Q...NorFSpr..N. Don’t answer me, you young villain. 


Letting your poor old mother be bullyragged at her own palace doors. 
Yes, mine. You're only a nasty, little whipper-snapper of a usurper. 
Get off that throne—it’s mine. 
K ..GorSp..wyn. Oh, my awful mater! 
Ex-Q ...NoFSpr..wvyn. Don’t mutter at 
is my friend ; he’ll soon settle your hash. 


me, sir. Don Carlos 


Princess Mercepes (to the K . . a). Who is this dreadful, mad 
woman ? 

K..GorSp..wn. My love, I regret to say she is my awful 
mater. 

Princess. Oh, send her away, please. I shall faint. 

Ex-Q...NorSp..wyn. Is that hussy talking about me? Jnst 


let me get at her! Ill pull her hair for her. (Zhe Ex-Q. 
makes a dart at the Princess, but is seized by the Prime Ministar and 
the Lorp CHAMBERLAIN, and borne by main force out of the apartments. ) 
K ..GorSp . . N (wiping his brow). Oh, my awful mater! 
CURTAIN. 
OvuRsELVES. One might do better than bea king on his wedding 
day: 


A PERILOUS JOURNEY. 


Prope shudder at thoughts of the roaring ocean, 
And picture the fate of the ships at sea ; 

When one lists to the winds as they cause commotion, 
One pities the sailor where’er he be. 
But a voyage by sea, when the waves are 
Their crested heads with defiant air, 

Isn’t half so shocking, I trow, as crossing 
From Parliament-strect to Trafalgar-square ! 


tossing’ 


The vehicles cause an incessant rumble, 
And frighten a person of quiet mind— 

Besides, when one now and then has a tumble, 
Tis a dificult matter to feel resigned. 

And now the Northumberland Avenue’s traffic 
Increases the terrors that daily scare, 

And makes one’s mind the reverse of seraphic 
When attempting to cross to Trafalgar-square ! 


In heroic feelings I'd yield to no one,— 
I’ve plenty of bravery in my breast ; 

If a staunch heart were needed, I’d quickly show on: 
That on fields of battle could stand the test ; 

L would face the deep with no sign of eee 
Undismayed by the horrors of mal de mer 

But Pll freely contess that my courage seems failing 

*Twixt Parliament-street and Trafalgar-square 


7% 


There waggons, and hansoms, and carts, and ** busses, 
Start up from all corners where’er I turn— 
By Jingo, I'd rather be out where the Russ is, 
‘There I'd lead an attack without much coneern. 
Seek the spot, and you'll find that I’ve made no error ; 
It’s something outrageous, and I declare 
I consider that roadway an absolute terror 
From Parliament-street to Trafalgar-square ’ 





A Conundrum. 
Why would hanging the Examiner of Plays be a 
formance ?—Because it would be swinging a censor. 
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NO PRIDE ABOUT HER! 


Lady :—‘* Bur THERE'S SOME MISTAKE HERE; IT’S A LADY HELP I wanrt.’”’ 
Sweet Young Thing :—‘‘ Ho! uM NoT AT ALL PERTICKLER, M’M. 





THE EARLY WORM. 
SPECIALLY WRITTEN FoR LITTLE 
oF * Fun.” 

Tommy TuGmvctTton the younger had long been of opinion that 
early rising was most car@inal among virtues. He had been told it so 
often by the clergyman of the parish, by the schoolmaster, by his 
father and mother, and by everybody else who had at the time nothing 


A Morat Srory. Boy READERS 


| 


| 
| 


HI DON’T MIND COMING AS A LADY ’ELP,—IF YOU PREFERS IT.”’ 





other resolves had been before broken; and his poor heart-broken 


| mother would have to spank him still harder and find an even more 


tender and beautiful poem to recite to him on the same subject and at 
the same time. And his dear, sensitive, tender-souled father had to 
go out and purchase a particularly strong and flexible cane, and telling 
Tommy that the punishment hurt him who gave far more than it did 
him who received it, proceeded to lay it on as only a tender-souled 


_ parent fond of improving the occasion with moral axiom and aphorism 


better to dilate upon, that he would have been a bad boy indeed | 


had he failed to believe that the first duty of man in this world is to 
rise early in the morning and catch the earlier worm, or the still more 
tleeting opportunity. 

It is a singular instance of the difference between precept and 
practice, that though Tommy Tugmutton believed all that was told 
him, and was really much inclined to impress his convictions on others, 
he had not as yet succeeded in becoming an early riser himself. He 
would go to bed in the evening, after kissing his dear mother and 
receiving his beloved father’s blessing, and, as he composed himself to 


sleep, he would say, ‘* Now, I wi// get up early to-morrow morning— | 
' mingle thy tears with mine own—Tommy was on this particular occa- 


When the moment arrived at which all | 


just you see ! 

But it was ever the same. 
little boys should simultaneously rise from their slumbers, little 
Tommy Tugmutton slept calmly on. 
the sun was rising, and the lark was singing, and the baa-lamb 
skipping, and the labouring man going, oh, so happily to his work, 
proud of the knowledge told him in good books, that sweet is the bread 
of toil. Slept, though the bees went humming from flower to flower, 
and the birds hopped from tree to tree, each with a particularly fine 
and early worm in his mouth, and good little boys read their lessons 
and prepared for school, and otherwise did what good little early- 
rising boys owght todo. Slept till his virtuously indignant mother 
came up and spanked him vigorously, and, turning back the covers 
and dragging him out of bed, recited to him those beautiful lines by 
the late lamented Dr. Watts on the benefits of being always through 
life up in the morning early. 

And Tommy would make another fresh resolve, to break it as bis 


Slept, oblivious of the fact that | 


can lay it. 
Now, Tommy finding he was breaking the hearts of both his parents 


_by his behaviour, and having, besides, a great respect for his mother’s 


spanking powers and his father’s cane, decided that he would rise early 
in the future, even though he perished in the struggle. And having 


made this good resolution, he felt quite happy, and sang himself to 


sleep, like a good little boy with a calm conscience and a musical voice 
always should do. And his resolve to do what was right was so great 
that I would have laid a hundred to one that Tommy was up with the 
lark next morning. 

Alas! that I should have to say it—pity me, gentle reader, and 


sion later than ever. And his poor mother was so hurt that she had 
to leave off reciting poems to her boy, but stood over him and spanked 
while she had the power. And when she had done, his father, 
with the tears streaming from his eyes and full of the agony 


' which comes of intense mental suffering, took up his cane and laid 


on until his sorrow was too much for him, and he was compelled to 
desist. 

Ah, how I pity those poor parents, whose most sincere endeavour was 
to train up their child in the pleasant paths of virtue and of early 
rising. But the boy was obdurate, and could never be got out of bed 
before six in the morning, and I only wonder a very bad end didn’t 
come to him. But no roaring lion beset his path as he walked 
unwillingly to school, no right-loving elephant, knowing how bad he 
was, stood round the corner ready to spring upon and devour him. 
Some such fate should have befallen this young culprit, I feel sure, 
and if this had only been a story of fiction, I would have made it so; 
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ut Iam, unhappily, confined to hard and to absolute facts, which are, 
stubborner than ever. 

usy-bodying neighbour went and told the police 
that the boy Tommy Tugmutton was being ill-treated —ill-treated, 
forsooth !—and the people came and broke all the windows, and a 
foolish old magistrate fined those best of parents, Mr. and Mrs. Tug- 
mutton, five pounds each, or three months in default ! 

And the worst of it all is, that Tommy was secretly assisted and ran 
away to sea, and came back rich, and actually had the audac ity to for- 
give his father and mother and make them independe nt for life. And 
Tommy is now an Alderman and a Member of Parliament, and may 
one day hope to be Lord M: ayvor of London town. 

While I—I, who have risen e arly all my life and know Dr. Watts 
by heart,—have been hard at work all my ‘life and am worse off now 
than when I began. 

And I'd try lying late in the morning myself to see if that 
iniquity would change my luck, except that they won't allow it in the 
Marylebone W oolhole, to which I am, kind Christian friends, at the 


present moment re duced. 
















in this case, 
A contemptible, I 


Sport! 

‘¢'Tire Prince of Wales is about to purchase a pack of harriers, and 
hunt them himself.” So says a fashionable organ. Hunting the 
harriers looks like a new kind of sport, and doubtless grows out of a 
desire on the part of one who is himself tuft-hunted to death to hunt 
something in turn, no matter how small. But why didn’t our Royal 
Nimrod arrange to slip himself and pack on those inferior brutes, the 
cockney crew who have an occasional holiday meal off a tame stag 
specially provided for the occasion ? Pethaps he was afraid of 
offending the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and 
those othe x tender Christians the Anti-vivisec tionists, who never seem to 
think there is any harm in the ‘‘ sport ”’ provided by the Royal Buck- 
hounds and their blatant followers. 


Police Intelligence. 

Two boys were recently brought before one of ‘‘ the Great Unpaid,”’ 
charged with playing at ‘‘cat’”’ in the public streets. The worthy 
magistrate having ordered the boys to be birched, complimented the 
constable in charge of the case on his intrepidity, and furthermore 
stated that in these days of hydrophobia the game of ‘‘ cat’’ could 
not be too doggedly put down. At this there were manifest symptoms 
of applause in court, which, for once, were not immediately suppressed. 
His worship had evide ntly been studying the Lavecet, and was not 


unnaturally somewhat confused. 


Germane. 

A country paper states that ‘‘the Prince of Wales and a large 
number of other German princes will be present at the marriage of 
Princesses Charlotte and Elizabeth of Prussia next month.’ This is 
evidently not ‘‘ writ ironic,”’ and yet is a good deal more severe than 
most intentional homethrusts. Any one w ho can’t see the germ of a 
joke in this must be himself a regular Germ-’un. 


American Humour. 

An American visitor expressed himself disappointed recently with a 
speech made by the Heir to the Throne. ‘‘ Well,’’ said his E nglish 
friend, ‘*‘ the general opinion here is that he is a very good speaker, 
indeed, though not a brilliant orator.” ‘‘ That’s what surprises me,”” 
said the Yankee, ‘‘ for I always thought the Prince of W( (h)ales must 
be the greatest spouter known.”’ 


66 There’s the Rub!” 


Direction posts for the guidance of strangers are to be erected in 
various parts of Newcastle. lor the information of the large number 
of Scotch gentry who are constantly visiting the town, and to prevent 
any mise onception as to use, ‘‘ Not erected by the Duke” is to be 


legibly inscribed on each of them. 


Musical. 
Ir it be necessary for a vocalist to feel the sentiment he expresses, 
Mr. Sims Reeves’s newest song ought to be a big success. It is 


entitled, ‘* Staying at Home.”’ 


Irony. 
Tue proprietors of ironworks all over the country are blowing their 
furnaces out. This means that it will be a long time before the men 


in their employ get a blow out. 
No Fa-sillyties. 
Tue Silly Season is supposed to cease with the opening of Parlia- 


ment. The cock and bull stories of the public this time will give way 
to the Bear and Bull stories of the Members. 


ALDERMAN 
question of organised relief for the distress in that town, and is ener- 


getically leading 





43 











A FIGURE OF SPEECH. 
I _- T see you well.” 


m ne , aes : 


OLD MERRY BOY’S SONG. 


T::£ lord loves his land, and the miser his gold, 
And the hunter his horse and his hound, 
The bishop his port, and the warrior bold 
His sword and the clarion sound ; 
And the sailor his lass, 
And the beauty her glass, 
And the reaper a bonny bright sky. 
jut give me a cot, 
With love for my lot, 
And a sparkle of mirth in my eye 
And this ditty I'll sing 
With the pride of a king, 
‘* Though the cash in my coffers be small, 
The best of all wealth 
Isa good stock of health, 
With a heart that is thankful for all.’’ 


While the duke has his castle, the monarch his crown, 
And the courtier his title and name, 
And their ladies repose on their couches of down, 
And the minstrel is honoured with fame, 
[ will journey through life 
Without envy or strife, 
Looking out for its beautiful flowers, 
And carry a light 
For adversity’s night, 
And honey to sweeten its sours ; 
And I'll merrily sing 
As I march with a swing, 
Since honesty feareth no fall, 
The best of all wealth 
Is a good stock of health, 
With a heart that is thankful for all.’’ 


the lord have his land, and the miser his gold, 
And the hunter his horse and his hound, 
id the bishop his port, and the warrior bold 
His sword and the clarion sound, 
And the sailor his lass, 
And the beauty her glass, 
And the reaper his bonny bright sky ; 
But with love for my lot, 
In a sweet little cot. 
And the sparkle of mirth in my « 
I my ditty will sing, 
Spite of penury’s sting, 


‘Though the cash in my coffers be small, 
The best of all wealth 
Is a stock of good health, 

With a heart that is thankful for all.”’ 


Charitable. 
Mayor of Sheffield, 


Marrix, the has taken up the 
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‘the views of the committee. He 


is Mappin out their 
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ACCOUNTED FOR BY THE 
MORAL AND 


WAY YOU PEOPLE LIVE. 


PHYSICAL DEGRADATION OF THE WORKING CLASSES. 


IN THE STREET. 


Hulloh, Jones, how are you, dear boy ? 

Seconp Swe... Pwetty well. Any noose ! : 

First Swett. No. Nothing in the—ah—papers, only this dwead- 
ful noosance of a waw. , 

Srconp Swett. Yes. Are you for England going to waw? 
What's your policy, dear boy ? 

First Swett. My policy—what’s that ? 

SECOND SWELL. Are you a waw party or a peace party ¢ 


First Swe.t. 


wead the Daily News I'm a peace party, and when I wead the Standard 
i’m a waw party. I can’t wemember, at the moment, which I wead 
last. 


An Ungrammatical Joke. 
Tuat hizh-class print, the Hecker, says that Mr. Slade, the spiri- 
tualist, lately arrived at Vienna, ‘* but was not granted permission to 


satisfactory for his profession.”” We don’t want to urge the Hecker 
to be more untruthful than it is wont to be, but we think, on the 
present occasion, 1t would have been better had it indulged in a /y. 
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SHILLINGS ; YOU WILL THEN BE A MUCH HEALTHIER AND HAPPIER MAN.” 








First Sweit. Well, weally I can't exactly say. You see, when I 


stay there by the police authorities, owing to his inability to account | 





CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—I/ Coens thickens in the cup if proves the addition of staroh. 


Yrinted by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Docters’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, January 23, 13/3. 
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TOO MUCH LUXURY. 


Stout Party:—‘* WANT YOUR WAGES RAISED BECAUSE YOU'VE BEEN LAID UP SO LONG WITH RHEUMATIC GOUT ! 
You THINK OF NOTHING BUT EATING AND DRINKING. 


WHuyY, YOUR ILLNESSES ARE 
HIGH WAGES ARE THE CAUSE OF THE 
LET ME SEE, YOU GET NINE SHILLINGS A WEEK; I SHALL TAKE OFF TWO 


, 


A Good Big One. 


Tue President of the Chamber of Commerce at Marseilles has pre- 
sented Mr. Stanley with ‘‘a large medal.’’ The reporters evidently 
think that the size enhances the value of the gift, and dwell upon it; 
but enthusiastic admirers of the great Henry M. should bear in mind 
that he is so satisfied with his great past and his great future, that he 
‘an very well afford to be satisfied with a little present. 





’Bery Good! 

Lorp Rosgpery is to receive, it is said, no less than three millions 
of money with his bride, Miss Rothschild. If this young lady knows 
anything of the proverb about looking a gift horse in the mouth, 
she may ask his lordship what is the cause of his desire for t’ Examiner. 
(We trust our readers won’t examine this joke too closely, but will at 
once consider it couleur de Rosebery.) 
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Now Ready, the Thirty-Third Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
'TWENTY-SIXTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta Cloth, 43. 6d.; post free, 53. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 
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| Jan. 30, 1878.] 


Little Snob (loudly) :—** Wuosk ’ORSES ARE THESE, MY MAN?” 
LI. S.:—*‘* Mine! wot p’YER MEAN ?”’ 


your next book. 


The Era Almanack, conducted as usual by Mr. Edward Ledger, Vora Laney, All cons. oe 
must command a very exceptional sale. In the first place, no member Ciaieanee Anything special ‘eee 9 
of ‘*the profession ’’ can afford to be without it, and secondly, what- Younc Lapy. Yes, sir. The “Old Nobility.” 


Groom :—‘* Wuy, str, 1r I'M YOUR MAN, THESE MUST BE YOUR ’ossEs ! 


NEW LEAVES. 


A Beautiful Woman, by Leon Brook (Chapman and Hall). All true 
men love fair women, and Mr. Fun does not wish to be considered in 
any respect whatever an exception to this very noble rule. We have 
indeed an intense admiration for all the beauties of nature, and, 
let us at once confess it, for female beauty in particular. It is not 
our custom to notice novels, limited space effectually prevents our 
doing so, but, having made confession of our faith, the reader will 
understand how we should be attracted by the title of this book, which, 
to tell the truth, has rather piqued our gallantry and compelled us in 
this case to break through our rule. 
and read it through, and so much pleased were we with the reading 
that we heartily recommend it to all those who enjoy this class of | thing else that hails from the East-end. Perhaps the new Bishop 
seeeente. Re author possesses very considerable descriptive powers, | 
and the book contains many passages of great beauty and tenderness. | cael . atin tn he . 
The old French music eeaieens and his talented daughter are extremely nok be quis so Gahan, OF 68 Seamonintee Se Sie notens. 
good and = to life; the 7 father, especially, is a careful and | 
artistically wn character; if there be a blemish in the book it is |, ; i . 2 ee anh ang Yar agp wee 
oe sain A tak tes Caccina. the © Seankifel Woe. and should have no lack of readers. It is issued by the Charing Cross 
too much upon her beauty. But we will not find fault, as we understand | 
this is the author’s first appeal to the reading public, and rather say, | 
Well done, Leon Brook, very well done; go on, your first effort gives | 
fair promise of good things to come, and we shall look anxiously for | 


We took it up with gentle care 
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Swell Groom (who does not approve of liberties) :—** Yours, str!” 


[ Collapse of Little Snob. 


of the present time, and one of the cleverest as well. 


insists a /eetle | Publishing Company. 


| GENTLEMAN. Echo, please, miss ? 


a . 2 7 . 66 a 99 . os . = - ws ; 
ever is of vital interest to ‘‘the profession’”’ is bound to have its Nobilitys ’’ always sell the Echo on Saturday. 


attractions to numberless people without the ranks of histrionomy— 
43 we recently heard the world of actors and actresses called by one 


who was resident in it. There are, besides the carefully compiled 


statistic lists, all sorts of curious adventures and experiences related Philosophical. 


by all sorts of theatrical celebrities. 
articles by dramatic authors and critics. 


Then, in addition, are stories and 
Of these latter the con- 


tributions of G. Edwards and B. L. Farjeon are decidedly the best. if the weather comes it too warm. 





VOL. XXVII. 


BAD TIMES FOR EVERYBODY. 


Scene: Newspaper Shop. Saturday Afternoon. 


Mr. E. A. Sothern may be astonished to hear that his story of the 
patient who was taken to the river and ‘‘left’’ there was originally 
told by no less a raconteur than one Harry Lorrequer, who can hardly 
have been forgotten yet outside theatrical circles. We cordially re- 
commend everyone to procure an Era Almanack, simply because it 
appears to us in many ways the most unique annual production 


Theatres and Musie Hails is the title of a lecture delivered by the 
Rev. S. D. Headlam, Curate of St. Matthew’s, Bethnal Green, which 
has found anything but favour in the eyes of the Bishop of London. 
As there is nothing in it that any preacher of Divine mercy and 
| Christian charity should object to, we naturally suppose that his lord- 
ship merely objects to the opinion expressed in common with every- 


Suftragan who is to take charge of the poor portion of the diocese will 


The Resuscitated is an English version of Le Regent Mustel, by 
Alexandre Dumas fils. The translation has been fairly well done, 


The ** Old 


(;ENTLEMAN. Do they really. What does Lord John Manners say 
to that’ I’m sorry they’ve come down to selling the Echo, though ! 


Tue mildest thing won’t stand too much. Milk and water will turn 
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QUITE ANOTHER AFFAIR. 


A Dvorocve Svucoestep ny a Visit To THE Futnam Roan.) 
Jones, a dweller in Town ; Brown, the owner of a quiet retreat 


in the vicinity of Fulham. 


» 
rr — / 


i 
| 


Ou, Brown! I have come for your solace and pity 
In all the misfortunes which hem me around ; 
My dwelling’s a mile and a half frdm the City, 
Where houses are m: iny, and buildings abound. 
The riches I have I would re: adily barter 
‘To live in the peaceful abode you possess ! 
But —bother it, Brown! I was born for a martyr— 
It’s bosh to regard me as anything less ! 


When neighbours around are combined to procure you 
The crown of a martyr, permit me to say 

That it’s rather unpleasant: and mine, I assure you, 
Behave in this heartless and criminal way ! 

My life, you'll believe me, is perfectly blighted 
And turn d into gall by the way the ‘vy intrigue ; 

I know there's a General Central U nite vd 
Annoyance-to-Jones Misanthropical League ! 


One neighbour—a thing that I might have expected — 
Conceived the unmanly and paltry design 
Of having a room, with a window, erected, 
I'rom whence he can constantly stare into mine! 
Another one (doubtlessly sniggering sweetly 
To think of my rage) has constructed on high 
A villainous chimney, excluding completely 
My only (and favourite) view of the sky ! 


Another one, constantly striving and toiling 
At finding a way to annoy me anew, 
Has chosen a green for his portico, spoiling 
The noble effect of my own, which is blue! 
Another one, equally bent on annoying, 
And equally cowardly, heartless, and mean, 
Has got a blue balcony, wholly destroying 
The striking appearance of mine, which is green ! 


I fancy I’ve told you enough to impress you 
At once with a sense of oppression and wrong— 
Yet, Brown! if I chose to continue, Lor’ bless you ! 
I'd spin you a story a mile or two long! 
But, mark me — 1 banish the joy from their faces 
By always invoking the law on the spot ; 
I'm mostly successful in winning the cases, 
And then, I can tell you, I give it ‘em hot ! 


Brown. 
Your neighbours’ proceedings are most misanthropic, 
Your case 1s the hardest I ever have known ; 
Yet, seeing misfortune’s at present the topic, 
I may as well tell you a bit of my own. 
The little abode you describe in complacent 
And flattering language, I'd have you to know 
Endures the misfortune of being adjacent 
To fields where the cabbage and celery grow. 


And ever and ever there hovers about it 
The frequently varying scent of manur 


And people unused to it tell me they've found it 


A little unpleasant, at times, to endure. 
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Mv stock of acquaintances slowly is failing ; 
It daily grows scantier, scantier still— 

lor people who visit me go away ailing, 
While people who stay with me go away ill. 


At eve, when the noisome effluvia thicken— 
At eve, when the light is beginning to fail, 
Pedestrians padding it Putneywards sicken, 
And travellers travelling townward turn pale. 
My family, once of a fine constitution, 
At present are rather too feeble to speak ; 
And, well I’m expeeting my own dissolution— 
Well - say, at the latest, on Saturday week. 


JONES. 


Good heavens! With horror my mind’s in a foment! 
The case for atrocity couldn’t be banged ! 

I'd go and I'd take out a summons this moment, 
And have the offenders—the lot of °em—hanged ! 


Brown. 
When trifles occur that are slightly annoying, 
The law’s most attentive in setting things square— 
But when it’s a stench, which is foul and destroying 
And deadly— why, then it’s another affair. 
Jones goes home, ponders upon it, and becomes thankful for his own 
lot, while Brown’s heirs succeed to his estate. 


oe 





Not by Results. 


Tue Albert medal of the second class has been awarded to My. 
1. W. Owens, late second officer of the British ship Compadre, for 


She 


saving the life of an apprentice who was washed overboard by a wave 
ott Cape Horn. It is curious to esata whether Mr. Owens, whose 
deed was one of great daring and bravery, would have receiv ved the 
first-class medal if he had rescued a first-class seaman instead of an 
apprentice. Perhaps, as some may think, the fault lies in himself, 
and not in the boy, and he might have received the superior reward 
for doing much inferior work had he been himself a superior person. 





Positive and Comparative. 


‘A Lire-sizE bust of the late Charles Gilpin, in marble, is to be 
placed in the museum at Northampton.” As another famous hero 
says, ‘‘ How soon we are forcot!’’ And here is the still more famous 
John without the shadow of a shade of a monument, and nothing but 
the history of this country in which to commemorate his famous ride ! 
Still, if he hasn’t got a bust, he had one or two busters, which, i 
grammar is anything, must have been the more valuable. 


‘*Look at Home!” 


Some papers have been making merry over the announcement that 
the Mexican navy consists of four war steamers, not one of which is 
ready for service. An advantage to our minds about this is that four 
steamers wouldn’t take nearly so long to get ready it required as forty, 
which is about the number /cf¢ ready for use in a certain disunited 
kingdom we wot of. 


A Banger. 
GENERAL Suvte, M.P., says it is ‘‘ a perfect farce”’ to suppose that 
India is threatened by Russia. As yet, our Government feel inclined 
to have a General Shoot at the subjects of the Czar on that very 


account. 
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THE WORKMAN OF THE FUTURE. 

Tie last quarter of the twentieth century was rapidly drawing to a 
close, and the meridian sun of a bright January day was feebly, if 
gratuitously, gilding the remaining spires and pinnacles of the fast- 
decaying Houses of Parliament, when a strange and picturesque scene 
might have been witnessed on the southern shore of the noble river 
which has ever been the Cockney’s pride. A vast industrial army, 
gathered from every nation under heaven, were busily engaged in con- 
structing the New Great Southern Embankment an undertaking 
which an enlightened municipality had lately commenced after a pro- 
longed series of floods had ruined the riverain ratepayers and rendered 
the southern suburb a fever-haunted marsh. The past hundred years 
had, indeed, wrought many and vital changes for England. The re- 
arrangement of the maps of Europe, Asia, Africa, and America had 
not been wholly to her satisfaction, but the Three per Cents. were still 
believed in, and the quality of her bitter beer was as yet unrivalled. 
The long and deadly strife between Capital and Labour had ended, 
and—it were useless to disguise the truth—Capital had won. The 
fruits of the victory were to be seen in the motley gathering above 
alluded to, for, in the grim struggle for existence between the cheap 
and the dear races, high-priced labour had gone to the wall, and the 
British working man had no longer any place in the new order of 
things. His very name had become a dim tradition lingering in the 
senile gossip of workhouse infirm wards. 

But this is scarcely the place for a politico-economical disquisition, so 
let it suffice us to say that the hour of noon struck, and forth from the 
works trooped an interminable throng of toilers. The Celestial Em- 
pire, of course, furnished a very large majority, but Parthians, Medes, 
and Elamites were there, and far Feejee and Lualaba’s shores were 
not unrepresented. In truth, so cosmopolitan a throng had probably 
not been gathered together since the day when the great tower- building 
works of Babel came to a sudden and unexpected termination. So 
vast a horde, of course, necessitated commissariat arrangements on a 
scale of corresponding magnitude, and humble representatives of the 
nation of shopkeepers were naturally not backward in pursuing the 
nimble ninepence under such favourable circumstances. Accordingly, 
the viands provided were as diversified as the eaters. The catholic 
nature of the menu may be judged when we mention that fried puppy 
and sea-slugs, krass and stchi, frog bouilli and cat réti, sausage and 
sauerkraut, with roast missionary thrown in as a concession to Poly- 
nesian peculiarities, were all to be had for a consideration, within a 
stone’s throw of the great works. Thus the hungry mob was soon 
busily engaged in discussing these varied delicacies, and, appetite 
being at length appeased, they pervaded the neighbouring streets to 
enjoy post-prandial pipes and to beguile the remainder of the dinner 
hour with polyglot conversations of a diversity which would have 
knocked the late Cardinal Mezzofanti out of time at starting. 

All around was tranquil, if we except the horribly discordant row 
caused by the peaceful converse of the intelligent foreigners, who now 
occupied the positions erst filled by the once-famous British artisans, 
and digestion was proceeding with uninterrupted serenity, when a 
noise was heard which attracted attention from all around. A gang 
of Eskimo hodmen, catching sight of an old, old man sitting weeping 
solitary in a eerner, had advanced towards him with jeering shouts and 
hyperborean chaff, whereupon the venerable mourner had waxed 
exceeding wroth, and natheless his weight of years defied his greasy 
insulters to come on. The old gentleman seemed to be no stranger to 
the motley crew, for shouts of, ‘‘ Go it, old Brown !”’ instantly arose 
in half a hundred different languages, albeit the tones had more of 
contemptuous pity than cheery encouragement in their accent. The 
poor old man would soon have fared badly at the hands of his 
assailants, had not a sturdy Mongol mason, shouldering his way 
through a mob of Malay mortar-mixers, clapped him on the shoulder, 
and in choice Chinese bade him be of good heart, for he would see him 
righted. The old man would not, however, be easily pacified. In a 

voice tremulous with age and alcohol he hurled denunciations upon all 
around, and the tenor of his remarks ran something in this fashion :— 
‘* You’re alla set of cheap, nasty, hignorant scum—that’s what you 
are, and if I was only forty years younger, I’d make it preshus warm 
tor some of yer. Yer may larf at me, but what I say’s true—yer only 
a lot o’ hinterlopers in this ’ere country. Why, I’ve heerd my grand- 
father say as ’ow, when his father was a boy, all the buildin’ work of 
liingland used to be done by Hinglishmen.” ‘The mob here uttered 
derisive shouts of incredulity. ‘‘ Ah, but it was, though,” continued 
the old man, ‘‘and the same with the coal mines and heverythink ; 
but the ’orny ’anded sons of toil, they couldn’t stand the masters bein’ 
better off than theirselves, so they struck and struck till at last they 
were struck all of a heap, and their places grajelly got filled up by 
sith trash as you. And here I’m the only Hinglish mason wot’s left, 
ind I ain’t done no work this forty year all along of you beastly 
furriners, and—well, Wang Foo, I don’t mind if I do ’ave ‘arf a 
You ain’t ‘arf a bad sort for a Chinee. But thinking of 
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qnartern. 
wot I’ve heered about old times allus upsets me. 
And here the bell rang and the crowd went back to work. 


song of eighty verses.”’ 
lasted, but there can be little doubt it considerably out-lived the 
auditors’ enjoyment. 
where, and, so far, merely dying to prove that they have lived, this 
sort of thing contains a dangerous precedent. 
out’’ peacefully, these hundred-year-vlds will be going about singing 
interminable songs to show how ancient they and their customs are. 
Besides, they will be wanting the money for themselves that the 
penny-a-liners now get for killing and decently interring them in the 


usual manner. 











‘* JACK-IN-THE-BOX.”’ 


I’ve a strange disposition, mercurial maybe ; 
Though troubles oft seek me, they never last long ; 
I’m so childish in manners you'd call me a baby 
(Though I would I were free as a baby from wrong). 
I’ve a fondness for toys, such as marbles and rattles, 
And though each relation my playfulness mocks, 
I’ve found that they help me to sneer at life’s battles, 
And my favourite toy is a ‘‘ Jack-in-the-Box.”’ 


It strikes me as being exceedingly funny 
To see him pop out of his little retreat, 
I assure you I’ve often spent lots of my money 
In buying these toys of the man in the street. 
Though you shut him down fast he springs up with much vigour, 
Unimpaired by a constant succession of shocks ;— 
By Jingo, he’s really a comical figure, 
That quaint individual, ‘‘ Jack-in-the-Box”’! 


I think I resemble that figure I mention, 
For I quickly recover when matters go queer ; 

Though Care’s held me fast I’ve escaped his detention, 
And afterwards laughed at my folly and fear. 

For a moment I'll own the horizon seemed clouded, 
And sorrow would often bestow some hard knocks, 

But though life for a spell with despair seemed enshrouded, 
Lo, here I am grinning like ‘‘ Jack-in-the-Box”’ ! 


Ill-health has, at times, made me look at life’s pleasures 
With morbid ideas in my fanciful brain, 

And I’ve sometimes lost sight of the marvellous treasures 
The fairy Contentment can bring in her train. 

But thank God that these spells of ill-health have departed, 
And kept me from running on Misery’s rocks, 

Up I jumped (with a thankfulness really true-hearted) 
Like my favourite plaything, a ‘* Jack-in-the-Box.”’ 


Ah, friends, after all there’s enough in existence 
To gladden our hearts, if we see it aright ; 
Don’t look at life’s pleasures and joys from a distance,— 
In the darkest of seasons you'll find sumething bright. 
Though, like all human beings, despair may oppress us, 
As dismal as night (which in Latin is xo), 
There always is somebody ready to bless us, 
So let us spring up, like a ‘‘ Jack-in-the- Box.” 
———=———= 
A Threatened Misfortune. 


‘¢ Ara Rhyl dinner recently an old man eighty years of age sang a 
It is not stated how long the performance 


Now that centenarians are cropping up every- 


Instead of ‘* pegging 





A Mauvais Quart d’Heure. 


An inhabitant of Bexley Heath sends us the following announcement, 
which is to be found in an omnibus running between the railway station 
and a local hotel :—‘‘ Notice. —On Saturdays the omnibus leaving the 
Upton Hotel at 2.30 p.m. will leave at 2.15.’ There is evidently «a 
joke here somewhere, if we coula but unearth it, and we regret that 
our correspondent didn’t forward that, or a recipe how to obtain it, as 
well. Perhaps he was short of time, having to catch the 2.30 omni- 
bus that on this particular «ccasion started at 2.16. 


Newmanity. 

Mr. Bass has promised to contribute a thousand pounds ‘‘ towards 
the purchase of a new people’s park for Derby.’’ Brown says this is 
as much an ethnological as a municipal novelty. Itmust be a regular 
Mungo Park if it is to be entirely the property of and associated with 

’ 


‘*new people.’ 


Query for the Fifteenth Time. 

A ‘*GENTLEMAN named Pride ’’ was recently summoned, for the 
fourteenth time, before the Liverpool magistrates, for not having his 
children vaccinated. It is not well to wish anyone harm, but surely 
this is the Pride that should have a fall. 
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AT A SERVANTS’ REGISTRY OFFICE. 
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(Re-enter Girl.) Girl. ‘*I think you wanted a 
"ousemaid, Mum ?”’ 


Lady. ‘* Yes, but surcly you’re the same girl that. 


oo came to me as a scullery-maid just now ?”’ 


——— ae 
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Girl. ‘Yes, mum; but yer see I’ve washed my ¢ 
Lady in search of servants. ‘*T require a cook, a housemaid, and a scullery maid face and put on some extry bows, and these yere 
— but this scullery-maid will not suit me.” [Exit Girl. gloves,—and then I’m a ’ousemaid.”’ 
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‘* And when I hiles my ’air a bit extry The Registry Office Keeper. ‘‘ Well, ma’am, she is all the stock we have at present, 
—then I’m a cook.” and she’s sure to be snapped up, unless you decide at once.”’ 


[Lady does decide at once—‘' No! ” 
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“OTHER FISH TO FRY.” 


Mr. Bull:—“‘DELIGHTED TO SEE YOU, I’M SURE; BUT, REALLY, I’M SO VERY BUSY WITH THIS DREADFUL 


WAR QUESTION, THAT I CAN’T ATTEND TO YOU AT PRESENT.” 
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RHYMES WITHOUT REASON. 
A Memser of Parliament said 
That a dog wasn’t right in his head ; 
The dog was annoyed, 


Noten an eee 


i” 
I’ 
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Had the Member destroyed, ——— 
And sat for the borough instead. Wig 
A policeman, patrolling his beat, 1 
Met a ghost eating underdone meat, a_i 


Which so frightened the peeler 
He called a four-wheeler, 
Andhid himself under the seat. 
A Bishop returning from Rome 
‘ound the bailiffs had collared his home, 
So he put on some shawls, | 
And went off to St. Paul’s, 
And had supper on top of the dome. 
A poet who’d written some verse 
Gave his hand to a hospital nurse ; 
The committee, with pride, 
Said to church they should ride, 
So they lent them the hospital hearse. 


A Scotchman residing at Bow, 

ound his Government berth getting slow, 
So he rubbed the appointment 
With Holloway’s ointment, 

To make the emoluments grow. 


‘‘A Horse! A Horse!” 
A HORSE-FLESH banquet on novel principles is to be 

given at the Crystal Palace. What the novel principles | — 
are has so far been kept dark. At considerable expense, 
however, and in the interests of our readers, we have 
discovered that the horse d@ euvres will be handed round 
by horse marines, that the meat will be specially grown 
in the Horseferry -road, and slaughtered at Horselydown, 
and that Mr. Horsley, R.A., will be present to com- 
memorate on canvas so thoroughly horsepicious an 


event. 
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A Way-ty Matter. 

In an article on Hints to Visitors, the Christian Globe 
says, ‘* Try, without being too familiar, to make | 
yourself so much like one of the family that no one | 
shall feel you to be in the way.’’ We perfectly agree | 
with these sentiments as a rule, but think there is one | 
exception. At dinner time it is expedient to be always | 
‘¢in the way.”’ 


esse 


‘¢ How not to do it.”’ 


Ir is stated that a method has been discovered ‘‘ by a well-known 
military inventor,’ by which every man of an infantry regiment 
can be provided with both pick and shovel in the field without 
calling into requisition either pack-horses or equipment carts. It 


mt 


9 


looks like a very advantageous discovery, but this fact in itself makes | 


it doubtful that it could have been discovered ‘‘ by a well-known 
military inventor.’’ Unfortunately for him, as well as for ourselves, 
by the time a military inventor becomes well known, what he has 
invented has not only ceased to be useful, but has not unlikely been 
clean forgotten. In their new found zeal some folk seem to forget 


how we ‘‘ encourage’’ our own military inventors, and offer them | 


reward—after they have died a long-lingering death which grows 
out of the hope deferred that maketh the heart sick. 


Pax. 
Tne people who invented the Latin language were subtle humourists. 
In times like the present, it is worth noticing that their word for 
peace was an x terminating word. 





A Random Shot. 


Dip the finding of twenty-five Krupp guns at Nish by the Servians | 


prove that there had been anything in the way of Kruppt practices 
among the Prussian neutrals ? 


Jennerous. 
A DISINTERESTED person is anxious to know whether the discoverer 
of the vaccine lymph was really a blessing to his Jenneration. N.B. 
—This is not a conundrum. 
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INKREDIBLE OBSTINACY. 


Governess :-—‘* WELL, JOHNNY, WHERE IS YOUR COPY ?’ 
Johnny :—** Gor NO INK,—SWALLOWED THE INK.”’ 
Governess:—‘* SWALLOWED THE INK! WHAT IN THE WORLD DID~YOU 
DO THAT FOR f 
Johnny :—‘* WELL, you sex, I WASN’T GOING TO LET IT MASTER ME 
ALTOGETHER !” 


, 








SNOW IN LONDON. 


(A ‘*Crin’’ rrom CAMPBELL.) 


Ix London, when the ‘* glass’ was low, 

‘There came a heavy fall of snow, 

And coldly did the north wind blow, 
‘The puddles freezing rapidly. 


The snowflakes glistened in the light— 
The chimney -pots were clothed in white. 
In truth, it was a splendid sight, 

That bit of winter scenery ! 


No end of slides the street-boys made, 

And steady folk were sore afraid 

‘To venture out while urchins played 
At snowballing and devilry ! 


"Twas fine, methinks, to see them run 

And pelt each passer-by in fun, 

For gleefully they’d ** land him one’’ 
luight in the ear-hole skilfully. 


Pedestrians of visage grave 
Might shake their ** gamps’’ and vainly rave, 
Each impolite and unwashed knave 
Still pelted with alacrity. 
o © * + * 
In London, ere the sun went down, 
The snow was turned to ‘* whitey-brown,’ 
And slush prevailed throughout the town,— 
Then people swore like anything ! 
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QUITE THE HISTORICAL CHEESE. a 


AND Remus ?’”’ 


Precocious Tom:—** 1 KNow, 1 KNOW,—THEY WERE SMOTHERED IN THE TOWER BY ORDER OF THAT WICKED DvKE oF DovBLE GLOSTER.” 


THE GLADSTONE BAG. 


A NARRATIVE OF ADVENTURE. 
Tuey stood alone in the trackless paths of the Great African Desert. 
They had got into the wrong train at the Paris Exhibition, and been 
taken to the basin of the Nile. Ignorant of the language, they had 
misread a sign-post, and now they were alone in the mighty desert of 
the untrodden regions. Alone with a Gladstone bag and a Bradshaw. 
But he was a man of infinite resources, a man of science, and a man 
to whom the secrets of chemistry were an open book. He was alsoa 
practical carpenter and blacksmith, boat-builder, joiner, painter, 
plumber, glazier, undertaker, gunsmith, compositor, bricklayer, gas- 
fitter, and engineer. She was his young and handsome wife, a fair 
and radiant damsel plucked from the flower-garden of Belgravia to 
adorn his breast. They were spending their honeymoon in Paris, 
when they got into the wrong train. She was a fragile and delicate 
creature, and he trembled for her health. He saw that they would 
have to march many days over trackless deserts among savages and 
wild animals before they could reach the sea and construct a boat to take 
them to England. That evening as they sat together under the shade of 
his umbrella, he mentioned his fears to her. But she dispelled them 
ina moment. ‘* Have no fear for me, darling,”’ she said, ‘‘ 1 am not 
strong, but I shall be of much use to you. Papa insisted upon my 
having a practical education. I can shoot savages, make clothes from 
the bark of trees, cook wild beasts, construct sails from date-stones and 
plantain-leaves, make bread of sand and fir-cones; I can also manage 
a balloon, box the compass, and tame dromedaries.”’ 
He kissed her rapturously on the brow. 
‘* Thank goodness I married such a treasure !”’ he said. 


should I be now with a know-nothing fine London lady? Talk about 


Robinson Crusoe and the Swiss family Robinson—they won't be in it.”’ 
The next morning he drew from his Gladstone bag a telescope, a 
barrel of flour, some tea, a tea-pot, and a roast fowl and some eggs, 
which he handed to his wife to cook for breakfast—all except the tele- 
scope, with which he reconnoitered the surrounding country. 
When breakfast was finished she put what was left into the Glad- 





‘Where 


'stone bag and started on their 12,000-mile journey to the sea. But 
| it was slow work walking, so, taking a chest of tools, some paper, and 
| glue from the Gladstone bag, they sat down and constructed a kite 
| with a strong seat to hold two at the end of it. Finding the wind 
' was favourable, they mounted and had an uninterrupted journey of 

500 miles across the desert. 

In order not to be shot at by the natives, whenever they passed an 
encampment they took lime from the Gladstone bag and dropped it, 
and thus blinded the warriors. ‘Towards evening, by throwing out 
ballast from the Gladstone bag, they went up quite high in the air 
for safety during the night. Drawing two large coils of rope from 
the Gladstone bag, they lashed themselves secure and went to sleep. 

Early on the following morning they came down and prepared for 
breakfast. Taking a frying-pan and a pound of sausages trom the 
Gladstone bag, the good wife soon had a nice meal ready. They had 
no trouble about fire, as they had a bottle of methylated spirit and a 
cooking stove and some matches in the Gladstone bag. 

They travelled thus for several days, only meeting with one ad- 
venture, an attack by a swarm of eagles, but drawing a couple of 
loaded guns from the Gladstone bag they shot the whole lot before 
much damage had been done to the kite. 

On the 24th day they arrived at the sea-coast, and, constructing a 
boat from materials they had in the Gladstone bag, rowed out to 
sea till they met a ship, which conveyed them safely to England. 

And in their old age they would often say that they owed their lives 
during that perilous journey to their both being practical people— and 
having a Gladstone bag. 





By a Steam Feller. 
Mr. GLapsTonE once remarked to a very great man, ‘‘ It is more 
considerate to fell trees in summer than in winter. In summer you 
fell them with their leaves, in winter you have to fell them without.”’ 


Natural History. 
ANIMALS lick each other from motives of affection. 
generally the case with man. 


The reverse is 
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luis is a tale to make you weep, 
And haunt your brain when you go to sleep ; 


AN ANTEDILUVIAN STORY. 


This is a deed arrayed in rhyme 

‘That was wrought in the antediluvian time,— 
When the ways of the world were queer, I guess, 
And little attention was paid to dress, 

When seldom or never a thing was done 

‘That smacked in the slightest degree of fun ; 
When society’s morals were slightly loose, 

In proof of which let me facts adduce 

In the tale which I now unfold to you, 

While begging to state that it’s strictly true. 


Polli, the daughter of Jaz-e-rab, 

Was betrothed to the warrior Bub-i-lab, 
The bravest soldier in all the camp,— 

A man of the antediluvian stamp. 

Now Polli was proud of her soldier boy, 
And heard of his valorous deeds with joy, 
But wanted, before she named the day, 
To see him a Plesiosaurus slay. 

‘The Plesiosaurus was hard to fight, 

The Plesiosaurus was given to bite, 

And anyone bitten, the people said, 
Went mad in a jiff if he didn’t go dead. 


She mentioned her wish to the soldier brave, 
Who, wishing to please her, his promise gave 
The Plesiosaurus to fight alone 
With his trusty weapon of polished stone. 
(This tale is laid in the time, you know, 
When weapons of stone were all the go.) 

In training he went for his fearful fray,— 
He trained in the antediluvian way, 

sy living on nothing but milk and roots, 
And walking the desert without his boots, 
And rubbing his muscles the whole day long 
With unicorn’s fat to make them strong. 


When all was ready, they sought the ground 
Where the Plesiosauri most abound; 

They sought a spot by the gloomy strand, 
Where the Plesiosauri did the grand. 

The warrior bold of the scene took stock 
While Polli remained on a lofty rock, 

With her opera-glasses poised and bent 

On the road that her conquering hero went 
In search of an animal left and right, 

Till at last he was out of his Polli’s sight ; 
But never a one could the soldier spy, 
Though he looked in the rocks with an eagle eye. 


To tell you the truth they had sniffed a rat— 
(The Plesiosaurus was never a flat)— 

And had hidden away in the shallow pools 
To laugh at those antediluvian fools ; 

And never so much as a nose was shown 

Till poor little Polli was quite alone. 

Then straight they crept to that lonely rock, 
And it gave the maiden an awful shock 
When they rolled their eyes and they shook their claws, 
And opened their horrible, horrible jaws, 
With looks that made her at once infer 
Their dinner that day would consist of her. 


They tore her to bits in a brace of shakes, 
And all of them relished their maiden steaks, 
And when they had finished and smacked their lips 
They plunged in the sea for their noonday dips ; 
And nothing was left to tell the news, 
For they’d eaten her brolly and fancy shoes. 
And her lover, believing she’d gone away, 
Got married to somebody else next day. 

Morat. 
Young ladies, don’t ask your lovers to fight 
With Plesiosauri or beasts that bite, 
Or while they are absent your bidding to do 
The Plesiosauri may fancy you. 








A Contradiction. 














MAL-APROPOS REMARKS. 


‘“‘Lor, George! How you do run on 


,” 








A Real Treat. 


Tur Bethnal Green Board showed themselves superior to the Bath 
Guardians the other day, and in response to the offer of Mr. Fort, 
roprictor of the Foresters’ Music Hall, rescinded their resolution pro- 
hibsting the paupers from partaking of any amusement other than 
that afforded within the Workhouse walls! So the inmates of the 
Union had a day out, and we trust forgot for a while their sorrows 
and troubles. It is whispered that in addition to pleasing the eye and 
the ear, the promoter of the entertainment presented each of his 
visitors with a little drop of something of an equally Fort-ified 


character. 


Stone Blind. 

Aw employer of labour, named ‘* Thomas Stone,” writes to the Times 
a one-sided rigmarole in the hope of stopping the assistance which is 
now being sought for the starving women and children of Merthyr. 
We have the testimony of the best-known men in the districts, of the 
clergy, and of London visitors, that the distress is something terrible. 
It is earnestly to be hoped that the epistle of this ill-advised person 
will not cause the starving wretches to be answered with a Stone when 


they cry for bread. 


An Organic Affection. 

Tuart travellers see strange sights is proverbial. At the present 
time, however, Londoners can indulge in a wondrously strange site. 
No matter where you go just now you will come across ‘* Sweethearts” 


on a Barrel Organ. 





Cheap and Nice. 

‘* A sHILLING telephone is now being sold which answers admirably.” 
That is considerably more than the very expensive ones are doing, as 
so far they only convey the original message, and quite a fresh 
arrangement is necessary for the answer. 


A Hearty Joke. 
SpeakinG of the war agitation the other day, an orator exclaimed, 
. . , © , ° ’? r 
‘© T know on which side every true born Englishman’s heart is.”” We 
are loth to be unpatriotic, but cannot help reminding the gentleman 
that, if an Englishman’s heart was on the right side he wouldn't be 


true born. 





Astley’s Circus. 

Ara “tournament” provided for pedestrians by Sir John Astley, 
each man is to ‘‘ make the best of his way.’’ As the American 
wiggle-waggler Weston is to be in it, it would be interesting to know 
how much “ best” there is to be in his way of going. 


————————— eS 


One Trial Sufficient. 


Autuovucn defeated, Osman Pasha is going to have another trial. 


t 
i , 
+ 
. a 


THE case which resulted in Dimsdale’s imprisonment for life was | He will be tried by the Russians this time for murdering the Russian 
prisoners in Plevna. 
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WANTED, A COTTAGE. 


I wish sometimes that I could find 
\ snug and very warm retreat, 
Well stored with dainties for the mind, 
And handy, too, for butcher’s meat. 
Some place away from London noise, 
Where still some human beings dwell ;— 
I’m sick of squares and rowdy boys, 
The country suits me twice as well. 


A quiet cottage I should wish 
With doors and windows fitting tight, 
A cook who would prepare a dish, 
And make me puddings sweet and light. 
Well filled with books the shelves should be, 
The kind of books a man can read, 
And gas laid on I'd like to see, 
F or candles make me sad indeed. 


If¥such a cottage I could spot, 
“A month or two I woul l remain ; 
But ne’er as yet I cottage got 
That was not up a muddy lane. 
’T was still, I grant you, night and day, 
No sound disturbed my quiet thought ; 
The shops were all ten miles away, 
And only tramps my dwelling sought. 


’Tis sad to think ’tis ever thus 
With all we want in things mundane ; 
In what would best have suited us 
Some blemish lies its joy to stain. 
At sweet retreats, ’mid banks and braes, 
In summer time the poets jump, 
But winter — and rainy days 
Would send a fellow off his chump. 


Collar Work. 

Tue ‘‘liner’’ in attendance at Greenwich Police 
Court has discovered something new in the way of 
anatomy. ‘* In falling Girling’s head came in contact 
with some deals of timber, and the collar-bone of his 
right arm, which was in a sling, was forced out.’’ 





ALTERING THE COMPLEXION ‘Deals of timber’’ is a luxuriant expression which 
; deals rather hardly with language as well as wood ; but 
Bill:—** 1 say, Many, run aAnp ASK JULE TO COME AND PLAY WITH Us.” ‘the collar-bone of the right arm” infers a superabun- 


dance of material which, however right in the report, 
must be wrong in the position. Possibly our friend 
imagines that every bone, when forced from its proper 


>a). sé v= ° 7m — . . . . ° > rar 9D . oe 
Bill. WELL, WHAT DOES SHE CALL ME BILL FOR, THEN} I sHAN’T position and ain ie, in the regular work, is an ‘ out 
CALL HIM JUL-IUS UNTIL SHE CALLS ME BILL-Iovs. of collar’’ bone. 


Mary :—** You xxnow, Brut, MOTHER SAYS YOU AIN'T TO CALL HIM 
JULE,—HIS NAME’S JUL-IUs.”’ 


A PEACE FOOTI _ are substantial and not like those American militia-men of rank whom 
NG. a ; : ; 

Mark Tapley accused of commanding one another. There is one thing 
about our generals, heutenant-generals, major-generals, colonels, and 
lieutenant-colonels, which should win the hearts of all, and make even 
the Peace Society feel an amount of unusual admiration—they are not 

| only ever ready to draw the sword, but they keep their hands con- 
stantly in for the business by drawing the salary. 


















Tue Peace Society is indignant because it has discovered that 
‘‘there are 332 handsomely salaried admirals for the 297 ships in 
commission in Her Majesty’s navy, that is, more than one admiral to 
crery ship.” And then, not satisfied with making a fuss about this, 
he Society goes on to say: ‘* It is the same with the army, or worse. 
For the 151 regiments of the line possess 105 generals, 460 Hentonans- 
generals, and 554 major-generals, or 828 generals in all—that is tos 


+ 


mor than f re generals to every reqiment of the line? ... Besides al The Infant Mind. 
these generals there are nearly 1,300 colonels, and 2.000 lieutenant- A CHARITABLE society now exists which has established a home 


colonels, and in short 13,898 s«perior ofticers, of whom 11,167 are on. Where ‘‘ minds,”’ 7.e., little children whose mothers and fathers are out 
full pay.”’ Now this is ve ry unw arrantable inte rte rence on the pi art all day, may be left. The minds are taught plain sewing and to make 
of the Peace Socie ty, w hich should of all other societies know that the little mats to keep them out of mischief. This is a genuine case of 
safest way to preserve peace is to be always prepared for war. And mind and matter. 
with an admiral and an eighth to every ship, and six times that 

quantity of generals to every regiment, who dares say the note of A Soupernal Shame. 

preparation has not been sounded, and to some tune too: and how ‘*A sovr kitchen, established at Merthyr, supplies over 2,000 
cd England tail to come triumphantly out of a war with all these children daily.””. To whom? and what is the Government about to 
uperior persons to direct the well-tried bravery of British troops? allow such traffic ? We have before now heard of ‘a broth of a boy,”’ 
lt ought to be to the pride of every true Englishman that these oflicers but each male of these poor children must be a boy of broth. 


| 
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UTTER ABSURDITIES. 


Urrer absurdities, so they say, 
Chance to happen at certain times ; 
Perhaps the things that I mention may 
Here in these awfully foolish rhymes. 
A prince of the blood may yet be seen 
To stand at the grave of a friendly king ; 
That is the sort of deed I mean 
When I talk of an utterly foolish thing. 


Utter absurdity, too, ’twould be, 

For news of the F lect to be aught but sells,— 
For us to know when they’re on the spree, 

Or a wild goose chase up the Dardanelles. 
Mad is the Briton who dares to ask 

Why a Cabinct orders an act of war ; 
Chancellors mustn’t be ‘‘ took ’’ to task 

With a ‘‘ What d’ye want six millions for ?”’ 


Utter absurdity marks the man 
Who doubts for a Russian in thin disguise ; 
He has only old Gladstone’s face to scan, — 
Russian is writ in his earnest eyes. 
‘* Never this man led England yet,” 
That’s what the truthful Tories say ; 
All of his past the wise forget,— 
Nobody knew him until to-day. 


‘‘ Wasn't he,” asks the fool in doubt, 
‘* Once the greatest in all the land?” 
Utter absurdity ! Turn him out, 
He was only the chief of a pigmy band. 
Gladdy’s a serf who saved the Czar ; 
He first appeared at St. James’s Hall ; 
He is paid by Russia our schemes to mar,— 
He never was anything here at all. | 


Utter absurdity marks the ways 
Of all the Liberal shameful crew ; 
If they were sane they could but praise 
All the infallible Tories do. 
Some of us wildly fancy still 
. That Parliament governs an England free. 
Utter absurdity! ’Tis the will 
Of a monarch whose name begins with b. 


Miser 


MANGOLIA DABBOVISKY. 


I tovep her. The world held for me no form so beauteous, no eye 


so bright, no cheek so soft, no mouth so cherry ripe as hers. | 


O Mangolia Dabb ! why—why did you leave me to die in my misery, 
alone? Chaste as the eagle, pure as the nautilus, thou hast gone from 
my gaze for ever. It was the wild romance of my heart, and it was 
blotted and blurred out of existence by a miserable fourpence half- 
penny. Mercenary woman, in the future lies thy punishment! J/e 
has thee now to wear upon his bosom, and I am a smitten anemone, 
pining on my lonely stem. Why didst thou win my young heart 
with thy maiden wiles, only to cast it from thee for the sake of four- 
pence halfpenny ’ Let me pour out my tribulation, and find relief for 
my agony in a recital of my woes. 

She was the daughter of a Polish prince of long descent, and long, 
long hair. She was his heiress, and played the piano. I loved her, 
and the prince—her father—loved her, and Smith—Smith, low driver 
of a dogcart, and miserable human being of sporting proclivities— 
he loved her too. She listened to both our vowses, and answered us 
with tears in her eyes that she loved us both; but her aged parent, 
the author of her being and several political plots, was first in her 
heart. Him she would consider when she married. 
princely and Polish, but poor. Would we retire into the adjoining 
room while she consulted her beloved papa ? 


We retired. 

The low, sporting driver of a dogcart proposed tossing as a pastime 
during the anxious interval. Ina moment of weakness I consented. 
We tossed innocently for coppers—two out of three to win. When 
the voice of the Polish angel summoned us to her presence I had 
lost fourpence halfpenny. 

The aged and princely parent sat patriarchily in his easy chair, 
and before us, with our fate in her hands, stood Mangolia Dabbovisky, 
the beautiful, the lovely, the angelic. 


‘*My parent,’ she exclaimed, pointing majestically towards the | 


It is his wish that I should 


patriarch, ‘‘has decided for me. 
Go home and 


marry whichever of you has the most money. 


count,’’ 
We rushed. On the morrow we returned with the sum total of our 


VOL. XXVII. 





They were | 


THE WAR PARTY. 


able old man (croaks) :—‘*‘ WHILE WE'VE AN ‘AND TO SPARE, 
WE'LL FIGHT THRO’ SNOW AN’ HICE AGAINST THE RussIAN BEAR.”’ 








fortunes neatly arranged on paper, and sworn to before a com- 
missioner. 
He topped me—exactly the fourpence halfpenny he had won of 
/me. And for that I lost the only woman I ever loved—my golopshus 
Mangolia Dabbovisky. 


A TALE OF A QUEUE. 


Miss Dr is young, Miss Di is fair, 
Miss Di, of course, has auburn hair ; 
I say no more, as I’m aware 

To paint her I must fail. 
I would but stamp the reader’s mind 
With this: she wears her tresses twined 
Converging to a knot behind, 

And thereby hangs a tail. 


Miss Di is wilful, nought deters 
Miss Di from courses she prefers : 
One day this dainty knot of hers 
Caught somehow on a nail. 
The nail had her queue, I had mine ; 
A stolen kiss is sweet as wine ;— 
All further statement I decline, 
Save ‘* thereby hangs a tale.’’ 


Poor Little Bob. 
Tue permanent way men on the Great Western line have received 
| notice of a shilling reduction per week. That's hardly a permanent 
way of keeping them contented, although come Saturdays they 
_are all likely to be ‘‘ bobbish.”’ 





A Natural Result. 
Tue tax on dogs is being enforced in consequence of a tar of 


dogs. 














AN UNSELFISH SOCIETY. 





I~ ne Miss Strripe.— . 


intervention of the Charity Organisation Society,”— Weekly Paper. 





URS is a noble society, 
known as the Charit\ 
Organisation ; 

Much good we effect 
among vagrants, ana 
people who've no- 
thing whatever to 
eat. 

The rules we have framed 
display wisdom, our 
officers meet with 
unfeigned approba- 
tion, 

And we've banished no 
end of mendicity 
‘beggars are always a 
mass of deecit !) 

QO list to our doings, and 


marvel, benevolent 
people of every sta- 
tion, 


And mind you don't 
part with yourmoney, 
except to the ¢ ‘harity 
Organisation ! 

We're a highly respected 

gett community ; yes, and 

a ae our notions are very 
exclusive 

‘* bosh’’)—and our ways and our offices 





(Indiscriminate charity s 
also are large: 
And though starving persons have frequently called, and behaved in a 
manner extremely abusive, 
We keep up our dignity grandly, and give such importunate vermin 
in charge. 
We show them they’ve made a mistake when they. come to our 
quarters to make depredation, 
For we're the immaculate body entitled the Charity Organisa- 
tion! 


We're down” upon rival societies, they who annoy with continual 
pleading ; 
The soothing of poverty’s sufferings we undertake (though we have 
to ce fray 
A mass of unthought-of expenses). We come across many whose casi 
want ** weeding,.”’ 
And a thousand pounds never go far—for it costs us cight hundred 
give uf awan, 
And yet we judiciously manage (our officers’ berths are the best in thi 
nation), 
Still it takes a good deal, we assure you, to keep up a Charity 
Organisation ! 


There once was a paltry adventurer— Dr. 
fogey ; 
Heused to clothe children, and feed them, and teach them to live in 
a God-teanng way. 
We ** marked” him, because we imagined he'd shudder at “s, as a 
child does at ** bogey 
But we're sorry to say he eluded us, leaving: us lots of expenses to 
pay. 
Still foolish, ber 
donation, 
Instead of entrusting their cash to the vigilant Chamty Organi- 


volent people support him with many a handsome 


sation ! 


Bat a victory fell to us lately- Miss Stride we attacked, and we 
smashed her like winking, 

And she’s now in the Bankruptey Court, 
two-and-six in the pound! 

Nie tried to reclaim fallen women, and laboured 


and at present she’s paid 


most earnestly: still. 


to our thinking, 
She'd no business to try and do good—let the wretched unfortunate 
go and be—drowned ! 
Her subscriptions fell off pretty quickly, an 
much lamentation. 
Serve her night! She should leave all these matters to us of the 


‘ 
ion aa 


1 now she’s atthe te dl with 


Charity Organisation ! 


. . The bankruptey was said to be attritutalle 
to the falling off of subscriptions to Miss Stride’a homes, in consequence of the 
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assistance, 





















folks. 
We cave not how children may starve, how the fallen mav drag out 2 
sinful existence ; 
So send all your money to us, though all other societies wheedle and 
Coax. 
Let all hospitals, homes, and dispensaries vanish away 
degradation, 
So long as donations roll into the glorious Charity Organisation ! 


let them mect 





Parliamentary Procedure. 

For a Parliament which boasts that it knows no personality, there 
was a pretty passage-at-arms the other night between an_ Irish 
member and a Scotch member. Mr. Power declared that the vilest 
mob the world ever saw was a Glasgow mob, and he also described 
the land of cakes as not so much of cakes as of whisky, snuff, and 
thistles. But the good man of Waterford had reckoned without his 
opponent, who retorted with stinging severity that everyone knows 
a Glasgow mob consists almost entirely of Lrishmen! We don't know 
anything as to Mr. Anderson’s acquaintance with the Scotch whisky 
or the thistles, but he’s evidently ‘‘ up to the snuff’’! 


Scene: The Britannia Pub. 

Stare Nortucetr (to Mr. Countryman). Now, look her 
to sce 1f you have confidence in me. Give me six millions. 

Mr. Countryman. What for 

Starr Nortucutr. Nothing, just to show confidence. [ don't say 
[ shall spend it, or run away with it. I want you to put it in my 
hand, and let me go round the corner with it. 

Mr. Fux. The old trick again! I thought that had been suf- 


ficiently blown upon long ago ! 


[ want 





A Cabinet Question. 


Mrs. JuGGins can’t make out why there’s such a fuss about a split 
in the Cabinet. She noticed a split in her cabinet once, but it was 
only in the join, and a little glue put it right. Perhaps Mrs. Juggins 
will not be astonisbed to hear that this little affair is owing to a 
jawin’—the jawin’ administered to Carnarvon. 


Whines on Hand. 


Tue Government has the following stock of wines on hand: 
Porte Whine, Cape Whine, Discon-Tent, Les Situations Graves, 
Mo Sell (Lord b.’s private Sell Tl)» A Neres ot Blunders, A War 
Clique oh ! and St. (Six) EK Mullion (claret, to be tapped at once). 
They also anticipate a speedy supply of Sack. 


‘* Knowledge is Power.”’ 


Att the old soldiers on furlough in Russian Poland have been 
called in. ‘* That's better,” said one, ‘*than being called out! ”’ 
And he gave such a wink as none but an old soldier is capable of. 
Perhaps Russia is putting an extra value on old soldiers now she sees 
the tremendous power they wield in England. Experientia docet. 





Political. 

Tue Conservative papers denounce the resignation of the Earl of 
Carnarvon as an act of cowardice, and the Liberal organs allude to it 
as an act of conscience. For once, then, the two parties are agreed, 
since Shakespeare says, ‘* Conscience does make cowards of us all.”’ 


A Coincidence. 
COUNTERFEET coins generally pass into counter hands. They are 
i] ] vr ‘ l tT | . ind l 7 1, Io y l ] ° rg ral] - } 7 or } ’ 
li-elew-al tenders and do much arm, but they gyeneralnyv Dring the 


clever bodies who pass them to limbo. 





Englishman A Rise! 
Tue announcement that Lord Derby had consented to remain in 
othee led to a rise on the Berlin Bourse office. The Germans have got 
a rise out of Lord Derby, then. 


The Irony of Fate. 

In these hard times it is well to know of one man whose life may 
always be suid to go ** swimmingly.”” And the only one we kaow 1s 
Boyton. 


We'll abolish @// like institutions, and people shall all come to vs for 


And we shall require a certificate, showing that they are respectable 
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or Tg OUR LONDON LETTER. 
ble 5 By our SpectaAL (AND ExcLusiIvE) CorresroNnpeENT. 

Old Soldiers’ Club, 8S.W., Feb. 4. 
rr 3 I mer Gladstone the other day in Pall Mall, wearing a pair of well- 
| 4 worn large pattern shepherd’s plaid trousers. I couldn't resist the 
3 iS opportunity, but slapping him on the back, said, ‘‘ Well, old man, 

13 you evidently are not unmindful of the Chancellorship of the 


X-check-er!’’ I told the Duke of it at dinner that day, and his 
Royal Highness, who has a habit of laughing with his mouth full, 
nearly exploded. 

The night before last the Marquis of B and the Duke of D 
were playing a game of Napoleon at the Club, and the former won a 
cool ‘* thou.” over one hand. ‘*‘ Ah,” said the Duke, ‘‘ I reckon I was 
caught Napping then witha vengeance!” I told the Duke afterwards 
that he oughtn’t to mind losing a thousand any night, if it afforded 
him the chance of such a magnificent don mot ; and he then gave me his 
gracious —you see the joke, I hope, his grace, his gracious — permis- 
sion to use the pun if I thought proper. 

A coalition Ministry is one of the things talked about in the highest 

circles. I tried the other night at the dear Marchioness’s reception to 
bring Gladdy and Beaky together, and if they could only have been 
left alone for five minutes, there’s no knowing what a chat and a glass 
of the extra dry wouldn’t have done. But Gladdy was laying down 
the law about a new Greek axeidence which he thought must have 
been the thing used by Homer when they were all a-nodding, and 
though I tried my level best, I couldn’t get him to break off in time. 
Beaky had all this time been waiting in the dear Marchioness’s 
boudoir, which she, like the discreet politician she is, had vacated, so 
the junction might be effected. When I went in, the Premier had 
nearly finished the long clay and cold gin which he takes during the 
evening wherever he miay be, and which is always prepared for him 
at the Castle with the bottle on the boudoir mantelpiece. He seemed 
a little bit nettled at havimg been kept waiting, and ‘‘ I'll tell you 
what, Lord Smivins,” says he; ‘I ain’t been in the habit of dancing 
attendance onanyone this thirty year. Yes,’’ mused he, ‘‘ thirty year 
exactly by the dates—and I’m not agoing to begin now. And if that 
old hatchet-slinger don’t turn up by the time I’ve finished my pipe, 
why, I shall bunk, that’s all.””. Presently he knocked the ashes out of 
his alderman, finished up his blue ruin—these are terms of his own, 
you must know—and asked me if I’d just toddle a little bit of the way 
hune with him. I was awfully annoyed to think I couldn't, as I’d 
pronised faithfully to take the dear Marchioness down to supper in 
the wbsence of His Royal Highness the Duke of C—nn—t. ‘‘ Never 
mina!” said Beaky, as he slipped out by the private staircase ; 
‘* perlaps it’s as well. You can tell the silly old pump what a chance 
he has lost. Ta-ta!’’ And away he tripped as though there was no 
such thie as political care in the world. I stood and meditated for a 
moment “ the strange uncertainty of human affairs. ‘ Five minutes’ 
consultatin,’’ thought I, ‘‘and the whole prospects of this great 
nation woud have been changed!’’ But it was not to be; and as I 
afterwards nid to Gladdy, who sat on my right hand at supper, 
‘*Tide and ime wait for no man.’’ He seemed struck with the 
applicability ¢ the remark, and made an entry of it in his common- 
place book. Ihok out for it in one of his speeches, where he is sure 
to use it, and »member the original maker of the clever epigram, 
your humble sernt. 
' There was a Ctrious scene in the House the other night. It hap- 
pened after the Odinary press fellows had shut up shop and gone 
home, and so no Ole has been able to get it into print. One of the 
Irish Obstructives Ing an objectionable habit of drinking whisky out 
of a bottle during te progress of a debate, and as he takes a very 
long draught at 1 time,and is sure to select a moment when some im- 
portant speaker is makng a no less important point, the sound of the 
ecurgling is extiemely urpleasant. Sir Blank Blinkers, who has once 
or twice been particularly annoyed in this way, determined to have 
his revenge. o he tied a yiece of whip-cord to the neck of the black 
bottle as it was sticking fiom the Obstructive’s pocket, and waited. 
Presently, justin the middle of the magnificent Ministerial statement, 
out came the oottle, and the gurgling began as usual. Sir Blank 
Blinkers, whois a most daring man, calmly watched for the exact 
second, and tien twitched the string smartly. The result was elec- 
trical, and th: House was for a moment flabbergasted, if I may use the 
expression. Ihe bottle, which was one of the ordinary kind, with 
Kinahan’s lel on it, and all but full, was just tilted sufficiently, and 
before the atonished Hibernian could recover himself the whole of the 
{fluid was discharged full im his face. With a wild Irish exclamation 
of pain am rage, the Obstructive dashed up and ran to the middle of 
the floor o the House, where, setting up another Wirrasthrue, he was 
joined byis congeners, who wondered what on earth was the mutter. 
Kverythig was confusion, and the imprecations on the horrid Saxon 
who had perpetrated the foul deed were not only loud and deep but 
extremely violent. At last the Speaker ordered a fresh bottle of L.L. 
to be gien to every Home Rale Member, and by this means some- 
thing lie peace was restored. 
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The greatest part of the fun is that Sir Blank Blinkers is himself 
hult Irish on the mother’s side, the former Sir Blank Blinkers, as of 
course all my readers are aware, having married a daughter of the 
Macdermotipplers of Clanmacfadderawhiskeytoshmadtiddleywink- 
mahooley, the only real descendants now alive of the rale ould ancient 
line of kings. But Sir Blank is thoroughly English in all his habits, 
and is a regular specimen of what a gentleman and M.I’. should be, as 
my story shows. 


SETTLING THE DIFFICULTY. 
By Over Lunatic Laureate. 


Tue Lunatic lately was filled with dismay 
When he heard that the chances of peace 

Like an ice in the sun were fast melting away, 
And that England grew rowdy as Greece. 

‘* Let me see,”’ said the Lunatic, drawing his grog, 
Just to strenghthen his nerves for the lark, 

** If I can’t find a means of dispelling the fog, 
And of raising diplomacy’s mark. 


‘* The question is simple we have to decide, 
Though our statesmen have tied it in knots, 
And made it a kind of political slide, 
And have buttered it well with their plots. 
Let a man with an atom of ous in his nut 
Just proceed to the scene of the fight, 
And compelling both armies to enter his hut, 
Their attention a moment invite.”’ 


The Lunatic having proceeded so far 
With the theories gnawing his soul, 
Determined at once to appear as a star 
By assuming the Peacemaker’s rd/e ; 
So he started at once in a train for the Kast, 
And arriving in less than a week, 
He invited the armies to join in a feast, 
And then mounted the table to speak. 


Said the Lunatic, ‘‘ Russians, and Cossacks, and Turks, 
Also Servians and Bashi-Bazouks, 

I regret in your bosoms this war spirit lurks, 
As I see that it does by your looks. 

Let me show you, while pausing awhile in the fray, 
How absurd are the people who fight, 

And I hope, though you murder each other to-day, 
You will kiss and be friends ere the night.” 


Then that Lunatic spoke to those bloodthirsty troops 
Of the ‘‘roses and raptures’’ of peace, 

Till they broke themselves up into armistice groups, 
And declared that the struggle should cease ; 

Which observing, that Lunatic carolled with glee, 
And engaging the fleet, took the lot 

From the scene of the war straight away o’er the sea, 
To a tight little insular spot. 


And the armies of Russia and Turkey as well 
Now are seeing the sights of the town, 

And the passion in which the great Gortshakotf fell 
Was as nothing to Beaconsticld’s frown. 

But to fight without armies the Czar being loth, 
And the Sultan not seeing the fun, 

They decided that peace would be best for them both, 
And the song of the Lunatic’s done. 


By a Paragraphist. 

‘*Pan”’ writing is, par excellence, par-t and par-cel of a journalist’s 
qualification. Always judge him by his ‘* par” excellence. If he 
can’t write a ‘* par,’? don’t parss his work, but send him home to his 
mar and his par. A ‘* par’’ here and there is the editor’s par-adise. 
‘The French translate here and there, as par ici et par la. That shows 
what they think about it d@ Jar-is. ‘* But you must xot translate a 
** blue ’’ par as per dlen.”’—Op Parr. 


Reade-y Wit. 

In a letter to the Dramatic Retorm Association, Mr. Charles Reade 
“ives some very original ideas for the reformation of the stage. He 
says, ‘* That bloodsucker, the stage carpenter, should be chained hand 
and foot.”’ Of course, if Mr. Reade says so, it must be right; and 
yet how would it be possible for the stage carpenter to do his work 
‘*chained hand and foot” We fear his workmanship would be of 


. 
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1. Is an amiable lady, who, putting down 
KY fs Whey \ Ls her newspaper in horror, dilates upon 
*\ NY y, Yeah OH Ky the scandalousness of allowing so many 
<9} BK xay . NY, BS) 2 eo dogs to run about the streets and annoy 
WA as Pane ay BRP, LMR) SY >, every body. 

2. Represents three of the amiable 
lady’s pet cats doing a chorus outside 

a next door window (invalid within). 


. Is a sketch of the route taken next- 
door-but-one by another of her pets, 
with notes by the way :—(A.) Dusthole, 
newly painted black. (B.) Steps (just 
whitened). (C.) Conservatory, newly 
painted white. (D.) Side of house, 
newly painted stone colour. 


4. Shows another of her pets with booty 
from next-door-but-two. 


5. Gives another of her pets maturing a 
scheme next-door-but-three. 


While 6 sets forth yet another pet 
threwing up earthworks in a neat 
flower-bed at next-door-but- four. 
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MY MEDICINES. 


‘i oy aby 
£ WueEn overwork has blurred my brain, i 
i And all things with me disagree, 
When my poor head is racked with pain, 
Bn ‘*A cup of tea.”’ 

2 


When ’twixt the breakfast and the noon 
An inward something seems to fail, 
And comes the ‘‘I got up too soon,”’- 
‘“* A mug of ale.’’ 


Supere 
oa ae Oe. 


When spirits sink and woes oppress, 
When thoughts are all unfit for ‘* biz,”’ 
When life seems quite an awful mess,— 
‘¢A pint of fizz.’’ 


When late at the night, the labour done, 
We sit around the glowing log, 
To warm the heart and help the fun,— 
‘ — . . > 
‘* A glass of grog. 


When grog, and fizz, and ale, and tea 
To ease our woes in vain are quafit, 

Then let your friend in sickness be 
‘¢ A rhubarb draught.” 


rrr ry 
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Bully Boys! 

Some of our leading journals very pro- 
perly object to the young King and Queen 
of Spain inaugurating their union by 
attending a Bull Fight. But the strangest 
part of it all is these very journals have 
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been recently the most assiduous in their Hi iN 
attempts to make a Bull fight. Hi 
Prelate and Palate. HARD LABOUR. 

Tue Bishop of Exeter has been making Parish Lady :—“ We CANNOT GIVE HELP UNLESS WE KNOW MORE ABoUT yo. WHERE 
some excellent remarks on cooking at a DO YOU LIVE?” Girl :—** AT HOME, MEM.”’ | 
meeting recently held at Exeter. sut P. L. :—** Wuat’s your FAatuHer ?”’ Girl :—** A Workitnc MAN, MEM.” 
surely the present eaters have more interest P. LL. :—‘* WHERE DOES HE WORK?” 
in good cooking than any Ex-eter. Girl :-—“ He pon’t pe No work, MEM: PLEASE, HE'S ON STRIKE!’ | 

A DRAMA OF THE DAY. : Joun. Yes, 4 Necnnens if . a Reman $ youl heart _ 
; : ) : ar x ‘y ave charged Sd. tor ‘ é 
Renan B~A Pest Bll, choages. into the pillar box, they'd have charg: d. for it at th | 

GENTLEMAN. Qh, please I want to buy a registered envelope. How (JENTLEMAN. Still, it’s nice and cheap, 25d.; and the registration, 
much ? the envelope and the sovereign mike it overweight, that’s 2d. more, | 

OrricrAL. If you refer to the Guide on the table you will see. We that’s 4d., and, let me see, its five minutes to tive, and they don’t 
are not allowed to give information. (Gentleman refers to Guide. Reads  vegister after five; you’d better take a hansom to the post-office, that’s 
it through—196 pages. At last discovers that the price of the envelope is. Well, it will only cost 1s. 4d. to send a sovereign. 
is 23d. re : . is ’ ss mn 

as I find it is 23d. Here is 24d., please give me a PORER Tih Rae gviranen ene Confectioner's Shop. Time: 
registered envelope. 7 ; ee ene on 

OrriciAL. Would you like it strong 3d., extra strong 4d., extra Joun. Now then, miss, I want to get this letter registered ; it’s 
strong double flap 5d., or extra strong, double-flapped, cream-laid, and three minutes to the time. 
scented 6d. ? Youne Lapy. I can’t do a dozen things at once. How many 

GENTLEMAN. No. 23d.—a two-penny-halfpenny one. Here is Sponge cakes did you say, miss? ‘Thank you. 
the money. , YounG GENTLEMAN. A bottle of gingerbeer please, miss. 

OrriciaL. That is a threepenny bit, we are not allowed to give Youna Lapy (opens the bottle). ‘There you are, sir. 
change. Joun. Now, miss, it’s two minutes to five. (Rush of six pp! 

GENTLEMAN. Ihave no coppers. Keep the change. Six Pgopie (// together). Penny stamp, please. 

OrriciaL.—Certainly, sir. Your envelope. ‘Thanks. Youne Lapy (flurried). Here you are. 

oe Finst Propie. This ain’t a stamp, it’s a jumble. 
Scene II.—aA Library. * Seconp Peopie. Here, this ain't a stamp, it’s a bath bun. 

SAME GENTLEMAN. Now I have written the letter, and I can en- YounGc Lapy. Oh, I thought you asked for a bath bun. 
close my dear boy a sovereign with perfect safety, thanks tothe new, Joun. Now, miss, I shall lose this post. (Youne@ Lapy takes the } 
registered envelope. (Evcloses sovereign and seals letter.) Let me see, | letter.) | 
I suppose I can now put it in the pillar box. (Zo eldest son.) John, Customer. <A glass of cherry brandy—quick, please : 
these new registered envelopes carry through, I suppose? Do you Youne Lapy. Yes, ma’am. (Serves cherry brandy.) 
know ? Joun. Here, I say, what are you doing ? You’re tying the ladle | 

Joun. Oh, have you gone in for one of those things. They’re | up with green tape, and you've dropped my letter into the eherry | 
frauds. brandy. (Clock strikes five.) : a 

GENTLEMAN. How d’ye mean, frauds YounGc Lapy (pulling out letter and drying it). You are too late to 


Joun. What’s the use of them? You've paid 23d. for the en- | register this here now, but on payment of an extra fee of fourpence 
velope, and now you've got to put the regular postage on, and then | you can register it at the Metropolitan Chief Offices up to six. 
you've got to take an omnibus and go to the post-office, and hand it} Jonn. Thank you! Am I to go from Peckham to St. Martins-le- 
in, and take a receipt, and sign your name, and leave your address and | Grand because you are not competent to attend to your duties ? 
the certificate of your birth. Younec Lapy. ‘’Tain’t my fault; I’ve got so much to do, serving 

GENTLEMAN. But it doesn’t say so on this envelope. It says inthe shop, and nursing the baby, and attending to the post -oftice, 
‘* Registered’ on it, and nothing else. Oh ah, yes, here it is, small, | I get flurried, like. ' 
all up in the corner. ‘* This must be handed to an officer of the post- Joun. I fancy youdo. Good evening. (Erit with btter in search 
office for Registration.” How lucky I saw it. of further adventures.) 
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A HOPELESS CASE. 


Doctor :—** I TELL you WHAT IT Is, Mrs. Jinks! 
Mrs. J. 


:—** Lor, str! 


THE MAN WHO WAS LUCKY IN LAW. 


Joun JonEs was the luckiest fellow out in law. He won all his 
cases, and everybody said it was quite wonderful. 
him. 

(ne week he had six cases on, one for every day, all for breaches of 
contract against the big manufacturers who had tried to shuffle out of 
a contract with him, because he was only a small tradesman, and 
they found he'd got the best of them. They agreed, all six of them, 
to let Jones fight the question with each of them separately, because 
they felt very wild that a small tradesman should have got the best 
of them. And when they said, ‘‘ Let him bring an action against 
each of us,’’ they laughed and put their fingers to their noses sar- 
castically. 


They envied | 


I CAN DO NOTHING FOR THAT HUSBAND OF YOURS TILL HE SIGNS THE PLEDGE!”’ 


"E DONE THAT A FORTNIGHT AGO, SIR, AN’ ’E’S BIN WUS NOR EVER SINCE!” 








‘* Yes,’’ said Mr. Succombe, ‘‘ of course—exactly—all the costs— 
, 9 . 


_ except the costs between attorney and client.”’ 


‘* Oh, don’t they pay them ?”’ said Jones, a little crestfallen. 

‘* No, never.” 

‘* Ah, but they ain’t much, are they ?’’ stammered the redoubtable 
suit-winner, trying to smile. 

‘* Well, no,’’ said the solicitor, ‘‘they’re not much, considering 
we've carried six actions for you through three Courts. I think 
they’re very small. About £400, I should say. 

‘* But,” groaned the unhappy Jones, ‘‘ but look here, sir, I’ve only 
got £180 damages out of the lot.’’ 

‘*T can’t help what you’ve got,”’ said the gorgeous solicitor (he was 


/a great swell was Succombe), ‘‘ you'll have to pay us.’’ Then he re- 
lighted his cigar, which had gone out, and strolled away. 


But John Jones was a British lion, and he wasn’t going to be brow- | 


beaten by half-a-dozen manufacturers, though he was only ina small way 


of business, so he instructed his solictor to bring actions against each, 


and go for damages. And he won the lot. 

The defendants put their fingers to their noses sarcastically, and 
appealed. 

John Jones won again. 

Then the defendants came and made faces at him outside his shop 
window, and put their fingers to their noses in the sarcasticallyest 
manner possible, and carried the case to a still superior Court. 

John Jones won again, and the defendants were cast in damages 
and costs. The damages were £30 each, so that the lucky J. J. 
sat down to tea that evening with a load off his mind and £180 richer, 


‘* Look here, missus,’’ said Jones, wiping a tear away with the back 
of his hand, ‘‘ we'd better go back ; we’re ruined through winning all 
our actions and getting damages.” 

Heavy-hearted and silent the crestfallen merrymakers left happy 
Hampton and made for the shop. 

‘*Good evening, Jones,’’ said the neighbours, as they saw him 
letting himself in at the front door. ‘* Lucky dog! Won all your 
cases. Can you lend us a tenner ?”’ 

Jones’s answer sounded very like a bad word. 

* * * ca a 

Early next morning Jones went off and told his solicitor it was quite 

impossible he could pay such an amount. All his money was in a 


' small business, and his whole capital was less than what was claimed. 


and he said, ‘** Hurrah ;”’ and put salt in his tea and stirred it up with | 


a bunch of watercresses, and then he took the old lady to the play, 


and got confused, and had a goose and apple sauce and champagne for | 
' men and carried off every stick in the place. 


supper when they came back. 

And the next day he gave his shopman a holiday, and shut up the 
shop for the day, and took his missus to Hampton Court. And when 
they were admiring the scenery, who should Jones see smoking a cigar 
but his solicitor, who’d conducted all the actions for him. 

‘* Well, Mr. Succombe,’’ he said, ‘‘ we've done it, ain’t we? And 
they’ve got to pay all the costs. Hurrah!” 


The solicitor was very sorry, and bowed him out, and when he got 
back he found a writ waiting for him. And when the time was up 
and he couldn’t pay, the six defendants came disguised as brokers’ 


And Jones’s heart broke fast, but just before it broke altogether, 
the defendants (disguised as the brokers’ men) danced a cancan round 
him, and put their fingers sarcasticallyerer than ever to their noses 
and shouted, ‘‘ Yah, who won all his law suits? Oh my!” 

And when the neighbours heard of John Jones’s miserable end they 


,? 


all lifted up their eyes with horror and said, ‘‘ Oh, Law! 
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Mrs. N. T. Oh, George, now there's a cat walking on the roof—! 


SOME INCIDENTS can feel the house sway—there— oh, it’s heaving. Let’s ran oué; be 
Ow tHe Nicur Fottowinc Tue Inquiry Apovt THE Houses At quick. Oh, my! just in time, and there’s poor dear cook right at the 
Ee HACKNEY. bottom of the ruins, and that aggravating cat at the top washing its 
co INCIDENT No. I.—11 p.m. A Specunative Britper (any specula- | face! 
: tive builder will answer the purpose) discovered reading the paper; @ 
INCIDENT No. 1V.—7%e District Surveyor discovered looking ov 


2 he reads he fidgets nervously and bites his nails ; at length he flings the 
paper from him. 


of his hy “room window, 


a UILDER. Ican’t D. S. Well, what is it this time P 
af. p read anv more— | .. VOICE (4e/ow). Oh, if you please, it's all them new houses in Para- 
\—— : ‘Condemned to dise Row tumbled down. ' i é 
“take his tral for D. S. Oh, very well, all right. Now I'll turn in and get a good 





1 + | Sleep. Hullo, another knock! Well? 
toc Voice (4elow). Oh, I thought I'd just tell you in passing tha‘ 
appalling ! Who can those houses you looked over yesterday in Gingerbread Place hay: 

tell what mi come down with a run 

tell what might hap- | COM Gown with ¢ ; . | 

pen to himself ua DD. S. Oh, very well. Now to sleep. Good heavens, another 
Good io Yr knock! Well, what’s the matter now ? | 
700 gracious, m V vr } ° Ri ‘k i. Cc ” t’ t — : 1 vi _ vay and buried i 
getting in a cold per- oIcE (delow). Ric etty Crescent’s been and given way, ‘ 

spiration Fancy if everybody, so I thought I’d run round and tell ——. 


manslaughter ”’ 
Oh, it’s too, too 


roe 











fe that row of houses D. 8. | Oh—all right—do go away. It's no good. I ghant goto | 

. I've just finished and bed till the whole neighbourhood’s down ; but that wont be long, and | 
é let ! Oh, there, then I can get a comfortable sleep. 

I won’t think about = ~ 

3 it; we must all hope 

i for the best. What 

- was that? A shout ? 

& It was a shout. I 

es know it’s somebody 

2 coming to tell me that 

x those houses i 

> (He listens trembling - 

4 ly—nobody comes—/: 

«a grows more reassured 

i and goes up to bed; but he can’t sleep, 

rs and tosses about restlessly, ever and anon 

Es starting up and listening). There! — 

. there !!—there is a knock at the street- 

door. I won't be taken alive! I won’t | 

answer ; I'll peep out of the window and 

see who it—by Jingo, I knew it—it is a policeman. Isay, look here, 

I'll sell my life dearly, d’ye hear? You shan’t take me alive! 

PouiceMAN. I don’t want to take yer alive, but your lower window 

isn’t fastened, that’s all. WINTER SPORTS. 

ni Buitper. Oh! Here, I say, I'll give you a sovereign if you'll ‘s Here comes the O-fish-all:! ”’ | 

c stand by the door and prevent anybody knocking to tell me about 

“. anything ; and, I say, tell’em there isn’t any builder of any kind living | -—————"—OOm™ cat 

: here or anywhere in the neighbourhood, will you? (He shuts the ; 

é window and sinks on the bed again ; he tosses about more than ever. At DEPENDENT ! | 

s length a slight crash is heard ; it is only a@ slate from the roof, but he can [ rHINxk it occurred in September— 

4 stand it no longer. Hastily throwing some necessaries into a carpet baq, At any rate, darling, yowl/ know if I'm wrong ; 

= he sneaks out of the back door and takes the next train for the Continent.) And, if I correctly remember, | 

4 ‘ me = , The weather was fair and the birds were in song, 

oy INCIDENT No. IIl.—Mn. and Mrs. Quiatr Kupper, residents in a When I ventured to make a confession | 

4 new neighbourhood, discovercd. That I loved you and vowed I would ever be true ; 

Mr. Q. K. There, my dear, there’s another horrible crash! It’s I surrendered my heart at discretion, 

nearer this time. I should think it must be that house that Mudd- And ever since then I’ve depended on you ! 

worls, the builder, has just put up. : 

Mrs. Q. K. Oh, dear! It has shaken the china vase off the hall For you hold such an influence o'er me, . 

table and broken a cupboard-full of glasses! What «are we to do: _ Wee, true-hearted maiden, so gentle and bright ; 

Oh! There's a crash! , Your image is ever before me, 

Mr. Q. K. Ah, I should think that must be Scamper’s block of __And I'm certain your love, dear, will guide me aright. | 

houses at the back.. Some of them are occupied, so [ll just run down here is something within that compels me 

the garden and see if I can render any assistance. (He goes and returns.) Fo link in your name with whatever I do,— 

Yes, it was Skamper’s block, butas I heard nobody groaning I suppose In my heart there's a feeling that tells me 

they’re all buried too deep to be got at. Hullo! That's a good one. My fate is entirely dependent on you. 

It’s shaken down our dining-room ceiling and a stack of chimneys. . 

, Yuu love me, I know: that supports me 


It must be Adamant Terrace come down. ; 
Mrs. Q. K. ‘There’s another— quite close by ! When things seem to go in a contrary way, 
Mr. Q. K. Oh, yes, that’s Rock Villa, next door but one. It has sa pte bere be cory Ape 
shaken down all our gaseliers and pier-glasses. I’m glad I built this I'o her region that s radiant ever with day. 
And I see your sweet smile in the distance, 


house myself. Let’s go to bed. . 
: siaiaiiaiens Then the clouds roll away, and the sky appears blue, 
x (nd it brightens my very existence 
YAY’ T Fina ee . Tere * 9 © . . . “rs } 
| INCIDENT No. ITI. -In a@ New House. Mr. and Mrs. Nucu To know for that bliss I’m dependent on you ! 
TENNENTS discovered. 
Mrs. N. T. George, I wish you would step out and ask the police- Qh, darling, continue to love me ! 
man not to tread so heavily as he comes by, I ‘vow he’ll have our That love is worth more than a tortune to me,— 
front wall down before long. Last time he came by the scullery Like a pole-star it stands right above me, 
fell in. To help me to steer through Adversity’s sea ! 
Mr. N. T. He says he’]1 step more lightly in future. Now there’s And when we shall come to be married, 


that confounded housemaid going up to bed like an elephant; if she Should our troubles together be many or few, 
doesn’t have the staircase down before long I’ll There! ! 1 By your aid they'll have to be carried,— 
told you so. Remember, I still shall depend upon you ? 
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A Guelphic Oracle. 


Tue Duke of Connaught has been installed, with full masonic 
honours, Great Prior of Ireland. After all, the Irish are an extremely 
loyal lot, and their rebellious utterances are only given off at the times 
when they feel themselves much neglected. Now they have got a 
prince of the blood all to themselves, there Connaught be a question 
as to their evident intention, as a nation, of giving him not only good 
precedence, but Great Priority. 





Ne Plus Sultry. 


Ir is stated, upon the authority of Mr. James Glaisher, F.R.S., that 
our climate is becoming warmer every year. This accounts for the 
rising generation being such uncommonly ‘*‘ warm members.” 


Sec. transit. 
Mr. Montacve Corry, the indefatigable secretary of the Lord 


Man, and is ordered to the South of France. His friends hope 
sincerely that his malady is not inCorrygible. 





Beaconsfield, has ruined his health in the service of the Mystery | 
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WEATHER OR NOT. 


Mr. Tremmles :—‘‘T assure you, Mrs. Jones, I wov_tp NEVER GO OUT AT ALL IF I COULD HELP IT IN THIS DREADFUL CLIMATE—ONE 
DAY COLD, THE NEXT HOT. WHAT MISERABLY WRETCHED WEATHER WE HAYE!”’ 


Mrs. J. :—‘* We vo, inpEED, Mr. TREMMLES; BUT TRY AND BEAR UP, IT’S BETTER THAN NONE, YOU KNOW.”’ 








Naturally Vicious. 


In the Chilian penal colony of Punta Arenas, Patagonia, the con- 
victs broke out a short time back and fired into the British Consulute 
with a. 12-pounder gun. The Vice-Consul had to put out to sea ina 
small boat, and was eventually picked up by a passing steamer. The 
convicts were, singularly enough, unable to explain their motive. 
Why, it would have been the easiest thing in the world, as well as the 
most natural for them to have said they were anxious to obtain a little 
Vice-Consulation. 


Rash Conclusions. 


Tuart a bishop is a fellow de See. 
| That a Premier is necessarily a ‘‘ prime’’ Minister: he may be the 
| reverse. 
| That Lord Emly is the Little Em’ly grown up, who had her ‘‘i”’ 
| knocked out by Dickens. 


i 
| 





NOTICE.—Ox WEDNESDAY ate e 
THE VALENTINE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 


PRoFvusELY ILLUSTRATED.—ONE PENNY. 
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ON THE ART OF VERSE-WRITING. 
VALENTINE VERSE. 

It is the greatest mistake in the world to imagine that to write vers: 
any special knowledge or gift is necessary. The great success of sony 
of our modern poets is due to ‘‘trick.”” There are many tiick: 
required in poetry, and we now purpose to put the reader up to one o: 
two of them. 

Trick 1.—MEAsvne. 

All that is required is a six-foot rule. When you have written a: 
much as you want to say about anything, measure off into lines of 
pretty equal length, and commence each line with a capital letter. 
l‘or example, say you want to write a valentine to your sweetheart. 
Commence by putting your thoughts into ordinary prose, thus: 

‘* My sweetheart is the prettiest giri that ever you saw. I don’t envy 
a marquis or a duke while she is mine. Her eyes are like the skies 
overhead, and her cheeks are beautifully red. She really is a girl ti 
worship, and I wish we were married ——’’ Now take your rule. 
and measure it off into alternate lines, long and short, and begin fresh 
lines with capitals :— 
My SweEeruHeanrr. 
My sweetheart is the prettiest girl 
That ever you saw ; 
I don’t envy a marquis or a duke 
While she is mine. 
Her eyes are like the skies overhead, 
Her cheeks are like the pink ; 
She really is a girl to adore, 
And I wish we were married. 
This isn’t quite poetry yet, but you must go in for Trick No. 2, and 
it will be. 


A 


Trick No. 2.—RuHyMe. 


All that is necessary for this is a rhyming dictionary and a book of 

synonyms. 

‘* My sweetheart is the prettiest girl ”’ 
The next line is not elegant, so alter a little, thus :— 

‘¢ That ever you did see ;” 

Now take your dictionary, and look out words to —_ with ‘ girl”’ 
and ‘‘see.”’ Let us say, ‘‘earl and ‘‘me.” ‘To bring these in we 
slightly alter the next lines— 

‘*T envy not a duke or earl 

While she belongs to me.” 


We now proceed to the next verse. The first line we must alter, as 
‘¢ overhead ’’ doesn’t rhyme nicely. Let us say— 
‘¢ Her eyes are like the skies above,”’ 


And with a view of making ‘‘ wed” the last word of the last line— 
because we find in our dictionary that ‘‘wed’’ is synonymous with 
‘¢married,’’? which is a bad word to finish with—we say— 
‘* Her cheeks are white and red; 
She really is a girl to love ; 
I wish that we were wed.”’ 

Having gone so far, we have produced Measure and Rhyme; we now 
may wish to impart a little extra elegance, and this is done by having 
recourse to 

Trick No. 3.—Faxine Up. 

This requires a little practice, but is simple enough im itself. 
Saturate your mind with good poetry—Shakespeare, Byron, Tennyson, 
Swinburne, and the Fv bards. Many of their ideas and expressions 
will gather round your brain, but, shifting about like the coloured 
glass in a kaleidoscope, will be reflected in your work as an entirely 
original design. Presuming you have had a good soak of the bards 
named, you will pick up your poem again, and drop little elegancies 
and turns of expression into it. Thus you will reflect, ‘‘ My Sweet- 
heart’? may as well have a poetical name: something that sounds 
| classical. Now commence— 
| ‘* My Phillis is the sweetest maid 
| (Girt ’s 100 Commo) 

That e’er mine eyes did sce ; 
(More classical, aint it ?) 
I envy not or knight or earl 
(Double ** or”’ gives a quaint turn) 
When Phillis smiles on me. 
(Less like a comic song than the other) 
Her lips are like twin stars above, 
(‘* I'win stars”’ is + ice and poetical) 
Her cheeks are rosy red ; 
(** Rosy red ’’—two r’s— this is a triumph !) 
No other maiden can I love ; 
I’ll die—or Phillis wed !”’ 

Always get in something about dying of love ; it’s the sort of thing 

that sounds well, and isn’t vulgar, because it’s never practised. 
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Having now, by the aid of three tricks, completed your poem, it only 
remains to forward it to a magazine for publication. Enclose it to 
the editor, with a note saying you’ve just ‘‘ knocked it off,’ and the 
price is five guineas. If you don’t find it in the next issue, call at the 
editor’s private house, and use a little gentle force. It is entirely 
owing to their persistent calling at editors’ private houses that 
Swinburne and Tennyson obtained publicity for their works. 


POSTAL ADVENTURES ON VALENTINE’S DAY. 
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Receiving an ugly one. 











the authors of Ready Money 
the best account their streak of luck while it lasts. 
the sun shines is not only allowable, 


NEW LEAVES. 


By Celia’s Arbour (Sampson Low and Co.) is still another novel by 
who seem to be turning to 
Making hay while 
but laudable, but unfortunately 


ware which is likely to be much 

If there were no other reason why Valentine’s Day should be 
not to mention the rest of the world, it would 
be provided by M. Eugene Rimmel, whose fresh designs for the 14th 


must be seen to be properly admired. 


sometimes it is a performance w hich materi: ally affects the quality of 


the work turned out. 


pared with the bulk of the novels of nowadays ; 
vbtained their present reputation for Messrs. Besant and Rice. Farfrom | reach eighteen miles in le ngth. 7 


Patent | 
a: 


ro bs 


it. The story 1s itself 
pretty and pleasant 
enough, but all there 
really is of that could 
have been conveni- 
ently got into one of 
the three volumes, 
which contain an 
amount of padding 
which is none the 
less padding because 
it is at times political. 
This vamping style, 
though a fast growing 
evil, is not so much 
the fault of authors 
as of publishers, who, 
lacking the discrimi- 
nation and ability to 
select new writers, 
are ready to accept 
anything which may 
be offered by men 
‘‘“who have made a 
name.”’ We regret 
this the more in the 
present instance, as 
a novel as good as 
Re ady Money Mortiboy 
would just now be 
a positive benefaction ; 
and there is no doubt 
the men who produced 
that could produce 
equally good work 
under equally good 
circumstances fortheir 
art. 

A perusal of the 
third volume of Design 
and Work (Vurkess), 
just out, will at once 
show why that pub- 
lication has achieved 
an amount of popu- 
larity seldom accorded 
to young ventures. 
The design of the 
editor is shown in 
his work: and hence 
the applicability of 
the title. 

Cheer or Kill is the 
peculiar title of a 
three-volume novel of 
the kind peculiar to 
the Charing’ Cross 
Publishing Company, 
who are fast becoming 
specialists. We will 
leave it to those who 
pay their money to 


take choice of which is the more appropriate word in the title. 
lrom the same publis shers we receive Ai/da Hall, which has the 


advantage of being in one volume. 


By Celia’s Arbour will hold its own when com- | 
but it would not have 


WONDERFUL 


S PLACE , 


The most striking 


LIN 
ol ES 


EON. 


ir. 


observed by everybody, 


Or 


‘“ QUITE CRACKED.”’ 


peculiarity i in 


this production is a list of ‘‘ orders previous to publication,” of which 


the authoress seems both proud and thankful. 
her reasons for the latter feeling. 
The Amateurs Kitchen 


can understand 


(Groombridge) is a work which 
should give pleasure to those who have feelings neither for kitchen | 
gardens nor for amateurs, a conjunction which shows it is not im- | 


possible far talent to bring the most incongruous elements into close 


and harmonious connection. 


Mr. Shirley Hibberd is one of those grace- 
ful writers who can at once charm the learned and interest the ignorant ; 
and no reader will fail to find instruction and amusement in his book. 





Humbert. 


THAT HORRID OLD ITALIAN TOWN ? 
IT IS SO FEARFULLY 





WILL STEP INTO THE NEXT ROOM I SHALL 
JARS RECENTLY DUG UP AT DPomPpeEIi.’ 


admired. 


Impervious. 
Accornrine to a statist, ‘the public-house frontages in Liverpool 
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Messrs. Marcus Ward and Co. send us a specimen of their Valentine 


Our own toper says he doesn’t know 


4 pli! 
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2 ABLE TO SHOW 


Why, I couLpn’T BEAR ANY- 


OUT OF 


fora faculty to remove the confessional box. 
could have had their faculties, 


| 
J 


what good can come 
of this statement, 
unless it be to make 
a man dissatisfied that 
the houses are not 
"together, so that they 
could be all taken in 
during an afternoon’s 
crawl; or that there 
are not twice as many 
of them, with twice 
as much liquor for 
the money in each. 
(Evidently the value 
of statistics, as well 
as the terrible lesson 
they teach, is lost on 
this young man.) 


Topographical 
Geography. 

Tue private secre- 
tary of the Lord 
Mayor, Mr. Soulsby, 
has just been elected 
a fellow of the Royal 
Geographical Society. 
The City Press, which 
publishes this infor- 
mation, does not add, 
as it should, that Mr. 
Soulsby’s election was 
based on the grounds 
that he is a fellow, you 
know, that ‘‘ knows 
his way about.” And 
so he is. 


Pearls of Thought. 


A GREAT deal of 
good ink is occasion- 
ally wasted in an en- 
deavour to show that 
journalists are a de- 
moralised lot, quite 
unfitted for the high 
functions they exer- 
cise. Bah! Whocould 
wonder if pressmen 
were even much worse 
than they are when the 
very swine in our styes 
are pronounced to be 
litterary. 


The Wrong Box. 


Mr. Fry, one of 
the Hatcham church- 
wardens, has applied 


None of the congregation 


Another Union. 
Tue Czar is reported to have said that he hopes England and Russia 
will become friends again by a fair compromise. T he Duchess Marie 
who Maried our Duke was the last ‘‘ fair compromise.’ 
there’ll be no royal fiddling over this second attempt. 


Past and Present. 


Tue Duke of Abercorn is to be the bearer of the Garter to King 
Italy will not ’Ab’ercorns trodden on this time. 


or it wouldn’t have been there. 


Let us hope 
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. Study of a doorway where lives a wiry pretty young lad 
Street sketches on the 14th. 


6 
ae 
8. A young lady in her (valen)teens. 


Q. The festive envelope. 


10. Valentines for the million. 
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’s valentine, 


woman who rece.ves tlem. 
5. The bachelor’s ditto. 


. The young man who w ites th: m. 
The young 


, Va en‘ine and Horsey-'un. 
3. 
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. The spinster 
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RAPID CONVERSION. 


A Srony ror A VALENTINE NCMBER. 

‘‘For my own part,’’ said Mr. Jabez Blenkinsopp, ‘‘I think 
Valentine's Day one of the blessings of the year.”’ 

‘‘Dear me, now!*’ remarked Mr. Thomas Short; ‘‘do your J 
look upon it as quite a nuisance.”’ 

Mr. Blenkinsopp merely snorted at this, and declined to hold any 
more commune on the subject. So he folded his Zimes more conve- 
niently for reading, and when the train arrived in town, hardly so 
much as vouchsafed ‘‘ Good morning ’’ to Mr. Short. bauer a 
— While as for Mr. Short, he seemed in-a huff, too. ‘‘ Who's he,” 
said Tommy, ‘‘that he should wish to have everybody of the same 
opinion as himself? Like his confounded cheek, I must say.” 

Now, I dare believe anyone will think some question of vital 
importance had disturbed the relations of these two gentlemen. 
Usually, they were on the friendliest possible terms, and it seemed 
as if the matter must be weighty, indeed, which would cause them to 
assume attitudes of antagonism as on this eventful morning. 

But, alas! for the prescience of humanity, the pair had quarrelled 
over nothing more important than the benefit to the community, or 
the reverse, derivable from valentines, The friendship of Short and 
Blenkinsopp had passed unsullied, wndisturbed even, through the 
stormy political changes of the time. , When father and son, husband 
and wife, the closest of kin and the dearest of kith, were quarrelling 
over the ‘‘ British interests" business, Jabez Blenkinsopp and Thomas 
Short stood firmly by each other. What one said at any time, the 
other solemnly swore to; and though they changed their opinions 
often, they always did so in concert. | Between them they had demo- 
lished half the politicians at the local club—who were never prepared 
for the way in which the pair would shift their ground —while the 
other half had been equally settled in the train on the way down to 
town or returning homeward. At last, Mr. Jabez Blenkinsopp and 
Mr. Thomas Short were always allowed a compartment to themselves ; 
and now — 

And now, after conquering all before them in the field of political 
disquisition, they had at last come to grief over no bigger a question 
than that of valentines. 

‘* Like his confounded cheek, I must say,” repeated Tommy, as he 
saw his friend striding off Citywards; ‘‘ who's he that everybody 
sheuld be of his opinion? I hate valentines, and think they’re an 
awtul waste of money.”’ 

Just at that moment he happened to be passing a shop where all 
sorts and sizes of valentines were being exposed, and asif to show 
that precept and practice are ever antagonistic to each other, Tommy, 
after a moment's deliberation, entered, and purchased Ah! I’mnot 
going to tell what it was; I only know that he chuckled as he came 
out, and ‘* Likes valentines, does he!” said he; ‘ l’lllet him know !’’ 
and then he chuckled more than ever. 

Jabez Blenkinsopp was a most conscientious man, and no matter 

how distasteful it might be to him, he always did what he considered 
to be the exactly correct and truthful thing. So, as one of the 
supporters of the valentine doctrine, he engaged himself during the 
day in making up sundry pretty packets, and I am sure that if the 
postman had been allowed to tell me, he would have said ‘‘ Yes”’ 
when I asked him if one of the prettiest of them was not addressed 
‘*'Thomas Short, Esq."’ But that was not all. Jabez Blenkinsopp 
had a faculty for imitating handwriting; and if I had not known 
this —as all story-tellers must know everything—I would have sworn 
the direction was in the hand of a certain pretty young lady, of whom 
it was known ‘Tommy was enamoured, but who had as yet made no 
sign. 
I have said Jabez Blenkinsopp was a conscientious man, and it was 
part of his conscientiousness thus to make recipients of his pretty 
valentines beHeve they came from others than himself. ‘‘ Otherwise,” 
as he very pertinently put it, ‘‘ what would be the good of sending 
valentines at all +” 

He seemed very well satisfied with the extremely pretty one he had 
selected for ‘Tommy. It contained an emblem of cevoted love and an 
invitation to speak out ; and ‘* Don’t like valentines, don’t he!’ Jabez 
exclaimed in turn; ‘I'll let him know!” Then he chuckled at 
least as much as Mr. Thomas Short had done. 

And so the day wore on while each of these good friends was being 
employed for the benefit of the other. The sun went down, and night 
once again threw her dark mantle over town and country; in due 
course morning dawned, and the postman of whom I have already 
spoken went his rounds. 

And by and by the two companions met each other as usual on the 
auilway platform. 

For a time neither of them spoke, and they seemed inclined to 
avoid each other. Tommy looked, though, most intensely happy. 
At last Jabez Blenkinsopp strode up to him, and said: ' ; 

‘*Tommy, allow me to admit my error! I have given up valen- 
tines. I have had reason to alter my opinion. I E 
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‘“Oh, yes,’’ said Tommy, ‘‘I know; you're a jolly old humbug. 
You don’t like them because ——” and then he said no more. ‘‘ But 
I've altered my opinion, too. I like valentines ; I do, indeed !” 

‘‘Yes,"’ broke in Jabez, ‘‘ you like them now because ” and then 
he said no more, but laughed sardonically. And I fancy Tommy saw 
the condition of affairs at a glance. — 

They got into separate carriages, and spoke disrespectfully of each 
other to the passengers all the way to town, and shouted defiance on 
the arrival platform. 

And ever since each has consistently opposed the other’s views*in 
politics—as soon as ever it was discoverable what they were. 





MY VALENTINE. 


Y Valentine! My Valentine! 
Let sweet and rosy looks en- 
twine, 
And cluster round her heart with 
merry jest and song ; 
With joyous voice and laugh- 
ing eye, — 
With lightsome step that seems 
to fly 
O’er daisy dappled meadows, lead- 
ing me along 


Through grassy field and garden 
gay, 
Where we may sing and dance 
and play, 
And leave the rougher parts of 
life to other’s care! 
Give me with my sweet valentine 
To ramble in the soft sunshine, 
And all the full, rich summer sweets of life to share. 





To watch the love light in her eyes, 
That sparkle ike the deep blue skies, 
While birds shall sing their gladsome song among the leaves ; 
I ask that these rare joys be mine, 
To live with my sweet valentine, 
Whatever other fate for me Time’s shuttle weaves. 


A Venirable Journal. 


Ir is announced that lately a St. Petersburg journal celebrated the 
150th anniversary of its existence by giving a dinner ‘‘ to the repre- 
sentatives of every walk of life in St. Petersburg.’’ Now the repre- 
sentatives of some walks of life in St. Petersburg are awfully awful 
people, and 150 years ago there were not more than half-a-dozen 
Russians who could read. The whole ‘‘ Jubilee,”’ as it is called, looks 
likeacrammer. Jubileeve it f 





A Prop Position. 


A FRencu savant has developed a theory that one half the diseases 
we suffer from are brought on by lying down. Whether the gentle- 
man wishes us to sleep standing he leaves us in doubt; but as Mr. Cross 
observes, there is a lying spirit abroad, and until we are told how to 
sleep on our heads or obtain rest by hanging from the ceiling, we are 
afraid the inhabitants of Christendom will continue to measure their 
length, and put up with the consequences. 





A CAUTION. 


I sent my love a valentine, 
She put it by with care ; 

Next year it came to me as mine 
From her I call my fair. 


"T were best, O maids, the giver’s name 
To pencil, lest you rue 

That heedlessly you sent the same 
To those who gave them you. 


All rules exceptions have, and this 
Is one, for seldom men 

So served are overjoyed, I wis, 
To get their own again. 
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SUMPTUARY REGULATIONS. 


HE AvTuor OF A NEW COMIC PIECE (07 
the eve of its production) to the STAGE 
Manacer. And, mind we get all the 
dresses correct, because I want my piece 
to depend entirely on the dialogue for 
its humour, and any absurdity in the 
dresses would spoil it. 





At the Theatre. The Lorp CHAMBER- 
LAIN enters, takes his seat in a box, and 
rubs his hands cheerfully. 


Tur L. C. Come, this is comfort- 
able! Released for awhile from the 
duties of office, I will yield myself up 
unrestrainedly to the delights of the 
drama. Let me have a look at the bill. 
What have we here? Ah, here are the 
characters: ‘‘ Tom Tramper, a postman”’ 
—(he coughs nervously and appears uneasy) 
—ahem! but of course they wouldn’t 
think of dressing him as—— Holloa! 
‘* Major Mettleboy, an officer in Her 
Majesty’s 957th Regim—— (He changes 
colour visibly). ‘*Admiral Ironsides, 
commanding the ’ Good Heavens! ‘‘ Peter Pullemupp, a 
policeman ’”’ ; ‘‘ Jeremiah Jinks, a judge of the High Court of Judica- 
ture’’; ‘‘ Tim, a telegraph boy.’? Oh! what shali Ido? what shall 
Ido? (He turns very, very pale, and clings to the box curtains for sup- 
port; then his face brightens as with a ray of hope, and he breathes more 
Jreely.) But it’s all right, of course; they would never dream of 
dressing any of them in her Majesty’s uniform—they’ll dress ’em in- 
correctly—they always do. Oh, yes, I shall enjoy myself thoroughly, 
in spite of this momentary misgiving. Yes—here we go! 








The curtain rises, discovering Tom TRAMPER, the postman, in conversation 
with Tim, the telegraph boy. 


Tue L. C. (with a gasp). Why, good heavens! ‘They are in 
correct uniform, as I’m a dignitary! And—why—there! Th—th— 
th—they’ve actually got a real regular telegram envelope—and, by 
Jingo! with a real regular telegram form inside—all the right colour. 
(Enter Peter Puttemur?, the policeman. Tue L. C. starts to his feet 
and sinks back again. Oh—h! AHe’s in correct uniform too! (His 
head swims during the rest of the scene, but he is hazily and torturedly 
conscious of Mason Merritenoy, ADMIRAL [RoNsSIDES, and JuDGE JINKS 
all—all in the correct dresses of their callings; and as the act-drop falls 
he staggers and gropes his way from his box and plunges wildly behind the 
scenes. ) 

HALF THE AUDIENCE (in conversation with Tuk OTHER Harr). The 
absence of any attempt at burlesque in the costumes makes it seem so 
real and so funny, doesn’t it ? 

THE OTHER Ha tr (in reply). Yes! That’s exactly what strikes us. 

Tue Stace ManaGer (coming forward). Ladies and gentlemen, I 
have to inform you that we are compelled to make a few slight altera- 
eee in the costumes of the characters, by order of the Lord Cham- 

erlain. 


Tue L. C. returns to his box rubbing his hands in an obviously happier 
Srame of mind. He beams. The act-drop rises, discovering ‘Tom 
TRAMPER, the postman (in the judge's wig), in conversation with Masor 
MettTLepoy (with the policeman’s coat on). To them enters PETER 
PuLLEMvuppP, the policeman, wearing the major’s sword and the trousers 
of the telegraph boy. 

TueE L. C. (stroking his chin.) Ah now, this is better—not so correct 
—more respectful to her Majesty’s uniform and What can the 
audience be laughing at ? 

Har THE AvupDIENcE (to Tue Orner Hatr). I say, this is too absurd. 
Which is which ? 

Tue Orner Harr (in reply). Oh, goodness only knows! We're 
quite in a muddle ! 





Enter ApmtIrAL Ironsrpes, in the policeman’s helmet and the postman’ s 
coat. 

Tue L. C. (nodding approvingly.) Very good indeed ; come, this is 
what I call in strict propriety. What are the audience mngene at ? 
a can’t surely be making a jest of any portions of her Majesty’s 
unif——. 

Tue Avuprence. Qh, this is utter rubbish! Yar—s-s-s-s-s! Go 
home! (They rise in a body and jeer as there enter Tim, the telegraph 
boy, in the cocked hat of the admiral, and JupGE Jinks, with the police- 
man’s truncheon and gaiters, the postman’s letter-bag, the admiral’s 
epaulettes, and the cap of the telegraph boy, and bearing a blue telegram in 
@ green cover.) 



























Tue I..C. Why, they are jeering at 
portions of her Majesty’s uniform. This 
is worse than ever. By Jingo! I 
must (He once more rushes behind.) 

Tur Stace MANAGER (coming forward). 
Ladies and gentlemen, I have to inform 
vou that we are compelled to entirely 
liscontinue the use of any portion of her 
Majesty’s uniform, by order of the Lord 
‘hamberlain. 

Tue L. C. again returns complacently to 
his box. Tne act-drop again rises, dis- 
covering all the characters attired in tweed 
suits. ‘THE AUDIENCE gasp and leave the G3 
Theatre in a body. 

THe AvDIENCE (going home). Well, that comedy is mbbish, and the 
first act seemed so good too ! 











THE WICKED LIBERAL. 


Mister Timotuy Taces, in the days of his youth, had imbibed his 
political views 

From a Radical parent who wrote for the Stay and was sometimes 
employed on the News ; 

He was taught to believe that the Tories were bad, and a drag on the 
wheel of the coach 

Which attempted to carry the people ahead—where the swells would 
not have them encroach. 


An found that his notions were equally held by a very respectable 

ot, 

Who were firm in support of the Liberal creed, and who gave it 
Conservatives hot. 

He was young in the days when to vote as one thought didn’t merit 
contumely’s brand— 

wae oe Wee, who were Liberals too, were the Ministers ruling 

e ; 


So he passed from his youth on to manhood and age, when he suddenly 
woke to the fact 

That to speak about Tories with anger or doubt, was a most inde- 
scribable act ; 

While ba speak of a Liberal light with respect was to argue the speaker 
a fool, 

Or worse—to be reckoned a traitorous wretch, and a foreigner’s 
salaried tool. 


The views of his youth and the facts of the past he was ordered 
at once to forget, 

And, unless he weuld ruin his country at once, to extol the Conser- 
vative set. 

Mister Timothy Taggs was so shocked when he found that his Liberal 
views were a sin, 

That he knocked at the portals of Bedlam in haste, bet the doctor 
would not let him in. 


So he read through his history carefully once, just to see what his 
party had done, 

And it seemed to him, really, there had been a time when they weren’t 
reckoned lepers to shun ; 

But he judged by the leaders and speeches, to-day,—those were seasons 
of terrible e, 

Or how could it happen such odium now was attached to a Liberal 
name ? 


‘‘ This history lies! I have lived ina dream. "Iwas the Tories who 
saved us!” he cried. 

‘‘’Twas the Liberals, plainly, who, all through the past, to oppose all 
our progress have tried ; 

I have dared to revere such a villain as @——; I am Russian—a 
traitor, and knave !” 

He begged on at onte of infallible Ben—broke his heart—and was 


put in his grave. 
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THE FOREBODING. 
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‘‘ITam not fair!’’ he, brooding, said ; (He spoke a year ago—in March). With dread Ficobodiag’e direful wings He bought supplies of patent things ; 
Jam My eyebrows lack the classic arch ! ‘*I'm sure to get,’’ he said, **I fear, Outspread above him like a pall, To beautify himself withal. e 
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“* Percbance,’’ he mused, ‘‘ashaventead By this I might avoid the dread But n>! with all his patent balms — This dread foreboding knew no calms! 
improves @ visege such as mine ; Anticipated Valentine !’’ | With shaven head—with flowing hair, The year advanced—he wooed de-pair 


ee ag 









Then February came at Jast — Foreboding cu'minated fast— (knock! | “ I steel laa ance be mine!” It was a pretty Valentine ;— 
The looming future s.emed to mock— And then—and then—the Postman’s He said. ** My nerves shall shame arock!’’ He sank—it was Revuvsion’s shock ! 
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VALENTINES FOR NOTORIOUS CHARACTERS. ' 
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‘<'ToRTURE A POOR CHAP WITH THAT! Do THEY THINK US HANIMALS?”’ 





‘“GO AWAY; DON’T YOU SEE WE ARE POOR HINJURED MEN ON STRIKE?”’ 











) ° 
| My love for you’s a sterling love, and not electroplated ; 
AN EROTIC EFFUSION. Not a love that’s on the surface, as too often love is—no ! 


. \ i HEN St. Valentine approaches, | J love you with an earnestness I can’t describe in writing ; 

‘ / ; (, tis the rule to scribble | My verse is quite inadequate, however I may pore. 

‘ verses— |’Tis a lame attempt at poetry I fear I’ve been inditing— 

: So I trust you’ll kindly grant me | I only know, my dearest, you’re the maiden I adore ! 

: your indulgence for a time. | ‘* That God may always bless you, dear, and guide you and protect you, 


I’m about to throw myself upon the 


f And brighten your existence with the rainbow hues of joy, 
muse’s tender mercies, 


Is your lover’s earnest prayer. But there, I know He'll ne’er neglect 


And try my humble pen upon a you, 
little bit of rhyme. But will keep you from the doubting fears that canker and destroy. 
It must not be too romantic, it must | And now my lyric’s ended, love, the bard has reached his tether, 
not be very gushing __ And the muse is not inclined, it seems, to aid him any more ; 
(So moderate your fancy, gentle | But I’m certain, dear, our love will ever help us on together, 
muses, I implore). For I couldn’t be unhappy with the pet whom I adore !” 
To greet their loves with spoony ee Ee 
lays let other bards be rushing, | : , 
I’d pen a simple lyric to the A Fireside Story. 
maiden I adore! Sue sat by the fire knitting. Her lovely eyes rested ever and anon 


~— ; i upon the handsome face of her lover opposite. ‘‘ When are we going 
Behold, your lover greets you, | to be knitted together, Jenny ?’’ he asked her softly. She knitted 
dear, and wishes you good mor- | her brows. ‘‘ Don’t, George, you made me drop a stitch ; look at the 
as + ' wool !’’ ‘* Wool you be mine, darling ?’’ he answered. She fetched 

(*‘ Good morrow” sounds poetical, him a playful one in the eye with the apparatus. He got the needle, 


at least, so I’ve been told)— —_| and went away and married another girl who didn’t do fancy work. 
‘‘May my precious darling’s future | 


never have a tinge of sorrow’ | acestannbiniceiacenistsaenemtosacacatnenitintt 
(By Jove, you ought to see her, | Another Good Earl Gone Wrong. 


friends, she’s worth her weight | Fart Forrescve has been compelled, he says, to resign his con- 





in gold). | nection with a Liberal Association in consequence of the opposition to 
* . , ® | the vote of credit. If the Earl’s name is Fortescue, his reason must 
I haven’t made much progress, for the muse seems somewhat snarling , be Fortaskew to think that his action demanded the publicity and big 
And disinclined to help me—really, muse, you are a bore ! | type he has managed to secure for it. 
Do lend me just a line or two, to send my little darling !— | 
You will? Oh, thanks! I’ll start again—‘‘ Zo her whom I adore!” | Valentiniana. 
‘* Permit me to assure you, dear, my love is unabated ; | Tue proprietors of the Newcastle Daily Chronicle have started a new 


’Tis, if possible, increasing, and I feel it still will grow. | boat-race, to be called the Valentyne Championship. 
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TO W.S.G., GAIETY THEATRE, FEB. 


Let other authors, laughing in their sleeves 
With adaptations, act like ‘‘ Forty Thieves.”’ 


Of wit, of talent, and of satire keen, 


You are the king ! and also Har-la-queen. 

















| George Cruikshank, 
| Born, 1792; Diep, 1878. 
Wiite in unholy war foe strives with foe, 
Dead lies the leader of a great crusade ; 
The pale-faced warrior lays our hero low, 
Whose mighty weapon aye for Right was 
swayed. 

Vice fled before it, Falsehood bowed its head; 
Injustice cowed, turned on its recreant heel; 
While the fierce light of honest Truth was shed 
In dazzling rays from his all-glorious steel. 


The pen is mightier than the sword, they say,— 
Let both for once to his grand pencil yield ; 
Look back upon the foes in grim array 
His pencil left heart-pierced upon the field ! 
It tore the victim from Death’s vengeful grasp, * 
It fought with vice in many a secret den. 
The old knight falls, his weapon in his clasp, 
And leaves its work his monument to men. 


Hippophagy. 

A Frencu society intends shortly to open an estab- 
lishment in London for the sale of horseflesh as an 
article of food. The Lord Mayor was asked for his 
official permission, and the Mayor did not say neigh to 
the horse. 


Answer to Correspondent. 


No; Earl de la Warr is not another title of the 
Premier’s, but a different peer altogether. Your mis- 
take, however, is a pardonable one. 
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Hook 88 +. . 
— For their Sins. 
13 | A CONTEMPORARY raises the question, ‘‘ Ought 
| churches to be carpeted? We should think the 
| proper answer would be, ‘‘ No—the congregation.” 


* Cruikshank’s famous *‘ Bank Note’’ led to the abolition of 
the death penalty for forgery. 








VALENTINES FOR PUBLIC MEN. 


Lord Beaconsfield........ A Russian eo (six millions). 


Mr. Gladstone .......... Ruff’'s Gui 


e (the subject— Races). 


Bar. COMMIED aseccece ..+. A Slang Dictionary. 

Mr. Layard ...... mace "Se 

Marshal McMahon ...... A new set of Chambers’ (Encyclopdia.) 
iS »» ‘* Baron Munchausen.” 

Lord TUT kc cccsccccs . ‘* Christian Resignation.’’ 


Lord John Manners ...... ‘* St. Valentine’s Day.”’ 


Anneus Mirabilis. 
A porvuLaRk superstition has received a rude shock. 


For years no 


one disputed the fact that Queen Anne was dead. <A periodical de- 
voted to art furniture and decoration informs us now that ‘‘ Queen 
Anne has been revived, and is now to be seen in all the best houses.”’ 


This is Anne extraordinary resuscitation. 


Between the Two. | 

A PRISONER was tried the other day who was described by the re- | 
porters as ‘‘a woman of masculine appearance.’’ Naturally she was 
tried at the Middlesex Sessions. 








“MOST DELICIOUS BEVERAGES.” 


Beckettsruit§yrups 











GOOD-BYE. 


Goop-syE! Ahme! The words are weird, 
As bells that toll for spirits fled. 
Good-bye forewarns the goal is nearcd, 
And yet good-byes are lightly said. 
‘The farewell falls from laughing lips 
On ears that idly catch the sound, 
As though our lives were Luoyant ships, 
And years were seas sailed swiftly round. 


Good-bye! Ahme! ‘The words are fraught 
With vanished hopes and broken ties, 
With lessons all too rudely taught, 
And angry clouds in summer skies. 
l’rom heart to heart the words should pass 
When friendly hands clasped closely lie ; 
For swiftly runs the fatal glass, 
And surely comes the last good-bye. 


CC 





Harpy Statements To Maxr.—The Minister for War’s, abcut 
, . 2 ’ 
‘‘ Your friends the Russians.’ 
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TWO SIDES TO 


i 


THE QUESTION. 


Miss Nellie :—‘*‘ Yes, THE LETTER IS ALL RIGHT, BRIDGET; BUT DON’T WAIT ANY LONGER. IF YOU GO DOWN THE ROAD YOU ARE SURE 


TO MEET MAMMA, AND THEN YOU CAN TELL HER YOURSELF WHAT YOUR MOTHER SAYS.’ 
Bridget :—** Suurk, AN’ THAT’S THRUE FOR YE, Miss NELLIE; BUT WHAT SHALL I TELL HER IF I DON’T MEET HER?’ 


HOW TO MAKE THE MOST OF ONE’S TIME. 


At the Court of So-and-So. Tur Junce. Where is Mr. Notterbey | 


Fowned, the counsel for the defence? It is absolutely indispensable 
that he should be present at this point of the case. 
Somespopy 1n Court. Oh, he couldn’t attend here, as he’s engaged 
at the Court of Whatsaname. 
Tue Jupce. Just run and fetch him, somebody. 
= . 7 * * 


Tue Somenopy (arriving at the Court of Whatsaname). I say, you 
haven’t seen Mr. Notterbey Fowned, the barrister, have you ? 

Tue Party AppreEssEp. No, I wish I had. He was to appear for 
me, and he’s never turned up, and as there have been several important 
witnesses whom nobody except himself could examine properly, I shall 
lose my case. I fancy he’s speaking at the Court of Whaddycawlit. 

7 - . * * 

Tue Somenopy (arriving at the Court of Whaddycaulit). Is Mr. 
Notterbey Fowned here ? 

Tue User. No, ’e ain’t; that’s the lark! His side made sure o’ 
winnin’ the case, ’cos they knew ’ow ’e gets over a jury ; but he didn’t 
turn up, and t’other side got the case with costs. Ho! ho! I've 
heard he’s at the Court of Thingummyjig. 

. * * + ~ 

Tue Somenopy (arriving at the Court of Thingummyjig). Is Mr. 

Notterbey Fowned here ? 


VOL. XXVII. 





’ 


’ 





Tue Jupce. No, sir, he is not; the Court has been waiting for 
him two hours and a half. 
A Voice. He’s round at the ‘‘ Probate and Divorce Tavern,”’ having 
a sherry-and-bitters ; just left him there. 
* - 


. * * 


THe Somenopy (arriving at the ‘* Probate and Divorce Tavern”). 
want Mr. Notterbey Fowned. He’s wanted in Court. 

Mr. N. F. (chuckling). Which Court ? 

‘THE Somenopy. Why, the Court of So-and-So, and the Court of 
Whatsaname, avd the Court of 

Mr. N. F. Oh, pooh! I can’t be at all these places at the sane 
time. Besides, I’m waiting about here for some retainers that I’m 
expecting, and can’t waste my time on Courts. 





‘* Three Men in a Tub.”’ 
We find, from the newspapers, that Mr. Gurdon has been busily 


| *tubbing ’’ some of his crew lately. After receiving all this tubbing, 


it can only be considered fair if the Cantabs give their opponents on 
the race day a little of their ‘‘ wash’’—off the Soap-works would be 
a suitable place. 


Has a ‘*‘ China Chipper’’ anything in common with the well-known 
** Delfy-coracle ”’ , 
PREPARING FOR Winter CampatcN—Purchasing war‘m) material. 
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THE PITH OF THE PAPERS. 


— 





IL—A FRONT PAGE. 


Tux Roor or Pourricat Evin. 


Tuer Cabinet’s unhappy split ; 

The late untimely resignations ; 
The Pacha Hobart’s want of wit ; 

The Czar’s disgraceful machinations ; 
Nay, all the deeds of wrong and fear 

ich brought our country desolation, 

Since Julius Cwsar’s landing here 

Until the present consummation, 
Have been originated by 

The revolutionary rad’s tone, 
Which we unfailingly desery 

In ev’ry speech of Mr. Gladstone. 


A Puonotcoicat Dirricutty. 


There seems to be a certain tone 
Of controversial irritation 
In lovers of the telephone 
Concerning its pronunciation ; 
Philologists appear to bring 
Discussion, stubborn, hard, and stony, 
To bear upon this latest thing 
The Telephone (or Telephoné) . 
It might assist the human race 
If Mr. Gladstone would but suffer 
His mind to bear upon the case— 
Oh, Mr. Gladstone is a duffer!! 


Temr_e Bar. 
The fall of Temple Bar compels 
Some musing on the introduction 
In early times of oyster-shells 
In architectural construction. 
The shells that we no longer need 
To fill up masonry or pad stone, 
Might now be well employed, indeed, 
In ostracising Mr. Gladstone. 


Ligut rrom CvucuMBERs. 
A chemist, if report be right, 
Has shown a wonderful invention, — 
A method of extracting light 
From out the edibles we mention. 
If someone, now, would take the pains 
To bottle some of this, addressing : 


‘To Mr. Gladstone—for his brains ! 


He might receive his country’s blessing. 


Mr. STANLEY. 

Discussion seems to rule the day 

About the acts of Mr. Stanley, 
And many persons hold that they 

Were anything but right and manly. 
But this a baby could decide :— 

In anything remotely smacking 
Of manliness or proper pride 

Is Mr. Gladstone wholly lacking. 

‘THE NEEDLE” AGAIN. 

All thinking persons must agree 


This monolith will be a sad stone 
If Fate has destined it to be 





No more ‘‘ upright’’ than Mr. Gladstone ! 
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THE CABINET COUNCIL. 


Or, Beautiru, Exampres or ‘‘ ResigNation.’”’ 


Scene.—The council chamber. Seated round the toble are sevcral 
Ministers. The Rigut Hon. ruz Earw or B**o*nsr**~p in the 
chair. Then enter Lonp D*rey, with some torpedoes in his pockets ; 
Lorp S*.*sp*Ry, carrying some maps; Six St*rr*ap N*xruc*rs, 
struggling under a red despateh-boz ; the ‘‘last”” Lonp or THE Ab- 
M*n*LTy, reading a mewspaper, gc., Gc. They sit. 

Tue Earv or B. (rapping the table). Now then, are we all here ? 

Tue H*ye Sec. No Manners again. 

Tue Earnt or B. Eh! (Enter Lorp J. M*yn* rs hastily.) Ah! 
Behind time again, you really ought to know better. 

Lorp J. M*nn*rs. I’m no more behind than I’ve been before, 
but I’m not too late to resign. (Tue Earu or B. groans.) 

Tue Eart or B. Now how about those confounded affairs in the 
East, and how about those torpedoes, ‘‘ british Interests,’’ as Schou- 
valoff ealls’em? We must act on our consciences, you know. Have 
any of you thought of a policy ? 

Tus *‘ Last” Lorp or tHe Apmriratty. As you all keep meso 
much in the dark as to what is going on (not that I believe you know 
yourselves), Iam compelled to find out through the newspapers, and 
as their information is proverbially untrustworthy, I can hardly re- 
concile my conscience to acting upon it. I must, therefore, deeline to 
do anything in this matter, but think seriously about resigning. (He 
resumes his newspaper, and the Earu or B. wrings his hands.) 

Lorp D*gey. Dear friends, having laid down the definitions of 
my torpedoes, it -behoved me in justice to my reputation for extreme 
caution to take them up and carry them about with me to prevent 
any possibility of their infringement. I have them here ‘intact, so 
there is no need of doing anything. But if you say there is, and do 
it, I shall resign. 

Tue Ean or B. (tearing his hair). But in spite of the armistice 
the Russians have advanced nearer and nearer to Constantinople. 
Haven’t they, N*rthce*te? You were questioned about it in the 
House the other night. 

Sir Sr*rr*xp N*rruc*re. And as I replied then, I have no in- 
formation on that subjeet or on any other. (Suddenly sitting on top of 
red box.) And please don’t bother. I have all my work in keeping 
what little we do know from oozing out of this wretched box. Things 
will get about so. Why, everybody seemed to know about the 
‘* split,’? and I’m sure we tried to keep it dark enough. If anything 
more comes out I shall resign. (Tue Kant or B. groans.) 

Lorp S*L*sz*ry. My dear Lord B,, you trouble yourself so un- 
necessarily. When the Russians were north of the Balkans I used a 
small map ; following the statements that they were steadily marching 
southwards, I, from time to time used /arger maps, which have the 
effect of showing the Russians as far off Constantinople as ever. As 
long as I can buy larger maps there is no need to do anything, and 
when I can’t I shall resign. 

Tue Karu or B. (doubling up). Look here, we have sat here from 
the commencement of ‘the crisis ; 

Lorp D*rry. I respectfully submit no crisis has arisen. If there 
had I should have resigned. 

Lorp S*.L*sn*ry (to Lorp D*rry). I am with your lordship. 

Tue Eart or B. But about our policy. We are sitting here to 
find it. Have we succeeded, and if so, what is it ? 

Lonp S*.*sp*ry. As our dear departed friend, C*rn*rv*n advised, 
let us wait like Micawber ‘‘for something to turn up,’’ then we can act 
upon it and shape our policy accordingly. 

Tue Eart or B. But things have turned up, and he shaped his 
policy into doing the same to us. H*rdy, what are we to do? 

H¢rpy. As, when your successor as leader of the House of 
Commons was appointed, I was passed over in favour of N*rthec*te 
and his red box, I must decline to commit myself to do anything but 
resign. 

‘Tue Ear or B. (sinking on the floor). Oh, dear! oh, dear! But 
[ say, look here, we ought to and must do : 

ALL (breathlessly), What? 
Tue Eart or b. (groaning). I—I don't know. 
CURTAIN QUICKLY. 








‘*They Scent the Carrion from Afar.”’ 

Tue daily papers inform us that a few evenings ago a deputation 
of medical students from the various London hospitals waited upon 
the Prime Minister, to ‘* express their warm approval of his policy.” 

Did their instincts tell them that occupation, at no distant date, 
would be the result of that policy ; or was it that they resolved to 
promote more ‘* British interests’’ of a very circumscribed nature ¢ 


ALBANIAN Cnrertains.—The Life Guards at the Albany-street 
Barracks. 
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SEEING’S BELIEVING. 


A Taue or THE Wetnineton Monument. 


Bi S the shades of night 
\ were falling upon the 
. noble structure of St. 
Paul’s a few evenings ago, 
a muffled form might have 
been observed parleying with 
the verger at the north door ; 
and, after a hurried whisper - 
ing, followed by the flash of 
a metallic disc in the moon- 
light, to enter the edifire and 
disappear in the darksome 
aisles. 

Scarcely had the verger 
referred to had time to test 
a half-crown between his 
teeth, and to remark to him- 
self, ‘‘ Well, I never! here's 
a cur’ous go!” when ano- 
ther muffled form might 

ea have been seen ascending 
Mile ‘ the steps. 

a Another short parley — 
another hurried whispering—another flash of a metallic dise in the 
moonlight—and the verger was again testing a coin between his teeth, 
whilst the second muflled form had, like the first, disappeared in the 
darksome aisles. 

It must be distinctly understood, however, that this time the 
ecclesiastical minion slightly varied his sotto voce remark, for what he 
said was, ‘‘S’help me never! there’s another on ’em wants to be alone 
with the monnyment! It’s curusser than ever !” 

Another short parley—another But stay ! space has its restric- 
tions, and we had better condense what are, after all, but preliminary 
details. 

Let us put it this way, then. 

Five more short parleys—five more hurried whisperings—five more 
flashes of metallic discs in the moonlight successively ensued ; whilst 
the verger, having tested five more current coins in his favourite way, 
could only throw up his hands in dumb amazement as five more 
muffled forms passed in, so closely following one another as to well- 
nigh tread on each other’s heels. 

When that dean and chapter’s myrmidon found his tongue again, 
it pleased him to address the gloom before him—for the moon had 
shitted to the south—as though it were full of muffled forms. 

‘‘ Now, then!” he said, ‘‘ why don’t yer come along ?’’ adding, in 
scarcely appropriate jocosity, ‘‘ Walk hup! walk hup! we’re jest 
goin’ to begin !”” 

But no more muffled forms appeared; and so, being anxious to be 
off—having determined to invest one of his tested coins in a savoury 
tripe and onion supper on his way home—the verger resolved to look 
up his late visitors, with a view of getting them to go. 

Stealing quietly along in the direction taken by the seven muffled 
forms, he made for the door in a chapel, just inside which the 
Wellington monument, commenced twenty-four years ago, had lately 
been placed. 

He had a lantern in his hand, but, thanks to the moonbeams now 
streaming in, it was not wanted. ‘Thanks to the same moonbeams, he 
saw, whilst still at some distance, his fears that the visitors he 
had admitted so late might be chipping the statues or meditating 
suicide from the whispering galleries were unfounded. 

There they were, all seven of them, standing in a semicircle round 
the Wellington statue, and gazing at itin wrapt, nay, almost entranced 
‘arnestness. So utterly lost in contemplation had each been, indeed, 
-hat he had not noticed the approach of the later comers; and each 
was standing there evidently unconscious of the fact that he was 
not alone. 

The verger waited behind a pillar five minutes, but the seven made 
no sign, save that down the cheeks of one or two slowly stole tears, 
that to the verger, at the distance he was standing, seemed to be tears 
of chastened joy. 

But he was thinking of his supper, and not inclined to await the 
convenience of westhetic devotees all night. 

So he dropped his lantern. 

In a moment the spell binding them was broken, and with a start 
and an exclamation each awoke to the fact that he was not alone. 

‘¢ What, you here! Lord John Manners?” exclaimed a vestryman- 
like muffled form, as his lordship hastily wiped away the traces of 
his emotion. 

‘‘Yes, Ayrton!” returned his lordship. ‘‘I was in office, you 
know, when it was first projected,’’ and he pointed to the bronze and 
marble pile. 


the Liberal Whip. 




































together.’’ 


again burst into tears. 
‘* Nay, don’t weep!” 


ment in wild merriment. 
* * 





Which are 


dence! ‘There's Noel, too, I declare! 
**So he is!” cried Lord Henry Lennox, adjusting his eye-glass ; 
‘‘and Cowper, too, if I mistake not f’’ 
‘Quite right,’’ answered the honourable gentleman referred to. 
‘Do you think I could fail to come and see an old friend, that gave 
me more worry whilst in office than all the other public works put 


Austin Layard’s London agent. 


**Adam, it is, Lord Henry !”’ replied he. 


y 99 


AFTER THE BANQUET. 


Tue revels are over—the orgy is past ; 

All my lively companions have left me at last ; 

And the half-dozen strokes of my ormolu clock 

Are effaced by the strains of the shrill-crowing cock. 

In its grave les the laughter that burst from our lips 

Over Honeyman’s ditties and Funnyman’s quips. 

Not an echo survives in the dawn’s chilly light 

Of the mirth and the music that gleamed through the night. 


There were dainties of every conceivable shape ; 

‘There was Bass—there was Allsopp—and blood of the grape. 
‘There were spirits, arranged by some cunning device 

‘To be not very noxious and yet very nice. 

But the thoughts of the feast bring a gloom to my brow, 

As I gaze on the wrecks that remain of it now ; 

And a few bitter sentiments enter my head, 

While I swiftly but sadly prepare me for bed. 


As I glance at yon blank and untenanted shell 
Where it once was the pride of an oyster to dwell, 

I can scarcely restrain the too sensitive tear 

And the wish to behold its inhabitant here. 

Yonder bowl, I remember, held salad inside, 

Where the herbs and the lobster in interest vied ; 
Yonder bottles, once brimming, look now so forlorn 
That I trace through their bodies the advent of morn. 


Yet why should I murmur ?—That sunny Champagne 
Was productive of Jones’s most rollicking vein ; 

And I never believed that young Simmons could pun 
Till the serious drink of the night was begun. 

‘Though the seent of tobacco still sickens the air, 

My cigars were pronounced a success—and they were. 
Sammy Travers, who came to me down in the dumps, 
Made a joke after three of them. ‘There are the stumps. 


Ah, Youth is the gaslight, and Age is the gray,— 

Will the follies of night bear the beams of the day? 

It is hardly for butterfly-poets to preach, 

But at forty the learner may set up to teach. 

Giddy boys, go along, with your jokes and your song ; 
al very pleasant, and not very wrong. 

But the dawning of Keason, Philosophy tells, 

Only leaves empty bottles—and ashes—and shells. 


Club Rumour. 


‘* Why, it’s Adam, surely !”’ cried another mnffled form, addressing 


‘* What a strange coinci- 


** Why, all of you have been my predecessors in office, I do believe,”’ 
cried the Right Hon. G. J. Noel, ‘* except this gentleman,” he added, 
turning to the yet muffled form that had so far said nothing. 

‘*Pardon me!” said the stranger thus addressed. ‘‘I am Mr. 
Whilst at tea this evening I received 
a telegram from him, via Bombay, saying, ‘ Wellington monument 
reported completed. Go and see, and wire confirmation.’ I have 
come and seen, and shall wire, ere I sleep, that it is even so! ”’ 

**That’s right!’’ ejaculated Ayrton. 
First Commissioner, and I shan’t forget the wild joy with which he 
handed me over the Wellington monument 

‘‘And now it is finished!’ sobbed Lor 


‘* Layard preceded me as 


ie when I came in.” 
J 


ohn Manners, who had 


exclaimed Lord Henry Lennox. ‘‘ True, it 
nearly finished all of us when we were in office; but see, it is really 
finished itself now. It is a time, I think, for revelry by night.” 
With that, as though by instinct, the seven muffled forms joined 
hands in a circle, and started off dancing round the completed monu- 


It was nearly midnight before the verger got his savoury supper. 








In consideration of his services in Parliament, Mr. Chaplin is to be 
raised to the Peerage under the title of Baron Fawnandsnap. 


Metancuoty Reriection.—The sluggard is bidden to go to the 
ant; but, alas! how often he goes to his uncle. 
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HOW TO LOAD A VESSEL.—(EXTRACTS FROM THE LOG OF THE ‘‘ SETTLER.’’) 
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‘* P’r’aps we ain’t got overmuch room to move; but it'll be all square, my lads, so long as we 
don’t get any storms, nor any lee-shores, nor any accidents.” 
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‘“Might get another couple o’ chests stowed on the truck,” sai * Precious sey it was a soft ljee-shore, ain’t it? We'll haveto stick here till the natives 
the captain, *‘ and then get out to sea at once."’ come an’ move a Dox ‘rtao. Couldn’t turn your head and see if the others have been washed 


overboard «oud yer!” 
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THE TELEPHONE. 


Prince Gortschakoff’s Voice :—‘‘ CHARMED TO SEE THE BRITISH FLEET PROTECTING THE DEAR LITTLE CHRISTIANS. 


TEMPLATE OCCUPYING CONSTANTINOPLE FOR PRECISELY THE SAME PURPOSE, AND AS A DUTY TO HUMANITY.” 


Lord Derby :—‘‘I CAN HEAR HIM LAUGHING IN HIS SLEEVE, AND RATHER FANCY HE IS DOING A COMIC DANCE.” 
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A SPELL IN THE CITY. 


Breakfast room in the mansion of a City gentleman. The C.G. has 
pushed away his breakfast untasted, and sits with his forehead clasped 


between his hands. 





mo. 


Hi dada 


4] ety ~ 


You shun your cup and platter !— 
You're glaring at the carpet so ! 
What is—what is the matter ? 
It terrifies and startles me 
To see you sit and mutter, 
Oh, is it something in the tea 
Or in the bread and butter ? 


The C. G. slowly raises his eyes, shudders, and speaks :-— 


Am I the man who shamed to swerve— 
(Not long ago !)—from wearing 
An air of dignified reserve 
And sober, civic bearing ? 
Am I the man who, clad by choice, 
In spotless sable vesture, 
Was ever decorous of voice 
And Dombey-like of gesture ? 
The much-esteem’d financial don 
Respected in the City P— 
Unmatched for reputation on 
The Stock Exchange Committee ? 
And have I changed to vulgar acts 
Of mad infatuation ? 
What is this spell that so distracts >— 
This horrid fascination ? 


He hides his face and writhes as he continues in a hollow voice :— 


Not long ago—two little weeks— 
I felt a strange ambition— 

An itching—to indulge in freaks 
Unfitting my position. 

With wild e vour which may well 
Defy exaggeration 

I struggled with myself to quell 
The ghastly inclination ; 

I sought companionship—’ twas then 
I suddenly detected 

That all the other City men 
Were equally affected ! 





He starts up, gestieulating wildly :— 


With one accord—I cannot dwell 
On galling explanation !— 
We sought the Cannon Street Hotel ; 
We surged about the station, 
We waved a flag—we burned the Times— 
We yelled around a forum. 


EUN. 


Oh, James! What is this inward woe ? 





EEE sss 


Oh, better fifty awful crimes 
Than one such indecorum! (He sods.) 

And ever since, when two or three 
Who don’t detest the Russian 

Have chanced to meet and chance to be 
Engaged in some discussion, 

(Wildiy.) The frenzy seizes us anew ! 

Gesticulating, scowling, 

We seek those calm discussing few, 
And sit upon them, howling ! 


As he speaks, the spell seizes him, and he rushes without a hat, and in 
his slippers, to the City. As he reaches the pavement near the Bank, he 
ts surrounded by a surging throng of disorderly City men, who wildly 
chant the following chorus :— 

The fell enchantment bids us haste 
To foolish demonstrations, 

Against our sense—against our taste— 
Against our inclinations. 

We feel convinced some horrid spell 
Within us all is lurking ; 

What's more, we know extremely well 
It’s Mr. Gladstone’s working ! 


They rush on, discover two Liberals discussing the Eastern Question, 
and wildly sit upon them and wave a Turkish flaq. 


A WRONG IMPRESSION. 


TrenNYSON TuBBs was a butterman. His patronymic and his voca- 
tion were the injuries of Fate ; his sponsors had added an insult in 
naming him William, but as Nature, more lenient than Fate, had 
made him a poet, he rejected ‘‘ William’’ and adopted ‘‘ Tennyson.” 
He stuck, however, to the butter trade ; that was remunerative, and 
poetry wasn’t, at least not his poetry ; he also clung to Tubbs, for the 
name had been for three generations inseparable from the shop to 
which as an only son he had succeeded. Of his poetic genius there 
could be no doubt. Ina manuscript magazine, boasting a circulation 
of twenty-three, he poured forth profusely what he called the 
‘‘ babblings of a giant soul ;’’ his ‘‘ Lines on a Railway” thrilled the 
hearts of readers ; his ‘*Odeto my Uncle”’ dimmed their eyes with 
tears. 

But never had he known how fiercely the genius of Milton and 
Shakespeare burned in his veins till it was fanned by Love, absorbing, 
dreamy, delicious Love. 

She, the adorable, entrancing she, came upon him like a golden 
dream, and bought a pound of ‘‘fresh.”’ Oh, how his heart beat as 
he placed the yielding compound on the scale beneath her glance! It 
was so melting (the glanee, not the butter) ; his eyes were fastened on 
her lovely face as he gently patted it (the butter, not her face) ; with 
a sigh he watched her trip over his doorstep—not that I mean she 
stumbled, his eyes’followed her across the street, the door of the 
opposite house opened and shut ; there his heart left them behind. 

ter in the day he saw her again, leaning on the arm of a parental- 
looking individual. Had Tubbs known Horace he might have quoted, 
varying the original, ‘‘ pater puleher filia pulchrior!’’ but these two 
poets were quite strangers, so he only murmured, ‘‘ Charming father 
of a more ane daughter! The new tenants of number 6. I 
love her! She ine ! 

He was in want of plans, and that evening, whilst counting his 
stock of eggs, he laid the plans. From his fertile brain he produced 
the following :— 


‘Tf thou lovest me, as I love thee, 
Nought shall cut our loves in two, much less three !’ 


A day passed, so did another; this was no uncommon occurrence 
with Tubbs. A small boy passed a bad half-crown on the abstracted 
lover, and passed on. On the third day she came again, like another 
dream, for more butter. ‘Trembling with hope, he placed the pound 
of fresh in a sheet of note paper inseribed with his couplet ; then she 
left, and he waited (he often waited on customers). 

Ha! the door opens! She comes!! She crosses the road!!! She 
enters the shop!!!! She smiles!!!!! Be still, beating heart! She 
speaks— _— 

‘¢ Some verses are written on the paper my butter’s wrapped in.” 

‘‘ Yes, oh yes, they are mine! Say, oh say, have they produced an 
impression ¢ ”’ 

**Oh, yes”’ (‘* hysterica passio, down!’’), ‘‘a great 1mpression—on 
the dutter ; and my husband insists on your changing it !”’ 

* * * e 


’ 


In the ward of Crustiport there isn’t a more practical and unpoetical 
man living than William ‘Tubbs, Common Councilman. 


SHAKESPEARE TO THE GrREEKS.—Cry ‘‘ peccavi,’’ and let sleep the 
dogs of war. 
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BRIBERY OR 


NO BRIBERY. 

Wer have been 
considerably exer- 
cised in our minds 
for the last few days, 
and the mingled 
feelings of doubt, 
suspicion, anger, 
and envy revolving 
in our reasoning de- 
partment, have led 
that portion of our 
conomy to present 
a chaotic and any- 
thing but reassuring 
spectacle. And all 
this is due to a 
pair of Blue—cards ! 
They came fully 


TANTO ra . pleased to deem 
HB) é yf SS SS unfair to them. 
ey Mi." i! | 2° : BR SRT SS ‘* Hang it all,” they 

Sa say, ‘‘ we write what 
you have been sub- 
sidised for, and 
surely we ought to 
be allowed to share 
the profits.”’ It is 
in vain we tell them 
we are deplorably 
‘‘out of it,” they 
refuse to believe 
a word, and 
threaten to go over 
to the TZimes and 
Daily News in a 
body. This isa very 
unpleasant state of 
things, and we feel 
it most acutely. 


} s* WY , ; - He hye HY} a} rae Ty 
addressed through *. BE i i ih , nia ae Were we suspected 
the post, and after | ’ He i : i : with reason, we 


could __ bear up 
against it a very 
great deal better 

but as it stands now 


reading one, which 
concerns a states- 
man, lo! we light 
upon the — other, 


which concerns our- 7 YY : Ma ¥ Wwe are very un- 
selves. It runs as mt | Leo | OARS, SER happy. Wecan only 


hope that the next 
time there are any 
bribes going about 
we may be well in, 
or that the whole 
affair may be kept 
dark, for to trifle 
with our susceptible 
feelings and itching 
palms in this way 
is really too bad. 


follows :— 

‘* There have been, 
at times, ENGLISH 
NEWSPAPERS that 
have accepted brides, 
notably a journal 
now defunct, said 
to have been in the 
pay of the ex-Em- 
peror of the French ; 
but now no one sus- 
pects the ‘Times’ 
or ‘Dairy News’ 
of being bribed, they 
are both much too 
PATRIOTIC.” 

There! Now the 
Times and Daily 
News are Liberal 
organs, and, if they 
have been bribed, 
why, in the name 
of common justice 
and honesty, have 
we not been bribed, 
too ¢ We confess 
to a considerable 
amount of chagrin 
at being so left out 
in the cold, and are 
proportionately en- 
vious of our two 
luckier contempo- 
raries. Nor is this 


Obiter Dicta. 


A prize fight isa 
breach of the law, 
and if you lay 
money on it you 
cannot deny that you 
are a-betting. 

Although it does 
not belong to him, 
the gentleman who 
presides over a pub- 
lic meeting is tully 
justified in taking 
the chair. 
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The Competitive 
System. 

A LITTLE boy re- 
marked at dessert 
the other day that 
he did not see why 
he should not be 
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all—our staff is | 5 aeRO RTE ETERS AR SMU crammed with dates 
continually coming | as well as his big 


down and insinu- | WILLING TO OBLIGE ? brother. 


ating an amount of ee 








appropriation on our Jovial Host :—‘*‘Goop NIGHT, OLD MAN! Yov’LL BE ROUND IN THE MORNING?’ Ir meat turns bad, 
part which they are Attenuated Guest (who must have his joke) :—‘* Weii, I'LL BE As RouND As I can.’’ can it be cured ? 
LATIN VAGARIES. On dit. 

A QUEsTIONABLE Ling.—Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, eA, sir ? Mr. GLADsTONE, with his friend Mr. Tennyson, paid a visit to the 

Morro ror Joun Bricut, M.P.—Fortis, et in se ipso totus, teres, Talking Oak, and inquired its age. ‘‘ Oh, don’t axe me!”’ replied 
Hatque rotundus. the oak. 

From THE Lapigs’ Horace.—Solicitoris amor—That love of a 
solicitor ! A Puzzle. } 

NIL CONSCIRE SIBI, NULLA PALLES CERE CULPA.—Stating your Wuen there are so many mad people in England, why do we still 
income as half, when you know in your soul you're on full pay. persist in importing madder ? 

Horace oN Moxorony.—Iruditur dies die—True ditto day by day. 

Pro se Quisqaurk.—Who was prosy Quisque, and why was he so IntsH Tramp. H—what place is this, now ? 
called ? YORKSHIREMAN. Aabems- Serie. 

Mongy Lenpers.—Facilis descensus ad J. Moss, sed revocare IntsH Tramp. H—which! Bad luck to ye! _H—why can’t ye tell 


gradus, hic labor, hoc Aopeless est. me yesself, thin? And how did ye come to know my name? 

































































ae bag seen 
BS Aten mere 9! 









“ tahoe. 3 . Se on 


ak 


. = ‘~ i Q 
OSES Le Te 


caer. 


mr 


SOMERTON nt ges es 


CAS a 





Fer. 20, 1878.] 


EXTRACTS FROM2 THE COMMON-PLACE BOOK 
OF A CONNOISSEUR. 





‘* Write me as one 


Who loved good living.“’—S’. Boniface. 





PIGEON SOUP. 

“* Eight pigeons take, all pluck, and two, the worst, 
Review, i.c., cut up, and drown the pair 
In water that will fill a large tureen. 
Necks, gizzards, pinions, livers of the rest 
Add, and boil well, and strain. Season the birds, 
But part dissected, with your pungent spice, 
Mixed spice, and salt—English, you padtsten, 
Not attic— that, perchance, you lack—and then 
Truss them as if their little toes were cold, 
Legs into belly. Pick and wash and shred 
Parsley, young onions, spinach eke; and grate 
Bread, say a handful. In the frying pan 
A lump of butter put, and when it boils, 
Throw in your bread, and mind you do it brown. 
Put on the stock to boil, and add the birds, 
Herbs and fried bread, and when the doves are done, 
Of course, they may be dished.’’—Massaere of the Innocents. 





COCKY LEEKY. 


‘“ Scrag of mutton, shank of veal, 
From the butcher, where you deal ; 
Good beef stock is even better— 
Now then, follow to the letter: 
Portly fowl, with leeks, say three, 
Pepper, salt, judiciously. 

Leeks cut up in inch-long pieces ;— 
Slowly boil. When it decreases, 
After a good hour or more, 

Add three sliced leeks as before. 
One hour longer let it bubble, 

It will pay you for your trouble. 

If you’ ve followed as you should, 


You'll declare the stuff is good.”’ 
—Macheth (improved). 





STEWED OYSTERS. 

‘‘ Friend am I, and not foe, and yet men beard me, 
And boil my beard in my own juice with gravy ; 
Strain off my beard, and put me in instead, 
Thicken the mess with flour and ounce of butter, 
Kill my ambrosial flavour with their ketchup 
(White wine, anchovy, lemon, what you will), 
Nutmeg, and salt and pepper, mace and cream ; 
Simmer, and serve me up on toasted sippets. 

They will not let me boil, but my blood boils 
At thought of how, while they would paint the lily, 
Pepsine and piquant coolness both must perish.”’ 

—The Foreboding Native. 








aba sone STEWED CARP. 

‘* Carp not at the carp, but clean him, and cut him tenderly in two. 
Give him warm lodging in thy stewpan, and grudge him not thy | 
broken bread. Season with pepper and sait, mace, and an onion 
sliced fine, and tickle him with capers. Comfort him with wine, both 
white and red, but temper with water. Cover him up and leave 
him to the full fruition of thy bounty. When he hath had enough of 
it, garnish him with horseradish and lemon for sacrifice upon the altar 
of thy table.”’— The Licomplete Angler.* 


STEWED EELS. 
‘‘ Who Wiggy was I cannot say, 
But stew your eels, friend, Wiggy’s way.” t—ii0n. 


ROAST DUCKS. 

‘“‘ Coasting along the shore, they observed a Spaniard driving a 
flock of ducks ; which, having lowered the pinnace, they secured. | 
But they were cooked in strange fashion—boiled with the feathers or, | 
undrawn, instead of being plucked and laboriously singed and washeu 
and dried, and then roasted with savoury seasoning of onion, sage, 
salt, pepper, and served up with steaming apple sauce. But so long: | 
had the men lived on salt victual that they thought the boiled ducks | 
good cheer.” —Sir Francis Drake’ s Voyages. 
(Zo be continued.) | 











* By Izaak Walton’s grandfather a book very rarely seen. 


+ Viuae Kitchiner. 





| railing. 


FUN. 85 








CITY ARTICLE. 
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A cold and calculating man. 
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ODD ITEMS. 
Tue New FungraL ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Jones (with a fit of the ‘‘ dismals’’). Oh, this is a miserable world ! 
What a dreadfully melancholy road this is! Nobody ever comes by, 
except the woe-begone policeman! Now there’s a melancholy strect- 
singer—he’s droning out the ‘‘ Dead March” in Savi. If only some- 
thing would happen to ’liven me up—if anybody would come; or a 
letter Ah! that would cheer a fellow up a bit; but no—of 
course it isn’t the post time. Heigho! (He sinks his head into 
his hands and glares at the carpet.) Hullo! There is the postman 
coming down the road! I can hear him knocking a quarter of a mile 
away! He’s actually come at the wrong time on purpose te help 
cheer me up, and I daresay he’ll bring one of that irrepressible 
Brown’s chatty letters. He is coming here—I hear him on the steps. 
Hooray! Here’s a letter. (He rushes to the hall box.) ‘* To the 
Lady or Gentleman of the House.”’ It’s only a circular, then, after 
all; but circulars are often enlivening. Why, it’s a funeral adver- 
tisement, with a telegram form inside! (Reads telegram)— 

‘* From To Patent Improved Funeral Company. 
‘‘Send | here | at | once | to | take | measurements | for | my | coffin. 

The | nearest | railway | station | is——’’ 

‘Oh, loor! It’s ominous; I felt something awful was coming! 

(The fit of the ‘‘ dismals”’ rapidly gets worse, and ia the course of the 
afternoon he appends his name to the telegram form, and posts it.) 











Tue Truz Worp Sroxen in Jest. 
A music hall. The ‘Great War Song” going forward. 
Bitt, Tom, and ’Axry (very loud)— 
‘‘We don’t want to fight, but, by jingo, if we do F 
(Consequences inaudible in the vehemence of the chorus, but Brit, Tom, 


and’ Axry nod their heads with ominous meaning.) 
* . * * * 


Next morning. Bir (rushing in breathlessly to Tom and ’Arry). 
Oh, I say, good ’eavens! They’ve bin and declared war; and the 
papers say as we'll all have to go! 

Tom and ’Arry (starting up and turning pale). What! 
and fight!!! 

(Bry disguises himself as a woman, Tom flies the country, and’ ARR. 
gives way to helplessness and despair.) 

Mora: They don’t want to tight ' 





"Ave to go 


Anecdotes. 


A mepicaL student being called upon to replace the palisades he hax 
estroyed, replicd that it would not be Christian to render railing te 


er having been pushed into a vinegar vx‘, 


that he had only had an acidulated drop. 


A man of easy om 
philosophically remarke 


Punctuation for Economists. 
InsrzAp of putting the coal on, make a full stop. 





Buriprxe material for the Ragged Church Union.— Kentish rar. 
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GULDEN COATED. 


86 FUN. 


(Fen. 20, 1878. 








THE ADVENTURES OF MR. SCATTERBRAIN.—No. |. 
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Mr. Scatterbrain, an amiable 
old gentleman, 


Lives in semi-detached villa 
in a remote part of the country. 


THE OPPRESSED AND THE OPPRESSOR. 


HERE was a strange case of dispute 
between employers and employed 
before one of the metropolitan magis- 
trates the other day, which we have 
not seen reported in the morning 
papers. This is very culpable, as the 
matter is of great importance to the 
honest British workman, and ought 

to be made widely known. Fwuw therefore 

takes upon himself the honourable task of 
doing this. ‘The facts are briefly these :— 

Mr. Hitstone, in combination with a few 
others of his fellow workers, had sent in 

: a polite request to the man who offered 
YW the work (the defendant), that they 
might have paid to them in wages two 
shillings for every ove shilling’s worth of work they did, otherwise they 
would be under the painful necessity of leaving the employment, 
which reasonable demand was not only most insultingly refused, but 
the defendant had actually, with unblushing temerity, brought over 
a parcel of low, unskilled foreign fellows, and they were now doing 
the work which the true and honest British working man was fairly 
entitled to. 

The application was that the defendant should be ordered to imme- 
diately dismiss this foreign banditti, who had come to plunder the 
native of his undoubted rights, and place the applicant and his co- 
patriots in their place. 

The excuse offered by the defendant will not a little astonish the 
public by its excessive absurdity. He said, ‘* his contract would not 
enable him to pay the price demanded by the men.” ‘‘ Contracts,’’ 
forsooth! What nonsensical rubbish is this?’ Further, that ‘If he 
paid the price demanded by the working men for the labour they did, 
he should himself be bankrupt and a ruined man in less than a month.”’ 

Who, we ask, ever heard such ridiculous nonsense as this ? 
What on earth cv a British workman possibly have to do with an 
employer's ** Contracts,”’ or whether he becomes a ‘‘ ruined man”’ or 
not’ We suppose he is a reasonable and fairly reasoning being, and 
when he makes his ** Contracts’’ he also makes full provision for all 
the chances, adverse or otherwise, that may arise before he can com- 
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His neighbour is an 
indefatigable pianist, 
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Mr. 8S. has a happy thought. 


With an especially maddening 
An anonymous post card. 


two-finger exercise. 





plete the work; moreover, that he would be called upon to pay the 
honest working man his fair and reasonable demands. 

The enlightened magistrate, we are happy to find, took this very 
proper view of the case, and commented in severe terms on the un- 
worthy, or, as he was good enough to term it, dishonest conduct of the 
employer, who, he was sorry to say, was a fair example of the grasping, 
grinding, money-getting class to which he belonged ;—a class of 
people who are never satisfied until they have crushed the very life out 
of those who labour to support their pampered appetites. He was very 
much grieved, continued the worthy magistrate, to find that this case 
was beyond his jurisdiction, it was in fact far too serious in its nature 
for him to deal with; he would therefore advise the complainant to 
carry their case to the House of Lords, and failing to get that satis- 
faction they deserved from that tribunal, which, indeed, would most 
likely be the case, go at once and lay their just grievance at the foot 
of the throne itself—(loud cheers in court)—and there demand of our 
noble-hearted Queen, who will not see her brave people wronged or 
crushed by tyranny, that justice which is the birthright of every true- 
born Briton—(more cheers)—secured by Magna Charta—that glorious 
Charter which the warm heart’s blood of our ancient nobility obtained, 
that every man in these realms, be he high or low, shall, without let 
or hinderance, claim equal rights—equal rights to all, especially to the 
Honest British Working Man. 


NOTHING. 


I’ve been in the habit of writing for years, 
And people my works are polite about, 

They say from my verses it plainly appears 
I always have something to write about. 

In writing of something, though, merit is small 
Good subjects engender facility — 

And so I tried writing of nothing at all 
To prove my transcendent ability. 

I started away with a confident trust 
Of earning remarks eulogistical ; 

(Though writing of nothing’s an action that must 
Appear, in the main, egotistical ;) 

But soon the conviction invaded my mind, 
That fame, I should never be earning it, 

lor ‘‘ nothing at all’’ is my theme, and I find 
I’ve nothing to mention concerning it ! 


SoA ey 
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AN.UNEQUAL MATCH. 


I meta damsel in a dream, 

With sunny locks—ah, such a gleam! 
With eyes that pierced me through and through 
At ev’ry glance—ah, such a hue! 

In waking hours my dream again 
Returns to bring me joy and pain.— 
Ah, why was I a lowly churl, 

And she the offspring of an Earl ? 

I vainly prayed that cruel Fate 

Would lift me to some higher state— 
Some situation far above 

The one in which I nursed my love. 

I dared not breathe my love aloud ; 

His Lordship was austere, and proud.— 
Ah, why was [ a lowly churl, 

And she the offspring of an Earl ? 

To share my meek and humble cot 
Would scarce have seemed her fitting lot. 
Those haughty oligarchs, they say, 
Insist on dining ev'ry day. 

She might have deemed it infra dig. 

To milk my cow or tend my pig.— 

Ah, why was [a lowly churl, 

And she the offspring of an Earl ? 


It would hare been my doom, no doubt, 
Sometimes to be invited out ; 

To feast with noblemen, perchance, 

Or join a Countess in the dance. 

My manly form, I must confess, 

Would be at sea in evening dress.— 
Ah, why was I a lowly churl, 

And she the offspring of an Earl ? 


To-night—as bedward I repair, 

And slowly scale my garret-stair— 

{ mean to pray, ‘‘ Oh, Sleep, restore 

The dream you gave me once before. 

Bring back my love—bring back my prize ; 
Her form and face, her locks and eyes ;— 
Make me the offspring of an Earl, 

And her a lowly peasant-girl.”’ 


Wuart eminent divine would have made a good 
chiropodist ?—Dr. Warts. 


WORDS ON THE PLAYS AND PLAYS ON THE 
WORDS. 


‘¢«Mapcap,” a bouffonnerie musicale, taken from the French,”’’ is the 
style and title of the new piece at the Royalty, and it is a matter for 
considerable speculation whether the ‘‘ French’’ may not be congratu- 
lated on its loss; but if the English version be anything like the 
original, it would be scarcely complimentary to the good taste of our 
neighbours to assume that its success there warranted its importation | 


here. The ‘‘ Madcap”’ is a young lady with an avowed liking for ‘‘a | 
man to be a man,” who is expelled from school for kissing the music | 
master, not necessarily a ‘‘man”’ in a burlesque, but quite so in this | 
case. Well, she leaves school much to her delight, and her guardian’s 
horror, for he has taken unto himself a young wife, and he not un- 
reasonably doubts his ability to ‘‘keep wife and ward”’ in such close 
quarters from coming to closer ones. e young wife loves the music 
master, a man milliner loves the ‘‘ Madcap,’’ the music master loves 
the wife and the ‘‘ Madcap,” and the ‘‘ Madcap ”’ loves them all, which 
leads the three gentlemen to dress themselves up in sapeur uniforms, 
and upset the furniture for the purpose of ‘‘acting”’ up to the old 
saying, ‘* Rien n’est sacré pour le sapeur.” However, after plenty of 
music and dancing, the piece goes off with a song, and the ‘*‘ Madcap ”’ 
with a soldier. Miss Santley, with the longest ré/e, which was fitly | 
in this case a French one, played with an amount of dash and spirit | 
which, had she been a widow, might not inaptly have been termed | 
verve; while Miss Cullen as Niné seconded her efforts in first-rate 
style. Mr. Brough, as the much embarrassed guardian, was as 
humorous as the situations would allow, which is saying a good deal. 

The latest novelty at the Strand is an advertisement of Diplo- | 
macy at the Prince of Wales’s, in the shape of a parody styled Dora | 
and Diplunacy. Like most of its kind, the itateek aad be seen before 
the Strand version can be appreciated, resulting in the conviction 
that it is merely a peg on whe to hang some of the happiest, good- 
humoured mimicry to be seen in these sad days of the stage’s decline. 
Miss Venne’s caricature of Mrs. Bancroft’s style is ‘‘ great,’’ but it is 
almost invidious to single out one when all are so good. 
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TRUE LOVE AGAIN! 


Mrs. Stodger :—‘* How BE YOUR WIFE A-GETTIN’ oN, Mr. HenpPecKIN £”’ 
Mr. H.:—‘‘I Be MosT MORTAL GLAD, Mrs. SropGEr, TO SAY SHE'S A- 
RECOVERIN’ very slowly !”’ 


FROM BOHEMIA. 
Ou, give me my studio, happy and free, 
My paints and my easel and things, 
And look in my face if you’re anxious to sce 
The sort of delight that it brings. 
And bother the drawing-room’s gilded display,— 
Its ‘‘ Views’”’ and its ‘*‘ Sketches by Leech,” 
With all of its chairs in a studied array, 
And antimacassars for each. 
The dining-room isn’t so bad, I’ll agree, 
I dine in it ;—-still, when I do, 
I have to wear diaper over my knee,— 
So bother the dining-room too. 


I long for the atmosphere strong with the scent 
Of “‘turps’”’ and ‘‘ tobacco’”’ and oil,— 

I want to build castles, and smoke in content, 
With never a curtain to spoil ; 

The stale ‘‘ baccy ’’ fumes that your strictures provoke 
‘To me have a story to tell, 

Of many a castle that’s ended in smoke 
And hopes that are ashes as well ; 

But ‘‘ bacey ’’ and hopes I’ve in stock, never doubt, 
So give me the floor that’s unswept,— 

And let me have papers all littered about, 
And not know where anything’s kept ! 


Not a Hanging Matter. 

Tue Board of Trade has suspended the certificate of the master of 
the schooner Forest Fairy, tor culpably colliding with and duly 
sinking the ketch Intrepid. We hope no one was drowned; but no 
‘* Jack’? will be heard of in connection with that ‘‘ ketch”’ again. 


Tue Way or THE ‘* Wor.p.’’—Down the area steps. 
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THE PiTH OF THE PAPERS. 





ll.—A SERIBS OF EXTRACTS. 





FROM THE —TH 0} 187=-. 


‘Tur world will remember we pointed out— 
(We needn't the accurate date assign) — 
The imminent risk of « waterspout 
Occurring this week in the Serpentine : 
And, be the prediction absurd or not, 
At ten-to-cleven on Sunday night 
(hur Special Reporter was on the spot, 
Anc very minutely describes the sight: 
The column attained at its grandest pitch 
live hundred and seventy feet or so ; 
Its summit was luminous—all of which 
We fully predicted a year ago. 
From THe Week Aprer. 
We're sorry to find we were quite misled 
By severul journals of note, about 
‘Phat very preposterous, widely -spread, 
Unlikely athair of the * wat rspout.”” 
It never would enter the wildest brain 
To think the phenomenon named oceurr’ i 
No reasoning person could entertain 
A notion so frivolous-—wild —absurd ! 
No possible sign of a waterspout 
(g/d happen-—(for Nature forbids it)—-so, 
\ tact we repeatedly pointed out 
\ year, or a year and a half, ago. 


Irom tur Broemxnntne or THE YRAR IST. 


We've often foretold (as our readers know) 


The fact that the Russians would find their wor 


In making an even defensive show 

Against the aggressive and gory Turk : 
Uhe Russian reverses on ev'ry side 

Are telling as plainly as facts can speak 
Chat, had they permitted our words to guide, 

They might have avoided a costly freak ! 
Cur Government—ever entirely wrong 

Is tiguring now as its country’s foe: 
Our columns, aware of it all along, 

Predicted it several vears ago. 


Faom tur Exp or tur Year ISTP. 
(fur readers will notice, through thick and thin 
We've counsel'd the Government how to act. 
“nfailing compliance resulting in 
A pohev full of the wisest tact. 
Che world will remember we said the Turk 
Mus? sutfer defeat in the direst way : 
Prophie tic decision Wwe did not shirk . 
And—what are the obvious facts to-dav : 
We never uncertainly change our mind; 
We never withdraw an opinion—No, 
When anything happens the world will tind 


‘ 


We've alwavs predicted it vears ago. 


FUN. 
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From Fesrvary, 1878. 
‘* Lord Derby will follow our sage advice ”’ 

(We always predicted), ‘‘ and won’t be rash” ; 
He did, and his policy’s wise and nice 
We mean that he didn’t, and made a hash. 

We said that the Government must resign— 
It hasn’t, thus proving our words were true— 
We mean we predicted its light would shine 
Undimmed—and it hasn’t ; our stated view! 
We said that the Cabinet must have been 
Mistaken—we mean that it can’t be so—— 
Oh, hang it! Whatever we chance to mean, 
We know we predicted it years ago! 





A LITTLE TOO MUCH OF IT. 


Tuts is a very wonderful country, and, without doubt and over- 
weening self-satisfaction, one may safely say we are the greatest 
people in existence. ‘That we stand pre-eminent among the civilised 
world for our learning, arts, sciences, and manufactures is a conceded 
fact; but the very reason of our state of civilisation being so much 
in advance of everybody else’s forms a dark cloud on the horizon 
of our future which all thinking men must deem as portentous to us 
of a great and impending danger. There is nothing education and 
civilisation have a greater tendency to beget than casuistry ; and 
nothing works greater marvels in subverting the free institutions of 
an enlightened country than a too subtle aptitude for determining 
between right and wrong. An enterprising tailor of Liverpool, 
although specially stating that the wine formed no part of the purchase, 
was the other day fined for presenting a bottle of wine to all pur- 
chasers of goods to the amount of 20s. and upwards, on the ground 
that the price charged covered the cost of the wine. Of course, such an 
ingenious process of reasoning will sign the death-warrant of all 
those matter-of-course luncheons given in wholesale houses to large 
buyers on the completion of their purchases, the custom of offering 
a glass or two of wine to persons when paying their wine merchant's 
bills, and such like. In fact, it bids fair to come to this: that any 
alcoholic liquors passing between unlicensed persons on the occasion 
of a business transaction, will bring down upon the unfortunate 
wight who ‘‘stands treat’’ the oflicial—not to say ofticious —inter- 
ference ef the Excise, followed by a summary conviction from an over- 
civilised Bench. Still, however unpalatable all this may be to some 
supposedly) free and independent Britons, it would be a little less 
| striking were civilisation to bring consistency in its train. A number 
| of highly civilised magistrates can refuse a license for music to 
| skating rink, on the plea that it will bring together questionable 
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characters, but have scarcely any hesitation in granting one with 
dancing thrown in to a notorious west-end casino. Let us then 
| by all means, if we must arrive at such a highly-strained pitch 
| of enlightenment, have at least consistency, which might do a 
| onsiderable deal towards aiding the casuistry superinduced by over- 
| civilisation to nullify its originator. Then, perhaps, we may find the 
| Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals discovering that in 
| putting surgeons, watermen, or the Queen’s Huntsman to con- 
expense and annoyance by vexatious prosecutions for 
or stag-hunting, it is guilty of so 


siderable 
or the Peace - at - any - price 


seca swan-upping, 
much cruelty to the animal man; 

Society beginning to think it hardly acts up to its style when in 
} oxcess of zeal it makes a rumpus with every one who may not agree 
| with it ; or the Educational Committees finding that education has a 
broader sense than that to which it is now applied—viz., to children 
' 
| 
' 
| 





whose parents can mostly afford to pay for their tuition, while the 
‘utter brats are as badly off as ever. And, perchance, if we go on 
like that, we may one day learn that the Society for the Suppression 
of Vice, instead ot seeing vice in the exhibition of a few photographs, 
has come to the conclusion that it is vice in itself to attribute it to 


others, and has suppressed itself accordingly. 





PRO’S AND CON’S. 

We have now to confront broken promises and torn conventions, to 
nsider the prospect of increased taxation on property, profits, and 
provisions, and we may possibly have to contemplate conscription. To 
conceal the profound gravity of the conjuncture would be conduct 
»revocative of condign condemnation. Should the Conference be con- 
concord, then 

But, in the 
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vened, and preduce conciliatory concessions conducive to 


its protocols would promote ententment and prosperity. 
tingency of conspirators conniving at ¢ 
fiscation, provocation might arise to presecute a pr tracted coxtest, 


»robable « 
= ’ . . , , 
which would convulse the Continent, and co;duce to the total pro- 


sa . 


stration of Coenstantinop! 
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Rerative Bruiss or Lar-Docs.—Men never is. 


blest. (See Pup’s works. 
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HOW THE 


ARMY WAS MOBILIZED. 


ay f fifi order for mobilization. 

Pe wat - had gone forth; and the 
my all-important day fixed 

for the 
various Army Corps had come. 

Excitement, naturally 
enough, was everywhere ; but 
in no town or city in the king- 
dom had the long - expected 
morning been awaited with 
more loyal anxiety and 
patriotic interest than in the 
small but flourishing borough 
of Yeovil, which had been 
selected by the Horse Guards 
as the mustering place of the 
Cavalry Brigade of the Fifth 
Army Corps. 

The inhabitants were up 
betimes, and with one accord 
wended their way to the Head 
Quarters, situated in the out- 
skirts of the town. Here they 
found the permanent staff of 

the. depot, consisting of a 
serjeant-major and two invalided troopers of the First Dragoon 
Guards, standing at the gates in full uniform, and engaged in deeiding, 
by an appeal to the goddess of chance, which of them should mount 
the single horse that was fit for duty. 

The mayor of the borough, wishing to welcome the ineoming troops 
with municipal honours, soon arrived on the scene, and though not then 
in his robes of office, was received with a cheer by the populace as he 
advanced and asked the serjeant-major if he could see the commanding 
officer. 

‘‘ Why, yes,’ returned the man, ‘‘ if you can see me, you can; ’cos 
I’m him!” 

‘¢You!’’ exclaimed the mayor, ‘‘I meant a general, or someone of 
that sort.”’ 

‘¢ Exactly,” answered the serjeant-major, ‘‘ but you see, there's 
none o’ the head quarters staff appointed yet, and so at present I’m in 
command like.” 

‘¢ Oh,” ejaculated the chief magistrate of the borough, ‘‘I should 
not have thought it! However, as you’re in command, perhaps you 
will tell me when you expect the troops of the cavalry brigade to 
arrive 2 We are anxious to turn out with the town crier, and the 
parish fire-engine, and the aldermen, and so on, to do honour to our 
brave horsemen.”’ 

‘¢ Very kind, I’m sure,” returned the sergeant-major, ‘‘ but the 
fact is we've not got any very exact information about anything. 
They ought to be here to-day, all of the regiments, but so far all we 
know for certain is that the Bridgewater troop of the West Somerset 
Yeomanry is coming down by the cheap market train at 12.30.” 

‘‘ But, I see,” said the mayor, taking an Army List from the beadle 
who followed him, and turning to page 109, ‘‘ that we are to expect 
the First and Fourth Dragoon Guards, the Eighth Hussars, a Battery 
of Horse Artillery—it doesn’t say which, by the way—and the Wilts 
and Dorset Yeomanry, in addition to the worthy troopers you named.” 

‘¢Quite right, Mr. Mayor,’’ replica the sergeant-major, ‘‘ but you 
must remember the reg’lars you named have got a long way to come. 
There’s the Fourth Dragoon Guards, for instance, they’re at Dundalk, 
and I had a letter from the colonel last night to say as how he 
couldn't possibly get his men and ’orses over before next Tooseday 
week.” 

‘¢How would that work in case of invasion?’ put in the Town- 
clerk, in spite of a forbidding frown from his worship, who wished to 
have all the honour of the conversation. 

‘¢That’s what I was saying to Private Lannigan here,” returned 
the serjeant-major, ‘‘especially if the enemy had his ships in the 
Irish Channel.” 

‘¢Hush!’’ cried the mayor at this point, ‘“‘surely I hear music on 
the wind.’’? And inthe excitement of the moment he pronounced it 
as the poets do, to rhyme with kind. 

And surely enough he did hear it, and military music too, for 
shortly after the Dorsetshire Yeomanry, twenty-three strong, in- 
cluding the band, rode proudly up amidst loud applause, which caused 
the hired horse of the subaltern in command to earacole, and all 
but crush the mayor, who had approached him with the best in- 
tentions to offer him and his troopers a welcome in the name of the 
town. 

Scarcely had the populace recovered its equanimity when a post- 
office boy rushed up with a telegram for the serjeant-major, which 
contained the disappointing news that the Eighth Hussars, on their 









mustering of our 


way from Aldershot, had forgotten to change at Temple-Combe, and 
gene onto Poole-by mistake. os 4 

By this time the Bridgewater troop was due, and the band of the 
Dorset Yeomanry, accompanied by the beadle to show the way, 
started for the Station. ; 

Meanwhile, however, the second postal delivery had been made, and 
am official commpnication arrived stating that the Battery of Horse 
Artillery attached to the Yeovil Brigade could not come, for the 
simple reason that it was not in existence, whilst a letter from the 
major-general commanding at Weedon informed the Yeovil com- 
mandant (pro tem.), that the First Dragoon Guards, which had left 
Manchester for Yeovil on the previous I'riday by road, must have 
taken a wrong turfiing, for up to that time (Uhursday night) they had 
not reached Gloucester, and that he (the commandant pro tem.) had 
better complete his mobilization without them. 

Under these untoward circumstances the hope of the district now 
rested on the yeomanry alone, and when the Dorset band returned 
escorting eleven of the Bridgewater troopers, marching two and two, 
so far as they would go, great was the ebullition of feeling. 

The next down train brought thé drill-sergeant of the Royal Wilts 
Yeomanry with the untoward intelhgence that, owing to a horse and 
cattle show that was then being held at Salisbury, the regimefit he 
instructed would not mobilize till the following week ; and thus, when 
night fell upon Yeovil out of the imposing cavalry brigade that should, 
by the mobilization order, have been massed within its boundaries, the 
only forces on the ground consisted of — 


Ist Dragoon Guards .. .- 3 Officers and men. 
West Somerset Yeomanry .. 11 - i 
Dorset ‘3 ve 2D ‘5 

Grand Total .. a 


It should be udded, to be exact, that shortly after 9 p.m. two men 
knocked at the mayor’s private door and said they were Army Reserves 
come to be mobilized. But, anxious as he was to add to the strength 
of the brigade, he had no option, as a magistrate, but to commit them 
as drunk and incapable on the spot. 

It is to be hoped that this experience of mobilization at Yeovil was 
as exceptional as it was unsuccessful. It is to be feared though that 
it was not. 
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CONFUSION ! 


I wore a note an hour ago 
‘l'o Snip of Piccadilly. 
‘* Dear Sir,’’ said I, **to dun m: s» 
Is obstinate and silly.” 
Referring to an old account, 
| begged him to be lenient ; 
For I would pay the small amount 
As early as convenient. 
I wrote a note an hour ago 
To sweet Matilda Marshall ; 
(To whom, as many of you know, 
The bard is very partial.) 
I crammed the paper full of love, 
Four pages fall-of passion ; 
And cooed like any turtle-dove 
In true poetic fashion. 


Capricious Fate (who ever gloats 
When bards get into messes) 
Contrived that these impressive note. 
Grot mixed in their addresses. 
Aye, that’s the trouble—there’s the ru!) : 
The horrible suggestion :— 
While sweet Matilda gets a snub, 
To Snip I’ve popped the question. 





To All Whom it May Concern. 

Know all men by these presents: if you want to assault cnyone do it 
in Clerkenwell. William Pike has been kicking John Wright, and 
half killed him. He was subsequently brought up at Clerkenwell 
Police-court, before Mr. Hosack, and fined forty shillings. There is no 
getting over this, so all one ean do is to hope that the next person 
Mr. Pike exercises his boots wpon will be Mr. Hosack himself. 


O-b-d-ent! 

ActTING on instructions, the Russian inspired journals are preparing 
the public mind for vital changes by talking about ‘ Czargrad”’ 
meaning Constantinople. If they were to allude to it as ‘* Czargrab,”’ 
it would be a distinction but without much difference. How long 
will this grad-ual method of grab-bing take ? 


Srett Malt Liquors in two letters.—B R. 


—_—_—-—— 
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“ THE BRITISH WORKMAN.—PHASE NO. XVII. :HIS BORROWING PROCLIVITIES. (BY A SUFFERER.) 
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And there came to the house a Workman who had been ‘*T say,’’ he said to the cook, “ I’ve bin an’ forgot to bring some o’ my tools; I s’pose you 
ain’t got any in the ’ouse tolendme?’’ * Oh, yes!’’ said the cook; ‘‘ master’s very 
proud of his toolsa—he’ll be glad to lend ’em, I’m sure. I'll show you where they are.” 


ordered to do a job. 


<i 


“ere & - 





i. 
3 et eee — 
‘ ARE 
} ——_— — 
ie Then the Amateur tame home again, joying that he was about to rejoin his tools. But there were some of ’em he could never never re-join. 
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THE RUSSIAN BEAR-GLARS ON THEIR KEY-HOLY MISSION, 


Gortschy :—‘‘ It’s ALL RIGHT, Srr, PLEASE SIR ; OUR INTENTIONS IS 8TRICTLY OLY AND HONOURABLE ON THIS ERE CONSTANTINOPLE LAY.” 
P.C. Beaconsfield :—‘*‘ Ou, INDEED, ARB THEY? JUST YOU MOVE ON, OR COME ALONG WITH MB TO THE CoNFrgERENCE Po.ics Covrr.” 
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ODD ITEMS. 
CRUSHING OUT FRAUD. 


[ JusTIcE, bei going his rounds to put th tgs straight, comes pon a most 
poverty-stricken and insignificant shop. | , 

Justicr. Now, here’s a small tradesman; suppose we begin by 
seeing whether he’s honest or not, this morning. (Goes in and buys a 
pound of something, takes it home, weighs it, and finds it a quarter of a 
pound short.) Now, I cannot understand the short-sightedness of this 
small tradesman! He must know that the fines he will have to pay 
for giving short weight will more than cover the profits he makes by 
his dishonesty ; and yet he is silly enough to go on in his blind way. 
I am determined to stamp out this sort of thing once for all, and show 








him that his interest lies in honesty. (Justicr seizes the dishonest 
TRADESMAN aid fines him one pound ; but somehow the dishonest TRADES- 
MAN appears in no way disheartened, but pays the fine smilingly.) 

Justice (to himself). This mask of happiness serves but to conceal 
his mortification! It is a severe lesson, but he will now sce that 
honesty is indeed the best policy, and become a reformed man. 

+ . . * . 

(Some time has elapsed, and JusticE, again on his rounds, thinks once 
more of the fined TRADESMAN.) 

Justice. Why, his little dirty shop is shut up. Then the fine has 
ruined him! Well, it is severe, but I suppose it serves him right. 
Now, here is a far more pretentious shop, with vast expanses of plate 
glass and a great store within. Let us goin and see whether this 
more affluent tradesman is also dishonest. (He enters the shop, and 
recognizes behind the eounter the TRADESMAN whom he fined.) Well, lam 
glad to see this; evidently he has taken warning from the fine, 
mended his ways, and prospered. I wager, now, that if I purchase a 
pound of anything of him I shall find it no fraction short. (He pur- 
chases a pound of something, takes it home, weighs it, and finds ut half a 
pound short.) 

Justice. Why, this is very strange! I cannot, cannot fathom it! 
But I am determined to stamp out this sort of thing once for all! 
(Justice again seizes the dishonest TRADESMAN and fines him, this 
time, two pounds; but, strange to say, the TRADESMAN again pays his 
Jine with a happiness which almost tells of triumph.) 

Tue TRADESMAN (in his counting house, more time having elapsed). 
Now, let me see. I have been fined two pounds weekly for fraud ; 
while, on the other hand, I have gained twenty pounds weekly dy fraud. 
Let all but continue to go well, and ere long I shall be a wealthy man. 

* * * a * 

(More time has elapsed, and JvsticE, once more on his rounds, again 
remembers the fined TRADESMAN.) 

Justice. I must continue to keep my eye upon this man, that I 
may show him how fraud, crushed at the end, crawls grovelling to 
the feet of honesty to begacrust. By , his shop is again shut 
up. Then he has at length found himself unable to carry on his 
struggles against Justice. But whose mansion have we here? Who 
is this, who, clad in fine raiment, steps into this imposing carriage ¢ 
Can it indeed be the dishonest tradesman whom ? 

(As Justice speaks, the carriage dashes by, bespattering him with 
mud ; while the retired TRADESMAN, thrusting his head from the window, 
laughs mockingly, and is whirled away from his grasp.) 








OLD-ESTABLISHED CRUELTY. 


(As Justice, brooding on his recent failure, still goes wearily on his 
rounds, he comes upon a man who beats his wife with a poker.) 

Justice. Hold! Here is a phase of crime at least which I ca 
stamp out, and will. Put down this dastardly poker, and yield ! 

Tue Wire-Beater. And why? 

Justice. Because you practise cruelty, which is punishable by 
law 








Tue Wire-Beater. Yet swan-hopping is cruelty, and was not 
punishable by law ! 

Justice. No. That was a cruelty which had existed for centuries. 

Toe Wire-Beater. And so is this! 

(Fustice retires, beaten, from the argument, while there crowd arownd 
and jeer him endless legions of wife-beaters, horse-torturers, cock-fighters, 
and kindred spirits.) 


GOVERNMENT BY TRADES-UNION. 


Place : Nottingham. 


An Emp toyer or Lazovur (fo Hts Arriancrp). I have but onamis- 
giving, my own; but it is a serious one—the Great Trades-Union 
may forbid our marriage! Should my plumbers take a dislike to 
you, or our slaters object to the way in which your hair is done 

His Arriantep. Oh, William, I will be very, very careful not ito 
offend them ; I will do my hair in any way the slaters may wish ; and 
I believe I have already half won the favour of three labourers in 
employ, for they smiled upon me and said, ‘‘ Whoa, Emma!” ae I 





(ne Emptoyser or L. Yet we must not be too sanguine, my 
love. Iwill first ask permission of my Foreman of Plasterers (who is 
nota hard man, and has much influence with the Union) to present 
you-to him ; and should he approve of you, I will beg his intercession 
with that power. Come. (They wait upon the Foreman or Puas- 
TERERS. Jle hears their erraid.) 





Tue Foreman. first and foremost, lookee, this girl is too, tair for 
my liking—I love dark girls; but I will not be hard, and I daresay 
that, as | have the ear of the Uniop—a twenty-pound note — good ! 
‘He goes to the Union, while Tur Empioyver aid His ArPIANcep wait in 
agonised suspense Then Tur Foreman returns.) 

Tue Empioyer or L. Oh, do not keep us longer in suspense ! 
Say—has the Union consented to - ? 

Tue Foreman. A ten-pound note—good! The Union is great 
and good. But it was at first bent upon your wedding with the sister 
of our head plumber ; however, I interceded warmly for this girl of 
yours, and it has given its consent 

Tue Empioyer or L. avd His Arriancenp (together). Oh, happi- 
ness too great ! 

Tue Foreman. But there are conditions! You must allow the 
head plumber one hundred pounds a year as compensation for his 
disappointment; you must pay one thousand pounds towards the 
expenses of the Union; and you must give your workmen, one and 
all, three months’ holiday to celebrate the occasion, allowing them the 
while double wages and their beer ! 

Tue Emrroyer or L. (joyfully). Oh, too willingly! Come, my 
own ; the Union is too gracious! We are happy! 








‘WHAT THEY DO WITH IT.” 
\V HENE’ ER you take your walks abroad, 
‘See many poor’’ you may, 
Who beg the bread of Charity 
And ** throw it all away.”’ 


kven in Summer’s robe there are tares. 
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A WEIGHTY MATTER. 


Placid Daughter :—‘‘ Our stay at UNCLE’S HAS BEEN DELIGHTFUL, Pa. 

MA HAS LOST JUST FIFTEEN POUNDs!”’ 
° . «é Ys a . » "= > ’ ° - . 

Irate Pa :—‘* Firtgken Pounps! How wrong! SHE KNOWS WE CANNOT 

AFFORD TO LOSE ANYTHING.’’ 
> . 

fo don 3 MEAN FIFTEEN POUNDS IN WEIGHT, Pa, AND IT WAS all her 

oten, 80 IT won't come off you.”’ 
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Hunting in Sport, Killing in Earnest. 

Last week it was reported that ‘‘ Her Mayesty’s stag hounds met at Gerrard's 
Cross. 4 FAVOURITB stag was uncarted, and after running was literally torn 
to death by the hounds.” This might be sport for the hunters and hounds, 
but it was no joke for the stag. If ‘‘a favourite’’ may be so treated with 
impunity, subscriptions to the Society for the Suppression of Cruelty to 
Animals should grow ‘‘ small by degrees and beautifully less,’’ and we should 
hold our tongues about atrocities. ’ 





‘¢ Present—Arms!”’ 


A TELEGRAM from Rome gives the following:—‘‘In compliance with the 
request of Queen Victoria, General Della Rocca has been charged to present 
to Her Majesty a souvenir of the late King Victor Emmanuel. A 100-ton 
gun was successfully cast yesterday at the arsenal of Turin.’’ If, as the com- 
bination might convey, the gun has any relation to the present, it may possibly, 
in the face of events, prove a very useful one in the future. 





Another ‘‘ Lap”’-land. 

We are able to assure the few friends we have among the Permissives 
that Mr. Parker Gillmore’s new book, ‘‘ The Great Thirst Land,’’ contains 
no allusions to t/iis country, but is the narrative of a ride through Natal and 
the Transvaal, and is anything but dry ! 





Removals in Town. 
Lonpon was doubtless greatly startled to find Temple Bar had gone at last, 
but it was nothing to the surprise it felt some time ago on discovering that 
the Adelphi Terriss had been removed to Drury Lane. 





A Har Banp.—One that sends round the hat after the performance. 
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THE BAFFLED QUESTS. 


WENT a-strolling round about 
With careless steps and aimless stops, 
And lazily a-picking out 
The reading up above the shops ; 
And then I went and idly paid 
A visit to the ‘*‘ Underground,”’’ 
And fell a-reading all the trade 
Advertisements which so abound. 
And then I supped—(It would beseem 
My hungered state to sup, I deemed)— 
And then I went and dreamed a dream, 
And here’s the dream I went and dreamed. 
I dreamed I was a gallant knight 
(My bosom felt no inward quails— 
I knew I must come out all right, 
From reading many fairy-tales). 
I dreamed my lady bade me find— 
By way of trying quest, I mean— 
A tradesman lacking any kind 
Of vague ‘‘ Appointment to the Queen.”’ 
His board, she said, must not contain, 
With gaily gilded turns and tails, 
The legend, ‘* To the King of Spain ’’— 
‘The House of Lords ’’—‘*The Princeof Wales.”’ 
The tradesman whom she bade me find 
His simple course would have to run 
As un-‘‘ appointed ”’ as the wind 
To any high and mighty one. 
I sought in dirty places where 
The shops were sadly small and mean, 
3ut all the little tradesmen there 
Were ‘‘ By appointment to the Queen.” 
One gets astounded at the hosts 
Of ‘ special ’’ folks our Lady keeps 
To fill the all-important posts 
Of tripe-and-trotter-men and sweeps ! 
Who tries to count the cobblers, ‘‘ slops,”’ 
And tinkers ‘‘ by appointment,”’ tires ; 
And what a lot of butter shops 
Her Majesty the Queen requires ! 
I went to her I hope to wed 
With desperation in my breast: 
‘‘Do pray be good enough,” I said, 
‘¢ To find me any other quest !”’ 
She bade me find, with more avail 
(In kind and generous accord), 
A single article for sale 
Which had not won a prize award. 
’T was then I noticed how the bright 
And burnished golden medal flings 
Its glory over what we might 
Consider unimportant things : 
’*Twas then I saw that halves of bricks, 
And orange-peel and mutton-pies, 
And whipping-tops and sugar-sticks, 
Had each received the golden prize. 
I saw the Famous Raisin-Skin, 
To which the golden medal fell 
At Paris, Petersburg, Berlin, 
Jerusalem, and Camberwell. 
I saw the Patent Butter-pat 
Which gained such high distinction through 
Its honourable mention at 
Sebastopol and Timbuctoo. 
I saw the Patent Button-hole, 
Which shows its medals heaped in piles, 
And got commended at the Pole 
And in the South Pacific Isles. 
I saw it proved beyond a doubt 
That ev’ry pen and ev’ry lip 
Is wild with eulogies about 
The Hundred-Medal Apple-Pip. 
I saw, with sinking heart, that not 
An article can be obtained 
On which a most surprising lot 
Of Golden Medals hasn’t rained ; 
And, bearing underneath my vest 
A heart that, throbbing, nearly broke, 
I rendered up my hopeless quest 
And her I hoped to wed ; and woke. 
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THE END OF THE FIGHT. 


From out the land, and quiet peace restore ? 
No, no! the mask has fallen from his face, 
The thing he set his heart upon is plain ; 
*T was but to smite and eke subdue the race, 
And take their land now cumbered with the slain. 


Through province after province march they on, 
And leave broad banners proudly floating there 
O'er fair, bright fields. Now all their beauty gone, 
The homes in ruin and the orchard bare, 

Bleak desolation marks their onward way, 
The peasants flying to the crowded town ; 


A Monumental 
Earn. 


ALFRED Henry 


MonvuMENT has got’ 


himself into trouble 
through setting fire 
to some houses at 
Hammersmith, 
Herostratos burnt 
the Temple of Diana 
at Ephesus for the 
sake of perpetuating 


his name, but Alfred 


did what he did to 
earn the alarmer’s 
reward of half-a- 
crown, as he has had 
already several monu- 
ments raised to him 
in the shape of a 
young family. 


Unreasonable. 


THERE is abso- 
lutely no foundation 
for the report now 
being circulated that 
Professor Max Mil- 
ler’s paper on ‘‘ The 
Origin of Reason,’’ 
in this month’s Con- 
temporary Review, is 
to be succeeded by 
one from Professor 
Darwin on ‘‘ The 
Reason of Origin.”’ 


Extinctus amabitur 
tdem.—Can this be 


said of a blown-out | 


tallow candle ? 
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There seeking shelter from a ruthless sway, 
And succour from hard fortune’s bitter frown. 


Alas, alas' for thee,—Poor beaten foe ! 
Faint chance that happy days thou e’er shalt see, 
Down, crushed and conquered, to the galleys go, 
For Turkey shall another Poland be. 
O eruel war !—O base and wicked wrong, 
To strike the weaker down for greedy gain ; 
The brave bold few are beaten by the strong, 
But victory will not wipe away the stain. 





J] OW that we hear the battle fierce is done : 
| The sword is sheathed, the cannon cease 
their roar, 
The Russian host great victory has won, 
And Turkey’s banner floats aloft no more. 
The gallant Osman prisoner of the foe, 
And with him all the hardy braves he led, 
Here grinding famine, bitter wail and woe, —_ 
Where heroes fought, and heroes’ blood was Women’s Wrongs. 
shed. Tue directors of the Royal Aquarium have announced a grand 
Now all the fighting o'er, and Russia holds fancy dress ball to be given to the * oe de re eae 
The field as master of the conquered land, This is rather hard on the ladies, ~~ = on “ik , it—so the say 
We ask what will the present state unfold, Ladies often do dance together, some of them lke y ' 


i . . . 7 7 ed y i lina- 
, ise wi ac > | Perhaps they do, but we are pretty surethe *‘ fellows ’’ have no inc 
Or how the promise with the acts do stand ? | tionh teat war, A ten who knatee chap, who knows a cove, who 


Did not the Czar proclaim his only aim : 5 Se death ia 
Was to protect the crushed and beaten knows a fellow, says the other fellow says he w g 


down ? ee Se 

It never was nor could be in the game ’Ere’s a Roumer! . 

To add new kingdoms to his ‘‘ holy”’ crown. TgiEGRAMs from the seat of war in Asia inform us that in spite of 

. . . , the peace negotiations, the Russians are determined now they have 

Is this, which he with solemn vow did say, | taken Erzeroum to subject it to. three days’ pillage, as in the case of 

The plan that’s now laid down when fight- | Kars. Why they did not put the property found there up to auction, 

-. JN8’S 0'er ; as our railway companies do here with the things they find in cars, 
Will he retire and take his troops away | we can’t imagine. 


Billstickers, Beware! 

Wuart are Bills-tickets?—Gentlemen who take their own. time 
in paying their accounts, but would have a decided objection to being 
posted themselves. 


Recently-Discovered Historical Fact. 
Wurst an inmate of the cowherd’s cottage, King Alfred fought 
the battle of Bannockburn. 


SweELL VEGETABLES.—The buckbean and the dandelion. 








| The Confidence 
Trick. 

Srr STAFFORD 
Norkrucore, in his 
speech during the 
preliminary debate 
on the supplemental 
vote, stated that on 
the occasion of the 


what would be asked 


a vote of credit only, 
'but a vote of con- 
| fidence.”’ What 
credit is but confi- 
‘dence, or confidence 
but credit, we can- 
not credit. This is 
in confidence. 


Pacta Conventa. 


A GENTLEMAN 
wrote to the 7imes a 
short time ago alleg- 
ing that the Conser- 
vative meeting at 
the Corn Exchange 
was a ‘* packed” 
one. Its conveners 
| retort they invited 
| him to attend, but 
|he declined. And 
wisely, too, for if it 
were packed how 


OVERDONE! conld he have got 


s is 

Old Lady :—‘* AND mMAy I ASK WHY YOU ARE LEAVING YOUR PRESENT PLACE?” inf 

Applicant (with indignation):—‘* Wett, Mem, Mrs. Ferret wov.ip COME INTO my 
KITCHEN, WHICH 18 A LIBERTY AS NO RESPECTABLE PERSON COULD PUT UP WITH. 

Iady. ‘‘Inpgep! Ten as I Go INTO MY KITCHEN WHENEVER I CHOOSE, WE NEED SAY 


NO MORE. You WILL NOT SUIT ME.”’ 
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Can the Spanish 
Catchily secure an 
English cab? 
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‘“MEET SYMPATHY.” 
Hard-riding Young Lady :—‘‘ Goop morNnING, CapTaAIn SMASHER! Wuere’s Mr. Dasuer?”’ le 
Captain Smasher :—‘‘On, HE’S AT THE BARRACKS, POOR FELLOW! BROKE HIS COLLAR BONE AT A DOUBLE ON Tugspay!” i 
H. Y. L. :—‘* Miss ONE OF THE BEST MEETS WE HAVE FOR that!”’ ip 
i 
Caught ‘‘on the Hop.” | “THIS COMETH AFTER.” ; 
Tue Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals has decided | Who can disclose the griefs and woes, 
to prosecute sundry watermen for their participation in that odious | The folly who can utter, 
practice of swan-hopping, or, as the society incorruptibly terms it, | Of he who rose and squared his toes, 
swan-vpping. Ins of going out of its way to find these Thames | And spurned his bread-and-butter ? 
atrocities, might we suggest its looking nearer home? Many horrible | ceaaienahteiaas aneimeramniactia ncaa ieane 
cruelties are perpetrated every day without let or hinderance, simply, | oe 
one must suppose, because they have become, so to speak, institutions, | o . 
though for the matter of that so has swan-hopping, we mean swan- | THERE wes & bal masque at the Berlin Opera House the other night 
upping. Mr. Colam would do well to turn his attention to the | When all the Court went. Prince Bismarck had to go, much against his 
‘“ Hanging” Committee of the Royal Aeademy and the daily practice | inclination, no doubt. We trust, however, it being a masked ball he 
here of ‘* word-torturing,”’ ‘‘straining” one’s relations, ‘pinning’? Put the best face on the matter. 
one’s faith to persons, ‘‘ quartering’’ someone’s arms, ‘‘ axing’’ some- | 
one’s pardon, ‘‘cramming”’ a student 4 la Strasbourg, ‘‘ standing” | Paradox. 
on one’s head, ‘‘whipping’’ cream, ‘‘murdering’’ Shakespeare, There is a plant which has root, stem, leaves, and flowers, and yet 4 


“ breaking ” a butterfly, ‘‘ outraging ”’ decency, ‘‘ curing’”’ a patient, | it is Allseed. ’ 
” conscience, ‘‘ violating’ an agreement, ‘‘ cutting’’ an germane ? 


‘* stifling 


acquaintance, ‘‘ striking’’ a bargain 
never heard of ‘‘ riding a hobby to death.”’ 


Mark Antony on Privy Covuncrttors.—‘‘ So are they all right 


honourable men.’ 








AS THE BEST FOOD 
THE FACULTY BECOMMEND 


o 
&*” CHAPMAN’S 
Wheat Flour. 


tre owen come COCOA ESSENC 


“>. PERFECTLY DIGESTIBLE. 
HIGHLY NUTRITIOUS. 


Entire 
3 


BICH IN 


Military Mem. 
Wuar flower is emblematic of trooping the colours ?—The Standard 
rose. 


in, &c., &c. And perhaps he has 


Ex Orricio Freemen of the Cook’s Company.—Policemen. 


Rona 







CADBURY S 





¢. BRANDAUER & C0.'S New registered “ press 
eortes*’ weds es fame ~ scratch nor spurt—the 
rounded new -=Ask your 
‘Anedrtea Semple Ren ond 

select the pattern best suited to your hand. 






PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


PHOSPHATES. AAUTION.—Ly Coven theakens om the oup it proves the addetion of starch. 


Printed by JUDD & ©O., Phosnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Desters’ Commons, and Published (fer the Proprietors) at 168, Fleet Street, B.C.—London, February 27, 1578. 
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WATERLOO 
GOSSIP. 


Tue results of the 
running for the Water- 
loo Cup are before us, 
and present some very 
curious but interest- 
ing features. We find, 
on looking over the 
first list of courses, 
that Whistling Duck 
beat Early Morn. We 
have heard of the bird 
who, by getting up 
very early, took the 
worm at a disadvan- 
tuge, but we never 
heard before of a bird 
who got the best of the 
morn itself. That 
duck must be an un- 
commonly early 
species of fowl. Fur- 
ther on we read that 
Madam beat the Re- 
gistrar General, and 
wonder if she was 
Mrs. R. G., and what 
the Registrar had done 
to offend her. That 
Kilkenny should beat 
Highland Whisky 
must have sorely ex- 
ercised ‘the Scottish 
coursers;: but to us it 
seems inexplicable. To 
our taste Highland 
Whisky cannot be 
beaten, not even by 
Dublin, let alone Kil- 
kenny. Handicraft’s 
beating Hornpipe was 
quite as it should be— 

a good, useful handi- 
cratt being better any 
day than any kind of 
jig; neither is it sur- 
prising that Zazel 
should beat Poacher, 
seeing that no poacher, 
however handy with 
his gun, ever suc- 
ceeded in bringing 
down the house like 
the Aquarium heroine. 
Czarevna beat Con- 
ster, no doubt to the 
Consternation of his 
backers, who laid odds 
on him for the course ; 





FUN. 





PHYSIC-ALL PAIN. 


Doctor :—** WHAT, YOUR MOTHER WORSE! 


SHE USED THAT LARGE BLISTER I sENT?”’ 


WELL, I CAN’T UNDERSTAND IT. 


Hasn't 


Child :—‘* Ou Yus, SIR; BUT IT TOOK HER A RARE LONG TIME FUR TO EAT IT ALL, 


AND SHE SAYS IT DON’T SEEM TO GET NO FURDERER THAN HER CHEsT.”’ 





A PRIME MINISTER. 


RonpDEAU. 


To make appear that wrong is right— 
To demonstrate that black is white— 

To dictate to a servile band, 

Deep things they need not understand, 
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bat presently we are 
told that his Victress 
sustained defeat from 
Nuphar, which we 
take leave to doubt. 
We know only one that 
can beat the beautiful 
Czarevna — her own 
peerless sister of 
Wales. Corporal Ma- 
jor’s beating Suttler 
was quite on the cards 
too; the winner of this 
course was not men- 
tioned in the betting, 
a clear proof of his 
being a non-commis- 
sioned officer. To say 
that Zazel beat Rival 
Belle is only to admit 
that the Championess 
of the ‘* lightning 
flight”’’ is without « 
rival, and yet she found 
one at Waterloo, beiny 
put out in the last 
round by Coomassie. 
Theultimate, anddual, 
Victress, we learn, is 
a daughter of Cele- 
brated andQueen. We 
don’t know what her 
sire was celebrated for, 
or of what her dam 
was queen, but it ts 
clear that their off- 
spring unites in her- 
self the names of both 
her parents. Cele- 
brated in coursing 
annals as the winner 
of two Waterloo Cups, 
she must be honoured 
asa very Queen of the 
leash. Coomassie, we 
tind, has won some five 
and twenty courses, 
und has never known 
defeat. She never 
shows her game or her 
adversaries the least 
‘*massy,” and as for 
her hares she makes 
of them so many 
‘*(h)arey nothings.’’ 
When they see her 
‘*cooming”’ they say, 
‘* Massie on us!”’ but 
they don’t get any, 
poor things. 








History Repeats Itself. 


A Beaian lady, famed for her vegetables, was one day proudly 


| showing her cabbage-garden to a neighbour. 


Cornclie said nothing 


until she saw her little boys returning from school. Beckoning them 


sprouts.”’ 


'to her, she then exclaimed as proudly, ‘* Zhese are my Brussels 


VoL. 


But must accept as Wisdom’s light 
This is thy course !—In prostrate plight 


A Strrance MEETING, or couRSsSE.—In an account of a recent 
coursing meeting we read that Jack-o’-the-Green beat Little Ros: 


Thy vassals wait to fly or tight | Polecat successfully defied True Analysis, Popgun defeated the 


The ghosts it suits thy ruling hand 


ut o’er thy day has come a night 
Of crowned eclipse! ‘Thy soaring flight 
Of vanity had deemed it grand 
To make an Empress of the land ; 
Yet stooped on Self—from dizzy height— 





a Oh 





Quod erat Demon-strandum. 
WitaT woman’s ghost is it that goes about doing incalculable mis- 
chief in the world and the church ‘—The spirit of Ann Tagonism. 


Belgian Agent, Brevet-Major triumphed over Bad Opinion, Shortest 
To make appear ! Route beat the Steampacket, and Pocket Edition beat the Baby. Border 
Beauty was ‘* drawn lame’’—bad taste, we think, on the part of the artist. 

INEQUALITY OF THE Encutsn Law.—If the doorkeeper of a work- 
| house strikes a pauper, the poor man is not allowed to tap the 
| workhouse porter. 
| A PICKPOCKET writes to inquire whether making abstracts of contents 
To make a Peer. be not a perfectly legitimate occupation. 

SPELLING Rerorm.— Begin with the alphabet. At first starting it 
is mendacious and ungrammatical—A be C. 

A Caution ror Cooks.—Before you collar eels, take care that the 


| fishmonger isn’t looking. 
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ODD ITEMS. 
IN GREAT BRITAIN. 


WAR PREPARATIONS ID 
M R. a. 
TT 


AYLING, a 
man, a 


private i, 

short time 

ago unwittingly 

brought down upon 

himself the universal 

contempt of his 

friends and acquaint- 

ances by hastening 

away to the seaside 

on hearing it men- 

tioned that in the 

event of England’s 

declaring war a 

general conscription 

might result. It be- 

came unanimously 

agreed among them that his visit to the seaport was merely a preparation 
for instant flight across the Channel should the conscription be actually 
proclaimed. Mr. Ayling was, therefore, cut on all sides, and became an 
object of loathing even to his tradespeople, who had no hesitation in 
openly insulting him wherever he went. This painful state of things 
has, at le ngth, suddenly come to a close. Only yesterday it was dis- 
covered that (so far from harbouring any intentions of robbing the 
British Army of his services) Mr. Reether Ayling had actually gone 
down to the seaside to recrurr! He has received an autograph 


letter of thanks from the Secretary for War. 


A strange case of taci- 
turnity has just come to 
light. Major A and 
Colonel B 7 both of 


the —-th Regiment, lately 
entered the same railway 
carriage on a journey to 
C——. It was observed 
that they travelled, with- 
out exchanging a word, as joo , 
far as [D—— (a distance ie es; 
of two hundred = and lay 
fifty-seven miles). Here et 

collision occurred, and 
the two officers were thrown side by side into a dry ditch, where 
they remained for seven hours without making a single rem rk to one 
another. At the end of this time they were “found, and, as each had 
received some slight injuries, conveye d to the ‘Seven Sle ‘pers Rail- 
way Inn,’’ where they were pl: aced in the same room. Here they 
remained in bed for six weeks, during which time not a syll ible 
passe dd between them, although they were utterly at a loss for occupa- 
tion ; and they afterwards proceede ‘din the same carriage to the same 
destination, where they have taken one single-bedded room, and (in 
consequence of the loss of their luggage in the collision) have but one 
suit of clothes between them; yet they have not yet spoken to one 
another. No surprise will, however, be felt at the occurrence when it 
is explained that they are engage doin keeping up the Army 
Reserve. 


So general is the warlike feeling all over the country that it has 
taken a practical form among the tradespeople. A ge ntleman having 
ordered a handsome dinner 
service, was surprised to 
tind on its arrival at his 
house that more than two- 
thirds of the pieces were 
missing ; having appealed 
in vain to the vendor, he 
was at length compelled 
to seek the aid of the law. 
But the summons was at 
once dismissed on the 
detendant explaining to 
t.c magistrate the ad- 
vantares of the ‘‘ Snort SERVICE SYSTEM.” 


HEALTH-GIVING 

Another curious case comes to us from the Courts. A master 
builder was charged last week with violently assaulting one of his 
workmen. ‘The prisoner said that in committing the assault he had 
merely been indulging in healthy exercise: and, on the magistrate’s 
: what he meant, he hastened to explain that he had 


EXERCISE. 


inquiring 
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only been a Scamper. The at once 


discharged. 


‘Going for prisoner was 


“TIME! TIME!” 
A wEARryY, dreary lot is mine—a weary, dreary life.— 
I wage against my destiny a long and bitter strife. 
By day and night (though vainly quite) the contest I renew.— 
Ah me, that I was ever born a clock of ormolu ! 
Before a lordly looking-glass, above a pleasant fire, 
I ply my task. ‘‘ What more,’’ you ask, ‘‘ would any clock desire ?’’— 
Away, away! No flesh and blood can properly divine 
This tedious, dull monotony that seems for ever mine. 


When I was young and innocent I fancied it sublime 

To mark each flying footstep of that grand old fellow, Time. 
Like any proper boy or girl who learns the letters through, 
I did my duty gallantly—for just a year or two. 

The time appears a century! We clocks grow very fast. 
My baby days are over, and my boyish ones are past. 

As model of propriety I've acted pretty long ; 

But now, I own, I should so like—to go a little wrong! 

Oh, if my key were only lost, and I could have my way !— 
I'd never be correct again throughout the merry day. 

Like any decent horologe I’d never deign to go, 

But always be a little fast or else a little slow. 

And I would play old gooseberry with men I didn’t like ; 
And when it was no hour at all I’d always give a strike. 
When anybody put me right, I’d get so wrong again 

That nobody should ever be in time for any train. 


My master is a flighty chap—well known about the town ; 

He treats me very kindly, but he hates my running-down. 

And, while he winds me up again, I murmur with a groan: 

‘* You're fond enough of rest yourself. Jo let your clock alone!” 
He studies metaphysics, and occasionally sends 

Nocturnal invitations to his philosophic friends. 

I listen while they try to prove the Freedom of the Will ; 

Yet, though I strive, I can’t contrive to keep one secor.d still. 
I’ve known such gay and giddy clocks—I recollect them now— 
Brimful of mirth and merriment they went on anyhow ; 

As though it mattered not a jot how ill a clock behaves, 

So long as it can only quote that ‘‘ Time was made for slaves ’’ 
I envy them their liberty ; I pine beneath my chains. 

The true Bohemian devilry is running through my veins. 

Oh, for a single wicked hour !—P ray grant me, Fate, the boon 
Of striking ove while yonder Sun proclaims the hour of xoon ! 


EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 


A Farce ror MANAGERs. 
ScENE.—1 fashionable Drapery Establishinent at the West-end. As 
opens a SHOP-WALKER is discovered, washing his hands with invisible soap 
ti ini pe reep To him enters a LAvDY. 


HOP-WALKER (doing low). 
S what may it be that madam 

quires ¢ 

Lapy. Iwish to see some huckaback. 

Ss. W. Certainly. I will conduct you 
to our huckaback department. But first 
I must beg madam to remove her bonnet, 
und leave it at the counter to the left. 

Lapy. Leave my bonnet! Ridiculous! 
What do you mean? 

S. W. It is the rule of the house, 
madam. No lady is allowed to look at 
huckaback with her bonnet on. But I 
assure you great care will be taken of 
yours, and we charge but sixpence for 
retaining it till you return. 

Lapy. What an absurdity! And to 

for looking after what I preferto keep! It's 


tible water. 


And 


re- 


have to pay you, too, 





a 
5 
a 
é 
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extortion, that’s what itis. Just as if I could look out my hucka- 


back better without my bonnet. I shall not take it off ! 
S. W. (politely, but firmly). Then I much regret to say, madam 
it is impossible to let you proceed to buy our goods. (Opens door.) 


Lavy (aside). How provoking! Yet I must get this huckaback at 
once, that is certain. (Zo Suor-warker.) It happens I am in imme- 
diate need of the article I named, so I must this time submit to 
your stupid rule. (Gives him her bonnet.) Now, may I see the 


huckaback ? 


S. W. This way, madam. (He kads her to the huckaback counter.) 


Mr. Jones, please attend to this lady. (Exit SHop-WALKER. 
Mr. Jones. ’Uckaback, madam? Certainly. Pray take a seat. 


Lapy (sitting down). These chairs are particularly high. But I see 


you have footstools yonder; I should like one, if you please. 


Mr. J. Jest so, madam. (Fetches stool.) Our charge for foot- 


stools is sixpence, an’ you use them as long as you like. 


Lany. Another charge! This is preposterous! I come to spend 
my money with you, and yet you seem determined to send me away 


in disgust. 
Mr. J. Very sorry, madam ; but it’s the rule of the ’ouse. 
Lapy (aside). How annoying that I am so pushed fortime. (Zo 
Mr. J.) There! put the stool down, and show me the huckaback, do! 
My. J. (showing a piece). That’s a fine quality, madam ! 
Lapy (examining it). Yes, it seems stout. What is it a yard ? 


Mr. J. (shouting to boy in distance). ’Enery, ’Enery, bring the 


lady a price-list. 

Lapy. Iask you what this is by the yard. 

Mr. J. One moment, mem. Our price-list will 
ticklers ; only tuppence each, scented and all. 

Lavy. Oh, this is becoming too dreadful! Surely it is not 
unreasonable to expect you to furnish customers with information 
about what they buy of you? 

Mr. J. (offering a list). It’s all here, madam. ’Uckaback you'll 
find on page 3; but the charge of tuppence is the rule of the ’ouse, 
[ assure you. 

Lavy (avgrily throwing down some change). Now, perhaps, I may be 
able to get my huckaback. What number is it? (Loviks at list.) 

Mr. J. Number 102 Hay, madam. 

Lapy. A shilling a yard, I see. 

Mr. J. Jest so. 

(As the Lavy rises to inspect the material more closely, a servant bearing 
a tray, on which are three pickled walnuts and an Abcriethy biscuit, 
pushes rudely between her and the counter, treading on her toes, 
upsetting the pickle vinegar on her dress, and shouting loudly nw her 
face, ‘* Any pickles or biscuits? Any pickles or biscuits ¢”’) 

Lapy. This is insufferable! Whatever does it mean, sir ? 

Mr. J. It’s the rule of the ’ouse, madam. We always send round 
refreshments for customers. Will you take an Abernethy; only 
sixpence ? 

Lapy. Certainly not. Give me six yards of this huckaback, and 
let me be gone! 

Mr. J. (measuring it out). No offence, madam; but I hope you'll 
not forget me. 

Lapy (emphatically). That I shall not, I promise you. 

Mr. J. The price of the lists is tuppence ; but anythink customers 
likes to add goes into our pockets. 

Lapy. More extortion, I declare! (Gives money.) 

Mr. J. Thank you, madam; I'll take the parcel out for you. 
‘Leads the way to the door, where SHOP-WALKER is watchwig.) 

SHOP-WALKER (giving bonnet). Sixpence is the regular charge, 
madam ; but J get nothing out of it. 

Lapy (laughing ironically). This is indeed an admirable way oi 
doing business! Who’s the next beggar? (Gives money.) 

S. W. The errand boy is not here at this moment, madam ; but it 
you'll leave the parcel he shall bring it you, and then 

Lapy (interrupting). I can give him sixpence, too. Exactly! 
Unfortunately I cannot wait his convenience, however. Good day ; 
and you may be sure you will never see me in the shop again. 

S. W. Good day, madam. It’s only the rule of the ‘ouse, I 
assure you. 

Lapy. Thenit’s quite time such ridiculous and offensive rules were 
altered. [Euvit the Lavy. 
Curran. 

By way or Errtocut.—We need scarcely point out that the rules 
the Lapy complained of so strongly are in force in the majority of 
our theatres; and it is difficult to see why the draper has not an equal 
right with the theatrical lessee to levy numerous petty and vexatious 
taxes on his customers. That the draper does not claim to exercise 
that right, however, is one of the reasons, perhaps, why he makes his 
fortune so much more frequently than the theatrical lessee. 


give full par- 





Positive and Comparative. 
Ovr butterman’s le:ding article is ‘* Dosset,’’ but Coomassie’s 
mutton purveyor is Dcs:etor. I act. 


— 





A TALE OF THE DARDANELLES. 


By a Maw-o’-War's May. 


ww might have been ten years 
about— 
(I s’ pose the log-book tells) 
We'd been a-steaming in and 
out 
Among them Dardanelles ; 
Long since the Admiralty said, 
‘*Q, Admiral,”’ said they, 
‘‘We ain’t got no advice to 
shed, 
No orders to convey ; 
So what you fancies best, do so ; 
Our hands of the job we rinse.”’ 
This here was some ten years 
ago— . 
And we ain't heered from them 
since! 


The Admiral he came to me 
And sadly scratched his head: 

‘*T’m puzzled, Bill,’’ he said, said he : 
‘* What’s your advice ?’’ he said ; 

So I gives a most reflectful frown, 
And hits on a mental spark : 

‘* We'd best keep steamin’ up an’ down *’,— 
‘That ‘ere was my remark. 

Then the Admiral breathed a bad, bad word 
As he heered a grating sound, 

For this was the hundred-and-fifty -third 
Of the times we had run agrcund. 


The Admiral eyed the rolling sea 
With his fingers intertwined, 
As if engaged on a something he 
Was trying to bring to mind. 
Said he, ** If I remember right, 
When years ago we came 
‘To waste our labours day and night 
On this here cruising game, 
I heered some talk of lots of work 
To cheer and entertain, 
A fighting the Roossian or else the Turk — 
We’re a-running aground again ! 
‘I'd gladly give my ears and hair 
To hear some news about 
That awful Russo-Turk affair, 
And if they’ve fought it out ! 
But when IL up and ask direct, 
The Admiralty say : 
‘ They really didn’t recollect 
They'd sent a fleet this way.’ 
I hate with hatred quite sublime 
This cruising round and round— 
This here’s the hundred-and-ninetieth time 
We’ve been and we've gone aground !"’ 


We knowed the old familiar shore 
Of the Dardanelles by heart, 

From being aground a week or more 
On every single part: 

I wery often ponder how 
We knowed each point and bay— 

For we ran aground more trequent now, 
Say fifteen times a day ; 

Till the sailing-master banged his head 
‘* To keep her off the shore 

Is a wain an’ ’opeless task,’”’ he said, 
** And I will vt try no more!’’ 


Then the Admiral said, ‘* This vessel of mine 
[s beautiful and grand, 

But her natteral tendencies incline 
To a life on the solid land ; 

On the wery next spot where she grounds, I swear 
I’! cut this joking short, 

And lvave her a-standing proudly there, 
And she'll make sich a lovely fort!” 

Then we felt one more of the bumpy shakes 
Which of ships a-grounding tells 

And a wery imposing fort she makes 
At the mouth of the Dardanelles ! 


’ 
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MEMORIES OF A SUNDAY IN HYDE PARK. 
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An argument on our War Supplies :—*‘It ain't money we’re wantin’ for, nor provisions 
It's men toeat’em! We've got no men to eat ’em!” 
















** And, after all, what’s six millions? Why, the 
merest trifle !’’ 
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DRAWING HIS TEETH. 


Dentist : “AH! MY DEAR SULTAN, THESE EAST WINDS HAVE BEEN TOO MUCH FOR YOU. YOU CAN'T HAVE 
PEACE TILL WE EXTRACT YOUR WISDOM TEETH AND HALF-A-DOZEN IRONCLADS OR SO, AND FILE DOWN A FEW 


PROVINCES. OUR FEE IS ONLY A FEW MILLIONS.” 
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of England's declaring war against, and conquering, Russia. It will 
run something in this way:— 


MARCH b, 1878. ] 








LOAVES AND FISHES. 
Ae IGHT reverend bishop 
In front of a fish-shop, 
There’s nothing miraculous 
now 
In the plentiful take 
You are hoping to make, 
Small thanks to the sweat of your 
brow. 


Let anger-swelling thunders echo, minative, along! 
Shall Virtue’s sanguine torrent-throb, flow, ebbing on the strand 
Unstayed, neglected ; while the proud, the scornful, and the strong, 
Carnation-clad, in vice prevail with slaughter-seeking hand * 
Cleave off yon carnage-crimsoned mail while time shall yet remain! 
Dring succour to the succourer, and help to him who helped 
A Christian brother tyrant-crushed in cruel bondage-pain, 
And, lashing, spurned the heathen curs of battle, demon-whelped ! 
It is the Christian calls aloud — shall desolation grim 
Strike down his brightest, fairest aims at Britain’s heartless whim ¢ 











The curate may wish 
For his share of the fish, 
As of old he must curb his desire ; 
The abbot, of course, 
Gets the turbot and sauce, 
And collars the cod without any 


ut the most lucrative branch of my newly adoptedfprofession will, 
Iam certain, be my War Sovgs, which I comprehensively include 
among War Poetry. These War Songs must be limited to a smaller 
expanse of subject—in fact, the topic should generally be the ‘‘ British 
Lion.”’ 


ea remorse, a4 ' The principal thing is to find a rhyme for Lion :— 
eaving very é ry for the “4 
. Tiss =; . Oh, the British Lion 


Is a noble 
‘*Tron’’ will do; it is not a good rhyme, unless you take care to pro- 
nounce it suitably ; and it seems at first rather far-fetched as to mean- 
ing, but with a little reflection the reader will discover that it is really 
a fine metaphor. Consider the proverbial strength of iron! So here 








ON WAR POETRY, ETC. 


ArTER years of wearisome casting about for the means of earning 


ewe a 


is Unstanched, unchampioned ; while the proud, a ‘Beitein’ wisdom auids 
e e 2 °F ¢ . . , < s : ; ’ 
Gore-vestured, in their vice prevail ? ee oe ae : 
Britain's might o’erwhelm, r 
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an insufficient and paltry livelihood, and after repeatedly attempting 
to start on a new profession, and repeatedly turning sick and giddy 
on discovering that the new profession was far too difficult for my 
limited capacity to master, I have quite suddenly found the way to 
fortune. 

The way I have come upon is well paved, free from thorns and 
loose stones, brilliantly lighted, and altogether delightful to progress 
along. I say this confidently, because not only have I tried a 
few steps on it, but I can see the path quite clearly right away to the 
end—where dwell honour, renown, and affluence, all of which [ desire, 
especially the last. I have positively found a profession which my 
limited capacity can master, and in two months I shall be in affluent 
circumstances. Let anybody who likes make a nation’s laws; but I 
mean to have a try at making some of its War Poems. I have just 
discovered the whole secret of making War Poems, and it consists of 
the unquestioning acceptation of these two principles—The con- 
queror has No virtues, and The conquered has No vices. It might at first 
appear that some difficulty would arise in the event of the conqueror 
becoming at any subsequent time the conquered, or vice versa ; but 
there is no difficulty. By the fact of his becoming conquered his 
vices are at once transferred to his conqueror, while the virtues of the 
latter are transferred to him. How this comes about I cannot explain, 
but I firmly believe it; and this is the way to succeed. Now, for 
instance, I have written a trial poem on the Turkish atrocities in 
Bulgaria (before the Russian invasion); the Bulgarians, being the 
weaker, represent Virtue; while the Turks, being the _ stronger, 
represent Vice :— 

Let scattering thunders seethe aloud ! 
Shall Virtue’s welling life-pulse fail 





Rend off yon carnage-savoured mail ! 
A stainless life, a spotless death 
Shall cry aloud with clarion breath, 
Until the proud, fear-frenzied, quail ! 
The Christian falls—shall his fair land 
O’erglut the heathen’s ravening hand 


The foregoing poem was most successful, and was for a long time the 
theme of every tongue, though you may never have heard it spoken 


is my song (with a choice of rhymes) :— 
Oh, the British Lion 
Is a noble iron, 
(proud and high ‘un } 
) sharp and sly “un | 
high and dry “un 
(mighty spry ‘uns 
And sharp are his tusks and horns (metaphor—poetic license) 
( tail and toes 
eyes, and red 
‘claws, and big 
He terrifies those who disturb his doze 
(them that his views condemn } 
| these that attempt to tease 
< such as annoy too much > 
; folks who are prone to hoax 
(him who resists his whims J 
So mind how you jump on his corns. 
tickle his nose) 
sit on his head 
(sneer at his wig J 


Refer to rhymes in 
second line. 
I am sure this song, duly advertised, will ‘‘ take’? immensely. Here 
is the skeleton plan of a song | have in hand: 


We'tt Briess Lorp BEAconsrieup ' 


Where’er . . Jritain’s shores extend, 
- 2 «+ « « . protecting shield, 
truest guide stanchest friend, 

. . . Lord Beaconsfield ! 


. . « « « no harm betide 
While he is at the helm! 

Chorus. So . . about 

With deafening shout, 
echoes peal’d 
England's choice, 

. . lusty voice 
Well bless Lord Beaconsfield ! 


é 

: of. Encouraged—(for however sure one may be of one’s ground, Oa sie oe 1 War S a ar 
encouragement is never superfluous)—I seized the opportunity offered Skeleton rhymes for L al lotic and War Songs supplied (by weight) 
; by the Russian invasion to write another War Poem. Now the Turks at the shortest notice.—[Anpvr. ] 

; were the weaker, this involving a transfer of moral characteristics :— = 

: Let shattering thunders, seething, roll along ! A Good Money ‘‘ Bag!” 

: Shall Virtue’s welling life-pulse ebb away Ix the matter of a recent robbery case we read in the papers that 
' Unstanched, unsuccoured ; while the proud and strong, ‘* Money amounting to £920, which was deposited in two bags, was 
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Carnation-robed, in vice prevail and slay ? 
Tear off yon slaughter-reeking mail in time, 
Fre spotless Virtue, failing, bite the dust! 
The stainless falls—unless we hold it crime 
To stretch an arm to ward a rebel thrust ! 
The heathen falls — shall his fair stretching shore 
O’erglut the Christian’s ravening hand with more * 


The ‘‘ rebel thrust ’’ refers, of course, to the rising in Bulgaria (sce 
former poem) ; and I certainly consider it a masterpiece of ‘‘ trans- 
ferred moral characteristics.’ This poem just quoted obtained a 
success even greater than that of the first. 

I am now engaged upon yet another poem, applicable in the event 





handed to the gentleman connected with the colliery company. He 
deposited them in a first-class carriage, and while his head was turned 
the two bags were adroitly purloined and two dummies substituted.” 
No wonder his head was turned! Fancy receiving in one’s clutch 
£920 all at once! ‘The moral, however, of this incident is that one 
should never be so careless as to carry money in one’s ** bags.” 


Inscription for the Base of Cleopatra’s Needle. 
Si monumentum queris circunspice.—This is a queer species of 
monument. 


Tue Harrpressers’ Favourite Gamwe.—Curline. 
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A PANACEA. 


» ILE last rays of the setting sun, 
*‘sloping slowly to the west”’ 
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(if anything can ‘slope 
slowly’’), fell, lingeringly and 
sadly, upon the bent form of an 
old, old man. Bowed down 
in utter misery, he cowered in 
his chair, curling his legs and 
arms together in inextricable 
confusion in the _ writhing 
agony of his self - loathing; 
nothing recognisable could be 
seen save his poor bald head 
and the few dishonoured hairs 
that clung degraded to his 
shameful skull. For the old 
man had committed a dastardly 
act— he had ‘‘ ridden in a 
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| superior class to that for which 
he |had paid his fare’’ — and 
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MELT Hi mime | he shrank from his fellow- 
men. He dared not meet 
his wife, lest she should read infraction of bye-laws in_ his 
every movement and hate him with:a bitter hate. And _ his 
children - his innocent children !—how could he offer them the sweets 
that lay, clammy and conglomerate, in his pockets when, perchance, 
the very sixpence which purchased them belonged of right to a shame- 
lessly defrauded railway company! No! He had avoided them all 
and slunk, like the criminal he was, to the library, there to groan and 
cower and writhe. | Now, however, he raised his grief-stricken head 
and gazed unmeaningly at a newspaper at his side. The police 
intelligence was uppermost, and he read the case nearest to him metho- 
dically through three times, without its conveying anything whatever 
to his wicked, wicked brain. He commenced it a fourth time—this 
time, however, with a dawning intelligence. Soon a change came over 
him. <A sense of relief was first visible, then he disentangled his 
arms, unravelled his legs, smoothed his shirt, buttoned his collar 
and so on, reading the whole time with a countenance which, 
through rapid gradations, at last assumed a look of astonished 
indignation, while he exclaimed: 

‘** The rascals! The unprincipled, scoundrelly rascals! Travelling 
without paying any tare atall! They ought to be ashamed of them- 
selves.—Forty shillings! I should think so, indeed—they ought to 
be whipped at the cart’s tail. Well, I’m nota saint, I own, but, 
thank goodness, I’m not so bad as some people.’’ And quite 
reinstated in his own opinion, he went in to his tea, distributed the 
sweets without a pang, and passed a very jolly evening with his 


wife. ‘ Some hours previous to the enactment of the 
above scene, two men might have been observed creeping 


stealthily from the portals of a Police Court—they had just 
been fined forty shillings each. They avoided each other’s guilty 
eye and shunned the passers’ observation. The odour of their guilty 
deed clung to them. Henceforth they would be pariahs,—outcasts 
from society; never more would the ungloved hand of  friend- 
ship be stretched forth to them—the ‘‘ bitter’’ of boon companionship 
was a thing of the past. Slinking along with their eyes moodily cast 
down, they did not observe the approach of a third person until he was 
close upon them. When they we observe him they started, turned 
pale, and stopped, looking right and left for means of escape. The 
person bore oa upon them. He was evidently going to speak. 
Was it possible that he was ignorant of their disgrace ¢ 











‘‘What, Jones! Brown!” said the new-comer, ** such news 
But, how is this’ You are pale—your mouths twitch—you cower and 
shrink—is it possible that you know—that you are hit too?” 
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‘*Hit? What can you mean, Robinson?”’ they tremblingly in- 
quired. 

‘¢ Then you do mot know,”’ said Robinson, ‘‘ Why, Swindulls of the 
‘Black-beetle and Vermin Destroying Association (Limited)’ has bolted 
with the cash-box—come and have a bitter, and I'll tell you all about 
it.” Brown and Jones became other men at the news—they assumed 
upright positions, they looked each other fearlessly in the face, and as 
they followed Robinson, arm in arm, Jones said to Brown— 

‘* Well, we may be mean hunkses, but I think we draw the line at 
robbing the widow and the orphan—eh, Brown’ Thank goodness, 
we're not so bad as some people.” . . . . Meanwhile Swindulls 
was lashed to the skylight of the Calais boat. The passage 
was rough, and Swindulls was very bad (in every sense), Se was 
uncomfortable in his mind and uncomfortable in his body; he 
felt very remorseful about that cash-box (it was a very bad passage ! 
—he thought if it hadn’t been for that he could have walked up and 
down the deck and smoked a cigar. As it was, he lay limp and 
wretched. Presently someone spoke. 

‘¢ Yes, my dear fellow, Bill Sykes broke in at the kitchen window 
and stripped the place—stole everything he could lay hands on.”’ 
Swindulls pricked up his ears—he felt a little better. 

‘* Stole, eh ?’’ he muttered; ‘‘ come, I never stole anything. 
have swindled the widow, and perhaps defrauded the orphan—oh, lor 
there's a lurch !—but they must have been foo/s to expect ten thousand 
per cent. I’m bad enough, but, thank goodness, I’m not so bad so 
bad as some people.”’ . . . And BillSykes lowered and brooded 


I may 


- - 
. 





in his lonely cell. ‘* Well, I have been a blarmed fool, J have : 
lagged for a stoopid concern a babby might ’a’ managed easy—on 
‘is ’ead ’e might. Fancy being lagged for burglary—lagged, too! 
Why, all the pals ll reg’ler chi-ike me w’enI gits out ag’in ; none 0’ 
them ’ud ’a got in sich a’ole, ketch ’em. Ugh,’’ and he growled on 
till the gaoler brought his meal. 

‘*You needn't look so down, mate,”’ 
‘* pal o’ yours jest come in.” 

‘*Who's that? Wot'’sit for?’’ ‘* W’y, ’Ulkin’ ’Arry, an’ it’s for 
murder ; bashed a ole gent on the ’ead—jest to parss the time, ’e said.”’ 

‘*Ah,”’ thought Bill, ‘‘ well, now, come, I ain’t such a fool as I 
thort. "Arry a-goin’ to be scragged too! Well, I’m bad enough, 
an’ a good job too, I don't care—but I ain’t so bad as some people any - 
way,’’ and he curled himself up and went to sleep. . cy 

The sun rose brightly, and the birds twittered gaily, as ’Ulkin’ 
’Arry, with certain attendants, ascended a structure erected for his 
especial benefit. There were only a few spectators, all respectable, 
and ’Arry felt very ‘‘down.’’ Brought to this point, he looked upon 
murder with loathing. ‘‘ I’m jest about the wust blaggard there is,” 
he thought, as the strapping opera- 
tions commenced. One of the 
operators, however, hurting him- 
self with a «buckle, exclaimed, 
‘*the d '”’ and ’Arry heard 
him. His face cleared somewhat. 
‘* Well, no,” he whispered, ** not 
the wust. I'm bad enough, but I 
ain’t as bad as somebody, arter all.”’ 
And all the while his Satanic 
Majesty sat in his dominion, 
thoughtfully tying knots in his tail. 
‘*T suppose I'm a bad lot,” he 
mused, with a triumphant smile 
and a malignant chuckle, ‘ a 
precious bad lot, but I’m not so 
black as I’m painted, either.” 





remarked that functionary, 








Srevt Surveillance in three letters. —S. P. and H. (espionage.) 
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THEATRES. 


Wuen the cari//ov chorus and the prompter’s bell rang the curtain 
down at the ‘‘ Folly” the other night it was pretty patent that all 
concerned, besides the composer, had scored a success. Les Cloches 
de Corneville, or, as nota few of its interpreters insisted, Corney rea, 
is by no means an ordinary so-called comic opera, a mere peg on which 
to hang some jingling melodies, ghastly puns, and ‘‘ forms divine.” 
It contains a fair amount of dramatic interest and pretty music ; is 
admirably acted and fairly sung. The serious idea of the story, as 
embodied in the punishment of the old miser, forms a happy back- 
ground to the more lively portion of the main plot so rarely met with 
in pieces of this class, and although the music may not be intensely 
original, it is entirely melodious, and the concerted piece introducing 
the chimes is exceedingly clever. The histrionic honours fell without 
approach to Mr. Shiel Barry, who, in spite of a terrible cold, played 
the miser with an amount of intensity and feeling seldom witnessed. 
Miss Cameron, as Germaine, was picturesque and perfect, while Miss 
Munroe played Serpolette in a manner worthy of Judic herself; 
Messrs. Howson, Hill, Loredan, and Ashford completing a cast, the 
efficiency of which was indisputable. The piece is admirably adapted, 
there being very little dialogue and »o puns, for which we offer the 
adaptors the tribute of our thanks. An ill-selected claque did its best 
to secure an unfavourable reception for the piece. 

“* The Ne’er-do- Weel,” at the Olympic, is announced as an original 
play; if this is in reference to the minor details it is correct, but 
the story itself is as old as the ‘‘old, old story.’’ There is ‘‘ stuff” 
enough in this play to make half-a-dozen ordinary successful ones, and 
yet it is not a success. Idea after idea is opened up rich in happiness 
and originality, which, instead of assisting and adorning it, seemed to 
clog and fit in ill with the main thread. That main thread is 
disconnected, and what is connected is often somewhat unaccountable. 
The first act is in every way perfect, the third is in every way the 
reverse, while the second keeps the balance between them. The con- 


THE NEW SPIRIT. 


** There is a lying spirit abroad.””—Mr. Cross. 








Hart to thee, New Spirit ! 
Rum thou surely art, 
That from—hem !—or. near it 
Pourest thy Red Heart 
In wicked strains of anti-Gcovernmental art. 


All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 
Shriecking a war scare 
With aims unavowed, 
Or ranting to a rude and rowdy Cremorne crowd. 


Whom you prompt we know not, 
Gladstone or Lord B. ; 
From French papers flow not 
Canards wild and free 
As those you set afloat in prose of the D. 7. 


Teach us, sprite absurd, 
What dark plots are thine ; 
Hast thou ever stirr’d 
Forbes to write a line, 
Or Hardy to pump out his eloquence benign ? 


We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not ; 
sefore -it raises laughter, 
After’s—Ben knows what. 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of shell and shot. 


Teach us Russia’s badness ; 
Teach us how to crow: 
Such wild, wanton madness 
From our lips should flow, 
The world would yell out War, as England’s yelling 
now. 





Povtrry and game are cheap in Glasgow. ‘‘ Duck- 
lings per pr., 0s. Od. to Os. Od.;’’ single geese and 
pheasants, and braces of grouse and partridges at the 
same prices. 

We try to check the practice in horses ; nevertheless, 
there are thousands of people in the world who devote 
themselves to the promotion of cattle-rearing. 

A Retrrep Trapesmsx.— Your chimney-sweep— 
when he has gone to bed. 


THEN.” 
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versation is, like all Mr. Gilbert gives us, delightful. The humour is 
his own, and no higher praise can be awarded it, and it was with a 
sincere feeling of regret we watched what was so full of promise dis- 
appoint our expectations and desires. There is much in the piece well 
worthy of a visit, but it is the penalty of greatness Mr. Gilbert has to 
pay when he fails to write up to his grand reputation. The acting all 
round left absolutely nothing to be desired, the smaller points being, 
as is rarely the case, as well played as the larger ones. 

The reproduction of Madame Angot at the Alhambra is more than 
justified by the great popularity of the piece, as well as by the perfect 
way in which it is put upon the stage. 


‘‘CHEST SO.”’ 


Smirn. Hulloa, Jodes, id»the fadshion like byself, got a dnasty 
cold id the d’head. 

Jones. Ah, dear boyd, bmime’s id the chest dto, but I’b glad 
we've met, judst thoughdt of a smart thing. 

Smitn. Whadt’s that ? 

Jones. Oh, a mustard plaster, dondt you dow. 





Crumbs of Information. 

Tue Master of the Rolls must be complimented for the possession 
of a most even temper. Notwithstanding the dastardly outrage com- 
mitted upon him the other day, he wasn’t observed to turn the least 
bit crusty. Suitors in his lordship’s Court may possibly derive from 
this a crumb of comfort. 

Never give up P(h)ope. 

Mrs. Mavaprop is ill, and wants to know where she can get the 
recipe for the late Pope’s syllabub, and for his infallible Tea. She 
also inquires whether it would be any use if her daughter applied for 
the situation in Europe. 


WARD. 


NOT “BACK”? 


Ferryman :—‘* ONE VENNY, PLEASE, SIR.” 
Yokel :—“* AIN'T GOT ONLY A ‘A’ P’Ny.”’ 
Ferryman :—‘* THE CHARGE IS ONE PENNY.’ 
Yokel (who's foud of being on the river) :—“ Wei, TAKE ME BACK AGAIN, 
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NOT THE STY-LE FOR MARY. | 
Mr. Kinshild :—“* Weit, Mary, you KNow IF you MARRY TERENCE, YOU'LL HAVE TO KEEP A PIG AND WASH,” &c., &c. 
Mary :—“ Yis, ’peep, I witt i I Marry Terence, AN’ A DIRTY PIG, TOO; SO GO HOME, Mr. KINSHILD, AN’ TELL TERENCE I TOULD 
you so.” ; 
4 
; 
PICTURE GALLERIES. THE COCKNEY DIALECT. 4 
Tue public have rarely if ever had such a chance as now of getting | On London School Board, can — face is 
a knowledge of the rise and progress of British art. The Grosvenor The patois which tor = a. place os 
Gallery, with its marvellous collection of water colours, forms a good Will talk of ‘‘ rice”’ and ‘‘ plice f How a 
; history of that branch of art from its early development down to the Must ears that in for accent go iH 
presenttime. In the Old Masters Exhibition at Burlington House there Tingle to hear words altered so, 2 
: are (independently of the examples of foreign schools), fine specimens From “If you love me, say so, Joe,” a 
‘4 of Sir Joshua Reynolds, Gainsborough, and other British worthies. Lo ‘‘ If you love me, ‘sigh, sow ! 4 
There is also the collection of the so-called Norwich school. In addi- é 
f tion to these the Royal Academy has thrown open to the public the A “Running” Account. 4 
; ene Galleries, which really contain a history of painting in oil ‘ + tele sli hoa pala dain. ht t Salford the ; 
‘ in England since the founding of that institution, and a most melan- the “ ’ 7 ae vith oe ene sod a k “2 S = si be 4 
%. choly and depressing collection it is. No educated artist of the present é 1 ¥ ate . vole o ae oY * » did the noite pe Se % 
day can help standing amazed when he sees what ‘ held the town” in SW#R- Vice evidently ran in the hamily——s0 > poe. = 
; } days past; but to the student it ought to be most encouraging to see . SSS Ree bl 
how far the art has travelled within the last twenty years, and to feel ‘‘Give Me Where to Stand, and I Will Move the World.”’ 
how much is yet to be done. Doubtless there are many fine works in Mr. GLapstone said at Oxford that he would move heaven and 
the collection ; but, taken as a whole, it is really questionable whether earth to prevent the Government getting the Supplemental Vote. Mr. 
it is to the advantage of the Royal Academy that these galleriesshould Forster only moved an amendment. 4 
‘¢ be thrown open. a 
ia Another interesting collection will be the promised exhibition of the | New Reapinc.—Truth is stronger than faction. (For Mr. 
works of J. M. W. Turner, owned oY Mr. Ruskin. o> ae ss 6) P 
— § 
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A medical gentleman in a good position, having an extensive 
practice, and wishing to marry, will correspond with 
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A young lady similarly inclined. Address, &c.—(Apvrt.) 








to the senate was more argumentative, and his ‘‘ You should more 
command with years’’ to Brabantio was not impressive. When 


Txx announcement that ‘‘ the Great Hungarian tragedian’’ was to | Othello is on the stage he should fill it; the moment after Herr 
appear as Othello drew a large attendance to the Queen’s the other | Moritz had entered he was no more than anyone else present. His 


afternoon. The character 
of the jealous Moor appears 
a favourite one with foreign 
actors in making their débuts 
before English audiences, 
and when Herr Moritz 
stepped on the stage he 
received a welcome which 
should have gone far to- 
wards dispelling the ner- 
vousness he evidently 
felt. That nervousness 
hampered his efforts and 
intentions to some extent 
was obvious, but we cannot 
think it was entirely respon- 
sible, for the somewhat dis- 
appointed feeling which took 
hold of us during the first 
two acts, though shaken 
somewhat in the third and 
fourth, was confirmed in the 
fifth. Herr Moritz is a 
good actor, but he is nota 
greatone. We haveascore 
of men now playing in 
London who could pla 

Othello as well as he did. 
His reading of the character 
did not exhibit any marked 
novelties in the conception. 
The Moor in his hands is 
a violent, jealous, albeit 
loving husband, whose sor- 
row and regret at his wife’s 
supposed faithlessness is 
more that he should have 
been deceived than that she 
should have done it. The 
words, ‘‘Oh, the pity o’t, 
Iago,” had no pathos in 
them, inasmuch as_ they 
suggested regret at the un- 
happy dusimess merely. 
Above all, the Moor is a 
man of dignity; he is a 
general, and he shows his 
accustomedness to command 
and be obeyed, all of which 
essentialities Herr Moritz 
seemed tolack. The speech 
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“CUTTING!” 


Nervous Man (to friend) :—‘‘Wuat am 1 To po? I’ve BRovGHT mY 
RAZOR-CLOTH INSTEAD OF A POCKETHANDKERCHIEF, AND I’vVE sUCH A DREAD- 
FUL COLD.’’ 

Friend (who is fond of bad jokes) :—**‘ Wett, I wovuLpn’T 8AY ANYTHING 


ABOUT IT; IT MIGHT razor laugh AGAINST rou!”’ 





_ dismissal of 


io was not 
the personal love for the 
man dominated by the 
dignity of the commander, 
it was hard and assertive. 
The violent scenes with 
Iago and Desdemona were 
by far the best, but he died 
without dignity, and was 
not sorry he had killed his 
wife for her sake, but for 
his own. Pathos and dignity 
are not Herr Moritz’s forte, 
and it strikes us he would 
be much more successful as 
Iago than as his master. 
With one exception the 
other characters were ren- 
dered admirably. Misses 
Hodson and Ward, Messrs. 
Stirling and Brooke were 
perfect, and Mr. Hermann 
Vezin gave us, as Iago, as 
fine, subtle, and superb a 
performance as his name has 
ever been associated with. 
At the Princess’s Jane 
Shore continues to draw 
large and appreciative audi- 
ences, who are fairly ‘‘ car- 
ried away by their feelings” 
to such an extent that they 
positively hiss and groan 
at Mr. Russell for his fine, 
poueens delineation of the 
uke of Gloucester. 


Neat. 


Our host called the at- 
tention of his guests to the 
beeswing in his °47 port, 
and likened it to a snow- 
storm. ‘* Yes,’’ said little 
Binks, ‘‘ any port in a storm 
is a trite remark; but here 
we have a storm in the 
port.’’ 

AN ANTI - JACOBINE. — 
The hawk. 
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HARDLY A CURSE! 


(First INcipENT ny THE Way. 

Tue long Chancery suit of Whiddoe wv. Awfan had just ended, 
after endur.ng some ten years. The disputed property, amounting 
originally to some fifty thousand pounds, had gradually sifted away 
into the Jav yers’ hands during the case. It had now been decided 
that the con tending parties should receive one-half the property each, 
and the helves had been duly handed to them - five pounds two 
and ninepence halfpenny to each. ‘They were then received into the 
workhous*. ) ; 

* o e & ® 

Mr. Taomas Loncsittrr was a gentleman witha strange love of 
sitting in courts of justice, and watching the engines of the law 
beating, in their seemingly monotonops way, effects anything but 
monotonous into the lives of those who got into their course. Mr. Long- 
sitter had sat through a good portion of the later purt of the horribly 
dull case of Whiddoe «. Awfan, and had found but one circumstance 
to mar his enjoyment—the unhealthy atmosphere of the court. He 
had seen judges turn faint in that court from want of air; he had 
known barristers unable to proceed for half-an-hour together, from 
exhaustion in the dreadful atmosphere; anda he had himself caught 
nearly two dozen colds in the head and chest from improper ventila- 
tion. Now Mr. Longsitter was an influential writer on an influential 
paper—(for he did not spend al/ his time in courts of justice)—and 
thousands of readers hung their opinions on the point of his pen, in 
every stroke of which dwelt power. And this unhealthiness of the 


courts ha? made a gre** impressior on his mind. 
* * * * * 











(Seconp IncIDENT BY THE Way. 

Mr. Frawdulent Slippary, the great mufiin importer, had just got 
through his bankruptcy, and begun the erection of a country seat, 
and bought some thoroughbreds and a racing yacht. His creditors 
had received half a farthing in the pound, and the principal ones had 
just applied unsuccessfully for admission into an almshouse. ) 

+ . * ° = 





So great, indeed, 
that he contemplated a long and cutting article on the subject, to send 
to his influential paper. As he contemplated this, he came across 
the following paragraph in a newspaper :— ‘* We are sorry to announce 
the very dangerous illness of Mr. Justice , of the High Court of 
He had been suffering for a long time from this malady, caused 
by the insalubrity and imperfect ventilation of the court.’’ This 
decided him about the article for his paper: ‘‘ It will no doubt set 
on foot an agitation on this subject, and possibly be the means of 
leading to improvements in the condition of the court-houses. I will 
denounce the accursed Demon of Bad Ventilation!” And he sat down 
at once, and took up a pen. 

As he dipped the pen in the ink, and began, ‘‘ Perhaps the greatest 
curse ” he became conscious of an oppression on the lungs, 
accompanied by alternations of heat and cutting draughts: the feeling 
became intolerable, and, with a gasp, he rose and flung open the 
window, and then sat down again to write. But as he attempted to 
place his pen on the paper, something seemed to weigh upon his arm 
and keep it back. He tried to write again and again, but the check 
on his arm became more and more decided, until, unable to bear the 
suffocating sensation on his lungs, and bewildered by the weight upon 
his arm, he jumped from his chair and, turning towards his right, 
saw a misty revolting figure close to him. It pointed to the paper, 
and shook its head, as if forbidding him to write; and, strange to 
say, even as it did this, all the wish to write that article for his 
influential paper went from him, and his whole views on the subject 
changed, and he thought to himself, ‘‘ No, don’t get the ventilation 
of the courts improved ; it would,’t be a blessing! Let the thing go 











on as it is' 
- * * = * 


(Tuinp INcIpENT BY THE Way. 

Police Intelligence: Ellen Pawper, charged at street with 

stealing a purse containing five shillings from the Duchess of Dash, 
had been sentenced to two years’ penal servitude. 

A savage-looking man, giving the name of Brootle Ruff, had been 

brought up on the charge of skinning a horse alive, and tearing out 

its tongue. After some remarks on the inhuman nature of the case, 


the prisoner had been discharged with a caution.) 
* * * * * 





On the morning after Mr. Longsitter had seen the strange figure at 
his side, the whole thing seemed like a dream to his memory. Having 
nothing to do that morning, he went to hear a case at the court. 
It was an appeal from the commoners of a certain forest (which had 
been the breathing space of holiday makers from a great city for a 
century or two, and a means of preserving the city in a healthy state) 
to prevent somebody destroying that forest for the fun of the thing. 
The law distinctly admitted that custom and right were on the side of 
the plaintiffs, but the law felt itself compelled to decide for the de- 





fendant. This day, Mr. Longsitter went home from the unwholesome 
court-house with a splitting headache, and read in his evening paper 
this paragraph :—‘‘ Mr. Sharp Torker, the eminent barrister, expired 
yesterday from fever, resulting from a cold caused by the bad ventila- 
tion of the Court of .’ ** Now, this decides me!”’ exclaimed Mr. 
Longsitter; ‘*‘I write that article this moment. I wild crush the 
hated Demon of Bad Ventilation!’’ He sat down, but the same 
weight checked his arm, the same figure stood by him and motioned 
him not to write, and the same change came over his views. ‘‘ No— 
no, desist—it would xot be a blessing!’ he kept saying to himself. 
From this time his wish to set on foot the extinction of the Demon of 
Bad Ventilation (as he had styled the evil which had occupied his 
thoughts so) became gradually fainter until, at length, he would think 
upon the foul air of the Law Courts with positive pleasure, and 
murmur to himself, ** Don’t write it; it would nor be a blessing !” 
° > * & > 
(Fourtu InNctpENT By THE Way. 


The Tuppenny-Haypenny Case had, after ten trials, at length been 
concluded by a decision on appeal to the House of Lords. ‘This case 


involved the sum of two pounds five. 
The costs of the successful suitor amounted to seventeen thousand 


eight hundred pounds.) 





# e +. 


‘* By Jove!” said Mr. Longsitter one day, being utterly altered in 
his opinions now ; ‘‘I will write an article for my influential paper, 
crushingly denouncing any change in the condition of the courts of 
law ; they’re ventilated quite enough—too much - 

The misty figure was standing by his side; but there was no weight 
to hinder his pen now. ‘The figure smiled approvingly. ‘* We under- 
stand each other better now,” it said, ‘‘though you know not my 
name. Iam the Demon of Bad Ventilation, and [ live in the courts 
of law—but Iam not acurse. Three of the lawyers in the Whiddoe 
v. Awfan case have succumbed to me; so has the magistrate of the 
Pawper and Ruff cases ; so have many of those professionally engaged 
in the ‘Tuppenny-Haypenny case. Do not try to shorten my reign — 
Iam not a curse!’’ And the figure vanished, and Mr. Longsitter is 
writing his article. 


TOO GOOD FOR HIS PLACE. 

A CovenT GARDEN PasTORAL. 
YounG Colin must quit the fair meadows of Kent, 
On a trip to Great Britain’s gay capital bent. 
Brief leisure is Colin’s of Daphne to dream, 
As he pilots his waggon and whips up his team. 
For the lord of young Colin hath acres to farm— 
Tis a trade that is not without merit or charm ;— 
And he makes it his pride, by all possible means, 
‘To supply the big city with carrots and greens. 
The team and the waggon progress through the night 
(Until eastward are traces of dawn’s ruddy light).— 
See, they traverse the ‘Thames, and they traverse the Strand, 
And the lamps of the market at last are at hand. 
‘Then Colin repairs to a tavern hard by— 
For the journey was lonesome, and Colin is dry. 
And he thinks, while he drinks of his never-mind-what, 
O’er the memories dear to that classical spot. 
‘* Ah, shades of the wealthy—the gay—the renowned— 
Yet again do ye hover this precinct around ; 
Yet again with emotion your worshipper thrills, 
While he watches ye crowding to Button’s and Will’s. 
Our Congreve and Wycherley, Dryden and Pope, 
Never more in the flesh to behold can we hope ; 
Still their spirits are here, ’mid the mart’s busy din.— 
Waiter !—'Talking of spirits—a little more gin! 
‘¢ Not a step from the corner was Garrick’s abode— 
Kitty Clive had a residence over the road ; 
Here Churchill has rhymed on his dark second floor, 
And the gallants have knocked at Peg Wotlington’s dvor. 
Harry Fielding’s papa, the much-dreaded Sir John, 
Was the Midas of Bow Street, a little way on. 
What ghosts reappear ’mid the mart’s busy hum '— 
Waiter !—Keep’st thou the fluid called Pine-apple Rum : 


‘¢ Yon churchyard can boast of remarkable bones, 
Though yon church be unworthy of Inigo Jones ; 

And yon pile at the corner—called Evans’s now— 
Echoed once the grand accents of Siddons, I trow. 

‘To the deathless departed again let me drink.— 
Waiter !—Fill me my goblet once more to the brink. 
This libation—the last one—I’1l solemnly pour : 

Then return to take charge of that waggon and four !”’ 











Wuen is a lady a fiction ?—When she is a’fable. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Messrs. Acnew have opened their beautifully-fitted galleries in Old 
Bond-street with a fine collection of water-colour pictures embracing 
specimens of all styles and manners of the present day. 

The Dudley Gallery has opened with an average exhibition. 
While there are many really good works in the collection, there is 
very little requiring special mention. 

On Saturday, the 2nd instant, the annual dinner of the Newsvendors’ 


Benevolent and Provident Institution was presided over by Mr. Leth- | 


bridge. There was a good gathering of notables, literary and artistic, 
showing the interest taken in the institution by these classes, as well as 
proving the activity and energy of the secretary, Mr. W. W. Jones. 


The ‘‘ coming of age”’ dinner of the Savage Club was held at the 
Grosvenor Gallery on the evening of the 6th inst. G. A. Sala occupied | 


the chair, and was supported by many guests of distinguished position. 
The speeches were made by men eminent in their particular branches 
of Literature, Science, and Art. Mr. Hepworth Dixon, in proposing 
the health of the Chairman, very appropriately described him as ‘‘ The 
Rubens of the Pen.’’ The entertainment was indeed a success. 


A Want Long Felt. 


Tue vague-aries of advertisers are ever diverting. For instance, 
we read :— 
M ANAGEMENT WANTED, by a respectable young married Couple, without 
i encumbrance. Good references; town or country.—Address to E. D.. 15 

ry ’ ’ 

Woodstock-street, Oxford-street. 
Of course we deeply sympathise with the case before us, but are sorry 
to say it is by no means an isolated one. Nearly all the young 
married couples of our acquaintance would be comfortably off if they 
only had a little management. 





Some Mistake Somewhere. 


‘*A Youtnrvut Stupent’”’ 
of English Literature tells him, the Christian name of our first great 
poet was Geoffrey, he should be called in poetry books ‘‘ Dan” 
Chaucer. ‘‘ Jeff,’’ our young friend thinks, would be more sensible. 


cannot understand why, if, as his Primer | 


f 


OH, JONES! 


My friendship for Jones is a mixed 'un— 
I don't see him often, you know, 

For Ae has a mansion at Brixton, 
And J have apartments at Bow— 

But smoothing my hair (which is wavy), 
To Jones’s I’ve taken my way, 

And Jones’s intelligent ‘‘ slavey "’ 
Informs me he’s out for the day. 


It isn’t his absence, believe me, 
That causes my pain (which is deep), 
It’s not my expenses that grieve me— 
The ‘‘ Trams”’ are exceedingly cheap. — 
sut I list to the menial doubting 
The story saluting my ear, 
He wasn’t content with his ‘‘ outing,’’— 
He’s taken the key of the beer. 


‘*Too Jolly Clever by Half.’’ 


|. Reatry it is high time that something be done to recognise the 
_ benefits Mr. Chas. Reade has conferred upon the human race. His 
| consideration for us is something marvellous. For instance, in his 
last letter to the D. 7., on the ‘‘ Coming Man,”’ he says: ‘‘ Were I to 
| give the examples I have noted in various branches of learning, human 
| and divine, it would be too instructive.” How truly noble this for- 
| bearance! though we do not think he need worry himself. Judging 
| by the remainder of his letter, we think there is little fear of his being 
_ too instructive. We do know some people who cannot understand 
| even what he Aas written. 


} 


Hint for Sir John Lubbock. 


In a court off Golden-lane may still be seen the remains of an 
| ancient barrow. The proprietor being a costermonger in reduced 
_ circumstances, this interesting relic of antiquity might be secured for 
| the nation at a very trifling expense. 








AT HER FEET. 


My Darling’s foot is small and slim— 
A prettier you ne’er could choose ; 

But she declines—provoking whim! 
To let me tie her shoes ! 


Perhaps she thinks her instep low, 
And therefore always will refuse 
(As if I cared if it were so !) 
To let me tie her shoes ! 


No matter were they soup tureens, 
Or long and thin as billiard cues, 
Or short as Life, and broad as beans— 
If I might tie her shoes ! 


Is she afraid, my little pet, 
The opportunity I’d use 

The length of her dear foot to get, 
If I might tie her shoes ? 


She Jets me button on her gloves 
(Sixes, her size—tints, pearly hues), 

And yet she—silliest of loves !— 
Won’t let me tie her shoes ! 


If I proposed the marriage tie, 
I wonder if she would excuse, 
And grant, my suit! — yet still deny 
Me leave to tie her shoes! 


The choicer tie I should prefer 

To win, though neither would I lose,— 
And I would tie myself to her, 

As well as tie her shoes! 


Then Time would fly on rosy feet— 
I ne’er again should have ‘‘ the Blues! ”’ 
And let what would betide, my Sweet 
Would let me tie her shoes ! 
* * 7 * 
Ah! this was writ when I was young! 
Time with sad rue Life’s pathway strews, 
And now I wish to tie her tongue, 
And not to tie her shoes ! 


* 


TO PUT MEF”’ 
Mr. B. :—** For Tu 


‘‘Tie Mad Hatter’? wants to know what 


: : z 
relation a hot-cross bun is to a crossbred. Ger 1T! 
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First Obelisk :-—‘‘On, THESE YEARS OF TRANQUIL WARMTH ! TOO BEAUTIFUL TO LAST.” 
Second Ditto :—‘*‘ Now, Mr. Buti, you HAVE DRAGGED ME HERE, wheré ARE YOU GOING 


OUR court HAS DECIDED TO PUT YoU UP IN valuz—£25,000. 


- ere ar me. 
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PAST AND PRESENT. 


FE PRESENT, SIR, WE HAVE DECIDED TO PUT YOU UP OUR ¢court—AND 
Don’T THEY WISH THEY MAY 
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a , ; 
This gives you the Patriot known to the Parks, Now let us suppose that the Cabinet met 
Displaying his views in enlightened remarks ; And decided to follow the rules that he set; 
Decided distinctly, whatever occurred, 


He kindly instructs, in his able address, 
The Cabinet, Russia, the Porte, and the Press. To rigidly follow his tiniest word ; 


nt histo 





We'll also imagine the Porte and the Czar 
Agreeing to make him their governing star* 


We'll further imagine the press to decide | 
To look upon him as their leader and guide; 
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And fancy the fiowers uninjured and bright— 
And fancy our un-patriotic delight? 


Without an excuse for impressing his mark 


And then we'll imagine that TFatriot’s state, 
On crocuses, tulips, and trees in the Park! 


We'll fancy him sitting and cursing his fate, 
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THE TREATY OF PEACE. 
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Russia :—“ NOW, MIND YOU TELL THEM AT THE CONFERENCE THAT YOU'RE PERFECTLY SATISFIED AND 


VERY FOND OF ME; AND LOOK CHEERFUL, Oh YOU’LL CATCH IT.” 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 





WHICH IS THE “LIBERAL” SIDE? 





—_ 
~ 


FIERCE and cruel war has held its sway 
~~ many months, now surging to and 
ro ; 
Conflicting rumours filled each anxious day 
To which the palm of victory would go. 
One fought for home! The other to obtain 
Extended power,—a kingdom to divide ; 
And here opinion differed in the main 
Which partisan is on the ‘‘ Liberal” side. 


Is he who stands up boldly for the weak, 
And advocates his cause against the strong, 
Now and again condemning those who speak 
Hard words to hide away a hideous wrong ? 
Or he who urges for the other side 
That it is right to take your neighbour's land, 
To storm his cities, and, out far and wide 
Spread desolation with a ruthless hand ? 


Is he who writes a simple verse of song, 
Or wields the pen to rouse a cry of shame 
Upon the power that madly streams along 
In conquest, doing deeds we dare not name ? 
Or he who gives his voice in praise of might, 
And cries ‘‘ Hurrah!” on all that it may do, 
That say the cruel wrong was pure and right, 
And ‘‘ Christian love’’ to smite the gallant foe ? 


Or is it ‘‘ Liberal’’ to uphold the Czar 

In all the wicked work that he has done ?— 
To hold as righteous this great cruel war 

Because his mighty troops the victory won ? 
This most despotic king on all the earth 

Sent forth his host with banners broad unfurled, 
To spare nor sex, nor age, nor holy worth, 

But sweep a neighbouring nation from the world. 


Careering wildly in their murd’rous work, 
And deaf to cry for mercy or for grace,— 

Now burn a village,—now strike down the Turk,— 
The mother,—babe,—no matter time or place ; 

By warm home hearth or at the holy shrine, 
On grassy field or by the silvery tide ; 

There slaughter,—rapine,—tell me, comrade mine,— 
Was this brave work done on the ‘‘ Liberal”’ side ? 


Or is it ‘‘ Liberal’’ to say both are right, 
Now that a calm succeeds the stormy tide ? 

They ‘‘ measured swords;’’ now done the horrid fight, 
Who will the puzzled question here decide ? 

We only ask for that we would have light ; 
Will some sage pundit in his wisdom say 

Which side is wrong, or which is in the right, — 
Which ‘ Liberal”’ on this question of the day ? 








». FY. F. 


My name is Tweakleturp. Iam not an oilman, as some rude 
persons have surmised from my appellation, but a poet. You’ve never 
seen my name in print? ‘That's as it may be, but it has nothing to do 
with me. I always append it in full—Tubbishum Tweakleturp —to my 
effusions ; but if a pig-headed editor refuses to print either, that is be- 
tween him and his readers. It does not make me the less a poet. 

The fact is my poems are systematically ‘‘ Declined with thanks.”’ 
So often has that detested formula been applied to my productions 
that [ am sick of the very words, while even the sight of their initials 
in combination brings to my cheek a burning blush. ‘They have 
revolved themselves into a kind of spectre, pursuing me everywhere 
and making day and night alike hideous. 

Once only, for a brief space of rapture, did I escape from the 
thraldom of this phantom. It was ata ball. A diaphanous wision— 
no, I mean vision, but you see how miserably I am the slave of those 
abominable initials—a diaphanous vision in ¢uile floated before me in 
the dance and captivated all my senses with its delicious glamour. I 
was not dancing but only looking on, following with entranced eyes 
the undulations of this swaying sylph, the shimmer of her sheeny 
tresses and silken chaussure. (YouseeI am alliterative; such is the 
sign manual of the minstrel.) 

As she glinted past something fell from her hand, and the waves of 
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whirling gauze and tulle wafted the article to my feet. I snatched it 
up and Kissed it rapturously. It was a dainty mouchoir, edged with 
delicate lace and breathing heavenly odours. In a corner worked with 
purple silk, in fanciful capitals, were three initials. D. W. were the 
first and second, the third I couldn’t make out; but it didn’t matter. 
That only stood for a surname, but the others meant Christian names, 
and J, as a poet, was an enthusiast about ladies’ names. What did 
these letters stand fory Did they mean Dora Winifred or Diana 
Wilhelmina; Daphne Wistaria or Doris Woodbine? While thus 
speculating I glanced again at the monogram, and now made out the 
third letter. — 

Gracious ! it wasa I. That atrocious combination again! Then 
the phantom letters swarmed all around me (and about the lovely head 
of my enchantress like the Medusa’s serpents). While, sharper than 
the serpent’s tooth, there stuck at my heart the harrowing recollection 
that since my name, too, began witha T, this darling, if she were 
mine, would be for ever branded in my sight with those detested 
letters. ; 

But there was noise behind. The next instant came the crushing 
reflection that even if I proposed to this peerless D. W. T., my over- 
tures might, might—gr-gr-gr!—might actually—save me trom the 
thought ! !—might, yes—hold me down while I write it!!!—ay, 
might even be D-D-D-D-Declined with thanks !!!! 

I dropped the handkerchief and fled, pursued by the spectre. From 
that day to this it has never left me; but, like the monthly nurse in 
‘‘ Finis,” the very latest edition of the Raven 

‘* Still is sitting, still is sitting.”’ 





THE NEW ALLIES. 


WAS once in a prosperous way, 

And my friends were respectful and kind ; 
I had debts which I never could pay, 

And the people I fleeced didn’t mind. 
They plied me with popguns by Krupp, 

And they fought all my fights, for you see 
I’m not above being backed up— 

‘There’s nothing like pride about me. 





ei Aye, I'm pliant in purpose and will— 
Hang friendship! What is it to me? 
If A won't back my little bill, 

I'll go begging to B and to C. 
And if Britain’s promises are 

Like Austria’s - fiddle-di-dee, 
Why, let's grovel and bow to the Czar— 

For there's nothing like pride about me. 


We talked about flaunting aloft 
That blessed green banner of ours ; 

You believed it ;—You must have been soft, 
You doddering old Christian powers. 

That menace was simply designed 
To inflame the perfervid D. 7. ; 

As for whipping—qu’ importe ? J don’t mind, 
There’s nothing like pride about me. 


I have borrowed and begged all round, 

All round I have whimpered and whined, 
But a backer prepared to confound 

The Muscovite no one could find. 
Very well; now disgrace and defeat 

Sas abase me—they’re perfectly free— 
And I'll craw] at the autocrat’s feet, 

For there’s nothing like pride about me. 


Men who're used to the knout aren't abashed 

When blows come down heavy and thick ; 
And I, when outrageously thrashed, 

Always fawn on the hand with the stick. 
I'm his thing, and his bidding I'll do; 

Yield my ships, yield my land, yield my sva. 
As I couldn’t beat him—te’ll beat you— 

For there's nothing like pride about me. 


Household Words. 

In the current number of a popular Domestic Dietionary we read that 
a general servant is one ‘‘ engaged to do the household work in 
general.” Quite so; a very apt definition. General servants are 
engaged to do the household work, but that they do it is opposed to 
our experience of servants general-ly. 

Mrs. Nac won't believe in physiology. She maintains that what- 
ever the book may say her husband is a cold-blooded animal. 


~o!* - 
> 





FUN. 


THE BURLESQUE OF THE FLEET. 








The British Fleet is seen steaming proudly up the Dar- 
danelles for the FIRST time. 


Cuorvus or Britisu SArILors. 


If Britain’s Fleet 
Esteems it meet 
To steer about the world, 
And sneer away 
(As one may say) 
With nose superbly curled ; 
If Britain’s ships 
May fancy trips 
And journeys round about 
To see all sorts 
Of foreign ports— 
Who means to turn ’em out ? 


If Britain’s lads 
In ironclads 
May happen to select 
The Dardanelles 
For cruising spells, 
Shall anyone object ? 
We'd like to see 
Who means to be 
The party as’ll say 
In manner rough, 
‘* Be good enough 
To take them ships away’! 


Russia and TurKEY (in a terror-stricken whisper). 


Oh, a terror that is searing in our timid bosom dwells, 
There’s the British Fleet appearing in the Darda- 


darda-nelles ; 

Most Laer J demonstration! There’s a something 
lurks behind ! 

For the British are a nation who will never change 
their mind. 


Russia (nervously). 

There, you needn't go pretending that the British are 
in view 

On account of my offending! No, it’sall along of you ! 

Oh, my hopes are simply brightened when I look at their 
array, 


And, to talk of being"frightened—pooh! it’s quite the 
other way! 


Most complete extermination! Not a hope of 
It's superfluous to mention when the British 
They’ve a definite intention and they mean to 


No delusive supposition of the visionary tells 
That they follow out a mission when they seek 


And whoever has excited all this war-suggesting 


We are very much delighted that it don’t apply 





(Marcu 13, 1878. 





TURKEY (anzionsly). 
Oh, you needn't go and credit their propinquity 


to me, 


For it’s you who have to dread it, any idiot can 


see 


And my dominant sensation when I see them 


come along 


Is a sense of jubilation most ungovernably 


strong. 


Tue Rest or Evrore (not without some inward 


misgiwving). 


What a dreadful situation, now, for Russia or 


the Porte! 





any sort ! 














ships appear 


persevere ! 


the Dardanelles. 


fuss 


NEE ARON er alee on OE 


to us. i 


(Tur Rest or Evrorg looks on anxiously, while ' 
Russia and Turkey creep behind a wall to hide. ; 
After an interval Russia speaks.) 


Protected by this retreat, 
I fancy we might contrive 
To peep at the English fleet, 
And manage to still survive ? 
(Russia peeps out and evinces much surprise.) 
Well, this, I declare, about i, 
Eclipses the wildest play— ; 
They’ ve altered their minds, no doubt,— (i 
They’ ve been and they’ ve sailed away ! i 
There isn’t a doubt that they 


Repented their bold advance ! 
Mistrust their resources, eh ? f 
Come out on the shore and dance! ‘ 
Turkey (still with a certain amount of misgiving). ; 
I fancy it’s safer not, 


Mayhap they have gone to seek 
For something that they forgot 
And mean to return next week ! 
Albeit I must confess 
I certainly can’t conceal 
The fact that I’m feeling less 
Alarm than I used to feel. 


Chorus of Saitors on board the B itish Fleet, re- 


turning down the Dardanelles. 


Stand by! and belay! and yeo' ho! 
Our course is uncertain and mazy, 
And where we’re intended to go 
Is singular foggy and hazy. 
Our bo’sun is bound to admit 
The answer is hid with a curtain ; 
It puzzles the gunners a bit ; 
The Admiral’s wery uncertain ! 


If Britishers go and prefer 
To get their affairs in a jumble, 7 
Why, who is it wants to demur? : 
And who is a-going to grumble? 
We're regular game, to a man, 
And (always agreed and provided 
We manage to hit on a plan) 
Wer’e wery resolved and decided! 


re MRSS 


Tue Rest or Evrope (¢o itself). 


To go on this determined tack 
And then to go a-turning back 
Appears to me to show a lack / 
Of strong determination ; ) 
In fact, the thing appears to smack 
Of feeble hesitation. 


Perchance these Britishers are not 
So very terrible a lot, 
They may not be so very ‘‘ hot”’ 





Aa 


Scat TO SEA! 
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As generally stated. 
Upon my word, I tell you what— 
I think they’re overrated ! 


(Chorus of Sartors on board the British Fleet, now returning up the 


Dardanelles.) 

Belay and avast! We admit with pain 

We’ ve bin and we've altered our minds again ; 

By every fancy we’re turned and led, 

And even the Admiral’s lost his head. 

sut when we have settled a plan, our men 

Are very—oh, very determined, then ! 

(48 the British Fleet appears in sight again, Turkey and Russia, who 
are having a friendly smoke on the shore, burst intoa laugh of derision.) 





Russta and Turkey (aside to each other). 
No pressing occasion arises 
To cause our disturbing our smoke. 
(To the Fleet.) Ah! One of your little surprises ? 
They are such a capital joke! 
Russia (aside to Turkey). Their brains are as light as a feather, 
But innocent wholly of harm. 
TurKEY (aside to Russia). No plan for two minutes together— 
No possible cause for alarm. 


Russia (chaffily to the Fleet). 
What nice little vessels! Pray steer them 
Wherever you're feeling inclined. 
TURKRBY (suppressing a chuckle). 
Oh, come! It is naughty to jeer them! 
It isn’t respectful and kind ! 
‘THE ADMIRAL OF THE FLEET (with indignation). 
You wait till we’ve made a decision ! 
You wait till our orders are square ! 








THE" WILY WAITER. 

‘No fire, sir?—why a beautiful fire, sir; don’t you 
see the wood and the paper, sir ?—only wants the coal 
and a light, then it ’ud be a magnificent fire, sir. 

Anything for dinner, sir? Well, joints is off; ah! 
you should have been in yesterday,—magnificent dinner 
yesterday, sir; we can let yer have some very nice 
captain’s biscuits, sir, with a pickled onion or two. 

Tablecloth dirty, sir ?—that ain’t no odds, the table is 
much dirtier, sir. 

Got a napkin ?—no, sir, ain’t got no napkin, but 
I’ve got a nice clean handkercher upstairs I’ll fetch 
down for yer ; I likes to oblige and make myself haffable 
to all classes, sir. 

Trod on yer corn ?—no, sir, certainly not, sir; never 
touched it, sir; got a plenty of my own, sir, don’t ’ave 
no need to interfere with anybody else’s, sir. 

Impudent scoundrel, sir ?—oh dear no, sir. 

Advise the landlord to discharge me? Do, sir; I 
shouldn’t go if he did. If he don’t know when he’s got 
a good servant, I know when I’ve got a good master. 
I don’t leave him—so there ! ”’ 


YANKEE BLANDISHMENTS. 
A CONFIDENTIAL Tel-a-cram— 
Dear Fun do not be sold; 
Our currency was all a sham,— 
We don’t believe in gold. 


You know we Yankees never lie, 
The silver is not cheap. 

Nevada’s richest mines are shy 
At piling up a heap. 

Say, ‘‘ Bland has never blandly said 
The debtors have no ills, 

And Credit’s not at all afraid 
Of passing Silver Bills. 

‘* That all Repudiation’s fair 
When ninety cents will do 

To make a triangle a square 
And pay one hundred too. 


‘‘ That cheating is a game worn out 
In the United States ; 

And roguery is put about 
When knaves turn up for mates. 

‘¢ And bluff John Bull ig very prond 
Of Jonathan his son, : 

Who ‘kriows‘fo discontented crowd, 

And hates the number one.”’ 


+ “Aw 4 . 4s 


| 


| not care to try the experiment, but we should very much like to try 
_ the razor on some other person’s, if Mr. Pears will kindly inform us 


| 
} 





Sweet Son :—‘‘ You se, MOTHER, THE DOZEN PAIRS OF GLOoves I HAD 
FROM YOUR TRADESMAN HAVE ALL BURST—AND WHEN I sPOKE TO HIM ABODT 
' THEM HE SAID IT WAS THE RESULT OF MY ‘ IMPATIENCE !’”’ 
+s ke“ Pationt Mother [—“ Wrt., my DEAR, I THINK HIS ANSWER FITS °YOU | ; 
*1AKE A GLOVE. a : 


Tue Rest or Evrors (unable to keep down an amused twinkle in its eye). 
They’re covered with scorn and derision— 
It’s rather too bad of the Bear! 
(.4 sudden chanjze comes over the British Fleet ; the guns arerun out and the 
men stand ready.) 


Tue British Gunners (triumphantly). 
At last you'll repent of your folly, 

4 You'll pay for it dearly, you'll find ; 

f Our Government’s ordered a volley —— 

Tue ADMIRAL (receiving a telegram). 

No, stop! They have altered their mind. 

(Amid a yell of derision from Russta, Turxry, and the Rest or 
Evrorer, the British Fleet turns about and returns slowly down the 
Dardanelles, while the Sattons hide their faces and chaunt dismaliy.) 

With a hilly, hilly, hilly and a pull together, too, 

We are terrible determined when we're certain what to do! 

And there’s nothing more terrific or destruction-dealing than 
The ironclad of Britain that has settled on a plan. 
Now the enemy deride us and the foemen utter ‘‘ pooh 
But we're terrible determined when we're certain what to do. 


(And so they are, poor fellows.) 





‘*Shaving a Luxury.”’ 
We have heard of people giving up a luxury, but never before of 
shaving one. We have so few luxuries ourselves to shave that we do 


what sort of instrument he recommends. 


Tue strongest of pleas for passing the Bill for marriage with a de- 


| ceased wife’s sister.—On/ly one inother-in-law. 
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BOWLERS AND ULSTERS. 


Aunt (slightly shortsighted) :— 
They :—‘‘ We ARE OUR SISTERS, AUNTIB.”’ 


EXTRACTS FROM THE COMMON-PLACE BOOK 
OF A CONNOISSEUR. 


FORCED ASPARAGUS. 


‘« Dip ever costermonger eat the ‘ grass’ 
He sometimes sells, when cheaper than ‘tis now ? 
I know not. Whocansay? For I have heard 
He fondly fancieth ’tis the sparrow’s food. 
Howbeit, in my over-bubbling love 
For all mankind, I'll teach him how to cook it. 
Asparagus, all hail! Whilom a weed 
By the sad waves on Cornwall’s rocky shore, 
Now toothsome dainty served with silver tongs, 
Thus will we fit thee for thy table worship, 
Divinity and victim blent in one! 
From thy fair skin we'll scrape the lingering soils, 
Plunge thee in water, tie thee up in bundles ; 
Cut off their ends, and lay them in a stewpan, 
Wherein pure water boils which salt has seasoned, 
And which our cook must skin, or else she leaves us. 
There thou shalt lie until thy stalks be tender, 
Some thirty minutes—then we’ll take thee up. 
Meanwhile, let toast be toasted, half-inch thick, 
Of delicacy that may match with thine ; 





* wOost DELICIOUS BEVEL wae." ' 





Pinte S.6-pints Ue; 1 doz. assorted Pints sent carree. pd.for Z 
be Manufacturer, W. BECKETT, Heywood, M ester. 


‘‘ You will take a rash step if you eat chow-chow at breakfast, but 
you may take a rasher.’’—Jassages from the Diary of a late Dyspeptic. 


‘¢ Bone your birds. Nevertheless, you must not steal them.”—JVice- 
makian Ethics. 


HOW TO DISTINGUISH WHOLESOME MUSHROOMS. 
‘¢ Salt blackeneth the gills of the good mushroom, but brighteneth 


‘‘You may skin a live eel, but take care, if you would avoid pecking, 


not to pull a live turkey. 
‘¢ Brown stock may be made out of black cattle. 
‘‘ Stolen waters, of course, are sweet, but poached eggs are nice.”’— 


Pic aS 


The Reflective Rolling-pin. 


RASPHKAAKY. | iiMe P PuUIL. | BT RAW BERRY. 

BLACK CURRANT. | LEMON. ORANGE. c. 8 BRAMDAUER & € C0,'S_ How registered © 

JARGONELLE PEAR. onde LEMON. Seat tne 
ae Assorted Sample Box aad 


‘‘Arg you CHARLEY AND JOHNNY, OR ARE YOU YOUR SISTERS ?”’ 


And let our good cook dip it in thy bath 
With lightest hand, and lay it in a dish, 
And lay thee thereupon, and serve thee up 
With butter in a boat. She shall not lack 


Butter from them who taste thee.”’ 
—Too Good-natured by Half. 





A BREAKFAST RELISH. 





PARTRIDGE PIE. 
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(if it be Attic) the gills of the good man.’’—Hilarius’s Herbal. é 
CULINARY MAXIMS. 3 





ost exited to your band. 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. | select the pattern 
Woaxs, Biawisessx. 


Chemists, Grocers, ana Coniectioners, in moss towns. 
be obtained tkrvagh al) Wholesale . UNOAN—L Cosca thiehens wm the cup dt preess the addition of stareh. 
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“ONLY FOOLS ARE 
FAITHFUL.” 


Aw old friend, I thought, was a true one, 
And ne’er would deceive me with lies ! 

To ‘*cut’’ him and seek for a new one 
Were better, if I had been wise ! 

He bought me—he used me—he sold me — 
He made me a scapegoat and tool! 

And I had been faithful —they told me— 
Because I was only a fool ! 


I love, and my Darling is ever 
The light and the soul of my life! 
She tells me she loves me, and never 
Can be any other man’s wife. 
I know that her heart will not vary— 
1 know that my love will not cool— 
Yet am (they say) faithful to Mary 
Because I am only a fool! 


The world is a masterful college, 

In which (people say) that we must 
Find faithfulness fly before knowledge, 

And turn into guile and distrust ! 
Alas! if the wisdom of Ages 

Thus governs life’s cynical school, 
I'd rather, than sit among sages, 


Be faithful and only a fool! 


A Critical Error. 
In a criticism of a performance at the 
Aquarium Theatre, the Echo says ‘ Mr. 
; Phelps appeared as the Cardinal, Mr. Righton 
i as Henry VIII.’’ With all respect to the 
: talented lessee of the Globe Theatre, we can 
' only say that if he played bluff King Hal it 
must have been funny ; but in consequence of 
i his diminutive stature it could not have been 
a big performance. From a glance at the 
playbill we see that Mr. W. Rignold was the 


right un. 


An Admiral Piece. 

A cONTEMPORARY affirms that ‘‘on the 
retirement of Diplomacy, Admiral Hornby, 
wielding the naval power of England, would 
take its place.’’ This is indeed news. We 
were under the impression that the ogee at 
the Prince of Wales's was so successful that 
no substitute for Diplumacy had ever been 
thought of. However, there is no doubt the 
idea is a good one: Admiral Hornby should 
be ‘‘ well adapted” for a peace de résistance. 


The East-turn Question. 

Ir is announced that the Rev. Arthur Tooth 
has started for the East. The proceeding is 
scarcely one that should cause surprise, seeing | 
for how lengthy a period the gentleman has 
been wistfully gazing in that direction— | 
indeed, the wonder is that he wasn’t off long | 


aA tS ic ae dae a. lO ei. 


Two night nurses have been dismissed by 
the Holborn Guardians for being ‘‘ giddy.” | 
‘This seems rather hard, since night nursing | wor WITH THEM 


Guise 


ago. 
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IN-COMING AND THE OUT-GOING. 


Mr. Giles :—‘* Mark My worps, STYLES, THIS "ERE CONGRISS WON'T COME TO NOTHING ; 


ONE AN’ ANOTHER, WE SHALL ’AVE A REAL WAR, AND THEN 
’ 


Styles :—**Now-nut A pount, Mistcr Gories, BUT WHAT WORRITS ME MORE IS THAT WE 


. Gone to the Bad. 
Our Government and its supporters insist (in a somewhat bellicose 





3% 

J 

Pi invariably produces ‘‘ giddiness.”’ WON'T WE ’AVE A INCOME-TAX!’ 
‘‘Burrer continues very tirm.’”’ No won- 

r} “ , 9? 

4 der, in frosty weather. WON'T ’AVE NO INCOME! 

Be. ° 

fi ‘THE SAME OLD GAME.” 


x Quotu Thompson to Cassagnac, ‘‘ Listen, I pray, 
My honour, monsieur, you have gored ; 
Choose weapons!’’ Old Stickem was ripe for the fray, 
And tickled his throat with a sword. 


‘ 


Kindness to Animals. 


A porter has been hired to carry the elephant’s trunk, anl a book- | 


keeper's berth has been obtained for the adder. 
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manner) that they are not a war-party ; but a northern friend of ours 
of strong Liberal proclivities, asserts, on the contrary, that they are 
the ‘* waur party—an’ verra muckle the waur party, tae.” 





‘““Wuat does ‘transatlantic’ mean, mamma’?’’ ‘* Across the 
Atlantic, child. Hold your tongue, and ask no more questions.’’ 
| ‘*Then does ‘transparent’ mean across mamma?’’ (Has to forfeit 
| her slate, and stand in the corner.) 
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Scene I. (again).—Half-a-dozen soldiers, with a round of blank cartridge 
apiece, are marching into the Park, accompanied by an officer with the 
Riot Act in his pocket. After an interval of half-an-honr, the crowd 
of ** Turkophiles”’ is seen retreating in terrified disorder before the half- 
dozen soldiers. The ‘* Turkophiles’’ are swept out and the gates closed. 




















THE LAND OF THE ROUGHS. 


Scene I.—The Gates of Hyde Park. .A ResprcranLy-pressEp Per- 
son, about to enter, is stopped by a PoLIcEMAN. 

Potrceman. Ahem! Excuse me, sir, but you haven't got no dead 
cat Par 

ResPrecTaBLy-pREssED Trrxson. Dead cat? No—I certainly 
haven't. 

Poriceman. And you haven't any bludgeon, nor any oranges, nor 
any flag, nor anything—-you must be a respectable party ? 

R.-D. P. Well, I hope lam. What do you mean? 

Poticeman. Why, what I mean is, you can’t be agoing to venture 
into the Park when you're a respectable party! Why, there’s nobody 
but Turkophiles there ! 

R.-D. P. Well, but I must go in; I’ve an appointment to meet a 
friend at the Serpentine. 

PoLIcEMAN. ts he a Turkophile ? | 

R.-D. P. _No—he’s a respectable party, too. 

PouiceMan (with a long whistle of hopelessness). We-el! He's the 
only respectable party there, then ; and I hope as nobody will spot 
him as being one, that’s all. You take my advice—you go home! 
(The RespecTasLy-DRESSED PERson yields to advice, and does go home. 
After a month he comes back, and jfinds| the same PoutcemMan at the 


gate.) 
R.-D. P. I suppose you've heard no news of my unfortunate 


friend yet? . 

Poticeman. Unfort'nate friend? What unfort’nate friend ? 

R.-D. P. Why, the Respectable Party in the Park. 

PoLicEeMAN (with a sudden softening of ‘commiseration ia his voice). 
Oh,ah! No, poor feller; I’aven’t. The Turkophiles are still there, 
and I hears now an’ then a yell, and now an’ then a tree tumblin’ 
down ; but I ’aven’t ’eard nothing of your friend, poor feller! I'll 
tell you what! If I was you, I'd write to the papers about it, and 
then p’r’aps the Gover’ment would fit out an expedition to go into the 
Park and try and find your friend. He say ha’ come to no ’arm, 





the ‘* Turkophiles”). And what are your principal reasons for sup- 
porting the Government at this conjunction of affairs ? 

Tue Inrevuicent ‘‘ TurKopuite.’”’ Wot Guv’ment? I don’t 
want to serport no Guv’ment. I wants to disterroy the trees an’ the 
flower- beds. 

News. C. Well—but—what arguments do you advance? You 
surely have some kind of arguments ? 

Inrett. Turko. Oh, yes; Dead cats, yer know, and bonnetin’, 
and shyin’ mud, and swearin’. 

News. C. Well, but you must have some reason for preferring the 


Turk to the Russian—some ‘ 
InteLtt. Tvrko. Tell yer I dunno what a Turk is, nor a Russian 


neether. Whoyay, Bill! ’arves with that ’ere dead cat! 

Grand Transformation Scene, showing the public once more in enjey- 
ment of the parks ; at the back is seen the Government wondering why it 
never thought of this transformation scene long before. 

CURTAIN. 





— 


DOTS BY THE WAY. 


THE TERMS OF PEACE. 
OME, Mr. Turk, don’t look so glum 
and sad, 
Be sure we are the very best of 
friends ; 
A little whipping now is not so bad 
When love and charity the whipping 


provided the Turkophiles ain’t found out as he’s a Respectable Party ! sends. 
(The REsPECTABLY-DRESSED PERSON goes away, to think over this But this same war is costly work, you 
advice. After an interval of a few weeks he returns to the Park-gate, know ! 


Demanding care and watching night 
and day, 
In part to pay, our purse is getting 


with twenty friends ; he and his friends are disguised as Turkophiles, and 
carry bludgeons, dead cats, and Turkish flags. They find the Pouice- 
MAN.) 


Poticeman. Goin’ into the interior ? Reet 
R.-D. P. Yes : I applied to the Government to help me, but they We'll take your fighting Tronclads 
said that it wouldn't do to interfere with the recreations of the people, away. 


so I had to fit up an expedition on my own account. I don’t think 
we shall be recognised as respectable persons, and we might find our 
friend. 

PoricrmMan. Well—I wish yer luck! (Tie party penetrate ivto the 
Park.) Poor fellers! I’ve got my misgivin’s about their comin’ back, 
I ‘ave. 

(Some more weeks elapse. .1 NEWSPAPER CORRESPONDENT arrives at 
the Purk-gate and addresses the PoLicEMAN.) 

News. C. I suppose there’s no news of the Respectable Party in 
the Park, or of the expedition in search of him? 

PoLiceMANn (w pirg dis eyes). No, there ain’t. I heard the Turko- 
philes a-blowing up the powder-magazine yesterday, and I've seen the 
trees in a blaze several times; but nobody ever comes out of the 
Park. Hullo! why ‘ere is somebody a-comin’ out at last! He's got 
"is ’ead bandaged up with a handkercher, and seems to ha’ bin 
knocked about a bit. (Zo the person referred to.) Here, mate—what's 
amiss with you? 

Tue Barrerep TRAVELLER. Oh, I came up from the country yes- 
terday, and, not knowing how affairs stood, I went across the Park, and 
the respectability of my clothes attracted the attention of the ‘lurko- 
philes, and I’m only thankful I’m alivenow! They have relieved me 
of twenty pounds, and my watch and breastpin. 

Tue News. C. (to Barrerep TRAVELLER). I suppose you've heard 
nothing of twenty respectable persons who ventured ? 

Tue Bar. Trav. Oh, yes. They've all been detected as respect- 
able people, as well as the friend they went to find. I have notes to 
their relations to say that the Turkophiles want a ransom of a hundred 
pounds each for them. 

Tue News. C. Well, it’s certainly time that the papers took up 
this matter seriously. I'l go and have a good talk with my editor 
about it. 


And as for that slight skirmishing we 
had 
Beyond the Balkans, where that 
stubborn foe— 
That Osman fought 
heart was glad 
When they beheld his banner lying 
low 
Upon the trodden, blood-stained, snowy field. 
It cost us much to clear that for your sake ! 
A trifle ’tis we ask you now to yield— 
That little place, Bulgaria, we'll take. 
Some preparations we are forced to make 
To carry on the war should there be need ; 
You know these ‘‘ preparations’ always take 
A lot of cash to meet contractors’ greed. 
We deeply grieve at being forced to speak 
Of such small unconsidered things as these; 
Yet for this cash some guarantee we seck, 
So we will take Armenia, if you please. 


And after these light trifles here we see 
Some other places you have had in charge— 
*Tis true they are not much, some two or three, 
Nor are they populous or very large— 
Yet have they been a world of care to you: 
They always grumble and they fret you sore ; 
Now, for your comfort this is what we’ll do— 
We'll take the lot—they’ll trouble you no more. 
So cheer you up, old man, and never mind, 
Constantinople still is yours, you know ; 
And even this, if some bright day you find 
Too much to manage, why we'll let you go. 
So from this time the only living care 
You'll have will be a sort of gala play— 
To smoke, and doze, and live on dainty fare, 
And as the time comes round, your ‘‘ tribute ’’, pay. 


each Russian 











- - * * * 


SCENE IIl.— Downing-street. 

Tue GoveRNMENT (as if suddenly waking up). Well, really, the 
newspapers appear to spe ak very strongly about this Hyde Park affair. 
Perhaps, after all, we do not care to number the scum from the East 
End among our supporters ; and possibly, the respectable majority of 
the War Party may xct relish being held responsible for these Park 
proceedings. Perhaps it’s time to restore Hyde Park to the public, 


and turn these roughs out ¢ e ’ © To PreservE Butter.—Keep the key of your storeroom. 


A NEewspPaAPER CORRESPONDENT (iterviewing the most intelligent of 
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VESTED VAGARIES. 


AccorpInGc To Ruies. A Post-orrice Scenr. 





















~ GNORANT pet ARGUMENTATIVE PERSON (to 

BE Youne Lapy behind brass wire). I wish to 
send this half-sovereign by post; the 
registry fee is reduced, is it not? 

Youne Lapy. Yes, sir, to twopence. 
Would you like one of the new envelopes? 

I@norant Person. Thank you, I should 
like one very much. There is the two- 
pence. 

Youne Lapy. The price is twopence- 
farthing, sir; you see you have an elegant 
envelope lined inside with linen and out- 
side with blue ink, in addition to the 
registration stamp. 

IGnorant Person. Well, but surely the 
price of the stamp would cover all that? 
Anyway, wouldn’t it be better to make it 
a twopenny-farthing stamp at once ? 

Youna Lapy. Shouldn’t wonder, sir; 
but we have to attend to the rules—and we don’t make them. 

IGNorAnT Person. ‘True, true; well, here is the farthing. (Places 
half-sovereign in envelope, seals, and addresses it.) Now, will von 
register it, please. 











Youne Lapy. Very sorry, sir; against rules to register letters 
containing loose coin—you must please fold it in a piece of card. 

IGNorantT Person. Eh? Oh, but look here, why didn’t you tell 
me so before I sealed it ? 

Younc Lapy. We’re not instructed to tell the rules, sir; only to 
see that they are not broken. 

IGNorANT Person. But what's the use of thisrule? If they’re 
afraid of tempting the carriers, the envelopes themselves do that just 
as much. 

Youne Lavy. I'll agree to anything you like to say, sir; but I 
must obey rules. 

IGNorANT Person. Then I suppose you'll have to give me another 
envelope, and, oh dear, I haven’t a bit of card about me. 

Youne Lapy. Would you like a halfpenny post-card, sir ? 

Ignorant Person. The very thing. You are very kind. Give 
me a stout one, please. 

Youne Lapy. I can only sell you a complete packet of twelve, sir 
—eightpence. 

IGNoRANT Person. Oh, come, I say; this is too bad. Eightpence 
is a halfpenny each, you know, and if a halfpenny post-card costs 
more than a halfpenny—why—it ain’t a halfpenny post-card, now is 
it ? 
Youne Lapy. But then, you see, sir, there’s the cost of engraving 
the stamp, and the printing, let alone the card; that must run it up, 
you know, sir. 

Ignorant Person. Well, well: perhaps you are right; there is 
the eightpence. There (ceremonies with envelope as before), now will 
you register it, please. 

Youne Lapy. With pleasure, sir. It will require postage one 
penny stamp. 

IGNoraANT Person. Yes, of course. How much for a penny 
stamp ? 

Youne Lapy. One penny, sir. 

IsNORANT Person (much astonished). One penny! 

Youne Lapy. One penny, sir. 

IGNoRANT Person. Oh, but how’s that; eh? How about en- 
graving the stamp, you know? and the printing, eh? Then there’s 
the gum on the back, too ; oh, you must be mistaken. 

Yowne Lavy. It’s quite correct, sir; all according to rules. 


and yet—oh, it ecan't—still, your eye 


glows with ingenuousness, t¢ must be 
true! Oh, this is too generous, too 
noble ; I will away and arrange a testi- 
monial to the Postmaster-General. Such 
liberality must not go unrewarded. 
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Ignorant Person. Oh, but I say, you know, a penny stamp for 4 


penny—it can’t be. 


Youne Lavy. I assure you it’s quite correct, sir. 
IoNorant Person. But how can— 


beams with truth, your countenance 





BROWN DONE BROWN. 
Brown (soliloguising). 

JzMIMA was my heart’s delight 
Until she took to wearing 

My togs, which fit her far too tight, 
So always need repairing. 

She wears my wideawake, the swell, 
My dickey, worth a dollar, 

White ducks, my vest, my tie as well, 
And my Byronic collar. 

I vow I'll order no more suits 
To please her taste fantastic ; 

She’s even worn my patent boots 
Till minus of elastic. 

It is enough to make, by Jove, 
The dullest of the dull stir ; 

Who’s that young fellow in the grove ?— 
"Tis she in my new Ulster. 


THEATRES. 

Tux Scar on the Wrist is obviously the work of a young author, with 
the corners knocked off by an older hand; and Mr. Templar may 
deem himself fortunate in having such an able nurse as Mr. Palgrave 
Simpson to train up his dramatic firstborn in the way it should go; 
and certainly it ‘‘went’’ very well on its production at the St. 
James’s. Yet it is a somewhat angular shdaaiee child, and not all 
Mr. Simpson’s experience has been able to alter quite satisfactorily the 
vital principles of its construction, which are weak. ‘The incidents 
contained are most of them capital in themselves, but they are 
awkwardly led up to and clumsily worked out. The endeavour to 
cause suspicion of Reginald was somewhat uritating, as the means 
employed never led the audience in that direction for one moment, 
and yet they were persisted in. It is a crude work, yet not without 
considerable promise, and by no means the worst melodrama we have 
seen. The acting was very fine, and again may the authors be con- 
gratulated, for had it been worse played the verdict of a West-end 
house would have been different. Miss Cavendish carried the very 
risky long ‘‘ memory”’ speeches through as only she could, and Mr. 
Titheradge played a difficult part admirably. The band ought to be 
suppressed, for all it did was to play slow music very loud in the 
wrong places, and drown the voices on the stage. 

It would be difficult to find a more thoroughly ‘‘ well-together ”’ 
performance than that of La Belle Héléne, as played at the Royalty on 
Saturday, inasmuch as it was sung flat all the way through, with 
a care and precision worthy of a better cause. We are afraid we 
cannot congratulate anybody concerned in the production, with the 
exception of Mr. Brough, and him we congratulate by sympathising 
in his isolated position; but we trust that, in his capacity as stage 
manager, he will put toa speedy end the buffoonery of the two Ajaces. 

It is a well-known axiom that Dickens is not to be dramatised, and 
Mr. Farnie’s version of ‘‘ Our Mutual Friend,”’ known as ve Golden 
Dustman, has not gone far on the road to disprove it. In fact, it 
makes a more retrograde movement; for he goes out of his way to 
give us a prologue, and there settles the question of Harmon’s identity, 
which formed the chief point of interest in the novel. However, as 
the melodramatic flavouring seems sufficiently strong to please the 
frequenters of the Surrey, that is all that is required. Some of the 
characters are played with considerable force, and the sensation scene 
at the lock is capitally carried out. 

On all hands it must be admitted that Mr. Irving has achieved a 
grand success in the character of Louis XI. at the Lyceum. From 
every point of view it is a fine art study, complete and perfect in every 
way. We could only wish that the last scene, the death, were less per- 
fect. Like the late C. Kean in the same part, he dies hard, too hard 
for any high dramatic purpose ; but the wonderful rendering of the part 
throughout must add much to the already great repute of Mr. Irving. 





—— 


Anynopy may keep pigeons, and yet if you do you may be forced 
to give them up. 
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**T ll tell yer what, Jack ; if it wasn’t as the District Surveyor A District Surveyor in the act “‘ Upon my word, Brown, if it were not for the reassuring 
’ad said it was all right, I'd a’most say as them columns of failing to notice sny par- activity of District Surveyors, I should really be afraid to 
down there wasn't enough to support this ’ere ’ouse!’’ ticular bulge in the wall. stand near some of the houres they build now!” 
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DISTRICT SURVEYORISMS. 


EROUS — 


A few examp’es of construction approved by our own District Surveyor. 

















EEE, Oe OM 





KOE, 


SH 


AH 


= _ , 
>. { 
Sn 
ek 
. 


ee 


~ — 
— ee ee 


ee saa / 


a 


Mh 


said Derby 


’ 


Heigho ! 


- 
‘ 
SS 


LORD DERBY’S BABY. 


His Lordship sings :—A dear little Greece Congressing would go 
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SAMBO’S PRIZE POEM. 


HEN it freezes 
Den I sneezes, 
When it thaws 


My lips I gnaws, 
When it hails 
I bites my nails, 
When it rains 
I’ve shooting pains, 
When it snows 
My nose I blows, 
And dat is all dis darkie knows. 








WAS HE MAD? 
Or THE Story or A Reart CuristTIan. 

Born of rich but impious parents, James Henry Roker turned after 
neither his father nor mother, but was said by those well calculated to 
judge—and to serve on juries, too, for that matter—to be the image of 
his uncle Ebenezer, who, after shedding the bright light of his ex- 
ample over his native village of Bramblebury, shed his blood in the 
missionary vineyard, having fallen a victim to the cannibalistic tastes 
of the savages of Werryhungray at the comparatively early age of 
forty-two. 

A truly Christian man to the last, he voluntarily gave up his pipe 
directly he was placed in the coop to fatten, wishing to make himself 
as digestible and toothsome to the savages as possible. 

It was in the possession of this truly meek and amiable spirit, rather 
than in facial feature, that James Henry resembled his uncle Ebenezer, 
like whom, too, he also shed the bright light of his example over his 
native village of Bramblebury. 

To be fair to the villagers, though, it must be said at once they 
would not follow it—we mean his example—though sometimes he 
would also shed his waistcoat buttons in his efforts to set a proper one. 

But if they would not follow his example, they were quite ready to 
follow James Henry himself, as he had a sweet habit of dropping ten- 
pound notes in his wake; in order, as he would softly put it to him- 
self with a peaceful smile, ‘‘ that the most troubled and distraught 
villagers might be tempted to pursue the even tenner of his way.”’ 

Charitable to a fault, James Henry Roker knew no peace till, by a 
self-inflicted injury with a rusty tenpenny nail on his left arm, he 
induced gangrene, and had the limb amputated. Before that he had 
been accustomed to tie it up ina bag, when he bestowed a gratuity 
with his right hand; but this he felt to be a mere subterfuge, 
inasmuch as, bag or not, the left hand knew what the right hand was 
at. Once cut off, though, and sent by his special request in a 
pickle-jar to the Melbourne Anatomical Museum, he felt he could 
rely on it knowing no longer anything about the deeds of his ever- 
charitable right hand. 

Refusing to fence his fowl-yard, his hens’ nests were regularly 
robbed, and he kept a private detective in his pay to find out the de- 
predators. But not for the purpose of penal proceedings. Oh dear no! 
His course, on being satisfied of the identity of the latest thief, was 
to send him, with his brotherly love, the hens whose eggs had been 
appropriated, thinking thus to remove the temptation from the petty 
larcenist’s path for the future. 

Can it be wondered at that the fame of this meek and good man 
spread even to the great Metropolis, whence parties of burglarious 
tendencies set out, to be nearer so rare a householder? Warned by 
his private detective of the arrival of the strangers in the village, he 
at once took all the locks and bolts off his doors, the fastenings off his 
windows, and immediate steps to change his cruet-stand and teapot, 
which were of ‘‘ nickel,’’ for real silver. He then went to bed with 
a volume of Blair’s ‘‘ Sermons,”’ and the front door wide open, having 
spread a simple repast in the back parlour for the burglars, should 
they come. 

He had reached the ‘ fifthly ’’ in Blair’s masterly discourse on the 
Sermon on the Mount, when a rattling of teaspoons told him the 
gentlemen from London had come; and, cold as it was, he jumped 
out of bed, and ran down to them in his nightgown, with a pair 
of silver snuffers which, in his hurry, he had forgotten to leave in the 
plate- basket. 

The burglars, mistaking his intentions, went for him with a soda- 
water bottle, and knocked him down. On coming-to he turned his 
back to them, and besought them to knock him up as well; but not 
having read Blair’s ‘‘Sermons’”’ they did not understand the beautiful 
spirit exhibited in his request ; so they only playfully prodded him with 
a pickle-fork, which he assured them, in the intervals of his kangaroo- 
like bounds, was ‘‘ hall-marked.’’ 

Having rubbed his wounds with butter, Mr. Roker returned to his 
bed and Blair's ‘‘ Sermons,’’ and passed a truly happy remainder of 
the night; his serene joy being only marred by the recollection that 
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he had forgotten to leave out the mixed pickles as well as the walnuts 
for his burglarious guests. 

The following day he found out from his private detective their real 
names and addresses, and sent each one a small annuity in the Post- 
office, and an equal share in the ready-money he had in his house, 
which they had omitted to take. 

Will it be believed that this crowning act of amiability, instead of 
filling his legal heirs with ecstasy, caused them to institute a de 
lunatico inguirendo they had long meditated; and a learned mad- 
doctor came down to Bramblebury to investigate the case. James 
Henry received him with all courtesy, and apologised for the absence 
of teaspoons and dinner forks. ‘The doctor began the inquiries in tue 
usual way. 

‘* Pray put out your tongue, sir,”’ said he. 

‘* Exactly!’ returned Mr. Roker; and then, presenting a meat 
skewer to the medical man, he added, ‘‘ And now, please oblige me 
by putting out my left eye also!” 

The doctor shook his head sadly and left the room to write out the 
certificate of removal. Fearing violence might supervene, he deter- 
mined to adopt precautions; so he told his attendant to bring a 
straight-waistcoat ; and then, going in to Mr. Roker again, he said, 
‘* Will you give me your coat, good sir f”’ 

‘*Certainly,” said Roker, handing it; ‘‘and please oblige me by 
taking my cloak also—it’s hung up in the passage. And come, 
I believe you meditate inflicting a great wrong on me. So look here: 
I will make you heir to all I possess, except my Blair’s ‘ Sermons.’ ”’ 

And the doctor determined thereupon to allow Mr. Roker to appoint 
him his sole legatee before he certified to his madness. So this was 
done, and the legal heirs intend to fight the will on the ground 
of undue influence, when James Henry passes, as the laureate puts it. 

Meanwhile he is the hope and pride of a private asylum, where even 
the maddest patients call him a ‘‘ loony,’’ because when they pinch 
his left leg he bares his right, and bids them to tweak away at it ! 

But James Henry in his heart knows very well he is only carrying 
out what he has read in Blair’s ‘*‘ Sermons ;’’ and that, so far from 
being mad, he is only born too late into too old a world, or too soon 
into too young an one—he is not quite certain which. 


WHEN a scamp disappears from this region of woe 
This remark we infallibly hear— 

That, excepting his own, he was nobody's foe ;— 
An expression more touching than clear. 

O’er the tomb of old Higgins ’twere fitter by far 
That the sculptor should carve on a stone— 

After stating what all the particulars are 
‘* He was nobody’s friend but his own.” 

Uncle Higgins, with numbers of thousands a year, 
Is of course a most excellent man ; 

Which is more than they think of his nephew, I fear, 
With his hundred and fifty per ann. 

Does old Higgins come down with his dust ? Not a sow ; 
Nay, the older old Higgins has grown 

The more strictly he renders that epitaph true— 
‘¢ He was nobody’s friend but his own.”’ 

But with pluck and with patience I somchow get on, 
And exist by the help of my brains ; 

While I wait for the time when old Higgins is gone 
‘lo a world where no currency reigns. 

Should his last will and testament show some design 
For his many past sins to atone, 

I could curb my resentment and cancel the line— 
‘¢ He was nobody’s friend but his own.”’ 


Swan-upping. 

Berore swans have undergone the operation of being upped, they 
consist to a great extent of swans’ down. The swans at the Hague, 
we are told, instead of being upped are marked with rings—Cygnet 
rings, of course. 


‘‘Here We Are Again.”’ 
Ar the meeting held a short time ago at the Cannon-street Hotel a 
gentleman attempted to bar the door with a hot poker. Could it have 
been Mr. ** Merriman”? ¥ 


Winter’s at Hand. 
E. SEARLE’s successor, Fawcett Winter, isto build the boat for the 
Oxford crew this year. Let us hope they will foree it to win. 


Nore ror Fieitp Boranists.—The Bur can be found in great abun- 
dance on the banks of the Tyne. 
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THE TERRORS OF PALAONTOLOGY. 
p CERTAIN professor, the learned 


Jones, 
With easy adroitness taking 
A couple of dozen unlikely bones, 
Thought nothing at all of making 
a Some antediluvian dreadful beast 
(With several thousands of bones at 







—_ 
Vhose terrible jaws 
Were adequate cause 
For positive fear and quaking. 
Original, grand, and striking, 


« 
4 


a fies Pre-Adamite beasts he’d form, 
; Wy Which formerly showed a liking 
ef In primitive wilds to swarm ; 
ey) With feelings of consternation 
You'd fancy the things alive ; 
They’d made him a reputation,— 
He'd patented twenty-five. 






In stately museums his plans he placed, 
Arranged on the walls you found them, 
With lovely precision the bones were traced 

With lines for the flesh around them ; 
He’d give you the teeth, or the claws or eyes 
Restored to original hues and size ; 


You'd go to your rest AY \ 
With senses opprest = 
Till horrible nightmares bound them ! Y) 
Untiring investigation, , 
As well as his graceful pen, 
Had won him the approbation 
Of bodies of learned men ; cs 


From pieces of plate presented 
You'd pretty distinctly guess SG ( 
LO ae 
OW LA 


The animals he’d invented 
Were reckoned a great ! 
ny 
) P (Ob 
cape 4 
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success. 


And, walking to Blooms- 
bury one fine day 


Pursuing some mental 
wrangle, 
Somescience-discussion, 
he lost his way, 
And came to a jungle 
tangle ; 
And there was the nasty 
devouring bear, 
And terrible elephants, too, were there ; 
The leopard that fights 
The tiger that bites, 
And similar things that mangle. 


These creatures were so conceited 
About their enormous size, 

That positive failure greeted 
Their efforts to shut their eyes ; 

They hugged the conceit and fed it— 
Nay, often were heard declare 

One, hearing, would hardly credit 
How big and robust they were. 


They'd frequently longed that they might impress 
The mind of some perfect stranger 
By showing their size and their mightiness— 
And here was this roving ranger ! 
They settled that any effective plan 
To thoroughly awe and impress the man 
In every case 
Must have as a base 
A personal sense of danger. 


And so, at a signal, sounded 
By duly concerted plan, 
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Those animals all surrounded 
The wandering learned man, 

Who didn’t, as they'd expected, 
Fall grovelling on the ground, 

But sat, with a mien collected, 
Distributing smiles around. 


He measured the elephant’s breadth and height 
With something of pleased attention, 
But anything smaller he treated quite 
With pitying condescension ; 
He even displayed his eontempt profound 
By turning the buffalo round and round. 
‘* They’re nice little mites,” 
He said, ‘‘ for their heights, 
But showing no marked invention. 


I rather affect these matters— 
Creations—I’m proud to say ; 
Not feebly, as one that smatters, 
But in an important way ; 
I see you are inly burning 
‘T’o listen to some diffuse 
And accurate facts concerning 
The animals I produce ? ’’ 
And then the Professor enlarged upon 
The tirst of his great inventions, 
His Icthyoplesiomastodon 
With full and exact dimensions, 
Each vertebra forming the monster's tail, 
Ile said, was as long as the longest whale : 
Extremely impressed 
Were the brutes addressed, 
And gave him their best attentions. 
They uttered an ‘‘ Oh!” in chorus 
On hearing him grandly treat 
About his Unlikelisaurus 
Which measured a million feet ; 
Nor yet did they leave unheeded 
His passingly-made remark 
That one of its paws exceeded 
The size of the Regent’s Park. 





And ere the Professor had reached the dregs, 
The end, of his subject nearly, 
The tails of his hearers between their legs 
Got hidden extremely queerly. 
And many remarked, in an undertone, 
They couldn’t, for terror, go home alone, 
For fear that they met 
A pre-Adamite pet 
Inclined to behave severely. 
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They ceased their conceited bustle ; 
They dropped their inflated pride ; 
And now, when they hear a rustle, 
They sneak up a court to hide. 
Their formerly striking gameness 
Has lost its remaining leg ; 
With thorough domestic tameness 
They’ll eat from your hand and beg. 


RATHER AN INCUBUS. 
Or, WHAT IT WILL PROBABLY COME TO. 

A SuccessFuL R.A. (showing his great work, destined for the Royal 
Academy Exhibition, to his artistie friends). There, that work has 
taken me ten years to complete, and I stake my reputation on it. Sir 
Millyer Nair has offered me £20,000 for it—he says he wants it be- 
cause it’s so unique. 

His Frrenps. Magnificent, by Jove! 
so clever and get such a price! (They go away envying his luck.) 

THe R.A. Well—I ama lucky fellow, I must admit. I shall just 
paint a few more things, and then retire and build a palace at Ken- 
sington. (He looks out of window, and perceives a big furniture-van 
draw up to the door, then a step is heard on the stairs, and in walksa 
‘¢ PrcruRE DEALER,” who sits triumphantly on the table and puts his 
boots on a satin chair.) 

** PictuRE DEALER.” 
load of pictures, will yer? 

R.A. What on earth de you mean? Whatare they? (He wi- 
covers one whith the dealer has carried in with him.) Why—it’s an 
exact reproduction of my Academy work! 

** PictuRB Dgaer.” Yes; you see I managed to slip in as an art- 
critic the other day, and took.an instantaneous microscopic chromatic 
photograph of the work while you were looking the other way. I 
knew it was the sort of picture to go down, so I manufactured five 
thousand copies of it by my patent process, and you’ll just oblige me 
by gignitig ’em, as I’m in a hurry. 


What a lucky fellow to be 


Here, just clap your signature to this van- 


A FRIEND IN NEED! 


By a Cynic. 


‘¢ A FRIEND in need's a friend indeed!” 
A proverb seemingly delightful ; 

But when between the lines we read, 
The lies that it contains are frightful. 


‘*A friend in need!”’ I like him best 
When comfortably at a distance, 

For if too close you'll find au reste 
That what he needs is—your assistance. 


‘‘A friend in need! ’’ Why, who on carth 
Wants needy friends with empty purses ¢ 

When less than twopence they are worth, 
They’ll share with you— yes—their reverses, 


‘A friend in need!’’ Yes, him we know 
The sort of man whose always willing 
From China to Peru to go 
If there’s a chance to cadge a shilling. 


a: 
a 
| 


They’re friends, indeed, in word, in thought, 
So much as my experience teaches, 

When once their victims they have caught 
They’ ll stick to them like twenty leeches. 


‘‘ A friend in need!’’ Such friends are far 
From rare—relations, brothers, cousins. 
Jf you're well off, they certain are 
To flock around in troops by dozens. 


Its useless friendship to prolong 

With friends hard-up and costume seedy. 
Therefore, I say, the proverb’s wrong: 

A friend’s his own best friend when needy. 


Let’s Hope so. 


Our sailors are quite at home on the deep blue sea. 
Let’s hope they will be equally so on the deep Black Seca. 


ee 





Messrs. Moore anp Burosss ought really to be 
ashamed of themselves. We understand that phosphate 
of lime, wherever found, is systematically appropriated 
by Bones. 

A Distincuisnep Extincuisuer.—Shaw, the Life 
(and property) Guardsman. 





See SS... 
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Tue R.A. What! Why, you infamous scoundrel—my picture 
will be worth nothing! I shall detain all your vile reproductions. 

Tue ‘ Deater” (chuckling). He, he! P’raps you don’t recollect 
the case of Mr. Herbert ? 

Tue R.A. (with a groan). Well, I'll tell you what [ wid? do then; 
I'll advertise you in the papers as an impostor and show up your 
game. 
~ Tur “Dearer” (chuckling more). Ho, ho! But the law has 
virtually recognised my trade as legitimate, and I shall have you 
up for libel. 

Tue R.A. (tearing his beard). Well, I won't sign the things, there ! 

Tue ‘*Dearer.’? Oh, very well, then I'll do it myself and swear 
you did it. The court will believe my oath, because I’m a legitimate 
tradesman. s 

Tue R.A. (sinking down). Why, you horrible villain, you'll ruin 
me! Sir Millyer Nair will never give the £20,000 for my picture 
now, with all those copies about! And, of course, you'll copy all my 
best pictures : 

Tue ‘‘ DEALER” (irresistibly tickled at the prospect). 
that’s about what I shall do—he, he! 

Tur R.A. Then I may as well go into the Workhouse at once——. 

Tue “Deater.’’ Oh, dear no. Now, look here; I’m going to 
make you a *andsome offer. You shall let me have all the pictures 
you paint, and I’ll allow you a hundred a year and supply you with 
old port. What d’ye say? a 

Tue R.A. (after a moment's hesitation, with his head buried in his 
hands). Nery well, F accept. I suppose it’s the only way out of it. 





Yes; I expect 








Defective Vision. 


A sHorT time ago a certain noble lord, whose eyesight is defective, 
mistook another noble lord for an arm-chair—a_faute.a’ ail evidently. 





A MEETING of the Committee of the House of Lords has been held, 
‘‘to inquire into the cause of the increase of drunkenness in the 
country.’’ Why not inquire about the drunkenness in town f 





TO HAVE AND TO KEEP. 


Landlady :—‘‘I’™ sure I HOPE YOU'RE COMPORTABLE, Sir! 
DISLIKE CHANGING MY LODGERS ; 
COULD KEEP HIM FOR EVER!” 


I po so 
WHEN I GET A NICE SINGLE GENTLEMAN I 





ee re ee 
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‘ Son of Tvil (chaffing) :—*‘* Look ’re ’ERE, Mr. Soyer; DID YER EVER LEAD A FORLORN ’OPE?”’ 











. He of the Uniform :—‘* Suoutp THink I wap. Wuy, I HAVE TO LEAD MY BAND ; AND THAT’S FORLORN HOPE ENOUGH—TO KEEP THEM 
re IN TIME.” [Son of Toil gives in. 
i" a 
FORTHCOMING PUBLICATIONS. | NAIVETE. 
A Book that will Suit You. E. Moses and Son. THERE Once was a man who had a tell-tale face, 
The Ladykiller. By the author of the Deerslayer. | Though really the best of creatures, 
Tie Husbands Dodge to Find it Out. By the author of The Wife's You could always tell the state of the case 
Secret. From a glance at his candid features. 
Girls want to be Young Men. By the author of Boys will be Boys. | 
, Four Deys. By the author of ZTwo Anig/ts. ; —— 
: History a the Birch. Innumerable cuts. | ; Which is it? 
A Thousand Hideous old Heads. By the author of Two Hundred| Tue Czar is said to have foreseen the result of the war. Does he 
Pretty Little Tales. , profess to be a wizard, or does he get his information from the 
Ecee Ego. By Dr. Barker. Czarewitch ? 
4 Punch for a Kick. By the author of 4 Hiss for a Blow. | 
Persuasives to Early Rising. By Cold Pig. (Watered cambric limp.) | Stock Exchange. 
; The Children in the Store Room. By the author of The Babes in the! When the armistice was declared, the prices at once rose. From 
Basket. | this we learn that when soldiers lower the guns they raise the stocks. 
Cats and Dogs. By the author of Sweethearts and Wives. einaasimiapainiilmaiainminainaaininitatiie 
Tyrteus. Translated by John Bright, M.P. | Hriruerto Echo has always been said to answer ‘‘ Where ;’’ but 
We have Lived and Loved Together. By Lord Beaconsfield and Mr. | what her little acolytes say at the street corners now is, ‘* Here—here 
Goldwin Smith. | you are, sir !”? . : 
Se | Why is a quack doctor's patient like a pair of boots imperfectly 
A Representative Man. | cobbled ?—Because he is sold but not healed. 
Hentey has retired from the representation of Oxfordshire. What) Wuar the Statue in St. Paul’s said to the Cleaner.—‘‘ Dustest 


will the Regatta do this year? | thou Art, the dust returneth.”’ 
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A QUAVER. 


I Love to distraction a musical maiden, 

But, oh, sad confession ! adore her in vain, 
For, though she beholds me forlorn and love-laden, 
Because I’m a stranger to Mozart and Haydn, 

She looks on my passion with cruel disdain. 


Her pitiless scorning, instead of allaying 
The fire in my breast, only fresh fuel brings ; 
Though once when [ asked her what tune she was playing 
Upon my heart cords, she extinguished me, saying, 
‘‘You stupid! <A theme in 4 flat upon strings.”’ 


And still, though untiring I daily assault her 
Hard heart and declaim on the pains of my case, 
Her ‘‘ No!” in soprano still makes my heart falter, 
And when I suggest that her tone she should alter, 
She vows that such punning’s too awfully dase. 


My game, I’m afraid, is not worthy the candle, 

But one forlorn hope yet remains in my breast,— 
I'll place once again my fond heart ’neath her sandal, 
A street-organ purchase, and, master of Handel, 

Implore her to pity and pardon the rest. 








Rien n’est—Sacr-r-re —Pour le Supper. 

A MINING gentleman, down in Lancashire, because his 
wife neglected to provide his supper to his liking, after 
ingeniously getting her head between the doors of a 
cupboard, amused himself by kicking her almost to 
death. ‘The Bench committed him for attempted mur- 
der. No doubt he thinks it is the murder that should 
have been committed. Why didn’t he do it in Clerken- 
well, and get off for forty shillings ? 


How it’s Done. 


Dr. Steere has been appointed director of the | 
Science and Art Museum, Dublin, at a salary of £600 
per annum, with a free house. Howamanis tokeep | 
a ‘*free’? house on £600 a year we don’t know, but 
should like to. 


Srock-TAKING is, of course, a necessary part of a 
tradesman’s business, but he is not justified in plucking, 
without permission, his neighbours’ stocks. 

Lrecat Trst.—Define the exact difference between 
hay-bote and straw-barge. 


Studious Old Lady :—** Dip 
PLAGUE IN LONDON, DEARIE?”’ 

A ffectionate Hushand :—‘** No, NoRI DOANT WANT TEW; BAINT IT ENOUGH 
TO "AVE A PLAGUE IN MY OWN HOUSE ?”’ 




















GOOD AS A FEAST. 


EVER READ ALL ABOUT THAT 


ENOUGH IS AS 


YOU GREAT 





THE SCAR ON THE WRIST; 


Or, THE Demon Bann. 


AKING our seat for the prologue, we are saddened 
by the jarring strains of a repellant orchestra, but 
—ha! ha!—we little suspect its real powers of 
torture ! 

Str Leonarp Marspen (on stage, alluding to his 
will which he has just made). 
secures my daughter’s future, and here (producing 
a blue paper), dearer than all, is the . And now 
that band gives us a taste of its quality, com- 
pletely drowning the rest of Sir L.’s remarks with 
‘* slow music,’’ we believe it is called—certainly it 
is the ‘‘slowest’’ music we ever heard! 








play proceeds. 

wth | Sir L. (to Avice, after an interval). 
is now time you should knowall. Your mother and I were married 
But that band doesn’t mean to let him have it a// his own way, not a 
bit of it. It is of no use for Sir L. to raise his voice higher and 
higher, two can play at that game, and the characters at length retire, 
deteated, to bed, amid the triumphant ‘‘ tootlings’’ of the demon band. 
To this ‘‘ tootling”’ enter two masked figures, one of whom com- 
mences searching Sir L.’s escritoire, to which Sir L., entering, objects, 
and there ensues one of the best ‘‘ struggles’’ we, grey-headed play- 
goers as we are, have seen for some time, in the course of which Sir L. 
is killed, Alice is pitched over a balcony, and the ‘‘ figure” receives a 
‘‘scar on the wrist.’’ The actors in this struggle are to be congratu- 
lated on the ‘‘reality’’ of their ‘‘ business,” by which, as jarring 
sounds cannot distract our sight, for the first time during the evening 
the characters on the stage dominate the demon band. Triumph of 
actors. Tableau. Curtain. 





| lived. 


But, after all, the struggle is unequal, and the actors’ victory short- 
In vain, in Act I., does Sir Leonard endeavour to explain the 


/ cause of Alice’s faint: in vain 


_ reason for continued intoxication ; 
utterly useless are Alice’s at- 


Here is that which | 


| 


As soon | 
as Sir L.’s remarks (upon which the plot evidently | 
turns) are finished, the band takes a rest and the | 
| rush to the attack, moaning and 
My child, it | 
| we can catch lose all their mean- 


does Claypole attempt to give a 


tempts, in Act II., to recount 
her ‘‘ memories ’’ or explain the 
mysterious appearance of a carv- 
ing-knife cutting through the 
wall-paper. Nor is the same 
lady more fortunate in Act III. 
when she ‘‘ remembers ’”’ things. 
On each and all of these occa- 
sions, just when every word is of 
importance for the elucidation of 
the plot, does the demon band 


squealing, until the few words 


ing under the distracting influ- 
ence, and only when ‘‘ action” 
again takes prominence—as when 
Alice recognises ‘‘ the scar on 
the wrist’’—is the conviction forced upon us that we have been 
witnessing a rather interesting piece, exceptionally well played—if 
we could only have heard the dialogue. 














‘* Four-wheeler, Woa!”’ 

Tue driver of a hackney-cab was summoned the other day for 
furious driving while in a state of intoxication. The magistrate fined 
him forty shillings and endorsed his license with the conviction. 
Probably he endorsed his license with the conviction he would have to 
do it again. 





YOL. EXVI. 
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EFUN. 


(In a low voice, to mysterious orchestral accompaniment). 


LESSONS IN FENCING. 
When the hum of men has deadened, 
Deadened to a nightly hush, 
Then the cloudy sky is reddened 
With a ghastly, lurid flush ; 
Weird, unhallowed flames and flashes 
Mystic voices chaunt around ;— 
In the morn a heap of ashes 
Strews the burnt and blackened ground ! 
Is the tyranny unending 
Which the heartless Fates pursue ? 
Yearly fortunes I’m expending 
Putting up my fence anew ! 
| (With a burst of tender regret). Give me back those days, invested 
| With the glow of past delights, 
When my fathers, unmolested, 
| Violated people’s rights !— 


A Comic OPpERETTA. 
Scene: Common Lands. Stage dark. 


When the commoners were dozing— 
Give me back those blissful days, 
Whena gentleman enclosing 
Was a spectacle to praise ! 





(Mysterious Cicrus of Commoners, armed with crowbars, hatchets, and 
matches.) 
When the clouds thickly d’ermask the sky, 
Gathering quickly, our task we ply. 
Here are the hatchets we might require : 
Here is the match ; it’s to light the fire ! ; my 


(The distant voices of the mysterious COMMONERS join in the refrain.) 


, I’m } . 
Yearly fortunes { he’s f expending 


\ fence anew ; 


High bar and low bar andi post and rail, Putting up ee 
Thanks to the crowbar, the host shall fail! Ts the tyranny unending 
Pufting and heated, we tend the blaze ; Yes, the course is quite lito | 


Duty completed, we wend our ways. heartless Fates ?) 


’ ursue 
Commoners } Pp ry 


Which the 


(They set about some mysterious task in the darkness. Much cracking of 
wood is heard, as if something were being torn up and destroyed ; then a 
sudden bonfire lights up the scene; the bonfire dies out ; the mysterious 
CoMMONERS disperse ; the day dawns; and the Lorp oF THE Manor 
enters in the course of a stroll round his (?) enclosures. He gazes 
around, as if seeking for something, then shudders and rubs his eyes.) 


Song (LorpD oF THE MANOR, tm an awe-stricken voice). 


Thoughts of horror cloud my senses, 
Thoughts of sprite and elfin weird ; 
Ev'ry morning have my fences 
(Just erected) disappeared ! 
None apparently opposing, 
Long ago a scheme I planned 
For illegally enclosing 
Tracts of other people’s land ; 
Surreptitiously commencing, 
First my tracts I would surround 
With a line of wiry fencing 
Half a foot above the ground. 
This, though scarce to be detected, 
Would enable me to swear 
‘That my fence had been erected 
For a generation there. 





(The Lorp oF THE Manor sinks dejectedly on a stump. Then Mercer 
descends on a cloud.) 
Courting despair is submitting to slavery, 
Very unwise to do! 
Listen awhile to the Patron of Knavery— 
He can assist you through. 
Commoners, being no longer a dumb body, 
Plunge you in vast expense : 
Sell your tllegal inclosures to somebody ; 
He can erect the fence ! 
Let him suppose he’ll enjoy with impunity 
What you have gained amiss ! 
(Slight signs of hesitation on the part of the Lorp or THE Manon. 
MERCURY expresses surprise.) 
Surely a party who’s robbed the community 
Well may descend to this? (Mercury ascevds.) 
Lorp or THE Manor. Hang it! The deity’s spoken reflectingly— 
I will adopt the plan ! 
(Looking off.) Wither, by fortune, and quite unsuspectingly 
Wanders a likely man. 


Mercury. 


lor a time my plan succeeded, 
Contident 1 grew at length, 
As my fences, quite unheeded, 
Grew in stature and in strength ; 
Mighty was my exultation, 
Till my growing fences neared 
Seven feet in elevation— 
Then one night they disappeared ! 


Enter aConFipiInG ONE. Song (Conripinc OnE and Lorp oF THE Manon. 
Conripinc Ong. Some length of time I’ve daily sought 
Some tolerably sunny 

And fair estate which might be bought 
At once for ready money ; 
Now this estate 'd rather buy 
From one whose social standing’s high ; 
In such a case (although I’ve heard 
Investigation’s vital 
Where freehold is to be transferred) 
I’d take the social magnate’s word, 
Ever since has re-erection— And not peruse the title ! 
Daily practised—been in vain ; Born. I'd . , 
With the rising sun’s reflection He'd ; take the social magnate’s word, 


Have my fences gone again ! And not peruse the title! 




















Marcu 27, 1878.] 











ConFiptnG One (apologetically). You'll say I am a simple man 
Lorp OF THE Manor (with enthusiasm). I ama great admirer 
Of such! I like them better than 
Your fussy, shrewd inquirer ! 
Without evasion I will tell 
ZI have a little land to sell ; 
Your simple mind I would not try 
With all the long recital 
Investigation would imply ; 
My social standing’s very high— 
We'll not peruse the title. 


Boru. { fre. \ social standing’s very high— 


We'll not peruse the title. 


(The Conrip1nc ONE buys the land without more ado, and the Lorp or 
THE MANoR drops the purchase-money into his pocket with a chuckle. 
He and the Conriv1na ONE go off different ways. An interval is sup- 
posed to elapse, during which the Chorus of ComMONERs ts heard again. 
Then enter the Conrip1na ONE, agitated.) 


ConFipInc Ong. Well, —this is a pleasant requital, 
Repaying my faith in refusing 
To press a perusal of title— 
It doesn’t exist for perusing ! 
The Commoners, rightly appealing— 
(A natural course of affairs)— 
Obtained a decision revealing 
The land that I purchased as theirs ; 
To one unaccustomed to plan or 
To plot, the arrangement is funny! 
But surely the Lord of the Manor 
Will gladly return me the money. 





(He appeals to the Lorp or THE Manor, who places his finger to his 
nose.) 
Lorp oF THE Manor (shocked at anyone’s wishing to set aside a bargain). 
Oh, fie ! We should always be guided 
By that which the law has decided: 
The laws that are made and provided 
Should be by us mortals abided. 


Finale. (Lorp or THE Manor, Conripinc Ong, Mercury, and Chorus 


of COMMONERS.) 


Lorp OF THE MANOR (in a complimentary tone to MERcURY). 
Visits such as yours are pleasant, 
Would that they were not so rare ! 
Mercury (in an equally complimentary tone to L. or M.). 
Lords of Manors, just at present, 
Are my most especial care. 
Lorp oF THE Manor. Lucky times are still occurring 
If you aptly play your card. 
Conripinc Ong. _ If the law were not unerring 
I should think it rather hard ! 


Chorus of COMMONERS. 


Though we’re hard upon detected 
Folks who swindle, steal, or forge— 
There are men who, still respected, 
Wrongly sell and won't disgorge ! 
Wrongful watch-appropriation 
Marks with degradation’s brand— 
Why is no such visitation 
Consequent on stealing land ? 


CuRTAIN. 


Mr. McLaren, M.P., is going to move for a Select Committee to 
consider the unfortified condition of the more important ports of the 
United Kingdom. And yet our special three-bottle man is always 
complaining that he can’t obtain an unfortified port at any price. 


ee 











FUN. 129 


THE COMING RACE. 


Oxford and Cambridge, Monday Night. 


YMMEDIATELY on receipt of your in- 
structions, Mr. Editor, I took first-class 
tickets (duly entered in list of expenses 
enclosed) for both Oxfordand Cambridge, 
and having been ‘‘on the spot’’ the 
whole of the time (hotel bills enclosed) 
am able to vouch for the accuracy of the 
following account of the proceedings of 
the prospective competitors at the forth- 
coming inter- University Boat Race. The 
members of both crews ‘‘ scale” rather 
high, many of them, I am told, attaining 
to the twelfth stone; but as the height 
of the ‘‘ stone ’’ alluded to is not men- 

tioned, there is some difficulty in apprais- 
ing this athletic feat correctly ; as, however, I fail altogether to see the 
value of this proceeding in connection with boating, that is perhaps 
immaterial. It is generally admitted that the Cambridge crew are not 
in such good ‘‘ feather’’ as their rivals, the latter being in commend- 
able high feather, while the former are in such low feather as to 
frequently perform that action with the oar-blade under water—in our 
opinion the crew in the highest feather on the eventful 13th will be the 
winner. Both crews have been out daily during the week, the course 
alternating (as far as I can judge) between Charon’s Ferry and Sand- 
ford Lock, and Iffley Mill and Baitsbite—this is a severe course for 
any crew, and one less hardy than the one in question would inevitably 
go to pieces ; they have been daily 
‘*coached trom the bank’”’ (pre- 
sumably at the conclusion of the 
practice), which is a capital plan, 
saving the men much unnecessary \ 
fatigue. Mr. Marriott, of Oxford, Wi. 
has been setting ‘‘ thirty strokesa 1 
minute ;’’ this, again, although 
doubtless a brilliant caligraphic 
feat, seems to me to have no 1) 
raison d’Ctre regarded as practice |. \ 
tor a boat-race; your artist tells “*" : 
me, though, that it affords excellent opportunity for illustration, and 
he has promised to embody the idea in an initial to this article. 

More particulars (and hotel bills) next week. 





“Ay 
ve 





THEATRES. 

Herr Mortirtz’s second essay upon the English stage has been in the 
character of Shylock, and although the performance was, on the 
whole, superior to his Othello, it can hardly be styled a success—a 
success, ot course, as to be viewed from his announced stand-point of 
a ‘* great tragedian.’” When Herr Moritz was wanted to be violent 
he was well enough, but all the more fine points, delicate subtleties, 
changing lights and shades were wanting. ‘There was no variation, 
and such a sense of sameness about the whole performance that it became 
monotonous. Herr Moritz occasionally rises to an occasion, but keeps 
that same ‘‘rise” on for following occasions requiring very different 
‘‘rises,’’ resulting in anti-climax. For instance, in the third act, in 
the lines commencing, ‘‘ He hath disgraced me,’’ he rose to the occa- 
sion of great rage, but kept the rage up throughout the speech, and 
spoilt it. ‘*And what’s his reason’ IamaJew!” ‘‘If you prick 
us,” &c., were all given violently, and duly failed. His reading of 
the effect produced by the Court’s adverse decision was to appear 
dazed. At least, such was his obvious intention, but it was hardly 
carried out with success; his rendering of it by tumbling about being 
more suggestive of inebriation. In tact, Herr Moritz did not shine 
in comparison with such accomplished artists as Mr. and Mrs. Arthur 
Stirling, Mr. Brooke, and Mr. Vollaire. Mr. Brooke at the caskets 
with Mrs. A. Stirling, as Portia, watching him, was a treat one but 
too rarely has an opportunity of enjoying. 

A very pleasing comedietta, by Mr. Grundy, entitled Man Proposes, 
has been added to the entertainment at the Duke’s. It treats ofa 
bashful man who is proposed to by the lady towards whom he is 
equally well disposed. It is bright and happy, and, being fairly in- 
terpreted, serves admirably its purpose as a lever du rideau. 

‘I'he afternoon performances at the Royal Aquarium Theatre are 
well attended. It was a happy thought to produce the old standard 
English comedies with such care, and with such a company success 
was certain. Zhe Rivals is to be repeated till further notice. 


We saw a paragraph in the paper the other day headed ‘ The 
Inflexible Debate.’’ We should think a debate characterised by 


inflexibility must be rather futile ! 
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‘“ IMPROVING’? LANDSCAPES. 


[Before the Select Committee on the Thirlmere Water Schene Mr. Frank Buckland expressed an opinion that “It would rather improve the Lake, as people 
would go to see the wonderful engineering works which had been erected”’ (!!!) e humbly suggest a few more plans for *‘ improving’”’ scenery. } 
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DRESSING FOR THE CONGRESS FANCY BALL. 





in a quiver. 


th Europe 


wi 


to send his messages of love, and 


, preparing 


Prince Bismarck, as Cupid (the ’arrower of hearts) 
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ERRATIC WADS. 


Ir is really time that pistol-wads should be taught to be less erratic 
in their proceedings! In the case of the recent attack upon the 


Master of the Rolls, we actually find (according to the newspapers) | 


a wad going out of its way to buzz like a wasp round the heads of 
the judge, the cabman, and the usher. 
this eccentric conduct, we can only expect to hear shortly of a case 
something after this kind :— . 


CENTRAL CRIMINAL COURT. 
Tue ATrack upon His SERENE HIGHNESS THE LoRD Il1cH Baron 
CoMMANDING-IN-CHIEF. 


If wads intend to persist in | oy Jess severe, the case Was adjourned in order that a search might b 


FUN. 


The witnesses having been sworn, William Binks, an omnibus- | 


driver, said: His Highness alighted from my ’bus at No. 30,090, 
Lincoln’s Inn. As he did so, I noticed a man present a pistol at him, 
and immediately after heard a deafening report. 
something had grazed my head, taking a piece off my left ear; I was 
quite stunned by the report, and remained deaf for three weeks. I 
was directly in front of the prisoner. 

John Jinks, a watchman, said: I heard a fearful explosion, which 
permanently deprived me of hearing. At the same time something 
passed my head, carrying away part of my helmet. I was standing 
directly behind the prisoner. 

Mrs. Gamp, a nurse, said: I was sitting in a back-parlour in the 
Old Kent-road, when I was alarmed by a fearful report, like an 
earthquake. Then I felt something knock off my cap; presently it 
came back again, and injured three of my toes, and a large tomcat 
which was sitting by my side. | 

Mr. Blenkinsop Jenkins, a gentleman of independent means 
residing at Hampstead, said: As I was about to get up, on the 


threw me out of bed. A few seconds after I saw something coming 
towards my head, and immediately after I received a wound in the 
skull from it. The thing, which appeared about the size of a bullet 





‘“BETWEEN THE LINES.” 


O my Darling! the night that we parted 
(When it was I can not recollect !) 

I was dismal, and sad, and low hearted, 
(This, I fear, is not strictly correct.) 
And I felt so deserted and lonely, 

(What a horrible ‘‘ story ’’ to tell !) 

For you know that I love you, dear, only ! 
(And a good many others as well !) 


How I long for the clasp of your fingers ! 
(In especial when saying ‘‘ Adieu ! ’’) 

On your last loving look my heart lingers, 
(So it may! but J can’t linger too.) 

And my thoughts are all flying to greet you, 
(Yes, just as some colours will fice !) 

O, I’m weary my Darling to meet you! 
(And now for a Seltzer and B.) 


Let’s ’ope So. 

A TELEGRAM dated Paris, 4th March, states that ‘ all 
eyes are turned to England, in the conviction that 
upon her next step will depend the alternative of 
European peace or Kuropean war.’’ We can only trust 
that the steps taken by England will be connected with 
the ladder of fame. ‘The fact that tenders are invited 
for 1,576,000lbs. of soap certainly looks as though the 
Government were desirous of making a clean job of it. 

A Slippery Customer. 

As Congress would appear to be the feminine of 
conger, we can hardly be surprised at the eel-like and 
tortuous character of its approaching shadows. 


Attitude of the Powers. 


Russra. Plunder. England. Blunder. 
Turkey. Under. Austro-Hungary. Asunder. 
The remainder. Wonder. 


RvssiA, having at last got to the end of her tether, is 
confronted no longer by a sick man, but by an Europe— 
a new rope—which it may be hoped will be firm enough 
to check her. 

Ir ‘‘ The absence of pains is the greatest of gains,”’ 
how grateful ought that man to be who has had all his 
windows smashed ! 


I then felt that | 


Mary Jane (reading from newspaper) :-—‘* Wuar's 


‘* Nauseous,”” 'THomas ?”’ 


Thomas :—‘‘ Lor’, Mary, WHAT’s THE USE 0” ARSTING ME? 
CHEMIST.”’ 
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Or gun-wad, then commenced wandering about the room, damaging 


everything it touched. When I went out for a walk it followed me, 
and kept knocking my hat off; several times it tore off portions of 
my clothes; and I could not get rid of it for several days. When it 
left me it darted into a china-shop and smashed the entire stock. 
Several other witnesses having proved receiving wounds mor 


made for the bullet. 
* . * * ~ 
Latest Trtecram.—The pistol-wad was discovered this morning 
in the inside of the hippopotamus which recently died at Regent's 
Park. 


Movtp for growing flowers of speech. 

A handkerchief for the weeping- willow. 

Electricity for thunders of applause. 

Teeth for the mouth of a river. 

Gloves for the hands of a clock. 

Spokes for the ladder of fame. 

A few grains of common-sense to sow in the hot-beds of rowdyism 
and crime in Hyde Vark. 

A little less of the disgracefully rabid partisanship which marks the 
Tory of the present day. And— 

A little more of the high-principled gentlemanly bearing which was 
characteristic of the ‘Tory in furmer times. 


An outrage of a murderous character was lately reported from 
Liverpool, where three Russian Poles are said to have beaten a man in 


: ; the | hed, and then pitched him out of the window, with the result of 
morning of the occurrence, I was startled by a dreadful shock, which | 


injuring him severely. They must have been intended by nature for 
scaffold- Poles. 





Roturme Strock.—‘‘ Grand (T)runk of Canada” Bonds. 
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Is disturbed by violent 


Mr. 8. when engaged in 
bell-pulling nightly. 


study. 


FUN. 


THE ADVENTURES OF MR. SCATTERBRAIN.—No. 


The disturbers, however, 
invariably slope. 
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Te will have the bell 


remedy is suggested by Mr. S. 
put out of reach. 








PASTRY AND PASSION. 


A TALe or Fencuvurcu-stTReEET. 


Provipep by the kindness of considerate friends with a bed for life | 
‘thirty the next moning, when, somewhat haggard, but very eagerly, 


in the Clapham Home for Incurables, I fancy that it would at once 
serve to relieve an hour or two of my tedious and well-nigh liverless 


existence, and perchance prevent some rash fellow-mortal from occu- | 


pying this mattress whcn I am gone, were I to make public my sad 
and untoward experience. 

Three months ago I was as blithe a young city broker as ever 
‘* bulled’’ a stock or made a time bargain. 
business and a good connection I seemed destined to acquire a speedy 


fortune, when one fatal morning, passing down Fenchurch-strect, I | 


noticed that there was a fresh girl at Spriggs’s. 

Hitherto the damsel who had handed me the small white plate, 
and taken the twopence for the Chelsca bun which, as a rule, con- 
stituted my frugal luncheon at the above establishment, had not been 
of a kind to arouse even a feeling of interest. But she whom I saw 
that morning was so ravishingly beautiful that, heedless of the early 
hour, I rushed recklessly in, and, all unconscious of my acts, had 
eaten a cheesecake and two meringues before I was sufliciently collected 
to reflect on the hazardous nature of my choice. ; 

Overcome with admiration as I still was, I was nevertheless calm 
enough to call for an Abernethy biscuit, and whilst slowly masticating 
this 1 ventured to address commonplace words to my charmer, which 
ill-sorted with my wildly beating heart. . 


She did not wholly spurn me, however. Somewhat haughty in her 


manner towards me, I still fancied I caught a twinkle of slight . 


satisfaction in her fathomless blue eyes, which lighted up into positive 


encouragement when I had three slices of jam-roll put in a bag, to be | 


consumed off the premises. 
I left Mr. Spriggs’s establishment a doomed man. Naturally weak 


in my digestive organs, I had hitherto managed, by carefully keeping 
to the mid-day bun, to stave off the insidious demon of dyspepsia ; but 
now, in twenty short minutes, I had But I anticipate. 

But little business was done by me that day. Vainly I tried to 
forget the fair creature that had beguiled me, and the hour of five 
p-m., instead of finding me hieing West fordinner, as usual, saw me 
again in front of Spriggs’s counter, and devouring hot apple-pufts ! 

If there was one thing against which my doctor has warned me 
more than another, it was hot pastry, and I knew, as I took a second 
puti, that I was putting an enemy into my mouth which would rob 
inc of rest and sleep, and in fact of my general well-being. But what 
though prudence whispered, ‘‘ Refrain!’’ and experience moaned, 
jeware!’’ when she, looking prettier than ever in a pink frock, 
suggested, with a smile even more friendly than that of the morning, 
that I should take the steaming tarts. Had she advised an arsenic 
cake or a slice of belladonna roll, J should have seized it eagerly all 
the same. Nay, | give you my word that when her sway o’er me 
was most despotic I have positively partaken with complacency of a 
sour cheesecake, and murmured sweet nothings o'er a Monday bun. 
But I am again anticipating ! . 

Before I left Spriggs’s that fateful afternoon I had promised Rose— 
f rshe had whispered me her sweet name behind the cherry brandy 





** 


With an increasing | 


often went ? 


bowl—to be there betimes the next morning, and then hastening from 


| the shop I bought a family box of Cockle’s pills, and with mingled 


feelings of delight and heartburn sought my bachelor-chambers. 
I draw a veil over the night I passed, and will go on to eleven- 


I presented myself at my divinity’s shrine. 

The horrors of the nocturnal watches had so got hold on me that I 
had vowed to be discreet, and taking an arrowroot biscuit commenced 
to dally with it, hoping thus to baulk the dyspeptic fiend whilst still 
worshipping my goddess. But, alas! though she was there, fair and 
lovely as yesterday, she had no smiles for me. Vainly did I whisper 
_well-turned compliments whenever she was in earshot, and ‘‘ look my 
love out of my eager eyes,” as the poet has it. She was merry and 
| talkative, it is true, but not with me. J was deserted, whilst odious 

men who came in and, heedless of their digestion, devoured fruit-pufts 
and jam-rolls, cheesecakes and meringues, were rewarded with her 
sweetest smiles and prettiest thanks. 

It was madness to me, and yet I could not go. I was spell-bound, 
and ground up the arrowroot biscuit in despair, till again my love got 
the better of my caution, and, seizing a Banbury cake, I ate it in four 
mouthfuls, and called desperately for a sausage-roll. — 

As Rose brought me what I had asked for I saw in a moment she 
had forgiven me. Once more her eyes twinkled with approval, and 
she stood and chatted to me sweetly, whilst I, in my delirium of love, 
consumed I fear to say how many assorted nastinesses. All I do 


' know is that I was called on to pay three and sevenpence, ere I left Mr. 


Spriggs’s shop, and that the subsequent night was again one over 
which, in mercy to my readers, I will draw the veil. . 

Need I goon? Need I tell how, day after day, my visits were 
repeated, until at last I spent more time in Spriggs’s shop than Spriggs 
himself, seeing he had another business in the Borough, where he 
Every day my digestion grew weaker; every day my 
love for Rose waxed stronger. My business by degreesleft me. But 
as I had not the heart to transact any, this mattered little. On my 
sitting-room mantelpiece was a pyramid of empty pill-boxes (family 
size), whilst on the walls were plastered whitey-brown paper-bags 
bearing Spriggs’s name and style—whitey-brown paper-bags which 
she bad fingered and filled for me with indigestible stock. 

By the time a month had passed my daily pastry cost me close on 
four and sixpence, and though I borrowed a large retriever of a friend 
and took him with me to Spriggs’s every day, yet even his appetite had 
its limits, and I was still bound to feartully overdo it. 

For Rose continued capricious as ever. I dared not refuse any kind 
of confection or pastry she offered me, and most cruelly did she punish 
me by cold looks and neglect when I, being more bilious than usual, 
was really compelled to stick to buns and biscuits. 

In the middle of the second month the retriever died on Spriggs’s 
shop-door mat, and I felt that, come what may, I must bear away 
Rose as my bride or follow the dog’s example. The following week I 
outdid myself in the largeness of my orders, until, on the day of doom 
itself, I spent five and ninepence, inclusive of sugarplums to take 
away, but exclusive of three cherry brandies with which I prepared 
mysclf for popping the question behind the filter. 

She refused me with scorn! I can hear now the contemptuous 
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laughter with which she greeted my passionate flow of language ; 
I shall never forget to my dying day the harsh words with which she 
met my piteous allusion to my ruined digestion. But oblivion kindly 
came to my aid, and clutching wildly at a barley-sugar pagoda on the 
counter, I seized a large jelly instead, and fell swooning on the floor. 
* * * a ” 

It was some weeks ere I was sufficiently recovered to be moved to 
this hopeless Home, and one morning, taking up the Times in a moment 
of temporary strength, I read in the first column :— 


On May 9th, at St. Botolph’s, Bishopsgate, Thomas Henry Spriggs, pastrycook, 
&c., of Fenchurch-street and the Borough, to Rose, only daughter of the late 
Mr. Joseph Radstock, of Penge. 


Thus my remaining years of incurable dyspepsia will be embittered 
still further by the thought that what I imagined to be tokens of 
Rose’s love were but the seductive arts of the shopgirl exercised in order 
to increase the business she was one day to share. 





ODD ITEMS. 


CATCHING THE FLEETING ‘“FANCY.”’ 
N amiable-look- 
“as VE ee ing person was 
eg 38 : Veet q brought up to 
a swmenle, Toy SP Sen | the Police Court 
: some days ago on a 
charge of wandering 
in the fields with the 
intention of captur- 
ing small birds in the 
close season. When 
the prisoner was ap- 
prehended by 
V 30,005, his pockets 
were filled with 
writing materials. 
He said there was 
some mistake, as he was not connected with the bird trade in any 
way. Policeman V 30,005 said that prisoner was a well-known Birp- 
FANCIER: he was always fancying that he heard the cuckoo at Christ- 
mas and writing to the Times about it. Prisoner was at once removed 
to the cells. 


HOW TO PREVENT DRUNKENNESS—A PROBLEM. 
Tue GovEeRNMENT 


* Pd - wae 
en. iA,! a 3 oa" 














(studying the returns | 3 
. ; . | bY, |hor SOLE 

of drunkenness in the ‘ 

| Ml . 4+} | feme aces}. 

United Kingdom). ea at asses 

Here’s a terrible state My’ SPIRITS 





of affairs—a positive 
incitement to drunk- 
enness! In one street 
there are no less than 
eight places offering 
means of intoxication 
(six public - houses 
and two grocers’ 
shops. which - sell 
spirits) ; and in this 
street there are eight 
confirmed drunkards, 
each of whom obtains his means of intoxication at one of these estab- 
lishments. If we close one public house and take away one grocer’s 
license, it will deprive two of the drunkards of the means of intoxi- 
cation. 

(Zhe GovERNMENT does this. But, much to its surprise, all the eight 
drunkards go to the remaining six establishments to satisfy their cravings.) 

THe Government. This is very strange—we never thought of 
this! We will try taking away the other grover’s ]*: conse, 

(The GOVERNMENT does this. But the eigiuc « ards flock to the 
remaining five public- houses.) 

THe GoveRNMENT. Well, this is odd. But there must still be too 
many public-houses. Let us close three more. 

(This ts done. But the eight drunkards crowd into the remaining two 
publie-houses and get as drunk as before.) 

THE GOVERNMENT. Well, the only way is to persevere. We will 
close one of these public-houses, leaving only one open. ‘his measure 
cannot fail to accomplish the desired end. 

(This is done, tuo. But, strange to say, the eight drunkards take to 
drinking in the one remaining publie-hous.) 

THE GovERNMENT. Well—it’s an extreme measure: but it must be 
done. We must close the remaining public-house, and then they 
can’t get drunk. (The remaining public-house is closed.) 

Chorus of Soper Prorie, who like moderate refreshment. Now 





— ———— CS 


dl 


HUN. 135 





then, Government, we are not going to be punished because a few 
people will get drunk. You must find some other way. Open the 
door ! 

Tue GoverNMENT. Oh, dear! this won’t do! We must open the 
public-house, or there will be a revolution. We shall have to open 
the public buildings on Sundays, as a ‘‘sop” to make the sober 
people forget their annoyance about the closed public-house. While 
we're about it, we'll encourage the introduction of pleasant coffee- 
houses, too. As to those drunkards, we shall have to give them up 
in despair ! 

(The publie-houses are all opened again ; the grocers get their licenses 
back; the public buildings are thrown open on Sundays; and pleasant 
coffee-shops are established.) 

Tue Government. Well, we never! Why, here are those eight 
drunkards, quite sober and respectable, in the public buildings and 
the coffee-shops! There isn’t one of them in any of the public-houses, 
although the latter are all wide open! Well, we never! 








THE SEASONABLE HARE. 


OW here we have — pre- 
are !— 
In mili starch, 
The maniseal hare 
Attributed to March. 
(A month which we 
detect 
Exhibiting a plain 
Insanatcus effect 
On little ‘‘ pussy’s’ 
brain.) 


He’s near a battle’s din 
I’ve very little doubt, 
But is he going in P— 
Or is he coming out ? 
Anent this simple fact 
No proof is to be had, 
But clearly either act 
Were similarly mad. 


He’s mad to go and fight, 
But, once he takes the 
gun, 
He’s mad to think of 
flight, — 





He's madder still to run. 
Still from his month he'll win 
Excuse if he requires ; 
He lion-like comes in, 
And like a lamb retires. 


MORE COMING MEN. 


ONLY THERE ARE NO SIGNS OF THEM YET; BUT LET us WAIT 
AND Hore. 

Our waiter. * 

The man who, knowing nothing about politics, is content to leave 
the government of the country to those who understand it. 

The man who sits down to cold’ mutton for dinner without using 
unparliamentary language.t 

‘The man who has the moral courage to wear his old hat till he can 
buy a new one. } 

‘he man who has the strength of mind to resist giving fees to 
box - openers. § 

The man who tells his wife he is going to the Derby with Cadby, 
instead of saying he will be detained in the City till late. 

The man who ascribes his morning seediness to his evening libations, 


| and mot to the pickled salmon at supper. 


‘Che man who returns the umbrella he borrowed last Christmas 
tw: ivemonth.|| 

‘The man who gets on with his mother-in-law." 

The man who is ‘‘ at home” to the Income-tax and Water-rate. 

The man who has got change when a friend wants to borrow hali- 
a-crown. 

The man who minds his own business.* * 

Others shortly, as soon as announced by our own telephone. 





® Been “‘ Coming, Sir,’’ with our chop these two hours—not in sight yet. 
+ Dimly descried in the haze of the future. 
+ Supposed to have funked and turned back. 
? Believed to have missed the way. 
| Wish he would come, and bring ours. 
“| Expected with the Millennium, or soon after. 
** Not expected at all. 
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ON THE RIGHT SCENT.—‘S REAL CABBAGE.” 


Cad to Fellow Passenger (after lighting up in a non- smoking carriage) : 
F. P. (sniffing) : 


RE RUSSIA. 


VAULTING ambition, 
So whispers tradition, 

To pay has not always been found, 
And the Northern Colossus, 
In seeking to cross us, 

May possibly come to the ground. 





An ii cilia Turk. 

Tuat a prophet is no good in his own country is proverbial, and 
the conviction at the Middlesex Sessions for the hundredth time of 
John Mahomet would seem to show that a prophet is sometimes with- 
out honour in a country not his own. The individual referred to, 
who has been sentenced to 12 months’ hard labour, is a prophet only 
in name, whose absence from our midst will be no /oss. 


Tue art of photography has certainly reached a very high state of 
perfection. A photographer of our acquaintance has actually gone 
down into the country with the intention of taking the air! 


have greas peasure in certifyime to toc 
great benefit I bave seen to arise from 
che use of Chapman's Entire Wheat Flour as 


" ja: artecle of foed for children. It is very 

eas'ly dizested by the most celicate ones.” 

: Faow Bearow Suisrros, Exg., F.RCS. 

Suid by Chemists, dc., in 6d. and 1s. 
Packets, and 8s. Tins. 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phasnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Decters’ Commons, and Published (fer the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street. E.C.—London, March 27, 1878. 


—‘* SMOKE IT IP You LIKE, BUT IT’S A VERY 


”? 


—‘* Don’T MIND MY SMOKING A CIGAR, I suPPOSE? 
BAD ONE.” 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


The Scar on the Wrist doubtless provides opportunities for acting of 
a very marked character. 
The success of A Fool and his Money at the Globe is not surprising. 


| Mr. Toole was always good at playing the fool. 


One scene in Louis XJ., at the Lyceum, is not commended by the 


_ critics, owing to the acting of Mr. F. Tyars. This is Tyarsome. 


The new farce, 4 National Question, is almost sure to answer. 





Poetic, but Peculiar. 


In the postscript to ‘* Lady Grizel”’ the Hon. Lewis Wingfield 
siys: ‘*When the lion has trodden down the brushwood the worm may 
wriggle in his track without fear of him.” We really fail to see the 
necessity for a lion to tread down brushwood for a worm to wriggle. 
The metaphor is decidedly peculiar, if not altogether ir-wriggler. 


A Foolish Joke. 

We have often wondered of what comestibles the Hungarian Diet 
is composed, and our curiosity is at length satisfied, for we read of a 
Joint-sitting of the Hungarian Delegation. This is as it should be, 
for that Hung(a)ry people should have substantial diet is but meet. 


Prace for persons of wavering faith.—New Zeal-land. 
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C. BRANDAUER & Cd.’S New registered “‘ press 
series’’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
points being rounde d by a new process.—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand, 


Works, BirmIncuam. 
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DROP BY DROP. 


Tue world grows older every day! 
The same thing we are daily doing, 
While some are born, some pass away, 
Some wed, and some—well, they are wooing. 
Some in the shade of sunny day 
Spend all their life in scented poesy, 
Here dreaming, waste their time away 
In bowers sheltered, rich and rosy. 
But ‘‘ drop by drop the raindrops fall,’’ 
Quick time flies past on minutes winging— 
Smooth down the steep rolls on the ball, 
While golden time away we're flinging. 
Amazed we meet the gloomy day — 
‘The day that all too sure is coming, 
When we are called with life to pay 
The long account we have been summing. 
Then slow and sure, like swift and strong, 
Will find the past an idle song. 


Ha(i)rdly Credible. 


Accorpinc to the Carlisle Journal, a man named 
Robinson charged his wife at the Cockermouth Police 
Court with having violently assaulted him, when the 
following dialogue took place:—Mr. Fisher (to com- 
plainant): Have you any other witness ?—Complainant : 
No; I hev t’ neighbours, but they dar’n’t come forret 
she is such a dangerous villain.—Defendant: I hevn’t 
a bit o’ hair on my heid but what thoo’s dragged oot.— 
Complainant: Thoo never hed nin.—(Laughter). How 
Mrs. Robinson could have any hair on her ‘*‘ heid’’ but 
what had been ‘‘ dragged oot’’ we cannot quite see, and 
then the assertion that Mrs. Robinson ‘‘ never hed nin”’ 
is also singular; but, no more on this head, the Robin- 
sons’ statements have too much of the ‘‘ hairy nothings ”’ 
about them to Hirsute us. 


Tue Prince of Wales has assured the Freemasons of 
Dorset that ‘‘ the prosperity of the Masonic Craft is ever 
uppermost in his thoughts, and the position of Grand 
Master of the Ancient Order of Freemasons is one in 
which he feels the greatest pride.’’ A little ‘‘ buttering ”’ 
is never out of place at Dorset. 


From A Lecat Pornt or View.—Advice to persons 
about to marry. Six and eightpence.. 


SERVANTS’ AGENCIES; 
Or, How Nor to Ostarin A SERVANT. 
PROLOGUE. 
First ADVERTISEMENT IN NEwspareR.—Magnificent plain cook. 
Can cook anything. Ten years’ character. 


A. B., Soansoe’s Agency. 

Seconp Dirro.— Wonderful parlour-maid. 
tall; pearly teeth and golden hair. 
gild picture-frames, or play the piano, or execute step-dances if 
required. Late employers committed suicide on parting with her. No 
holidays: no followers ; wages one shilling per year.—Apply C. D., 
at Soansoe’s Agency. 

Tuirp Dirro.—Miraculous 
wonderful calves. Eats nothing. 
many languages. Civil; attentive; good-tempered ; 
required ; or take entire charge of garden and greenhouses in addition 
to regular work. No wages required.—Apply E. I'., at Soansoe’s 
Agency. 


Jeautiful appearance ; 


with 
Speaks 


footman. Seven feet high; 
Attends chapel regularly. 


SEQUEL. 

InNocentT Lapy (in want of servants). Dear me, what a great con- 
venience these servants’ agencies are. They collect such a set of 
excellent servants for one to choose from, instead of the inefficient 
creatures one gets through advertising! (She proceeds to SoaANsoE’s at 
once.) If you please, Soansoe’s Agency, I should like to see the 
‘* magnificent plain cook’’ you advertise in to-day’s paper. 

SoANsOE’s AGENcY. Well, ma’am, we’re very sorry, but she has 
been engaged just three minutes ago; but we have many other cooks 
we can highly recommend, and ‘ 

Innocent Lavy. Can they cook ? 

Soansog’s AGENCY. Well, no; we have none who can do that, 
certainly. 

Innocent Lapy. 

Soansor’s AGENCY. 


What sort of characters have they ? 
Well, I can’t say they have any characters at 


Sarah Ann :—‘* Ou, AIN'T MY 
He’s on’Y BIN TO SCHOOL TWO MONTHS AN’ HE'S GOT THE CATECHISM. ’ 


Eliza Jane :-—‘* Wor’s THAT! 
TWO WEEKS AN’ HE’S GOT THE MEASLES ! 


all. 

| two.) 
’ Thoroughly obliging, | 
experienced, and loveable. Wages no consideration whatever.—Apply | 


to suit you. 
Can coo’, or attend tu stable, or | 


| (She does. 
can drive if | 


| lady one minute ago. 
(The Innocent Lapy sees them too. 


ae 


, pi es sen 
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REAL TALENT. 


BROTHER A CLEVER BOY, Eviza “JANE? 


Whuy, MY BROTHER'S ON’Y BIN TO SCHOOL 


7? 


You shall see them. (She does. They consist of two or three 
market-garden women, two or three casual paupers, and a mud-plunger or 


Innocent Lapy. These will hardly suit me. I should like to see 
the ‘*‘ wonderful parlour-maid ”’ you advertise. I was struck with the 
description of her appearance, as I require one with a good prese ice. 

Soansogz’s AGency. The fact is, ma’am, she was engaged only 
two minutes ago ; but we have a number of others who will be certain 

Innocent Lapy. Can any of them wait at table, clean silver, and 
so on? 

Soansor’s Acency. Well, no; I don’t think they can do these 
things ; nor, in fact, a—anything else. But you shall see them. 
There are two or three scullery helps, two or three matech- 

vendors, and two or three tnfants.) 

Innocent Lapy. No; these will not do either. Let me see the 
‘‘miraculous footman’’ you advertise. I want a fine, well-made 
footman. 

Soansoe’s Acency. Ahem! You see, he has just engaged with a 
But we have several who will be sure—c., Kc. 
There are one or two pigmes, 

one or two skeletons, and one or two Itttle boys.) 
Tue Innocent Lapy. Thank you. Good day. 


A Remarkable Beat-Route. 


A PpoLiceMAN of our acquaintance privately informs us that he 
intends to take advantage of the next agricultural show to exhibit his 
champion beat; he assures us it extends from our railway station 
to the ‘* Bolster and Three Goslings”’ at the corner, and back again 
by the ‘‘ Tin Whistle”’ ; and covers an area of some thousands of square 
feet. 

TaLx about pilgrims with peas in their shoes! An acquaintance of 
ours never takes his walks abroad without ten nails in his boots. 
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THE PITH OF THE PAPERS. 





BIAS V. PREJUDICE. 
An article from the ** Diurnal Intelligence” of March the — 78. 


We see the Tory press repeats, 
With most unquestionable marks 
Of triumph, all its party’s feats 
Of devastation in the Parks. 
It’s time the Tory press should learn 
That battered hats, 
And garment-rents, 
And putrid cats, 
As arguments 
Are hardly like to serve its turn ! 
It’s time it learned (although its views 
Mav chance to favour rowdy scenes) 
That Englishmen of sense refuse 
To be convinced by such a means ; 
We truly hope, ere long, to see 
It generally understood 
That such affairs can hardly be 
Productive of the public good. 





An article from the ‘‘ Flag”’ of the same date as above. 


We trust that the Liberal press is delighted 
(We glean that it is, from its recent remarks) 
With all the destruction its words have incited, 
On sundry occasions of late, in the Parks. 
‘Tis time it should learn that discussion consisting 
Of brutal destruction 
Of various kinds 
Is scanty of arguments strongly enlisting 
(By patent deduction) 
Intelligent minds. 
We'd given the Liberals credit for knowing 
That flinging of cats and destruction of trees 
Are arguments which—though decidedly flowing— 
Are scarcely the sort which an Englishman ‘‘ sees’ ! 
We're earnestly hoping to see it admitted 
Ere long by the public—to whom we appeal— 
That scenes of destruction are rather unfitted 
To solidly further the general weal. 
, 


An article from the ‘* Diurnal Intelligence’’ of a week later than above. 


A trusty correspondent writes 
By letter dated 23rd— 
(He is a man of clearest lights, 
And we rely upon his word) :— 
‘‘ The universal feeling here 
Of England's fright 
And wild alarms 
About the might 
Of Russian arms 
Is unequivocally clear. 
In point of fact the Tory press 
Has thus perniciously misled, 
And now the tale, as one may guess, 
Eatirely fills the Russian head. 
All thinking men have set it down 
As evident that nothing less 
Than European war can crown 
The efforts of the Tory press.” 


An article from the ‘* Flag”’ of the same date as last article. 
Our own correspondent in Russia has statcd— 
And few will refuse him the credence Le claims— 
The very misleading impression created 
Respecting Great Britain’s intentions and aims: 





It is, it appears, the prevailing impression 
That Britons, demurring 
And timorous, are 
Prepared to submit to degrading concessions 
For fear of incurring 
A war with the Czar! 
The Liberal papers, it cannot be doubted, 
Have given this pitiful rumour its birth— 
A course of proceeding at once to be scouted 
By all the respectable writers on earth! 
When once such a rumour is properly swallowed, 
What person, excepting the wilfully blind, 
Can fail to perceive that the thing will be followed 
sy war of the widest and ghastliest kind? 


An opening paragraph from the ** Diurnal Intelligence’’ of any for 
every) date. 
Of course our readers must have seen 
To what a very full extent 
A change of front has lately been 
Effected by the Government ; 
This change was necessary, thanks 
To certain weakness in the ranks ; 
This change of front, though, after all 
Is not the first we can recall ! 


An opening paragraph from the ‘* Flag’’ of the same date as above. 


We have to confess that we fully expected 
And—pardon, we beg, if our candour be blunt !— 

Regard with amusement the lately-effected 
Remarkable change in the Liberal front ; 

A measure resulting, no doubt, from detection 
Of weakness pervading the Liberal lines, 

And far—in the scope of our own recollection— 
From being the first of such ominous signs ! 


GETTING HOME BY ’BUS. 


Business Man (leaving his home in a suburb only accessible by rail 
from one out-of-the-way part of town). Good bye, my dear; I'll get 
home early to-day; I'll jump ona ’bus. (His wife waves an affection- 
ate adieu from the front gate as he sets off townward. They are both 
moderately young and buoyant ; there are to be kidneys and mushrooms for 
supper. * * * He transacts his business in town ; this completed, he 
starts off to catch the homeward ’bus at the corner. There is no’bus to be 
caught, but there are many tired-and-weary-looking persons, who have 
rushed to catch the bus, waiting for it.) 

Business Man. Never mind; I won’t wait. I'll walk on and let 
it catch me up. (He starts off. After a mile’s walk, he slackens his pace 
(to give the’bus a fairer chance of catching him up) for another mile. He 
then slackens his pace to a crawl (to increase the chance) for another mile.) 
It’s a very long time—lI’1] sit down here and wait for it to catch me 
up. (He sits an hour or two.) Hang it, the *bus must go very slowly. 
Ha, there it is on the hill four hundred yards off; I'll walk on and 
let it overtake me. (J/e walks on ; it doesn’t overtake him—he decreases 
his pace ; he crewls ; still it doesn’t overtake him.) Confound the thing ! 
I’ll sit down again, and perhaps it will catch me then! (He sits down; 
he begins to read his paper ; he falls asleep, and sleeps for a considerable 
time ; then he wakes up with a start.) By Jove—l’ve been asleep and 
let the ’bus pass ; oh, no; there it is coming, but it’s three hundred 
yards away yet. Now, shall I take a room hese and wait until it 
comes up, or shall I trudge home? (He takes the room; has another 
doze ; plays a few qumes of whist with the landlady ; reads the ** Times,” 
** Standard,”’ ‘* Daily News,’’ ‘‘ Echo,’’ *: Matrimonial News,’ and 
** Exchange and Mart,’ trom beginning to end, and writes a few letters.) 
There, I'll go out now ; the ’bus must have arrived by this time—no 
—it’s a hundred yards off yet; oh, here—hang it! I shall never get 
home if I don’t walk! (He strolls home; the kidneys and mushrooms 
have long, long been cold, and the Bustness Man and his Wire are greyer 
and sadder.) 

That Business Man (next time he starts for town). 
my dear. I'll get home early to-day—I’ll walk. 

(As he trudges to town he meets the ’bus that he had waited for ; it has 


Good bye, 


progressed nearly five hundred yards further, and will probably reach the 


suburb some day.) 


Tue Porte has refused to allow the embarkation of Russian troops 
at Buyukdere, placed twenty battalions of infantry in the vicinity of 
the Straits, and thrown up a number of earthworks; and the papers 
call this *‘ taking every precaution against surprise’?! Why, if this 
sudden wake-up of the apparently crushed Turks isn’t a surprise, 
what is ? 








APRIL 3, 1878.] 


FOURTEEN CANDLES. 


A Farcr IN INNUMERABLE Acts AS PLAYED Daity THROUGHOUT THE 


MerTROoOpOLIS. 


Scene.—Gas Company's Office. Behind the counter are discovered clerks, | 
directors, engineers, secretaries, and other officials, with one or two | 
Government testers. They ali take hold of hands and dance round, | 


singing, 
Competition we defy, 
And we’ll duly tell you why, 
If how we are enabled you're unable to descry— 
For we’re a monopoly, Yah! 
By an Act of Parliament 
Was the British Public sent 
All hopelessly devoid of gas unless to us they went. 
For we’re a monopoly, Yah! 
And although they may complain 
That the gas is, in the main, 
In quantity deficient, and in quality inane— 
Yet we’re a monopoly, Yah! 
Then we placidly refer 
To the Government tes-fer, 
Who says it’s ‘‘ fourteen candles,” in reply to their demur. 
And we’re a monopoly, Yah! 


(Then enters Tue British Pvusric. They all come forward and I soon of that branch 


smile at him.) 

Tue B. P. I say, your gas is simply awful. Why, I can’t even 
sec to read the rT by it and if my wife wants to work she 
has to have a lamp on the table. It is really too bad, both your con- 
duct and the gas. 

Tue Company. My dear sir, why, we’ve reduced the price. What 


FUN. 


— 





And—though when the Act suggested 
That the quality be tested 
On a scale of fourteen candles—it was with the old ‘‘ argand.”’ 
Now I use a patent burner, 
Half a ‘‘ Sugg’”’ and half a ‘*‘ Brénner,”’ 
Which will show two candles more than would the one that first was 
plann’d. 


They all laugh derisiwely. Tue British Pesuic shrinks away 
abashed. Then they all join hands and sing, ‘‘ For we're a monopoly, 
Yah!”’ After a time re-enter Tue British Pusuic in a state of 
desperation. 


Tue B. P. Look here, I can’t get any gas to go on with my 
business, my workmen are standing idle, and I’m losing pounds because 
there is such a miserable little glimmer they can’t see to work by it. 
I can understand now about the want of quality, but, hang it, want 
of quantity is too much of a good thing. 

Tue Company. According to your lights it is not enough of a bad 
thing you seem to suffer from. Pardon our feeble joke. 

Tue B. P. But I appeal, not to your conscience, but your interests. 
If Ican only get a very little gas i can only burn a very little, and 
consequently your income must become proportionately reduced. 


An ENGINEER comes forward and sings :— 


When I was an articled pup gay, of a gas engineer was learning, 
it the golden way with an acumen quite 

discerning. 

It wasn’t to let the company get more profits from increasing takings, 

But rather the loss should be more than met by saving in the coals and 
makings. 

To give all the gas you require entails my giving of pressure a 
plenty ; 


on earth do you find to grumble at now? You said it was dear, and | Percentage would rise on the leakage scales, if I did it, from ten to 


now you’ve got it cheap. What more do you want? 

Tue B. P. Bah! it is dear at any price, and we want it good. 
Why didn’t you, instead of reducing the price, raise the quality ? 
Fourteen candles! I don’t believe it. 

A TEsTER comes forward and sings :— 


I’m a tester, I’m a tester, 
And I wish you wouldn’t pester ; 
You will see it’s fourteen candles if you look at my report. 
Down upon them all like winking 
Or a pyramid at rinking, 
I would come if but the quality showed half a candle short ! 





WOMAN’S RIGHTS. 


Ir has puzzled me quite—and I’m sure I 
am right, 
And am equally certain they’re wrong— 
How folks so disagree with a Woman like 
me, 
Whose convictions are honest and strong. 
For I’ve been in a place where they 
laughed in my face, 
And declared I had better wear ‘‘ tights”’ 
In the Ballet, than preach about things 
out of reach, 
Such as what people call ‘‘ Women’s 
rights’’! 
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But tho’ cynics may laugh, I care not for 
their chaff, 
And inflexibly go on my way ; 
For I’m certain I can make a man—wio’s 
a man— 
Coincide with my notions some day ! 
I am sure he will find—if he’s got any 
mind 
That is not as minute as a mite’s— 
That a woman should be just as able as he 
To insist upon definite rights ! 


And upon them I stand, like a lord of the 
land, | 
And I feel the possession is good ; 
While I look for the day when the words | 
that I say 
Won't be sneer’d at and misunderstood. 
For the time yet shall be when my sex will 
be free 
From proud man’s supercilious slights! 
His power I defy! and, if needful, will 
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THE HIGHER EDUCATION OF WOMEN. - 


twenty. 
| As, in coals and men I ’conomise, then through me are the profits all 
growing, 
So I get my salary lifted when I show whence the dividend’s 
flowing ! 


Tue B. P. subsides into his boots, which take him rapidly from the 


place. Then all join hands again and dance round singing their celebrated 


song, ‘* We're a monopoly, Yah!’’ Grand illumination of fourteen- 


| candle gas and CURTAIN. 


i bacaamcigaeniamsnaeneennne 
A Limn or tHe Law.—The picture of the Tichborne trial. 
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die— Gent (literary conversation) :—‘‘ AYTER ALL, I PREFER THE Vicar of Wakefield.” 


To my very last hair—for my rights! 





Lady :—‘* DEAR ME, YOU SURPRISE ME. I NEVER READ RELIGIOUS BOOKS.”’ 
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EON. 


A PETITION TO PARLIAMENT. 
(SEE RECENT REMARKS OF THE PARLIAMENTARY, COMMITTEE.) 








' GET UP” 








It was absolutely necessary that our Petition about the pump should be signed by 2,000 resident working-men ; but this’was difficult to manage. In fact, the 
whole population of our parish is given in the sketch above. 





And of the scholars who came, from the next parish, to Dame 
Ticklum’s school, 


However, with the aid ef our invaluable parishoner, Tim, who c-uld 
n no end of different hands, 
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DN 


: 





And of other providential circumstances, we mapaged to work up the petition to the 


And of two friends of our Bob, who could never sign their names 
requisite size—and lor’—who’s to find out if we have clapped on an extra name or two ? 


twice in the same way, 
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BLACK AND GOLD. 
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[4 Private View previous to tts exhibition at the Royal Academy, Westmins‘er. 


— “A cHARMING PicrURe IF THE BACKGROUND WERE NOT 80 GLOOMY AND THE Figures WEKE DIFFERENT.” 
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THE YOUNG PRETENDER. 





Tue ‘‘ crews” on the Thames—as at present they are— 
I am bound to observe them each day ; 

And, anxious the crowd should account me a “ star,’’ 
Why, I dress in the following way :— 

With ‘‘ sweater” and ‘‘ reefer”’ (I speak by the card) 
And with ‘ flannels’’ my person I deck, 

I don what our oarsmen have christened ‘‘ a yard,” 
While my ‘‘ brewer ”’ encircles my neck. 

(Though wearing the articles forming this dress 
All my breast with importance inflames, 

That’s nothing at all to the pride I possess 
In repeating their technical names.) 


I know very little of boating beside— 
I have been on the water but twice— 

The only conception I have of a ‘‘ slide ”’ 
Is a something connected with ice. 

But ‘‘ chumming”’ with ‘‘ Jacks’’ is a capital thing 
For acquiring aquatical slang, 

So ‘‘ lightly I talk”’ of their ‘‘ feather ’’ and ‘‘ swing,” 
Of their ‘‘ catch” and ‘‘recover’”’ and ‘‘ hang;”’ 

And seeking the path, with a critical air, 
Do I gaze at the practising crews, 

And, gracefully posed, you may notice me there 
A-pretending I’m forming my views. 


THE COMING RACE. 
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CREW RESTING ON THEIR OARS. 


Oxrorp, MAIDENHEAD, AND CAMBRIDGE, 
Monday night. 


EXTREME difficulty, Mr. Editor, of reporting the 
practice and condition of both the crews has 

— been materially increased this week by the 
migration of the Oxford to Maidenhead. To oscillate between 
Oxford and Cambridge is sufficiently trying, but to do so between 
Maidenhead and Cambridge is almost too much for even the ubiquitous 
modern reporter. Actuated, however, by a determination to serve my 
journal at all costs (a note of which I enclose), and disdaining to 
sacrifice my integrity by reporting matters I have not actually 
witnessed, I have set up a coach for rapid transit between these two 
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places. I work it in this way: As soon as the Oxford crew is out, I 
dash down to the tow-path and follow their practice until the first 
‘‘easy,’ when, leaving them resting on their oars, I jump into 
the coach, tell the man to drive like mad, and, reaching the Cam 
just in time, follow the Light Blues in the same way; then back 
again to the Oxford, and se on until the practice for the day is over. 
This is exhausting work, and rather heavy on the horse; but I am 
determined to do my duty, and it is well known that we “‘ specials’’ are 
not particular as to the sacrifice of a horse or two, particularly when they 
(very properly) 
fall under the 
head of ‘ ex- 
penses.”’ By the 
exercise of this 
energy I am en- 
abled to give the 


following re- R\ 
port :— A 9 
In the first OS | F 


place, it is curi- a | | a fl 
ous to note the Gi. Qser ge 
discrepancy be- ar 4 RDA \A 
tween the pros- Nasi Ind * OM) 
pects of the 
respective crews 
and their colours—the outlook of the Dark Blues being light 
and brilliant, while that of the Light Blues is almost as dark 
as may be. I have long thought there was a screw loose some- 
where in the latter crew, and the permanent removal of Mr. 
Nettlefold, and the (possibly) temporary ditto of Mr. Barker, 
with the obvious difficulty experienced in filling their places, proves 
your correspondent to be (as by nature a correspondent always is) 
correct in his surmise. Nevertheless, they have greatly improved in 
some respects—their ‘‘swing’’ is better, their ‘‘ hang” is less (two 
points closely connected), and as for their ‘‘go”’’ its strength is 
wonderful—whether you take it in gin or whisky. Nor is the Oxford 
having it quite 
all their own 
¢ way—as bread, 
' not too fre- 
quently, does 
—they are 
clearly ‘‘ go- 
ing down 






A ““scREW’’ LOOSE. 


-\ 


Tl (ape : | x o + 4 again,” and— 
Seer I again not un- 
— Ml like bread — 

getting 


** stale.”’? Dur- 
ing the week 
members of 
both crews 
have been out 
in tub-pairs. Not wishing to spoil the market ntil I have booked 
my own bets, I postpone naming the winner until next week—mean- 
time, my tip is, watt. TROPHONIUS. 





PRACTISING IN ‘‘ TUB-PAIRS,”’ 


GLADSTONE’S NEXT SEAT. 


Tue following eligible constituencies have applied for the honour of 
being sat for (or upon) by Mr. William Ewart Gladstone, a young 
politician whom Mr. Chaplin and Sir Drummond Wolf are anxious to 
introduce into public life. They think he would make a capital butt! 

Doncaster thinks she’s the place, because W. E. G. has always 
taken an interest in Eastern races, and nothing in the shape of 
pamphlets Don’ cast her down. 

Chesterfield’s sure of him, for it’s jest a field for his energies. 

If he’d like to represent Surrey, Sir ’is game is to go on opposing 
the Surreyptitious war policy of Disraeli and Co. 

Hackney, though nobody would Fawcett to give up its present 
member, would of course be a cabital place to represent. 

Whitechapel people think they have a claim te him because he once 
read Chaplin a lesson. 

Of course, Portsmouth, seeing that he has shut up one Sublime 
Porte’s mouth, will decline to let him open his in its favour. 

pa nn tne 

Dr. F. R. Lees has commenced an action to prove his title to have 
charge of the charter and rituals of the Grand Lodge of Good 
Templars. ‘‘ Lees’’ is hardly a name to find favour in temper- 
ance circles—it seems rather suggestive of something stronger than 
water. 

Tux Manchester and Salford carpenters’ and joiners’ strike still goes 
on. It is enough to have had so many masons joining the strike—we 
are sorry the carpenters should be joiners too! 


————e er ws 
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CONSIDERATE. 


Young Precious ;—** I suaALL NEVER MARRY, MA, DEAR.”’ 
Mamma:—‘* MARRY, DEAR—WHAT DO YOU MEAN? ”’ 
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A GHOST IN HYDE PARK. 


I'm the ghost of a pussy departed 
In the usual way, 
Which I scarcely need say 

Means some sparks, feeling bland and light-hearted, 
Stoned and drowned me one blithe holiday. 


And in life I was lean and unhappy, 
And made welcome with kicks, 
And pea-shooters and bricks, 

While my dinners weren’t frequent, though scrappy ; 
Ere the Thames I was knowing in Styx! 


But ah, gladly I’d answer the summons 
Of fate, that would say, 
‘* Live again, in the way 

You were used,’’—for nine lives on short ccmmo?ns 
Aren’t too much for this honour to pay: 


To be borne, in their glorious passion, 
In the heat of the war, 
Where the Borough Cids spar, 
And be hurled (in symbolical fashion) 
In the face of a miscreant Czar! 
Oh, the lion, the greyhound, the eagle, 
Stags crimson as blood, 
Ilave been crests since the Flood ; 
But this new one’s most thoroughly regal : 
A Dead Cat, encrouté, in mud. 


Oh think of it, querulous kitten, 
When your spirits are lead 
For the mice that are fled, 

That the Great Patriot Party of Britain 
Will fight for you when you are dead! 


In Memoriam. 


Jutius Cesar is dead! We are aware that this 
sounds like stale news, but it is nothing of the kind. 
‘he individual we refer to was forty-eight years of age, 
and had coméatted against many ruxs of ill-health, but 
at last was bowled out by Death, on the 6th March, 1878. 
The cricketing world ‘‘ could well have spared a better 
man,’ and will doubtless reiterate our regrets that he 
had not dong-stopped with us. 





A Maw or ** Parts.’’—An actor. 


- 7 _ ” 
}Y. P. :—** You xnow, I couLpn’T STAND YOUK BEING A MOTHER-IN-LAW. 





MANY RETURNS AND SMALL PROFIT. 


Or, Wuart iT 1s ComMING To. 


Scene.— The Education Office, Downing-street. A number of the Heads 
of the Department discovered in consultation. 

Tue Secretary (reading correspondence). More petitions from 
school teachers against the introduction of the new return, No. 06128, 
ordered by departmental minute dated lst April last. 

Finst Heap. Ridiculous! The return is a most vital one. 

Seconp Heap. Let me see, it’s the one calling for a list of the 
phrenological developments of all the Board scholars, is it not ? 

First Heap. Oh, no; that was No. 06224. This valuable re- 
turn was my own idea, and calls on the teacher to furnish a list of all 
his or her scholars who have uncles and aunts, and the names and 
addresses of those uncles and aunts. 

Seconp Heap. Exactly ; most important, of course. 
schedule will be most interesting, I’m sure. 

Tuirp Heap. This opposition of the teachers to the furnishing of 
returns is most ill-timed. Why, whatever are they employed for? 

Secretary. Here's a petition from 5,000 of them suggesting their 
primary business is the instruction of the young. 

First Heap. What a ridiculous notion! Any little time they 
may have after satisfying our demands for returns may with advantage 
be devoted to imparting knowledge, but I need scarcely say to the 
Board that our official returns come first, and must be attended to 
before aught else. 

SeveraL Heaps. Just so, just so! 

SeckeTary. Really, some of these teachers are rude enough to 
dare to insinuate that the returns are useless, even when done. 

First Heap. What depravity! They suppose, I presume, that 
Board Schools are built and teachers engaged to instruct children. 
Absurd! Rubbish! 

Seconp Heap. Quite so! That deputation maintained, you 
know, that so long as a boy or girl learned to read and write and 
cipher, his or her name, age, colour of hair, number of teeth, and 
so on, are of secondary importance. 





A tabulated 











Turrp Heap. Yes, I heard that horribly unofficial doctrine urged 


myself. 

‘FourtnH Heap. But to the official mind the thing, I hope, is clear. 
Given a school of 500 boys and girls, say, and our first object must 
be that this department be placed in possession of every possible item 
of information, valueless in itself, but departmentally precious, about 


- those children. 


Sreconp Heap. Precisely; and if, after performing that duty, the 
school teachers have any spare time, then it would not be contrary to 
the law to place these children in possession of a few items of infor- 
mation themselves. 

Finst Heap. Just so. Yet I venture to hope the time is not far 
distant when they will have no such spare time ; when the teachers, 
indeed, will be night and day engaged in filling up and making 
returns to this Board. (Zear, hear.) 

FourtuH Heap. Has not the time already come when we should 
get the biographical bi-quarterly returns of all the scholars of the 
country in triplicate ? 

First Heap. Well said! Mr. Secretary, please note that point. 
We might begin, at all events, by ordering all the returns now sent 
in to be in duplicate, on principle. 

Tuirp Heap. I have been thinking, too, that although the daily 
number of minutes passed by each child in the Board Schools is now 
returned to us weekly, we have no account of the number of minutes 
passed by each scholar owt of the Board Schools. 

Severat Heaps. Hear, hear. 

Tue Secretary. Might I suggest that the number of minutes in a 
day being known, the figures of the return we now get furnish data 
for supplying those just spoken of? 

Finst Heap. Mr. Secretary, you may be right, but you should 
know by this time that it is a principle of this Board to find out 
nothing for itself. If the information sought by my colleagues is 
valuable, and I believe it is, why a return is the way to get at it. 

Tue Secretary. I beg the Board’s pardon. I was tor a moment 
making a common-sense suggestion; but I forgot to whom I was 
speaking. 
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Fourtu Heap (looking at letters). I foresee trouble with the School 

Board teachers. I find a most mutinous spirit in these letters. Here’s 
one actually objects to making return No. 26042c, giving the names 
and addresses of all scholars who have not had the measles, because, 
as he rudely says, ‘‘ measles or no measles, his business is to teach, 
and not to ask inquisitive questions of his boys’ mothers.”’ 
_ First Heap. That teacher should be dismissed at once. Rank 
insubordination, I declare! Why, what will he say next winter, 
when it is the Board's intention to call for a tabulated return of the 
chilblains in each school, showing how many are broken, and the 
proportion on hands and feet ? 

Tue Secretary. By the way, there are draft copies of the four 
new returns ordered at the last meeting to pass, and the plans for the 
new warehouse for storing duplicate returns to examine. Shall we 
proceed to discuss them ? 

First Heap. By all means; and don’t forget, whilst I think of it, 
to send round that last order of ours closing all schools for the last 
two days in each week for the better preparation of the returns by 


the teachers. 


Secretary. It shall be done. Now, then, please for No. 002467n. 


(Left passing new returns.) 





MY FAIR APRIL FOOL. 


An Apri. FOotty. 


Sarp Lizzie to me, in a moment of mirth, 
‘* Just see how the Fates have been crool, 
For April the First is the day of my birth, 
And the Saint for the day is A Foou!”’ 


1 answered the pretty young thing,—‘‘ Little Liz, 
You know loving makes fools of us all; 

And since it is held that all Love Folly is, 
So Fools’ Day is Love’s Festiv-a/. 

‘‘ The following statement, however, don’t scorn, 
I announce it to you as a fact, 

That each pretty lass on the Folly-day born 
Is exempt from Love’s general Act. 

‘¢ And the reason for this is judicious and gay, 
For Cupid, I tell you, has signed 

A paper to say /e’s the Fool of that day, 
And much more than usually blind. 

‘* The arrows of Cupid are Folly and Love, 
But on the Fool’s Festival day 

The boy’s anxious mother slips down from above 
And his Folly-dart filches away. 

‘‘'Thus, born on Love’s morn, Lizzie sees at a glance 
How she Love’s Folly-dart did evade ; 

While, born before dawn, Cupid hadn’t the chance 
To employ t’other dart of his trade. 

‘¢ To Cupid’s surprise, when he woke at sunrise, 
Himself he could hardly persuade 

Of the truth of the vision that dazzled his eyes, 
When he gazed upon Liz, ready made. 

‘¢* A readymade maiden?’ he cried, with a start— 
‘ Here, before I have opened my school ?— 

Or even have grinded the point of my dart? 
Here’s a girlie Love cannot befool !’ 

** Then, clapping a big paper cap on his head, 
Cupid sat himself down on a stool, 
And, after reflection, he candidly said, 

‘I’m an April, green, gooseberry Foo. 


'7 9»? 





‘Thus I told merry Lizzie her secret of birth, 
And, feeling as foolish as Cupid, 
T said, ‘‘ Let us fly to the ends of the earth! ”’— 
She, equally loving and stupid, 
Deposed, she ‘‘ would take me for better, for worst ””— 
And we fixed for the wedding-day— April the First! 


CAilliam Brunton. 


Bory Marcu —, 1883; Diep Marcu 24, 1878. 
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Tre grave has closed over the remains of William Brunton, an 
artist of fertile power in humorous design. For many years he was 
a constant contributor to the pages of Fun, and away from this journal 
some of his best work will be found in the illustrations to two volumes 
by Knatchbull-Hugessen, and in ‘‘ Nowhere to the North Pole,”’ 
the last work by Tom Hood, with whom Brunton was so long and 80 
intimately connected. His less will be felt by a large circle of friends 
to whom he was endeared by his kindly and genial qualities. 
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‘Snow has been falling heavily in Scotland, with frequent showers 
of hail and sleet along the coast, and a northerly gale has been rag- 
ing.’’ (See newspapers.) We can’t blame the Northerly Gael either— 
such weather’s enough to make anybody rage ! 





We are sorry to find the Tenants’ Improvements (Ireland) Bill has 
been rejected. We are firmly convinced that there is room for all 
sorts of improvements in Irish tenants; perhaps their skill as marks- 
men is about the only thing which does not need improving. 





A very unaccountable affair has taken place near Glasgow, where a 
farm has been destroyed by fire, which could not be suppressed owing 
to there being no water at hand. Yet, afew lines lower down we 
read that the ‘‘shippon was soon in a blaze.’? They evidently had 


enough water to have a ship(p)on. 





William Lord, a cotton-waste dealer, has been committed at 
Manchester for ‘‘ attempting to frustrate the ends’’ (cotton-ends of 
course) ‘‘ of justice.’’ This cotton Lord is said to have induced a 
woman who had been assaulted to goto Liverpool, and to have 
employed a man to ‘‘ keep her in tow ”’ (sic) there until the end of 
the assizes. We should think that cotton-waste would have done 
as well, and he might have ‘‘ kept her in”’ that himself. 





A charitable lady has forwarded a donation to the wife and children 
of the tishmonger who is detained for kissing a lady in the Borough. 
We trust that when the kisser is released he will not omit to 
acknowledge this act in his characteristically gallant style. We 
think a promising course of action has been indicated to all ladies 


‘* waiting for a buss.”’ 


NECESSARIES FOR EMBARKATION. 
Litrte ReapiIncs For CrepvuLtovs Britons, 


Latest TrLtecraM.—The Grand Duke Nicholas has repudiated, 
with virtuous indignation, an intention fof, in any possible way, 
attempting to strengthen his position on the Straits. He will take no 
steps which are not absolutely indispensable for the embarkation of 
the Russian troops for the North. 

Litrte Facts Wuicn Svuspseqventty Drisste to Hanp.—The 
Grand Duke Nicholas has found it absolutely indispensable for the 
effectual embarkation of his troops to erect a few permanent forts, 
commanding the Straits, at Buyukdere. The Grand Duke Nicholas 
has found it indispensable to the proper embarkation of his troops to 
erect a line of land-forts around, and commanding, Constantinople. 
The Grand Duke Nicholas has found it wholly indispensable for the 
effective embarkation of his troops to stop the embarkation and detain 
them at Buyukdere indefinitely. (See late intelligence in the news- 

apers. 
. The Grand Duke Nicholas has found it quite indispensable to the 
thorough embarkation of his troops to keep them permanently at 
Constantinople, which he has occupied for that purpose. 

The Grand Duke Nicholas has found it perfectly indispensable for 
the embarkation of his troops to proclaim Turkey in Europe an integral 
part of the Russian Empire, to close the Dardanelles to ships of all 
nations, to take possession of Egypt and the Suez Canal,—of Arabia,— 
of Persia,—of India,—of the rest of Europe—and so on. 


Our cook has been giving herself great airs lately, and has demanded 
a higher ‘‘salary” this morning. She is labouring under an 
impression that she is the Minister of the Interior. 

Ir seems in direct opposition to the natural sequence of things that 
the essays of the metropolitan volunteer officers to bring about the 
Easter Monday manceuvres this year should result in failure. We 
have a hazy notion of semething fit and proper in the bracketing 
tegether of ‘‘essays’’ and ‘‘ reviews.”’ 
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‘“GOODS REMOVED—TAKING ALL 


A Sketch tuken about Quarter Day. 


SPORTS AND PASTIMES TO COME. 


Artrr the success of the late long-distance competition at the 
Agricultural Hall, and the increasing popularity of this sort of thing, 
we understand it is in contemplation to effect a radical change in the 
7 upon which our sports and pastimes are at present carried on. 
The ridiculously short distances and limited periods of time to which 
all kinds of sporting events are now confined, to say nothing of the 
absurdity of diffusing them over an extended space, instead of the 
circumscribed area like that of the Islington exhibitions, where every- 
body can see the beginning, middle, and end of the fray, will soon be 
totally abolished, and sensible arrangements, something like the 
following, substituted :— 

The Derby and other great races will be run in one of the smallest 
of the West-end squares— Manchester or Hanover—round and round 
the enclosure for a month or two. 

The Oxford and Cambridge boat-race will be rowed upon the 
Round Pond, Kensington Gardens, day and night, for three months 
at a stretch. 

Instead of attempting to swim across the Atlantic, Captain Webb 
and Professor Cavill will contest a thousand-mile race in the tank at 
the Westminster Aquarium. 

The All England and public school cricket matches will take place 
upon the boards of one of the minor theatres—the Strand or Royalty ; 
each innings to last six months at least. 

The Waterloo Cup and principal coursing events are henceforth 
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Another Version. 


| to be run upon billiard tables, at the St. James’s or other suitable 
_hall; any dog killing his hare under a fortnight from leaving the 
slips to be disqualified. 

All billiard matches for the future to be for not less than a Dillion 
up, and to be played upon tea-boards. 

Glove-fights will take place at street corners in cages, after the 
‘‘Happy Family” pattern; each round to continue for a twelve- 
month. 

The Royal Yacht Squadron Regatta will be sailed upon the Serpen- 
tine, up and down till doomsday. 


‘¢ Nice.—£2,000 a Year.” 

So says ‘‘ Veritas,” advertising in a daily contemporary. And so 
it is, dear Mr. Veritas, very nice indeed to have such an income. But 
really, don’t you think, now, that it is quite too awfully unnecessary, 
not to say a little tantalising, to those who haven’t got it, to advertise 


| 
| 
| the fact in the papers ? 
| 
| 


Bounp To Skiu.—Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s., PRomETHEUS, the Fire- 
giver. Surely this is an instance of ‘‘ Prometheus Bound”’ ! 


NOTICE !—On Sa EC TY 
THE BOAT-RACE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


PRoFusELY ILLUSTRATED.—ONE PENNY. 
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PUTNEY: APRIL 13, 1878. 


Here’s to the struggle high principles swaying— 
Honour, and what is to honour akin; 

Here’s to the right-away race we are praying 
Of the two crews that the better may win! 

See, how the sides of the river are beaming ! 
Dotting their usual emerald green, 

Shadings of blue are incessantly gleaming— 
Violet’s lustre: Forget-me-not’s sheen ! 


Look at the myriads lining the river, 
Shouting a welcome until they are hoarse ; 
Hammersmith Bridge that was given to quiver, 
Now is a skeleton spanning the course. 
Sinew and muscle the rivals are straining, 
Greeted by cheering, they steadily row. 
‘* Oxford is winning,’’ now ‘‘ Cambridge is gaining” — 
As in the van they alternately show ! 


Look at the men o’er their stretcher-boards bending, 
Sliding together the moment they ‘‘ grip ;”’ 
Only one oar on each side is extending, 
Such is their regular ‘‘ feather ’’ and ‘‘dip.’’ 
Here’s to the crew that the winner is reckon’d— 
A glorious struggle and splendidly won! 
Here’s to the colour that came in the second, 
And here’s to the spirit in which it was done! 


Courts and Passages. 


Dvurinc a trial at Barnstaple the other day the prisoner 
was seized with a fit and removed to the borough jail. 
As he could not be moved back again to the Court, the 
Court adjourned to him, and the trial was finished in 
the passage outside his cell. The next time we’ ve effected 
a crime we shall insist on sitting on our own sofa in our 
own drawing-room while the judge tries us from our 
own hall-door mat. We've always been needlessly in- 
convenienced before. 


A WEEK or two ago somebody stole a van full of eggs, 
with horse attached. A few days ago somebody else 
improved upon this, and stole the brigantine <A/ezis, 
cargo and all. We are anxiously looking out for the 
next robbery—it ought to be something big. 

Tue Manchester Reform Club says that the Govern- 
ment has no business to take warlike proceedings 
without consulting the constituencies: It evidently is 
not a war-club. 


RAISING THE FARES. 





SIMPLE DIVISION. 


Amicable Youth :—‘* Wuat, MY BILLA, you’RE A-LOOKING MELANKOLLIB! 
WHERE'S YER MATE?”’ 

Woeful Ditto :—‘* Wuere’s MY MATE? Wuy, HE’S BEEN AND HOOKED 
IT ARTER DIWIDIN’ THE PERWISSINS—COLLERED THE TWO PBRLONIES AND A 
BUSTER, AND LEFT ME THE SALT AND MUSTARD.” 


| yards and then another stoppage. After an hour.) I’m afraid we shall 
| be too late to see the race at all if this game goes on. I say, hurry up 


A Farce 1n PErRenniAL ACTS, TO BE PLAYED AGAIN ON THE BOAT-RACE | there! 


Day, ‘‘SupporTep BY A PoweRFuL CompPaAny.”’ 


Scenzg: A Railway Terminus. In the booking-office are discovered | 
clerks, directors, general mismanagers, §c. They sing. 


Open the doors—oh, open the doors, 
And let the Public in; 

See, how this notification floors 
Its self-complacent grin. 

On all the fares we have made a call 
The local lines upon ; 


"Twill cost as much to approach V ... hall 


As’twilltoT..d... ton. 
First-class we reckon at half-a-crown, 
The next at shillings twin, 


While ‘‘ third” will cost ’em a sulky frown, 


With eighteenpence thrown in. 
Enter the Pusutc. 


Tus B.P. IsttoP..-..y, ad toWes.... 


© cis oes k, IlsttoM..... ke, 3rd toB.... 


day! There’s been no notice of it. 


Tue Company. Oh, yes! There’s a bill round there plain enough a 


you could have seen. 


Tue B. P. Youdon’t suppose one comes up here on purpose to 


th, 2nd to 
s. Why, that’s 
the fare! Raised, is it? Shortest distance same fare as longest to- | (Derisive laughter byt 


Tue Company (looking in at window, sings). 
We don’t want to chaff, but, by jingo, when we da, 
We take your mcney, cage your body, try your temper too ; 
We’ve done the same before, we'll to our creed be true, 
| And when we chance to catch the Public—work him ! 


| Tue B. P. W-why, you impudent set of . Oh, we're off 
_again. Well, perhaps if the crews are late Hullo ! stopped again. 
(After several hours). I say (looking out of window), you had better 
| take us back at ence—it is too late now. No, they won’t even do thay. 
| Whata shame! (Sings). 
| What a swindle! Whata swindle! ’Tis enough, I vow, to kindle 
Simple, mild, and inoffensive blood to boiling heat. 
After putting up each fare too, that the company should dare to 
Keep me fretting, fuming here upon a lumpy seat. 
What a scandal! What ascandal! Surely this will hold a candle 
|__ Up to any scheme that might be reckoned as a sham. 
| But it seems I have been ‘‘ had,”’ and I must make the best of bad, and 
Let reflection comfort me of ‘‘ What a fool I am!” 
OMPANY. A grand collision as a wind-up, and 
CuRTAIN.) 

















Such an Opportunity ! 
Last week a gentleman named Dodge was charged with fraud, 


study your notices. That’s my fault, is it? Well, I call it mean to re 
a lady named Savage was censured for cruelty, a party named Welch 


take advantage of an occasion like this, I do. Ugh! 


(Tue B. P. 


was convicted of dishonesty, and a tramp named Toes-er (or it may have 


ays extra fare and seats himself with difficulty in the train, which duly | 
im a A ae been Tozer, but. it’s all the same) was done something to. Oh, if we 


starts. After a bit it stops on line.) 


Tue B. P. (after first half-hour). I say, if we don’t get on a bit | 
faster we shall have to hurry. Oh, we’re going on at last. 


vYOL. WKVII. 





only wanted to write comic paragraphs, what lovely chances these 
(4 few | would be! 
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THAT CAPITAL NOTION 
OF BRANDING EVERYONE IN THE ARMY, IN ORDER TO PREVENT DESERTION!!! 
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BRAIDING 
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‘ Novel plan of recruiting, rendered necessary by 
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The impres ion created by the “ branding”’ suggestion on the minds of our “likely young men” ! 
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Gent :—** WHICH SIDE ARE you FoR, Ox or Cam?P’”’ 
Gent :—** OH, YOU SHOULDN’T CHANGE! VERY WRONG.” 
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OUR LADS IN BLUE. 
TTO WEBBER does good service in pub- | 


lishing his patriotic song, ‘‘ Our Lads in | 
Blue,’’ at a time like the present, when | 
the efficiency of our maritime service is 
of paramount importance. The refrain 


goes right to the mark : 


ways, 
From squalid court and den, 
Those lads forlorn, poor waifs and | 
strays, 
And mould them into men. 


‘¢ Then take from life’s unwholesome 


9 A 
«7 


Although much has been done in this way, | 
much yet remains to be done, and Mr. | 
Webber's song will help many a ‘‘ waif’’ | 
to a noble calling who otherwise might | 
have spent a life of crime and dishonour. | 
The music, by Hamilton Clarke, no doubt | 
intentionally reminds us of some good 

old English melody. | 
| 


A Crew-cta Test.—The trial which will draw thousands to the | 
banks of the river on Saturday. | 


Txoveu similar in other respects, wherein will the victors in the | 
coming contest differ chiefly from the Spartans of old?—In being | 
heroes of a race, whereas the others were a race of heroes. 


Wuy does Putney at present resemble a surgical museum ?— 


Because there are cases of muscular development in the boats and | 
rows of sculls in the sheds. | 











ait \ 
f a — — Ah i 


TURN AND TURN AGAIN. 


Little Girl :—“*I was ror Cam, nuT Now AM FOR Oxrorp.”’ ; 


L. Girl:—“ Bur I po cHaxage, AND MAMMA SAys I MUST ALWAYS 
BELIEVE IN THE SIDE THAT WINS.” 
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SCOTCH BRASS. 


“ Be thou familiar, bas-——”’—Shakespeare. 





‘* A LIPSRARY notable ’’— 
See Edinborough paper 
Made sweet with semething potable— 
‘* Has had his loyal caper. 
To honour him our Princess call’d, 
Without parade or bother, 
When thus into her ear he bawl'd: 
‘ Louise! How is your mother ?’,”’ 
‘* A literary notable ’’ ? 
There’s something out of order ! 
Fcn’s glad—his words are quotable— 
He's this side of the Border. 





Kind to a Fault. 


Tue following has appeared in a Dublin paper under the heading of 
next-of-kin advertisements:—‘‘ If Edward Wakes. house painter, who 
is in the habit of travelling to all parts of the country in prosecution of 
his business, will communicate with his brother, it will be to his ad- 
vantage, as his wife is dead.’’ ‘This is certainly a little rough on the 
dear departed, and to publicly proclaim the deceased lady's im- 
perfections is decidedly taking a mean advantage. It might be truly 
said of the advertiser that he is ‘‘ a little more than kin and less than 
kind.” 


Hint for Young Seamen. 


WHATEVER the navigation books may tell you, the most expeditious 
mode of boxing the compass is to pop it into your chest. 





No wonder a ship is called ‘‘she.” She has shifts, stays, an 
apron, hooks and eyes, pins, caps and ribbons, hoods, poy pets, and a | 
husband. { 
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THE COMING RACE. 
Putney, Monday. 
R. EDITOR. Sir,—Oxford and Cam- 
| 7 bridge are now both at Putney 
x (ordnance surveys and school maps to 
the contrary notwithstanding), a 
circumstance only capable of being 
brought about by the combined efforts 
of our two great Universities, prov- 
ing the advantage of a liberal educa- 
tion—/(for a sound Liberal education 
eruse your Fun regularly—Advt.). 
tt is wonderful to see how kindly the 
crews—debarred by the inexorable 
laws of training from their beer— 
take to the water. The Cambridge, 
indeed, arriving a week in advance of 
their rivals, -have been out in every 
kind of weather our country—ex- 
tremely: versatile in that respect— 
affords, from storms of sleet and hail 
to dreamy sunshine. Their first row 
over the entire course—(when, Prest 
by their ‘‘ stroke,’’ they did much to 
alter the betting)—must have sur- 
| prised the croakers, who have been 
early in the field this year—‘‘the early croakers,”’ let us say. The 
boat on this occasion, under stress of ,;weather, showed the true “ sea- 
man’s roll.’’ Some look upon this as a drawback, but why should I 
agree withthem? Since then their improvement has been steady, and 
their boat steadier. There is no truth in the assertion that they intend 
rowing the race—well—undressed ; this ridiculous rumour, no doubt, 
took its rise in the statement that Cambridge would row without Close 
this year! Both crews seem to have taken my remarks of last week 
to heart. The Cantabs have lightened their prospects considerably, 
while the Oxonians are keeping very dark—at Souk I had the greatest 
difficulty in ascertaining the date of their intended arrival here, and 
now, whenever I ask the ‘‘ stroke’’ a question, he pretends not to hear! 
Under these circumstances, I have little to say of them save that their 
condition is not nearly so backward as has been hinted, and there is 
no doubt of their being forward (in every sense) in the coming 
struggle. 

I now proceed to indicate the winner. Vaticination and versifica- 
tion always go together, so, James, bring forth the afflatus un- 
sweetened—cold. Thank you, James; now for a draught of the cool 
Pierian! Ha, that’s the stuff !—another and another—xow I feel the 
inspiration tingling in every vein, xow, with my “eye in a fine frenzy 
rolling’’—my vision prophetically doubled—burst I forth :— 

Come listen, noble patrons, if you’re anyway inclined, 

To see what I am seeing with ‘‘ the optic of the mind ’’:* 

A tow-path and a river with a rather motley crowd 

Of the gentle and the simple, of the silent and the loud. 

The day is rather sultry—no, it rains—no, stop, it snows— 

The stream is frozen over—no, a southern zephyr blows— 

Stop, the sky is greatly clouded, though with here and there a rift— 

Bah! The weather bids defiance to the best prophetic gift ! 

I can’t see what the weather is—it’s certain to be strange — 

Whatever its commencement there is sure to be a change. 

See the ‘‘ dingies’’ on the river and the barges not a few, 

The steamers, the outriggers, and the thimbie-riggers too, 

The gentle three-card player with his idiotic gull, 

The fight of clumsy oarsmen, and the ‘‘ erack”’ upon the scull, 








The coarse and flaunting hussy with a costermonger voice, 
In light and airy banter with the blackguard of her choice, 
The triple ‘‘ shies a penny” and the sadlies they provoke, 
The youth who’s been embarking prematurely on a smoke, 


* ** In my mind’s eye, Horatio.’’—Ham/et, 


FUN. 














And Britain’s fairest daughters wearing blue, in courage bold 
(For blue is very trying to complexions, I am told!),_ 

The greenhorn who, for reasons Mr. Priggem could disclose, 
Is miserably conscious that he cannot blow his nose ! 

The amateurish oarsman in his unaccustomed ‘‘ togs,”? 

The oaths and bad tobacco, and the lost and straying dogs. 


But, hark! With new-born eagerness aglow in ev’ry face— 


The hoarse and growing murmur which proclaims the coming race ! 


A moment’s perfect silence, then a shout of ‘‘ Here they are!” 
A sway of wild excitement, and a many-voiced ‘‘ Hurrah !”’ 


On come the eighteen gallant hearts who’ ve nobly borne the brunt ,— 


They pass the ‘‘ Ship”’ triumphantly—the better blue in Front f 
ac * * 


This tip is sure and certain—so it cannot be erroneous 
To make your bets, my hearties, and think kindly of 
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TROPHONIUS. 








A COSTUME BALL. 
A TuovsaAnp MILEs AFTER INGOLDSBY. 
S I was sittin’, my breakfast 


gittin’, 
And feeling cross as any 
thundery night, 
The postman’s bould knock came 
e a loud shock— 
A letter?—’dad, but ’twas a 
wondrous sight. 
I opened both eyes, with joy and 


surprise, 
At the wonderful size, and beauty 


rare, 
For it did invite me to a grand 
night, 
When troops of glad youth would 
be dancing there. 


A fancy ball now, where one and 
all now, 
Should don such dresses as their fancy tould, 
So, with some forethought, a gay dress I bought, 
All trimmed with ’broidery lace of shining gould. 
There joyous greetin’, each other meetin’, 
All hand and hand upon the shiny floor, 
With friend and charmer, the nost in armour, 
To welcome guests, stood waiting at the door. 


We'd Day and Night there, in black and white there, 
Grand Major Domo, and the Chinese ; 
Bright silver bells rang, and cockleshells sang, 
And lord and lady strove their best to please. 
The Scotch Queen Mary, and Pat O’Lary, 
Went arm-in-arm among the crowd so gay, 
And all the dancing, and bright eyes glancing, 
Went tripping lightly till the dawn of day. 


Rich jewelled crowns there, and velvet gowns rare, 
And silks and satins with soft ermine lined ; 
There beards gigantic, and maids romantic, 
And trains that stretched out twenty yards behind. 
There Hamlet walkin’, with Paul Pry talkin’, 
And Turk and Templar met like friends of ould; 
The brave freebooter, and the Alpine shooter, 
With many more that never can be tould. 


Some chased and golden—not one was olden, 
From every country since the world was new ; 
The Count von Weazel, and Lady Teazel, 
With Charley Surface dressed in milky blue. 
The Buccaneer, too, that looked so queer, too, 
The sage Venetian, and the Spanish don ; 
All stood there pickin’ the ham and chicken, 
And sending wine the way that these had gone. 


And then the feastin’! I can’t the least in, 
Find proper words to tell the trates we had ; 
But the longest liver, sure he will never 
Forget the proud night when each heart was glad. 
Tho’ the sleet was fallin’, and the wind appallin’, 
And out-of-doors a worse night ne’er was seen ; 
The fun we all got at Charlie’s Charlecot, 
Made darkest night look bright as sunny Green. 


Mr. Srinceton, of the fourteenth regiment of the line, was found 
guilty last week of deserting his good lady. It seems they haven't 
yet been able to put a stop to desertion in the army. 
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THE CREW, 


‘E FORCE, PULL TOGETHER, WHATEVER YOU Do.” 
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‘* CREATING A LITTLE WORK.” 


ACCORDING TO THE SUGGESTION OF A ‘‘ PHILANTHROPIST,” QUOTED IN 
THE Globe. 


(Mr. and Mrs. Howso.per discovered. Mr. Howsouiper is reading 
his newspaper.) 
Mr. Howsotper. Good gracious! How employment fails !— 
‘*The Unemployed Mechanics’ Aid 
Subscription Fund ’’—‘‘ Distress in Wales ’’— 
‘* The Slackness in the Painting Trade ’’— 
‘* Complete Starvation ’’—‘‘ Hand-to-mouth 
Subsistence ’’—‘‘ Artisans Distres’t ’’— 
** Depression in the North and South ’— 
‘* The Slackness in the East and West ”’ ! 


(He sinks back in his chair aud meditates anxiously). 


It gives one’s feelings such a jerk! 
It is the least that we can do, 
To try and find a little work, 
To help these hapless workmen through ! 
Proceed, my love, to rack your head 
For any trifles, here or there, 
Which might, by any stretch, be said 
In any way to need repair ; 
While I myself will do my part 
In this humane and kindly plan. (Goes off.) 
Mrs. Howsoiper (with a burst of admiration). 
I never saw so good a heart 
In so intelligent a man! 


(Re-enter Mr. Howso.per, cunningly carrying a hammer.) 
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Song (Mr. and Mrs. Howsouper). 


Mr. H. I’ve the shrewdest little scheme 
Human mind could ever dream :— 
With a hammer flourished lightly 
But securely in my grip, 
When I come upon a chair 
Or a table, which is fair, 
And respectable and sightly, 
I shall make a little chip. 


On the ceilings and the wall 
Shall my little hammer fall 
Till its tappings and its hangings 
Shall result in little dents ; 
Not a corner shall escape 
From a scratch—a dent—a scrape, 
And the valuable hangings 
Shall be gay with little rents. 


Mrs. H. (with an enthusiastic appreciation of the scheme). 


I will gladly follow up 
With some acid in a cup— 
For you’ve given me a wrinkle 
Very practical and quaint— 
And the acid shall be such 
As defaces at a touch ; 
And the acid I will sprinkle 
On the varnish and the paint. 


And my efforts shan’t abate 
Till we’ve got in such a state 
That the cleaner and the mender 

Shall be needed to renew 

And restore to former grace 

All the things about the place— 

Mr. H. Put some acid on the fender, 

While I dent the ormolu. 


Boru (with joyful anticipations). Then the painters we’ll invite 
In a crowd, to put us right,— 
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And extend our invitation 
Till the plumber, overjoyed, 
Shall the premises invest 
With the gilder and the rest— 
Yes, we'll find some occupation 
To assist the unemployed. 


(They chuckle immoderately at the cunning characterising the scheme, and 
proceed to carry it out. Then they regard their work with 


complacency.) 
Mr. H. And now we’ll ring for Mary Ann, 
That staunchest of retainers, 
And bid her fetch the gilder’s man, 
The painter’s and the grainer’s— 
The joiner’s—his who fits the gas— 
And all the others in a mass. 


And let a nice repast be spread 
(Not grudgingly or sparely) ; 
They find it hard to gain their bread— 
We ought to treat them fairly ; 
Some goodly joints of beef will do— 
Together with a tart or two. 


(They ring the bell. Enter Mary ANN.) 


(A side.) To her I will divulge my plan 
With candour and minuteness— 
(With justifiable vanity.) I rather fancy Mary Ann 
Will murmur, ‘‘ What acuteness ! ”’ 
With wonderment her eyes will fill— 
Mrs. H. Oh, yes! I’m certain that they will ! 


Mr. H. Oh, Mary Ann, 
If you but scan 
The papers o’er, with wailing 
And deep concern, 
You’ll daily learn 
The‘great distress prevailing ; 
’ve brought to light 
A scheme that might 
In some degree abate it ; 
Attend to me 
And I shall be 
Delighted to relate it. 


(Mr. H. relates his scheme with an eye twinkling with triumph—but, 
strange to say, Mary ANN THE HovusEMAID appears in no way awe- 
stricken.) 





Song (Mary ANN THE HovseEMAID). 


Oh, sir, I’d wish to say—(without 
The least de-pre-ci-ation)— 
This plan I’ve always carried out 
With much determination. 
Oh, sir, I was instructed, while 
I still was young and trusting, 
As how to chip and dent and spile 
Was all the art of dusting. 


Oh, sir! Of principles I trust 
I’m not a careless scorner : 

If ever I’ve a thing to dust 
I always chips a corner : 

And when that thing has none to chip, 
Who says as that ere it 

From getting ’armed ?—TI lets it slip 
And cracks, or scrapes, or dents it. 

Oh, sir! All this, I needn’t say, 
Ain’t done for my enjoyment, 

But simply meant for ’elping they 
As can’t obtain employment ! 

(Mary “ANN goes off, while Mr. and Mrs. H. gaze approvingly after her.) 
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“Mr. H. Ah! By the way, I’ve decided on waiting,— 

| Never mind doing these jobs as yet. 

| (Mr. H. bows the WorkmeEN out, and their Chorus dies away into the 
| distance. CURTAIN.) 


Mr. and Mrs. H. (with great admiration). 


All this, of course, we needn’t say 
Is not for Aer enjoyment, 

It’s meant for helping those who pray 
In vain for some employment ! 


(Re-enter Many Ann, ushering in a crowd of WorkMeEN.) 


Mr. H. (delightedly). If you'll allow it, I'll set to relating, 
Set to relating my scheme to you. 


(He relates his benevolent scheme. The WorKMEN chuckle uncontrollably.) 


A Bricxiayer. Please to excuse us respectfully stating 
How as it isn’t exactly new! * * 
Say as you has a defect in the drainin’, 
Say as I’m summoned to do the job— 
Trust me to damage the paintin’ and grainin’, 
Just to make work for the painter Bob. 
Tue Parnter Bor. Say as I’m set a-repaintin’ it, master ; 
Say as I does it—by some mischance, 
Quite unintentioned, I injures the plaster, 
Giving the plasterer James a chance. 


Tue PLasterer James. Say as you offers the job, and I takes it, 
Say on the roof as I has to go; 
Well, and I steps on a slate and I breaks it, 
Giving a job to the slater Joe. 
Cronus op Worxmen. Please to excuse us respectfully stating 
’Tisn’t the newest of schemes we’ ve met—— 





Ansurp.—How can a cast horseshoe be made of wrought iron ? 


Norte ror Ornituotocists.—Cranes have recently been seen on 
several of our London wharves. 





BOAT-RACE BEAUTIES; OR, LINES ON PRETTY FACES. 








Then, sixteen minutes from the stuart, 
Fair number seven claimed my heart; 
And while the boats went flashing past 
She was supplanted by the last. 


Ir frequently occurs to me | But ere the boats appeared to view 
How wildly thankful he must be, T owned the power of number two, 
Who would not marry, when he sees Which lasted till I chanced to see 

A lot of beauties such as these. The greater charms of number three. 


Just take my interesting case :— The crews had scarcely left the shore 
While waiting calmly for the race, When she gave way to number four ; 
Before the strife had near begun | Then, whilethe race came on ‘‘ like bricks,” 
I fell in love with number one. She was ‘‘ cut out”’ by five—and six. 


es 


Now, as these simple lines you scan, 
Don’t judge me as a fickle man ; 

My flitting passions but denote 
That Beauty ’s Beauty’s antidote. 





And he who does not wish to wed 
Must seek a crowd to keep his head ; 


For, taken singly, any goose 
Will lure <5 ito we 


But when a crowd of them pursues, 
It’s quite impossible to choose ; 

And therefore we escape & mess 
ock’s noose. By this embarras de richesse. 











FUN. 
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MEMS. OF THE BOAT-RACE. 
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‘* THERE THEY Go!”’ 
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EXHIBITIONS. 

Tue French gallery opens, as usual, with 
a well-selected collection of works by artists 
of the Continental Schools. The larger 
pictures, forming the centres, are not by any 
means the best. In ‘‘ The Source of the 
Rivers ’’ (Van Marcke), the cattle are power- 
fully drawn and painted, but the colour gene- 
rally is bad. At the opposite end of the 
room, ‘‘ Faggot Gatherers”’ (Billet) is full of 
fine feeling, but again we have disagreeable 
heavy colour. A large picture by De Neu- 
ville forms another centre,—one of those mar- 
vellously realistic battle-scenes in which this 
artist excels. There are two fine heads by 
Kaulbach, and an exquisite head of a lady, 
‘* L’ Attente ’’ (Goupil) ; but the gems of the 
gallery are the smaller works, and Messrs. 
Wallace are to be complimented on the ex- 
cellence of the Exhibition. It is a collection 
made by men who really know their business. 

The Society of British Artists opens new 
rooms in Conduit-street, which are good and 
well-lighted, having the great advantage of 
being not nearly so large as the old eries 
in Suffolk-street. We have but to ask, how 
is it that the fifty-fifth exhibition of this 
society has no more interest than had its 
twenty-fifth ? 


“OUR BOYS.” 
Mrs. Bui loguitur. 


‘* No, Derby (Beaky, you be off !), 
You shall not go to school ; 

The boys have got a Russian cough,— 
I'll get some Berlin wool 

And with it stop your little ears, 
You darling, mother’s joy ! 

I will, you dearest of all dears, 
Then you won’t hear him, boy.”’ 





Patriotic Reflection. 


WE pride ourselves on our Dorking fowls 
and Aylesbury ducks. May we not also 
plume ourselves on the fact that there are 
pigger, geese abroad than any we breed at 

ome 


‘‘For men must work, while women must 
weep,” merrily chanted a Black Country 
man, as he still went on correcting with a 
poker his lamenting spouse. 


INSCRIPTION FOR CLEOPATRA’s NEEDLE.— 
‘* Multum ille et terris jactatus et alto. 


Boats THAT Ovucut Never To Sinx.— 
Cork steampackets. 
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‘“SCRAPS FOR THE#® DAY.” | THEATRES. 

Tue dramatic event of the day is the pro- 
duction of Mr. Wills’s Olivia, from Gold- 
| smith’s ‘** Vicar of Wakefield,’’ in which 
| all concerned have scored a big success. 
Mr. Hare well deserves the long run the 
piece is sure to have. 

In the WNe’er-do- Weel, under its new 
title of The Vagabond, at the Olympic, Mr. 
Gilbert has made some very trenchant 
alterations, both in construction and inci- 
dent, which were received with considerable 
favour by a not over-critical audience. 

At the St. James’s, Miss Cavendish’s 
round of characters would not be com- 
plete unless she gave her famous ren- 
dering of Lady Clancarty in Mr. Tom 
Taylor’s very interesting play, and her 
impersonation now shows no falling off from 
| when she originally created the character at 
| the Olympic. The lights and shades in the 
varied fear, indignation, dawning love, re- 
solution, despair, tenderness—in fact, the 
whole scale of the human feelings as so 
signally grouped in this character—are still 
conveyed by this accomplished actress with 
all her own old skill and effect. The other 
parts are all admirably played, and the 
entertainment is one of the best in London. 
If some of our croakers would only go and 
see how Clancarty is played at the St. 
James's, Diplomacy at the Prince of 
Wales’s, The Vagabond at the Olympic, 
Olivia at the Court, we might possibly 
obtain a short respite from the eternal 
cuckoo-cry of there being ‘‘ No actors now- 
adays, bless you! ” 





The Dramatic and Mimetic Recitals at 
the Egyptian Hall, by Messrs. Turquand 
and Pelham, are a capital entertainment. 
Mr. Turquand is a good Shakespearian 
reader, but we prefer him in such pieces as 
‘*¢ Phil Blood’s Leap,” in which he displays 
strong dramatic power. Mr. Pelham’s 
‘¢ Reminiscences ’’ are as humorous as well 
canbe. His ‘‘ Christopher Columbus,” and 
the ballad of ‘‘ The Banks of the Sweet 
Dundee,” are screamingly funny. 
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Hope for Turkish Bondholders. 


A new ‘‘ Turkish delight’? has been 
launched in London, independent of either 
‘* Bulls’? or ‘* Bears.”’? The ‘‘ Rahat La- 
koum’”’ has been set to the tune of the 
Gregorian—No; we mean that it is im- 
orted direct from Turkey by Krikorian 

ros., Great Tower-street, who will be 
happy to give in exchange for unredeemed 
Turkish bonds a sample of their fragrant, 
delicious, and genuine confection—‘‘ La- 
koum.” 





A Screw Loose. 

Is the Cambridge boat a steamer ?—if so, of 
what kind? First we hear it paddled to 
Hammersmith, and then that there are 
defects in its screw. 








‘‘THE RACE! DARK BLUE BEHIND!”’ | A Bank or Deposir.—A mud-bank. 
“@O-T VELICIOUs BEVERAGES.” ( A |) g [ R y 3 ¢ 

BASE awe | MEMO | Shane peuans €. BRANDAUER & CO,'S New ropistered 
vine APrLEY . | PE PrERMI NTs C. BRAN these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
Make meet delictous by thesimpie addition i —_ inta being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


tationer for a 


bev rages on of water, 
Pee ee eee ts | ire. eee wed Pints ovat gurire: pa for PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. | suicct the pattern best suited to your hand, 


Bold by Ch Grocers, t ; 
oy Spcmaete, Sree Tavauh ail Wholessle Houses” | S4UTION,—I7 Coose thickens in the cup it proves the addition of otarch. Woxas, Bramincuan. 
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UNFOUNDED RUMOURS. 


TuHeERz is no foundation for the report that the d/ock in the Law 
Courts has communicated its properties to some of the heads of depart- 
ments. 


Lord Rosebery in this month’s University is in extremely bad taste. 

We are requested to deny any intention on the part of the Lord 
Chamberlain, as consistent with his late order about Her Majesty’s 
uniform being worn at the Opera Comique, to stop all parents from 
dressing their little boys in Her Majesty’s men-of-war’s-men suits, 
now so fashion- 
able. 

There is no 
truth in the re- 
port that the 
Thames Conserva- 
tors are going to 4 SNe ' \\ Weare 
quadruple thetolls | |.) Wii? linear eae \ Fi BCs 
for pleasure-boats : Nie ame mm Pe trae F ivi 
because the bill LS RT De Mae 
was disallowed. et |S i Bi at 

There are no AVENE 1k 
grounds for the Lh aOR 
rumours now go- | |... 
ing about that, in | PA Ny 
case of a resigna- 3 
tion of the Minis- ) 
try, Her Majesty 
will send for Mr. | 
Maskelyne to form 
a Cabinet. 

It is absolutely 
ridiculous to en- 
tertain the idea of 
Mr. Clement 
Scott’s song, 
“Here Stands a 
Post,” having 
anything in com- 
mon with the 
“sticks” who 
sing it. 

It is scarcely 
worth disclaiming 
the report that the 
‘* Gentlemanly 
Villa’’ lately ad- 
vertised in the 
Standard was a 
mansion, and situ- 
ated near Lady- 
well. 

It is merely a 
smoking-room 
story that Mr. 
Gladstone will 
stand for Graves- 
end at the next 
election, with the 
idea that as longi- 
tude is always 
‘feast of Green- 
wich,’”’ he will 
be allowed more 
latitude there 


There is no 
truth in the pre- 
valent idea that 
the ‘‘Coming 
Man’”’ letters in 


| 


OUT ALL YER LOOSE CASH!”’ 





POLICY WITHOUT THE HONESTY. 


too. | ‘* WERRY SORRY TO HAVE TO TROUBLE ANY LADY FUR HER PURSE IN SUCH A LONELY PLACE 
AS THIS, Miss ; BUT THE FACT IS THAT, LIKE Dersy, I Gor DISGUSTED WITH THE BAD SEASON IN 
LONDON AND RETIRED ; BUT THEN, YER SEE, I’vE THROWED myself ON THE country—SO PLEASE SHELL 





HUN. 159 


Hardy made a d/unt reply to Sir W. Lawson’s amendment. On the 


| contrary, it was particularly pointed. 


And we wish most positively to dissipate the foolish rumour that 


has got about of our having some intention of paying our wife's 
| milliner’s bill. 
It is a statement utterly unworthy of credence that the article on | 








An Easter Offering. “_— 
Ovr young friend Vavasour objected at first to his distinguished 
patronymic appearing at the entrance of his newly-acquired office ; 
but he has since been consoled and reconciled, on strolling through the 


purlieus of the Temple, by observing how the best blood of England 
is there sprinkled 


on the door-posts. 


Attitude is 
Everything. 
In reply to nu- 

merous inquiries as 
to the ‘‘ attitudes”’ 
of the foregoing — 
we mean the four 
following—we beg 
to state that 


Austria - Hungary 
is ‘* doubled” 
up. 

Russia is resting 
on her arms. 

America is kicking 
her ‘‘ legs’”’ out. 

France is shaking 
her ‘‘ head,” 
and 

Italy is sitting on 
a ‘* chair.” 

Ahem! 

First Parrot. 
Could we not land 
troops on the 
Peninsula, and cut 
off Russia’s com- 
munications, and, 
in short, hem her 
in 2? 

Seconp Dirro. 
Yes; but not, I 
fancy, without 
hemorrh-age. 
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A Dialogue. 

Sace. True wit, 
my dear, should 
always include 
some element of 
surprise. 

Waa. Then if 
I come behind you 
and punch your 
head, is that wit? 

Sace. No; that 
would be a hit. 

Wac. Ah, yes, 
I see; hit and 
tumour, not wit 
and humour. 





CoRRECTION OF A 
Vutcar Error.— 
Although Sir 
Galahad said that 


the Daily Telegraph will be followed by others from one ‘Clean | his blade carved casques, it is erroneous to suppose he was a cooper. 


Gone.”’ 

There is no foundation for the statement contained in some of our 
contemporaries that detectives will in future be styled, ‘‘ Officers of 
the Committee of Criminal Investigation.’? They never catch any to 


investigate. Now Messrs. Meiklejohn and Co. were criminal investi- | 


gators. 


There is a foolish report going about that Lord Derby ‘‘ wishes he | 


hadn’t done it.” 
There is no reason for believing that the popular preacher who, the 


other Sunday, said he was the symbol of John the Baptist would have | 


been all the better for a good ‘‘ banging.”’ 
It is impossible to credit the statement of a morning paper that Mr. 
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‘WHEN GREEK MEETS GREER.” 
Original situation slightly altered. 
| ‘*‘ Wuen Greek meets Greek 
Then comes the tug of War, 


And Turks eat leek, 
Or win at best a scar. 


| Iw treating of ‘‘ Hunting by Inferior Tradesmen,’’ Blackstone has 
| omitted to stigmatise as he should have done that very objectionable 
mode of it which is carried on by persons armed with bills. 
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ODD ITEMS. 





A PUBLIC MONUMENT. 


Date: Say about the present time. 
{id IRST Lonvon Citizen. 
ae 


I’m 
very glad -they’ve decided to 
erect a monument to Sir Over 

Whelmer. - He -really did good 

service in the Black Sea War. 

He’s my idea of a great general. 

Sreconp Lonpon Citizen. Yes, 
I’m very glad too. After all, a 
public monument is the best pos- 
thumous recognition of merit ; it 
cannot fail to hand down one’s 
name to posterity. I see they’ve 
decided to give the oe to Diller 

Terry, the great sculptor. He’s 

said to, be about to commence on 

the plans at once. 
* ' * * e 


A dozen years elapse. 


Tue |}Curer CoMMIssIONER OF 
Works. Hullo, here are some 
plans on my desk; they look like 
the plans for some monument or 
other. ‘What are they? 

Oh, they’ve just been sent round by Mr. Diller 
They’re the plans for the monument to General 
Sir Over Whelmer 


Tuer Curer Commissioner or Works. ‘‘ Monument to General——’”’ 
‘* Monument ?f’’ I don’t know anything about any monument to—— 

His Secretary. Oh, yes; I think it was ordered in the time of 
the last Commissioner of Works but two. 

Tue CuizsF ComMMISSIONER OF Works. 
about it. 


Raw let 





\ , . 
ae 


His SecrETARY. 
Terry, the sculptor. 





Oh, very well; we'll see 


. + * * * 
Half a century or so elapses. 

Mr. Ditter Terry the Sculptor (descendant of Diller Terry the 
seu’ptor mentioned before) to his pupil. Why, what on earth are these 
plans—for some monument or other ? 

Purtt (after much research). Oh, they appear to be the designs for 
a public monument to General Sir Over Whelmer—&c., &c. 

Drier Terry (re descendant). Ah, um—I suppose I’m expected 
to take ’em in hand ; very good. 

* * * * 
Another half-century elapses. 

First Lonpon Citizen. Look here, they appear to be laying the 

foundation stones of something or other; have you any idea what it’s 


to be ? 
Sgconp Lonpon Citizen. Well, I’ve been told somewhere that 


they’re going to erecta monument to Admiral Auberon Welter, or. 


somebody like that. He flourished in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, I 
fancy ; but nobody seems to know much about it. 

ss . = a” * 
Another century ‘elapses. 


Tue Cuier CoMMIssIONER OF Works. By the way, what on earth 
can that half-finished monument be in St. Paul’s? I’ve inquired of 
all sorts of people, but not a soul appears to know anything about it. 

His Secretary. I fancy somebody told me it was to be a monu- 
ment to Julius Cewsar, or somebody like that. 

Tus Curer CommissiIonER OF Works. It’s a perfect disgrace to 
the place, and the scaffolding round it must be getting rather danger- 


ous—ldoks as if it hadn’t been touched for a century. 4 shail move'|” 


for a committee to consider the advisability of removing it. (He does 


so. The committee consider it advisable.) 





A CURIOUS MISCONCEPTION 
Induiged in by British party-feelers of both Liberal and Conservative 
persuasions, and remarkable as an example of the art of jumping at un- 
warrantable conclusions. A concise and instructive drama. 


Scent I.—A Street. 
Brown (a sensible person of no particular party) meets JONES (a specimen 
of a certain elass of Conservatives). 

Jones. Well, Brown. These Turks are very good fellows—as nearly 
saints as mortals can well be—aren’t they’ They’ve been nothing 
less than martyrs all through this war; they’re always in the right, 
eh? 

Um—well, I 


Brown (without any violent demonstrations of feeling). 


earn nnn nnnnnnnrrnmmmnnnnnnmmmcccccccccccccccccncnnccnncn nner rrr SSS 
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don’t know. The fact is, I ean’t say I’m much in love with the 
Turks. I don’t think they’re absolutely perfection. 

Jones. Eh? Ah, well; good day to you. (They shake hands and 
part. Exit Brown the sensible. Enter, to Jones, Mrs. Jonzs.) 

Jongs (with horror). My dear! that man Brown is actually a 
Russopw1Le! ‘*Doesn’t think the Turks are perfection !’’ Loves the 
Russians like anything !; Would die for the Czar! Believes the Russians 
ought to-have, Constantinople, and India into the bargain! Dis- 
graceful, isn’t it? ‘Be sure to strike his name off the list for our 
dinner-party. I shall cut him dead when [ see him next! (Ezeunt 
Jongs: and Mrs. Jones. Re-enter BRown the sensible, meeting Smita, 
a specimen of a certain class of Liberals.) 

Smitrx. Ah, Brown! There’s no doubt about the good intentions 
of the Russians, eh? Regular bricks those Russians! By Jove, I’m 
sure that nothing but purely Christian motives prompted that war, eh ?* 





Brown (as before). We-e-l, I can’t say I quite think that. I’veno. 
overpowering respect fer the Russians, and ‘ nf 
SmitH. Hawen’t you? Well, l—a, good morning. (They shake 


hands and separate. Exit Brown the sensible. Enter, to SmitH,: Mrs.» 
Situ.) 3 

Smirn (terribly shocked). “Mrés#Smith! Would you believe it, that 
Brown is a TurcorHiLe! Wants England to pour out its best blood 
to protect those confounded: heathens! Regularly mad about the 
virtues of the Sultan! Would:sacrifice his family for the Bashi- 
Bazouks! Don’t speak to him ag.the Sneffins’s party, mind. I shall 
pay him that £5 I owe him, and’never darken his doors again ! 

Scrnz II.—A Club. 
JONES and SMITH discovered. 


Jones (coldly, to Smitu). I was somewhat grieved the other day to 
learn from the lips of Brown that he is an adherent of your party’s 
principles—a Rvussopui.e, in‘fact.. I was deeply pained to : 

Smitu (distantly to Jones).. 1’m only too sorry to say you're quite 
mistaken. Brown told me himself that he was a confirmed—the in- 
telligence was most painful to me—a confirmed Turcoruiiz. I must 
say it grieved . Why, here heis; now we'll just ask him, and 
you'll see I’m right. (Enter Brown the sensible.) 

Jonges and Suitu. Why, Brown — ! 








Jones. Didn’t you tell me you were a Russophile ? 
Brown. No; not that I’m aware of. I’m nothing of the kind! 
SmitH. No, of course not; I said so. You are a Turcophile, aren’t 


you? 

Brown. No, certainly not. 

Jones and Suitu (together). Well, but—confound it!—if you don’t 
like the Turks you must be @ Russophile, and if you don’t like the 
Russians you must be a Turcophile, musn’t you now? Isn’t that 
common sense ? 

Brown. No, not at all. 
Turk. I think one’s as bad as the other. 
bound to love either. 

Jongs and Smit (staring at each other as if alight had burst upon 
them). Well, I never thought of that before ! 


CURTAIN. 


I’ve no love for either the Russian or the 
I don’t consider myself 


THE LAY OF. THE HUMOROUS BARD. 


Asx not for essays reflective or critical, 
Bid me not breathe antiquarian lore, 
Though I’ve a mind that is most analytical 
Seek not for gems from my tathomless store. 
Science, for me, may continue in fixity, 
Art be neglected and languish in pique,— 
Off with the raptures of learned prolixity !— 
I must be comical every week. 


Blest with a nature extremely poetical, 
Down to Apollo I’d bow in the mud, 
But, as I rather affect the pathetical, 
‘‘ Vaulting ambition” is ‘‘ nipped in the bud.”’ 
Save they appeal to my sense of the humorous, 
Lyrical subjects I care not to seek, 
Naught it concerns me if subjects are numerous, 
I must be comical every week. 


Others may revel in sentimentality, 
Plaintively warbling of ‘‘ Death” and ‘‘ the Tomb,”’ 
Bathing their souls, with a pretty formality, 
Deep in the waters of (lyrical) gloom. 
’Stead of enjoying my taste for the serious, 
Urged on by Fate in a mischievous freak,— 
Fate has decrees so absurdly mysterious— 
I must be comical every week. 


Recipz.—The quickest way to make a biscuit drop is to let it 
tumble out of the bag. 
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THE POISONOUS POLICE-COURT. 


The Lancet has just reported against the sanitary arrangements 
of nearly all the London Folice-courts. 


In majestic state 
Sat the magistrate 
As only such legal lights can sit, 
And thus, in the tone 
Of a coon that is gone, 
Did he speak to the man from the Lancet : 


‘‘ Oh, many’s the mess 
Young man, I guess, 
Your nose has been in—it’s your calling ; 
But never, I ween, 
Has that organ been 
In a stew so foul and appalling 


‘* Ag this where I sit 
Every day till a fit » 
Supervenes, and surcease-does procure me 
From the poisonous place 
Where my country is base 
And brutal enough to immure me. 
‘‘ Ah, youth, ’tis a tale 
Makes even you pale, 
Who have oft played in death’s grim arena ; 
For each thief that is caught 
And before the bench brought, 
I myself catch—a bad scarlatina ! 


‘¢ When the prisoner's poor, 
Of course I am sure 
That a typhus the rogue will lend us ; 
When a gent is had up | 
For abusing the cup, | 
Why, we’re bound to catch del tremendous ! 


‘* And many a time | 
I’ve detected crime | 
While the air grew scarcer and scarcer ; 
And said, with a cough, | 
‘Oh, I'll let you off a 
If you’ll breathe just a little less air, sir.’ | 
‘¢ Ah, men at the bar, 
They’re in luck, they are! 
As I sentence them oft has arisen 
A hope, vague and bright, 
That at last we might 
Take a turn for our health in prison ! ”’ 
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“DONE HIS BEST. 


Brown :—“‘ Hutto, Smita, you LooK Down! Wuat's up ?”’ 


Smith (a comic artist, who has been trying for the last three weeks to think of 
something funny and original about the boat-race) :—‘‘ Ou, NOTHING, I’ VE ONLY 
GOT A FIT OF THE BLUES.” 








NATIONAL TYPES ABROAD. 

Tue visit of the so-called Spanish students to Paris has led to a 
proposal that a general interchange of visits should take place between 
distinctive national representative parties, who would thus spread in 
foreign lands the knowledge of institutions and customs peculiarly 
‘typical of the country of their origin. 

The notion has been partly carried out by the visits paid to the 
Alexandra Palace and the Aquarium by a tribe of Nubians and a family 
of Laplanders. But surely England herself should not be backward in 
sending out samples of its more peculiar modes of life. 


Thus, a few Dorsetshire families, with a specimen or two of the mud’ 


cottages in which they live and bring up their children on eight 
shillings a week, might at once be shipped to India, say, and other such 
less highly favoured parts of the cae to show the poor savages under 
what vastly superior circumstances the cel aaaal 

in a civilised community. 

A Potteries’ family circle also would doubtless form, if exported to 
foreign lands, a very useful adjunct to missionary labours. That no 
single lesson might be lost on the spectator, the master of the house 
should be provided with several pairs of heavy high-lows for ‘‘ purring”’ 


the good lady of his bosom when he is put out; whilst special care | 


should be taken to provide him with a supply of ‘‘arf bricks’’ for 
promiscuous ‘‘ chucking”’ at any strangers he may take a dislike to. 
Their visit to the scene of the Bulgarian atrocities could not fail to 
work much good. 

Nor could we err in following Spain’s example, and sending a band 
of our Estitudinata—medical, for choice—to Paris and Madrid, armed 
with their Hyde Park bludgeons, and each weFl provided with ‘‘ beer 


and baccy,”’ pea-shooters, squirts—dead cats could doubtless be obtained | 


on the spot—jews-harps, combs, and the other symbols of their studious 


lives. These young ‘‘Jingoes’’ could not fail to make a great impression | 


in the foreign capital they visited, unless, indeed, they were all to be 
arrested the first evening by the police. _. 
The Universities also could, we dare say; get together a worthy band 


labourer is placed | 


of wining, hunting, billiard-playing, riot-loving Undergraduates, to 
revive throughout Europe the most treasured traditions of Oxford and 
Cambridge. It would be well, in their case, to make some international 
arrangement as to the public statues they might tar and feather, and 
the national monuments they might disfigure in their wish to feel at 
home, and to exemplify the softening influences on character of their 
alma mater. The Universities would no doubt pay for all damages in 
consideration of their prestige and spirit being so worthily maintained. 
A visit of a shipload of starving and ragged wretches swept up pro- 
miscously from the Dials to one of the flourishing mission stations, on 
which thousands of pounds of English money is lavished, would also 
practically prove to the lucky savages that charity does not begin at 
home, and might tempt them—who knows /—to send back some of 
| their surplus bibles and petticoats to the land whence they first were 
| sent. 
But evidently the assortment of travelling parties might be made 
practically interminable, and we leave the reader to think out some 
more of these typical bands he would like to see sent about the world 
| which is at present so ignorant of us as we really are. 





a 
Language of Flowers. 
Union— Weld. 
Youth—Smallage. 


TrutTH—Li-lac. 
Wisdom—Sage. 
Discovery—Sedum. Haste—Rush. 

Property—Meum. Deliberation—She. 


A pretty prude—Primrose. 


THe Most Userut Servant ror A ConvALescent.—A valet- 
| tudinarian. 
Wuat clergyman might take his own name for a text ?—Field 


_ Flowers Goe. 
| How does Mr. Chubb resemble Samson ?—His strength les in his 


| locks. 
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ll. A CRY FROM THE OPPRESSED. 
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Why, he says, somebody actuaily had the coolness to get quite in a rage the other day, on a pretence that our Tradesman’s goods (warranted London-made) 
created an obstruction! Just asif he couldn’t have gone round by the next turning ; and the worst of it is, the very police encourage the public im this 
system of persecution! The largest stock of Chairs, Settees, &c. in London .—[Apvr.]} 
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SNAKE CHARMING, 


BRITISH DIPLOMACY veERsvusS RUSSIAN DIPLOMACY. 

















- Apri 17, 1878.) 


LUCK. 


Tus world is a wretched invention— 
And Life.is a fearful mistake ! 

Our Heart-strings are strained to such tension 
At almost a touch they will break. 

7 the earth are hard hitters 

en Poverty’s “{ running a muck,”’’ 

And oversihinale flavoured with bitters, 

Because I am ‘‘ down on my luck”’ ! 


I entered for ‘‘ stakes’’ in Life’s races, 
And thought I should certainly win ; 
I scorned the idea of ‘‘ places” — 
' Determined to be the first in. 
But long ere the race was decided, 
My place, with the rest of ‘‘ The Ruck, ”’ 
Was ‘‘ nowhere”’ !—a refuge provided 
For those who are down on their luck ! 


I’m often as mad as a hatter 
At all the misfortune I’ve had! 
But Life must be lived—so what matter ! 
One’s luck cannot always be bad. 
So still in the Future I’m seeing 
Some roses of Hope I can pluck, 
Which lighten the bother of being 
So awfully down on my luck! 


A VISIT TO VEGETARIANS. 


(From Our Spectra Visitor.) 


CCORDING to your wish I did not fail to 
put in an appearance at the Vegetarian 
Banquet held last week at Oxford—to say 

I was present in the flesh would annoy my late 
hosts, so I forbear—and at the appointed hour I 
put my legs under the mahogany—or rather, 
under the large vege-table on which dinner was 
served. 

Unfortunately [ at once put my foot into it by 
exclaiming, ‘*‘ Whata c ing meeting!”’ to 
my neighbour, who frowned, and helped himself 
to a whole cauliflowerin his chagrin. The word 
meat is, it seems, tabooed, owing to its associa- 

tions; and strict vegetarians carry this so far as to say, ‘‘ Will you 
‘vegetable’ me at six thisevening ?”’ or ‘‘ Does not a ‘ vegetabling’ 
like this make amends? ’’ and so on. 

The menu was made up with considerable ingenuity ; and when the 
chairman had said ‘‘ Lettuce be thankful!’’ pea soup was served. It 
was announced that the carrot soup was not ready ; and when I on 
this said, ‘‘ What then, is it ‘bluey’ or ‘greeny,’ or what?’ there 
was a general feeling, I fear, that I was a scoffer, and I had to have 
three helpings to turnip-greens before I regained my companions’ 
confidence. 

I wanted very much to say, ‘‘ Now for some gammon!”’ when the 
spinach went round, but the chairman’s glassy eye restrained me, 
and I had to relieve my overcharged feelings by asking a gentleman 
opposite if it was usual for vegetarian fathers to give their youngsters 
turnip tops to spin, and to make them ride on rhu-barbs ? 

He gave me no answer, however, but pushed the green peas towards 
me, as a hint, I suppose, that I had better mind my ‘‘ peas and q’s.”’ 

I considered I owed it to the journal I represented, though, to make 
one more effort at genial conversation, and I accordingly bided my 
time till the hard-boiled eggs came round—I need scarcely say that, 
as a rule, they do not come round, but egg-shaped—and then taking 
one on my fork, boldly asked the chairman, asI held it up, Why it was 
about to become a distinguised Saracen potentate of old? The chair- 
man, being rather deaf and full of green-stuff withal, thought at first 
I said Asian potato, and took up the matter seriously. 

But on learning it was a conundrum, he was so vexed that he 
gnawed a stick of horse-radish. 

I need scarcely tell the practised readers of this journal that the 
answer to my riddle was, ‘‘ Because it will soon be a Salad-in !”’ 

My ‘‘endive-our’’ to turn the endive to jocular account was also 
doomed to failure, whilst, when during the time the sweet omelettes 
were on, I burst out with— 


‘* Be it e’er such an omelette, it’s naught without ham,”’ 


to the tune of ‘‘ Home, sweet home!” I regret to say a large broccoli 
and two Jerusalem artichokes were hurled at me, though fortunately 
without effect. 

There was only one mishap besides the carrot soup in the culinary 
arrangements, and that was the non-appearance of the broad beans. 
**Oh,” said I, ‘‘we must call these the might-have-beens, then,”’ 
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and then ducked my head, fearing pumpkins might be thrown at me 
for my new atrocity. 

Speaking of pumpkins, by the way, I thought of the line— 

‘* A glass of water makes the whole world pump-kin ; ”’ 
but as teetotallers predominated, I did not repeat it aloud. 

I did not quite lose courage, however, until, by way of fifth course, 
a large summer cabbage was placed on each plate. Then I felt I had 
no heart left. ‘The cabbage, I was assured, was all heart, however, 
and I did all I knew to work that enormous vegetable growth on to 
my lap, and so under the table. 

Alas! though, I was discovered in the act, and had I been a tailor, 
my attempt to a a of the cabbage could not have been more 
severely rebuked. In fact, I deemed it best to pocket my celery, and 
withdraw to the nearest hotel, where, as my bill will show you, sir, I 
plainly proved that I belong to the fleshly school. 


SOMETHING VERY LIKE “CHEEK”? 


“1. Wat Has Haprenep. 











“NOTICES 
RIVER THAMES AND CAaM- 
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: PRIVATE PROPERT\ . BRIDGE UnI- 

AQY a TREPASERS EQN” versity Onews 
¢ SAAN oi. EOD N a . 

ES NQ] PROS ECUT WS aerreeny) 

WoO Qs RAY SN . 

MQQ{WH™ te SY WY e wish our 

SN WS , race to be a 

a — private race, and 

we do not want 

__. crowdsof people 


—- to come and 
~~ _—S_ look at us. 
at } —=— (They therefore 
eit. seiliex 64 choose the busiest 
———— and most fre- 
. quented part of 
the Thames available for racing to row their race upon.) - * 
Tue Crews (to the Tuames Conservancy). We shall require you 
to stop all the traffic on this part of the river for a few hours to enable 
us to race. (Zhe THames ConsERVANCY does 80.) * z ° 

THe Crews (to the ConsERVANCY again). We shall require you to 
allow no steamers to follow the race, except those containing our 
friends ; you must allow no press-boat. (Zhe THamzs Con SERVANCY 
doesn’t exactly see this.) 

2. Wuat Witt Propasty Happen Next. 

Tue Crews (to the Toames ConseRvANCY and gther AUTHORITIES). 
We shall require to row the race in future throfgh the Pool. You 
will have the goodness to remove all the shipping for four miles and a 
quarter. We also wish all the windows of houses overlooking the 
Thames at this part to be bricked up; and, in fact, you’ll have the 
goodness to lock up everybody in London (except our friends) while 
we race, in order to ensure the privacy we require. 

3. Wuat Wovtp se: Anout THE Best Turne To Happen. 

Tue Pustiic. Well, we’re getting rather tired of this annual race 
and its attendant rowdyism and blackguardism along the banks. We 
shall not go and see it any more.. (They do not.) 

Tue Press. The public no longer take any interest in this Inter- 
University Race. It’s waste of time for us to attend any more. 
(They do not.) 

4. Wuat Wovtp More-tHan-Propaslty Happen THEN. 

Tue Crews. Oh, lor—nobody seems to take any notice of us now. 
The Press ignores us—nobody lionizes us a bit! Oh, we may as well 
drop this race business ; it’s a regular failure now! 





JOHN BULL TO HIS WOODMAN. 


Ou, Gladstone, ote the _ ; 
Touch nate strug he’ ; 
For it alee 
And more than maddens now. 
‘Twas my good fost’ring hand 
Kept Turkey on the spot ; 
It can no longer stand, 
So, Gladstone, let it rot. 


Night and Morning. 
™ Tue Queen has been graciously pleased to appoint Col. E. Y. W- 
Henderson, Chief Commissioner gf the. Metropolitan Poli ce, to be @ 
Knight Commander of the Bath. “As it is quite as necess ary that the 
matutinal ablutions of the force be commanded, why not appoint the 
Colonel ‘‘ Morning Commander of the Bath ”’ ? 


Novet Gamze.—Cricket on the Hearth. 


a the LD 
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CREATING AN OBSTRUCTION. 


Scene: In and about the House of Commons. 


R. O’BOTHER, M.P. (in the 
House). 
The morning breaks with 
balmy air ; 
The early milkman’s cry is 
shrill; 

I move this House report the chair 

Upon the Useless Trifles Bill. 


Solemn chant of IrntsH Onstrvc- 
TIVES (Sy way of explanation). 
This Useless Trifles Bill supplies 

A warit unfelt by anyone ; 
It’s meant to regulate the size 
Of currants in a penny bun. 
We've sat through many moonlit 
nights, 
We’vd sat out many daily suns, 
Intent on getting Erin’s rights 
And liberty for penny buns. 
(In a dazed but very determined 
voice). 





We move ‘‘ this House divide report ’’— 
We mean ‘‘ this House report committ 
We mean—oh, something of: the sort, 
Although that’s not exactly it. 
We beg to move—to move—oh, there— 
To move ‘‘ that progress leave the chair.” 
For any esoteric phrase 
Whose arbitrary jargon tends 
To aptly aid obstruction’s ways, 
Will admirably suit our ends. 


99 





Tue British Pusiic (to Toe Government, tcaiting for admission at 
the door of the House). 


Where are your plan and your war preparation ? 
Britain demands, in surprise and doubt, 
Some explanation 
Of this hesitation ! 
When will you carry your tactics out ? 


Turkey and Russia are billing and cooing ; 
Evil for us in their love may lurk ; 
What they are doing 
It’s silly pooh-poohing, — 
Isn’t it time that we set to work ? 


We had imagined in time of commotions 
You would be using your tact and nous— 
Dealing with oceans 
Of measures and motions, 
Bills and amendments within the House. 


Tue GovERNMENT. 
We're a-waiting at the portal as submissive as a mouse, 
While the Irish Party’s sitting in possession of the House ; 
Not an atom of the business of Britain can be done 
Till they pass a little measure—it’s about a penny bun. 
In a tone of deprecation—with a supplicating face— 
We have begged ’em to oblige us by a-lending of the place ; 
But they listen with derision to our pitiful appeal, 
And they never stop debating, and they never take a meal. 


It may cause exasperation, 
But we needs must state 

That the Nation’s Legislation 
Has to simply wait 

Till the Irish Party pauses, 
Having gorged its fill 

Of the many little clauses 
Of the Trifles Bill. 


(Some months elapse.) . . . « The Intsu Members are still sitting. 


Mr. O’Borner. By dint of rare obstructive skill 
Sustained for months without a pause 
The Irish Useless Trifles Bill 
Has only reached its second clause ; 
If sense and tact are called to aid, 
With watchfulness and toil severe, 
The second clause may well be made 
To occupy at least a year. 


Chorus of In1tsH OnsTRUCTIVES, in @ voice more dazed, but more determined 
than ever. 


We move ‘‘ That progress now divide” — 
We mean “‘ that privilege abuse ’’— 
One gets so puzzled to decide 
The strictly proper term to use ! 
But any queer official slang 
However foggy, which can cause 
The National affairs to hang, 
Will surely gain our best applause. 
Chorus of Britons (to the GOVERNMENT, still waiting outside the door q/ 
the House). 


HOUSE oF COMMONS 


Z oo 





The while that your navy are waiting for orders 
Mad havoc grows busier near and afar ; 

And Russia is daily increasing its borders, 
And India’s lately annexed by the Czar. 


The rest of the nations are busily carving 
The whole of our little possessions away ; 

Our troops 1n the East have been freezing and starving 
And dying of fever for many a day. 

Your seemingly timid inaction has kindled 
The ardour for gain in the gay privateer ; 

Till slowly our mercantile navy has dwindled, 
And—say by to-morrow—will quite disappear. 


We’re bound to admit your untimely inaction 
Appears to us—putting it mildly—as strange ! 

Suppose that you give us the slight satisfaction 
Of seeing you enter the House—for a change? 


Tue GovEeRNMENT. 
Well, we're truly very sorry, and it may appear absurd, 
But we've begged the Irish gentlemen to let us say a word ; 
In a manner most pathetic we have given them a long 
Description of the interests of Britain going wrong. 
But our mild expostulations and our curses were in vain ; 
They informed us they were busy and we'd better call again, 
And we wish you wouldn’t threaten us, or go and get enraged, 
For we’re waiting at the portal till the House is disengaged. 


It may cause exasperation, 
But we needs must state 

It behoves the British nation 
To politely wait 

While an unimportant measure 
Some amusement finds 

For the gentlemanly leisure 
Of obstructive minds ! 





(Another year or so elapses. Tue GovERNMENT is still waiting at the 
portal of the House. Tue British Pustic rushes on with a 
POLICEMAN.) 
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Tue B.P. The Muscovite ships are beginning to batter, MA 
Their armies to pillage, the shores of our land ; a caaeeeas Sanam 

(Zo the GovERNMENT). As you are unable to manage this matter, | Amone other labours in which our devoted Lords are wearing” out 
We beg to inform you we’// take it in hand. | their precious healths and contracting a taste for green tea at night 


| and pick-me-ups in the morning, is a Matrimonial Acts Amendment 


(THE PoLiceMAn is despatched into the House.) 4 5), ; 
| William—Peers, of course, declining to adopt the vulgar curtailment 


Chorus of Mae tee ee A gp rt” of Bill. There are a good many Matrimonial Acts that cannot be 
Thar ig « that ‘i “Je divic 40? sat considered altogether satisfactory, and we beg to propose that the 
ee | Lords, after consulting with their Ladyships, shall go in for amending 


(Zhe Chorus is suddenly cut short, and a transparency at the back shows | these— 
the Intsu Opstructives being borne off by Tux Pottceman for) The Matrimonial Act of Sikes, Gulielmus, when resenting an appli- 
causing an obstruction.” Then Britain begins to right itself a little.) | cation for sixpence (to buy his beer) by means of highlows and ethane. 
Proposed amendment: That Sikes sees how he’d like it, and a good 
deal of it. 
The Matrimonial Act of Monsieur Barbedazur in despatching three 
Mesdames Barbedazurs in eighteen months, by depriving them of 
| necessary sustenance, i.e., Paris bonnets and a barouche on three 
| hundred a year, paid now and then. Proposed amendment (by the 
| Irreconcileable Spinsterhood) : That Barbedazur’s present mothers-in- 
| law be multiplied by three. N.B.—But torture is abolished in Eng- 
land. 
| The Matrimonial Act of Mr. Caudle: Dining at the club two days 
yr“ k | running with his only brother, who is going to Patagonia, and whom 
D, | a . | Mrs. C. has declined to receive. Amendment proposed, and carried, 
| by an Army of Martyrs: Cold mutton on Sundays for three months, 
after which, dinners to Mrs. C. and Ma at Greenwich or Richmond— 
| ad lib. 


vi 
Vj s 
, Yh, D 


| 





In Memoriam. 


Quite a Seal-ebrity. | A PASSENGER named Christian Saunders actually succumbed to an 

Tue good ship Arctic has come home with 20,000 seals. Whata | attack of sea-sickness on crossing the Channel last week, and was 
dead ere the steamer reached Calais. For once then it will be im- 

possible to find a more suggestive heading for his gravestone than, 
| ** Sic(k) Transit.’’ 


quantity of ‘‘ whacks”’ these seals required, those who understand the 
process of capture well know. We only hope the captain has not been 
led away by his ‘‘seal’’ untempered altogether by discretion. 














JAM | E AND JEN NY. , (| nh Sau ; i Tai 4 f i eT ry Wi) 7 

A PasToraAL FoR THE BaGpPires. Hy it ul A TA 4 \ | 
Sux. 7 Re A Vie 

Ou, Jamie, ye ken that ye’re bonny— Dr MMR ite i} nih dl if 


The bonniest lad o’ the glen— 

An’ lad, I’m as weel-faured as ony 
(Ye've tell’t us sae aften, ye ken). 

Ye’ve ca’d my mou’ bonny for preein’— 
An’ naen s’uld ken better, I trow! 

’T was surely, lad, never a’ leein— 
Ye dinna come coortin’ enow ? 

' He. 

Gin matters between us want soortin’, 
’Deed, lass, ye can dae it ye’re lane, 
It’s true that I dinna come coortin’, | 

But, Jenny, the fau’t is yer ain. 
Ye’re bonny and brightsome and gaussic, 
But spite o’ ye’re fash an’ ye’re frown, | ) iid 
I canna gang coortin’ a lassie | PY Mae 
Wi’ muckle pod-preens in her gown ! NN 
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DRAMATIC DOINGS. 


As Olivia at the Court, Miss Ellen Terry electrifies the | 
audience by the blow she gives her lover. We always | 
thought Miss Terry a striking actress. 

The new drama in rehearsal at the St. James’s is | 

. said to contain lots of Merritt. 

The Globe alludes to Miss Neilson’s Juliet as ‘‘ the 
most fragrant representation.’’ Evidently she isin good | 
odour with the critics. | 

This reads funnily :—‘‘ Miss Cavendish is ill, and | 
Miss Louise Willes has been playing Lady Clancarty | 
excellently. Othello last night.’’ Surely the lady did | 
not play Othello ; if so, the Moor’s the pity. | 


Ty isstated that the Hon. Robert Lowe is (aipergistent {| | 
practiser at Prince’s Skating Rink.” “From hjs absence 4} Pepe 
of late in ‘parliamentary debate it coftainly 166ks as if ||  Eaeaeeneeene eerie 


++ 22 





he intended to let politics slide. | [2 pai 233522 Ss = 
Ix the House of Lords on Monday, Lord Beaconsfield | ~~ | mm eee 
ro to Bary eres almost the, whole of his listeners’ CLEAN GRIT. 
own fervid key. - Quite so: when the Premier aio ’ . 
speaks, people are naturally on the qué vive. om en id « er =a “TI CAN’T EAT THIS BREAD, IT’S FILTHY; 


of Truth.” Mr. Labouchere ought. to feel flattered... - CLEAN, BECAUSE I MAKES IT MYSELF.” 


——-—@- - 


Ma. Wyxx Bay iss has been lecturing on ‘‘ The Beaut | Hebe :—‘‘ Can’T BE IN THE BREAD, BIR, IT'S OME MADE; AND I KNOW IT’s 
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A NEAR SCRAPE. 


“Tr wAS A SAKBRAFISE !—(sacrifice.) 
BLOWED IF I pIDN’T NEARLY SAKERAFISE MY FIDDLE! ”’ 


‘MOTTOES FOR THE MILLION. 


For a Cigarette Paper-case.—‘‘ I] cigaretto per esse felice.” 
can feel easy with a cigarette.) 
For a Barrel of Oysters.—‘‘ Finis coronat ope us.’ 
opened there’s an end to us.) 
For a Pot of Preserves.—‘‘ Jam satis.” 
Fora Valentine.—‘‘ Amor vincit omnia.” 
pretty girls.) 
For the Permissive Bill.—‘‘ Pro bone o publico.”’ 
with the publican.) 
For an Omnibus Company.— 
vit." (No mortal knows the age of an omnibus horse.) 
‘:: the Drop-scene of a Theatre.—‘‘ Exitus acta probat.”’ 
actors are gone out to bait.) 
Fora Billiard Table.—‘‘ Cu(e)cullus non fecit monachium.”’ 
cue doesn’t make the money come.) 
For a Cash-box (well filled).—‘‘ Summum bonum.”’ 
sum.) 
For an empty ditto.— 


(One | 


(Zat is jam.) 
(Love winks at all the 


‘‘Nemo mortalium omnibus horis 


(A good round 


” 


‘* Ne quid nimis.’”’ (No quid in ’im is.) 


For an Umbrella Stand.—‘‘ Locus est et pluribus umbris.”” (This is 
the place for weeping umbras.) 
For the Dress Reformers.—‘‘ Induitur formosa est.’’ (There is 


beauty in duals.) 
For Gentlemen Helps.—‘‘ Ne plus(h) ultra.” 


(No plush for us.) 





Ail HEATHS Dos 
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STEEL, BR INZED, 

CARBONIZ*D and 

GULDEN COATED. B 

SUITALL HANDS, .. 

AND ALL WORK. N°. 625 @G. Avery riraasr, rasy Gono PEN, ooLDE? 
Over 200 Patterns. COSTED, TO PREVENT CLOGGING WITH INK 


Sold by a!l Stationers, In 6d..1s., and Gross Boxes. Send 7 stamos for an 
assorted sample box to Jonun Heth, 70. George street, sirmingham. 
Soie Wholesaie London Avente—N. J. POWELL & Co., 101, Whitechape!, E. 


I SAKERAFISED MY FEELINGS !—I SAKERAFISED MY 


(When we are | 


(A bone to pick | 


(The | 
(The | 


CADBURY S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch. 


’omE !—I SAKERAFISED MY FAMILY !—AND 








For Railway Porters.—‘‘ Sic transit gloria mundi.’’ (Sick of turn- 
ing Sunday into Monday.) 

For Dr. Kenealy.—‘‘ Magni nominis umbra.”’ (I’m known by a 
| big umbrella.) 
For Home Rulers.—‘‘ Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori.’’ (It 
sweet for Patrick to emulate Rory O’ More.) 
For the Anti-Irish Party.—‘‘ Ducit amor patria.” (Who the deuce 
can love Patrick *) 
| For the Present Season (according to some views.)— 
(Lent is a time for feasting.) 
| For Comic Singers.—‘“* Domus et placens u(u)xor.” 

make room for your uncle.) 


| is 


‘¢ Festina lente.”’ 


(Dommas, 





| Nothing Amiss. 

_ _ Tue captain of the Zero, whose certificate has been suspended for 
' six months, made an ingenious defence. He admitted his ship was 
stranded and wrecked at Majorca, but that did not matter, he con- 
| tended, since even if it were, it was a mere nothing that got ashore, 
and consequently a mere nothing that was lost. 


All at “oC.” 





sailors’ caligraphy must be somew hat curious, for, in addition to this, 
” as well. 


1 3tciel dined 
=e lutee sited 


As Supplied to the- 


Tsay May 


| Tuart t’s should be crossed and i’s dotted is right enough, but surely 
| 


they are constantly crossing ‘‘ c’s’ 
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J EXHIBITIONS. © ig 


THe Institute of Painters in Water 
Colours has of late years been making such 
steady progress, particularly inthe strength 

‘of its figure-work, that it is with reluctance 
‘we are constrained to say the present ex- 
-hibition is far below the mark; many of 
the best men don’t contribute, and of those 
that do few are at their best. ‘*‘ Peggoty’s 
Wedding’’ (Staniland) is good strong 
work; ‘* Children on the Seashore ’’ 
(Israels) is perhaps the most refined and 
delicate bit in the gallery; ‘‘ Old Chalk 
Pit’’ is the best of Hine’s many clever 
contributions ; ‘‘ Old Palace’’ (Holloway) 
is a fine drawing; ‘‘ Garden Spoil”’ 
(Kilburn) has the place of honour, and 
makes a most important centre to the 
end wall. ‘‘ Waiting to Confess’’ and 
‘* Gossip,’ two works by Clausen, the 
former much the best; ‘*An Old River 
Bed” (Penson), a most refined work ; 
‘*A Musical Party’’ (Towneley Green) 
will sustain the artist’s repute; ‘‘ Emi- 
grés’’ (J. D. Linton) is one of the most 
powerful works in the gallery, and the 
same may be said of ‘‘ The Sailor’s Horn- 
pipe”’ (C. Green). Thereis a capital little 
picture by Seymour Lucas. ‘* Widowed 
and Fatherless’’ (’. W. Wilson) is clever, 
but not equal to his former contributions 
to the gallery. 

Messrs. Agnew are exhibiting, at their 
gallery in Bond-street, a large and im- 
portant work by Mr. Maclachlan, of the 
Royal Family assembled in the green 
drawing-room at Windsor Castle. The 
first impression on looking at the picture 
is unpleasant from the fact that it 1s exe- 
cuted in monochrome, doubtless with a 
view to reproduction by the autotype 
process for publication. ‘Che groups em- 
brace representatives of three generations, 
and must have been a difficult and laborious 
task for the artist, for every figure is 
painted from the life; but the result is 
successful, as far as it can be without 
colour. The general design is easy and 
graceful, the drawing and modelling is 
the work of a well-trained artist. 





SALISBURY PLAIN. 
Tue circular they sent the Czar 
Left little room to doubt 
That, though it might be circu-lar, 
It wasn’t round-about. 





Surely a ‘‘ Bull.” 

In the money-market reports, the other 
day, it was stated that things ‘‘ were 
favourable for ‘bear’ operations.’’ Did 
this allude to dealings in Russian stock ? 


On the Rolls. 
THERE is every reason to believe that 
the long roll of years to come will be 
swallowed up by Time as usual. 


Goop wine may need no bush, but, 
alas! many a ‘‘ Bush”’ lacks good wine. 

PiscicuLturE.—In many parts of the 
world the perch is kept in a birdcage. 








BY A WOMAN’S WRITER. Trying (our ‘‘ feminine rights,’ 


Men about women are very satirical, 
This is a song that they frequently sing :— 
‘* Women you will, in default of a miracle, 
Find at the bottom of everything.”’ 
So we intend, as a means of converting them, 


Mit 
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a 
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My 


ISRAE-LIKE-ISH IMPUDENCE. 
(Sale just over.) 
Aaron :—‘I sunay, Jacos, oLp JosEPHS HAD MosHegs JUST NICE OVER THAT LAST 


? 


Jacob :—‘* SHELP ME HE DIDN’T.”’ 

Aaron :—‘* I sHay HE DID.”’ 

Jacob :—‘*T sHay HE DIDN’T. W°LL YER BET A CROWN ON IT 
Aaron :—‘* No, I won’r,” 

Jacob :—‘* THEN HOW THE DJEUCE CAN YOU ’AVE THE CHEEK TER MAKE A STHATEMENT 


699 


YOU AIN'T PREPARED TO BACK UP BY A BRET ? 


Lor 





699 
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’ 


while asserting them) 
Hard, in all matters, to be at the top ! 


THe man who upset his bicycle the other day was so severely 
injured that he had to be taken home in a quadracycle. 
Morro ror CatrLe Mepicines.—Superfluous lays the veterinary 


All their satirical twaddle to stop, surgeon on the stage. 


YOu. MWKVII. 
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TO A YOUNG AND LOVELY LADY DOCTOR. 


Dy a ScUrrpsren. 


y queen, l've 


seen 


The 
intract- 
able dbron- 
chitis, 


g0, 
And devas- 


tatin 
parotitts. | 





flees, 


praxis 
For stemming the intricacies 
Of complicated epistazis. 


Mayhap your practised skill dis- 
dains 
The milder ills we call neuralgic, 


' pes ye pains. 
— Otalgic—ay, and odontalgic— 
And though your art may be display’d 
In curbing rabid ecchymosis— 
My case is one in which you’ve made 
An inefficient diagnosis. 


Whene’er your Esculapian lore 
You exercise in my direction, 
You seem to utterly ignore 
My fervent cardiac affection. 
And only you can cure it, miss, 
Or give relief in any measure, 
A neat prescription such as this 
I’d take with something more than pleasure :— 


As ‘‘ Recipe, Infus : amor, 

Of banns comp: 3 (or license single), 
Of parsons 1, of bridesmaids 4, 

Of groomsmen 4, together mingle ; 
Then drop in speeches till they’re done, 

And, as the patient takes to starting, 
Of trunks a heap, a carriage 1, 





THEATRES. 


Tuk latest reproduction at the Alhambrais The Grand Duchess. The 
chorus and band, as is usual at the Alhambra, are quite efficient, 
while Mdlle. D’ Anka, Miss Rose Lee, and one of the Maids of Honour 
sing their music admirably. Mdlle. D’ Anka sings better in every part 
she undertakes. Mr. J. 1). Stoyle played his original character of 
Prince Paul in his able and familiar style, and Mr. Kelleher, as 
Nepomuc, made that easy-to-be-exaggerated part quite an oasis of 
fun amid a desert of attempt. Of the rest, the least said the better; 
but after mature deliberation we have come to the conclusion that 
General Boom thought he was being very funny. Two ballets are 
introduced, and with signal success. Such exquisite groupings and 
harmony of tints, such efficient dancers, and such pretty music are 
not often seen, even at the Alhambra. It is danced to perfection by 
Mdlles, Pertoldi, De Gillert, Richards, Rosa, Melville, and Phillips. 
The ballets ‘‘ alone are worth the money.”’ 


‘You've got your dessert,”’ said the cantankerous old aunt to her 
naughty little nephew, when she had given him a quarter of a mouldy 
orange. 

Aw Otp ‘‘Saw.”—An author’s work is always head-work, con- 
sequently often wood-work, and frequently fret-work. 


you 
laying iow 
wild, 


Fierce morbill 
you've 
forced to 


Before you 
hordeolum- 


And doubtless you could give a 


But though you conquer subtle 
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AN EXPERIMENTAL BLESSING. 


‘¢ Wor the country wants is a Guverment wot follers a policy as 
"ll satisfy all parties. Wot the country wants is a Guverment as ’Il 
do the work 0’ the nation, and leave the people their leisure, instead 0’ 
compellin’ ’em té*waste their time continually a-lookin’ arter the 
Guverment! Dd we want to ’ave to come ’ere and throw away our 
time a-tellin’ the Guverment it ain’t doin’ right? (No,no!) Ain't 
we got plenty td-okkerpy our time in our own’omes? (Yes, yes !) 
Then I say as a Guverment wot wouldn’t dissatisfy nobody ’ud be a 
blessin’ to’ all ov us !—a blessin’ to their country!” said Thundrer 
the Agitator to his friends in Wide Park (the principal breathing- 
space of our city), and then, amid enthusiastic cheering, he got intoa 
fly and drove away. 

‘¢ Ar{’’ said Tom Trashreighter (one of the now-dispersing crowd) 
to his friend Bill Orker, ‘‘ That’s wot the country wants—that would 
be a blessin’ an’ no mistake! ’Ow many o’ my ‘Joun BuLL LL ’AVE 
THEIR BLOOD !" ’ave you done to-day /"’ 

‘¢ Putty fair, putty fair,” replied Orker. 
DESPAIR’ goes orf better. Oh, that’s your marsterpiece ! 
sell!” 

‘‘Oh, yes,” said Tom, ‘it’s wéry fair, I own—very fair ;’’ then he 
hemmed— 

''* A pbutten for thub Turkey and thub Bear ; 
For wile we’ve lots ov muck, 
And a cat or two to chuck, 
Be sure, my boys, the Lion won’t despair !”’ 
‘¢ This ’ere song-writin’ seems to be turnin’ up a slice o’ luck for us, 
don’t it ?”’ 

‘* Well, J don’t grumble,”’ said Bill. ‘‘ But, as you say, a Guver- 
ment as’d do everythink right ’ud be a great blessin’, soit would. ’Ere 
yar—’Ere yar. Noo patteryrotic song! One penny !” 

‘¢ There’s a good deal of sense in what these fellows say, after all,’’ 
said Lownger to his particular friend and companion Loighterer 
‘* although (as it’s hardly necessary to say) I don’t approve of these 
disgraceful meetings in the Park. Certainly, it would be a very good 
thing for us all if we could find a Government who would contrive to 
please all parties, and relieve us of the continual burden of commenting 
unfavourably on their policy.” 

Loighterer smiled amusedly. ‘‘ Why, of course, if any possible 
Government cou/d succeed in pleasing all parties, it would be about the 
greatest boon to mankind that one can conceive! But, with regard to 
the present Government, I must say I don’t at all go with you on the 
question of p 

‘Oh, ah! by-the-bye,”’ said Lownger, ‘‘I forgot; we promised 
ourselves to argue that matter out, didn't we? Couldn’t have a better 
opportunity than to-night. I’m dreadfully in want of something to 
do, and I daresay you are too; come to my place and let’s have a smoke 
and a chat.”” Andas Lownger was equally in want of occupation, the 
invitation was jumped at, and a very jolly evening they had—didn’t 
part until nearly 2a m. in fact. 

‘* Demagogue fellow roaring in the Park as I came through to-day,’’ 
remarked the Hon. Outanout Toreigh to Sir Ternabowght Antiwhig, 
the great upholsterer ; ‘* very funny to hearhim. Said it would be a 
great blessing if we could have a Government who would please every - 
body! Absurd impossibility, of course, but I’ll tell you what. Seriously, 
if such a thing could happen, what a glorious thing it would be, eh ? 
By jove!”’ 

“Ha, ha!'’’ returned Sir Ternabowght, ‘‘ no doubt it would—if! In 
fact, I don’t know that anyone could conceive anything more glorious. 
I don’t suppose any of us would complain! To change the subject, I 
suppose you'll be at our dinner to support the policy of the Govern- 
ment to-morrow evening? ”’ 

**Oh, yes,’’ said the Hon. Outanout, ‘‘ must keep up that sort 
of thing to take the wind out of the sails of these Opposition fellows.”’ 
* * * * 

Certainly the doings of our Government were causing an excite- 
ment which had hardly been equalled in the history of popular 
agitation. Every day saw some violent meeting in Wide Park, 
generally under the organization of Thundrer the Demagogue. 
Thundrer had given up his small and unlucrative sweetstuff and 
firewood business in Mud Alley, his fireside ease, his jars with Mrs. 
Thundrer, his semi-starvation—in fact, his all, to follow his holy 
ambition to put his country right, and save it from the fatal blunder- 
ing of an incompetent and corrupt Government. Aftera few agitation 
meetings in Wide Park, Thundrer had seen his way to launching out 
into tripe once a week in his unpretending home ; after some dozen 
meetings or so he had felt himself in a position to indulge in a 
brougham—(for ‘‘the people’’ would not allow their adviser to go in 
poverty and want)—and after twenty meetings Thundrer had accepted 
an invitation to allow himself to be put up for Parliament in the 
interest of British Freedom and Dead Cats. Meanwhile Tom Trash- 
reighter, who had perceived the evidences of poetic genius within 
himself at about the same date when Thundrer had decided to give 
up his little business, had, by dint of judicious grasping of the 


‘¢ But ‘Tue Lion won’r 
That do 
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opportunity, developed into a first-class Patriotic Song Writer, and| ‘‘ Why,’’ said the pedestrian, ‘‘’anged if you ain’t the image ov 





was getting along swimmingly, having relinquished his original | Thundrer, who used to git up meetin's in this "ere wery ——. Wot? 
profession of Loafer-and-occasional-Negro-Serenader, and his nothing | you are Thundrer ?”’ 
a week, in favour of the poetic business and pecuniary comfort. His; ‘* Yes,’’ replied the beggar. ‘‘ I’m ’im—right down on my luck 


songs had indeed made an immense hit, securing to him and his | on account o’ that ’ere blessed Guverment, as don’t do nothink wrong 
friend Bill Orker a nice little current income. Lownger had | to aggertate about. Reg'lar starvin’! If yer ’appened to ’ave a 
been a solitary man ere he had made the acquaintance of his now-fast- | ’a’penny ——.” 

friend-and-companion, JLoighterer. In fact, both Lownger and| ‘‘ Jest wot I wish I’ad!’’ said the other, gloomily. ‘‘ Carn’t sell 


Loighterer had often sighed fcr some genial conversational com- 
panion ; and they had casually ‘‘ picked up”’ each other while casually 
listening to a harangue of Thundrer’s in the park ; had at once fallen 
into an argument about the policy of the Government, and had been 
happy. méen—though quite divergent of opinion—ever since. Not a 
day passed now without their meeting and having a little argument, 
aided by the congenial cup and the cheerful pipe. Their lives, once 
so dismally solitary, had become bright and beatific. 


| mone o’ my songs now—‘ THe Lion won’? pesparr’’s no good for 
anythink but wastepaper now /—and dunno where to git a dinner ; no 
more don’t my friend Orker ‘ere neether.”” And the three sneaked 
off together to ‘‘take out’? Thundrer’s last fourpence halfpenny 
in gin. 
And there were two lonely, lonely men sitting on two seats in that 
park and gazing gloomily into space. 
‘*Tt’s of no use to speak to that Loighterer any more,” groaned 


As for the Hon. Outanout Toreigh and Sir Ternabowght Antiwhig, | Lownger, who was one of them, ‘‘ for he hasn’t a word of conversa- 
their souls were in those little dinners in support of the Government, | tion now we agree about all the acts of the Government. Oh, whata 
and they wanted no further element of happiness. Except, perhaps, ove | lonely world this is !”’ 

—yes, there was, they felt, one element wanting to make their lives! ‘‘I shall give up Lownger,”’ said Loighterer, who was the other 


perfectly contented—(and this want was felt also by Thundrer, | one. ‘‘ Since we haven’t been able to disagree upon the Government 
Trashreighter, Orker, Lownger, Loighterer, and no doubt every other | topic he’s been worse than no company at all! Ah, me—I’ll go and 


thinking soul-in the land)—a Government which never blundered, and | 
could -satisfy everybody. That would indeed have been a blessing | 
_ individuals staring into each other’s eyes on the path by Rotten-row. 


to all !>> 

+ . * ® * 
- And, strange to sa¥, from that time forth the popular feeling re- 
garding the policy of the Government began to change. The next 
measure the Government brought forward excited hardly any oppo- 





be a regular professional hermit !”’ 
As he was saying this, there were two sad and gloom-depressed 


‘*‘ No—more—nice little—dinners now!’’ sighed one of them, the 
Hon. Outanout Toreigh. ‘‘ Government no longer wants any support. 
I shall go home to bed and stop there !’”’ and he turned away sobbing. 
The other walked slowly to the bridge over the Serpentine and gazed 


sition ; the next after that excited none whatever ; and the next after | over into the reflecting waters with an expression so ominous that the 
_ that was received with acclamations by every single member of every | policeman on duty feared to take his eye off him, and hovered near 
single party throughout the country. There were no meetings in | him all day. 


Wide Park now; and one dismal day a ragged beggar slunk up toa 
seedily-clad pedestrian in the Park and whined for a copper. 





An opportune and appropriate adviser for the country.—Armit. 





A DIFFICULT PARTY. 


‘¢ Dear me, this is the oddest case,”’ 
He said, and then he bit his quill a bit ; 
‘¢ T’ve friends of every creed and race, 
And yet the list don’t seem to fill a bit. 


‘‘ T’ve had the cards done quite genteel, 

With letters burnished gold and bright on them ; 
Oh, pray won’t anyone reveal 

A single cusséd name to write on them!” 


Rose up the Fraulein Princess B., 
And then incontinently named a few, 
Until the Chancellor, roared he: 
‘*Potztausend, Madame, I’m ashamed of you! 


‘‘ With deep regret I see you show 
Such utter scorn of all propriety. 
Could we make Denmark undergo 
Far Cochin China’s low society ? 
‘‘ And did the Austrians not repeat 
Hot words that with the Russian bear they had ; 
And doesn’t France refuse to meet 
Monaco since that last affair they had? 
‘¢ Will bumptious purse-proud Britain deign ? 
And Rome, too, pray, with whom will it ally ? 
Who asks for Greece? And, I say, Spain,— 
Oh! won’t she just spar out at Italy ? 
‘« Aye, right and left they'll pinch and pout ; 
Oh, could I but cold water dash on all, 
Never again would I send out 
Cards for a party international ! 


9? 


Ex-screw-tiating. 

‘¢ Gop; sir,’’ says,Jenkins, who has invented many 
beautiful aphorisms @ /a Dr. Johnson,‘ gold, sir, can 
do anything ; gold can move the world.’’ Perhaps this 
is why young Wagstaffe always describes the act of 
taking his salary as ‘‘drawing his Archimedean 
‘ screw.’ 9 


Pro bono Publico. 


WeE know anice compact little bull terrier that will 
insert a whole set of teeth for nothing, and be glad of 





‘A BUY AND A SELL.” 


Operator (apropos of customer's beard) :—‘‘ Y8¥8; GkEAT \(MPROVEMENT 


the job. Each tooth warranted sound and good. We INDEED, 8IR, SINCE YOU TOOK oUR ‘ Batm or Ittyria.’ Or coursz you 
make this announcement in the interest of our readers WILL TRY ANOTHER BOTTLE ?”’ 
without fee or reward. 





Customer (drily) :—‘‘ No, THANKS; HAVEN’T TRIED THE FIRST YET.” 
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_. * When an exposer of wares has set his mind on acquiring any piece of public pavement, he should take a hint from the example of Lordsof the Manor, and 


commence his enclosure with a low fence of unobtrusively small articles. 
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After a time the fence may be somewhat ircreased in height ; and this again, after a further period, 
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may be fnally succeeded by the Fence Prorer—a substantial barricade of heavy furniture. The enterprising exposer of wares may then apply for a 
vote for the County. 
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GERMANY’S INTERVENTION. 


PRINCE BIZZY-BODY—AS THE FRIEND OF EVERYONE IN GENERAL AND HIMSELF IN PARTICULAR 








>4 
‘ - + 
‘ 4 cust 
tnt 
« 
> , 
x 
> 
‘ - - 





«rt 


<A 


” 


wt 








Arnit 24, 1878.} 


mee 








DOTS BY THE WAY. 


























SPRING. 


E see the bright buds bursting into green, 
r We see the young birds chirping on the 
spray, 
And fresh new verdure where the snow has 
been— 
All nature glad and ripe for summer’s day. 
Yet, with this dawning of the sunny spring, 
We hear the trumpet blast that sure doth 
call 
The warriors forth; and, quick as lighten- 
ing’s wing, 


On peaceful vale the battle blight may fall. 






The lambs are playful on the meadow fair, 
The kine are browsing on the grassy lea, 
And all around us, teeming everywhere, 
a Ri. Rich plenty flows as far as eye can see ; 
Fe —= But, O, how sad amidst the calm and peace, 
Which now we feel in this old sea-girt 
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land 
Comes angry threat of war that will not cease, 
But ruthless still waves wild the fiery brand. 


Tho’ overhead the sky is blue and bright, 
And all the fields are decked with gold and green, 
A dark storm-cloud is looming black as night, 
Be-blurring all the bright glad summer’s sheer ; 
For greed now guides the councils of a king, 
Whose lightest word some potent meaning tells, 
His broken faith the blush of shame should bring, 
E’en ‘‘ motley ’’ lowers his bauble and his bells. 


OUR EXTRA SPECIAL INTERVIEWER ON HIMSELF. 


Your proposal, excellent sir, that in my new capacity as your Extra 
Special Interviewer and Reporter, I should receive s0 much per week— 
I will not, for obvious reasons, name the princely sum mentioned—and 
find myself, was well meant but calculated to mislead. 

Before a man can find himself, sir, he must necessarily, I think you 
will grant me, be lost; and that I have ever been lost or am ever 
likely to be I cannot with all submission admit. No, sir, I am too 
thoroughly at home in this world and all its varied scenes to be ever 
placed in such a position as to render it necessary that I should ‘‘find 
are and so we will withdraw that part of your proposition, if you 
please. 

This done, we shall start fair, though why, for that matter, I should 
start at all, seeing how reassuring is your manner, I fail tu see. We 
will not quarrel over trifles, however, though I have seen two young 
men ata dinner party wrangle over a tipsey-cake, but I will at once 
proceed to ‘‘do”’ my duty, as the man said who slept in a tent in his 
back yard to save the assessed house-tax. 

It is understood, as I take it, that I am to have full latitude in my 
work, though I feel your indulgence in this line of latitude makes 
me feel rather like a map. ‘‘ But what’s the odds as long as I’m 
mappy!’’ as the callous negro remarked when his comrade was 
crushed flat by a traction-engine and carried away wound upon a 
roller to serve as a chart of the Black Sea? 

Nor will you be particular, sir, I venture to hope, as to the means 

I may employ to accomplish my ends. Even if 1 should sometimes 
be driven to employ your means—and travelling expenses must be 
paid, you know—I fancy you will not in this matter refuse me carte 
blanche—a term which, of course, would imply that you left the choice 
of conveyances entirely to me; and not necessarily that you confined 
me to the use of a white dog-cart. 
' Though I went to the Amateur Champion Sports last week just to 
flesh my guilt, as it were, I do not propose to give you a detailed 
account of this sportive gathering. My principal object in attending, 
in fact, was to put a query to the committee which has long vexed my 
soul; and, by the way, my sole is not the only one the questionable 
quality of the running path has vexed. 

What I wished to know then was why, since cups are so invariably 
the prizes at ‘‘ athletic meetings,”’ their name should not be changed 
to ‘‘ athletic drinkings.’’ Or, if the title ‘‘meetings”’ be retained, 
why not reward the victors with carving-kniver and forks with silver 
handles, or meat dish-covers of sterling nickel ? 

The committee, I am bound to say, did not appear eager to satisfy 
my curiosity. ‘There seemed to be a L.A.C. ot information, so to 
speak, on the subject; and, as I was in effect told to ‘‘ shut up,” I 
must necessarily leave my query an ‘‘ open’”’ question. 

As I entered the Lillie Bridge grounds, gently humming “ Breast 
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the tape, for I am running!’’ the seven miles walking race was 
in progress, and being called on to name the winner, I looked at my 


card and said, ‘‘‘ Venn’ its over, then I’ll tell you!’’ If I add that 


ultimately H. Venn, of the L.A.C., finished an easy victor, the public, 


sir, will see. at once by this lucky ‘‘ Venn”-ture of mine how 
admirably adapted I am for my new, and I may say capital, position 
as E.8.I. and R. on your valuable journal. 

Had I been adapted from the French, indeed, I doubt if I could be 
a greater success. And now I come to think of it, I was when youn 
adopted by a cousin-german, which may have something to do wi 
my popularity, may it not? — ; j 

Had I been giving my detailed views of the champion meeting as 
your Extra Special Reporter, I should certainly note that Palmer and 
Jackson each had a ‘‘ stile’? of his own in the hurdle race, which the 
took with them throughout the struggle. Each of them also had his 
peculiar ‘‘ gait," which in neither case, however, was a five- barred 
one. How men-handicapped with a ‘‘stile’’ and a ‘‘ gate’’ apiece 
could clear hurdles in the way the two did is a point 1 may discuss 
at a future time. At present I cannot get over it—especially the 

ait ! 
Had I found the committee more communicative I megnt to have 
asked them whether they would entertain the notion of instituting a 
race fer babies in arms, to consist of one circuit of their mother’s 
«eé ] Lan : : 

There is another athletic mystery pressing heavily on my soul, sir, 
which I fear I must carry about to my grave, and that is, where they 
put the shot. But no more of this. I have this week been —— 
introductory, in order to prepare your readers for the full brilliancy 
of my matured efforts. 





THE BESSARABIAN POKER; 
Ox, Too Hot sy ONE-HALF. 


The StoxEr to the Datver of the ‘‘ San Stefano Treaty’’ Lacormotive, on 
the Great Eastern Line. 


Says Gortschakoff to Sandy Russ, 
‘‘ Drive on, my gallant fellow, 

In spite of Bizzy’s blunderbuss 
And Beaky’s little bellow. 

Hang Europe! smash the howling lot—. 
I’ll do my best as stoker— 

Confound it, though, ’tis rather hof,. 
This Bessarabian Poker ! 

I’ve burnt my fingers with the thing ;, 
I think you’d better swop it ; 

Its bite is like an adder’s sting ’’— 
Quoth Sandy, ‘‘ Gortehy, drep it!” 


Some Forthcomimg Novels. 
‘‘Prrer Kicks Costermonger,” by the author of ‘‘ Paul Knox, 


Pitman.” 
‘* An Exhilarating Breeze,” by the author of ‘‘ A Maddening Blow.” 
‘* The Parson’s Nose,”’ a companion to ‘‘ The Lawyer’s Nose.”’ 
‘* Honours Lost, but Tricks Won,’ by the author of ‘‘ Love Lost, 


but Honour Won.”’ 
‘¢ The Great Napoleon,” by the author of ‘‘ The Little Loo.” 


Keeping the Ball Rolling. 

THERE is absolutely no foundation for the report that the directors 
are about to ‘‘ throw up the ball’’ at the Royal Aquarium. But there 
is no doubt if they did they would ‘‘ catch it.”” A ‘ fancy ’’-ball may 
be seen coming out of the cannon there nightly ; and it is generally 
stated that the company will dance to the ‘‘ music of the spheres.” 


A Kitchen Fireside Story. 

He had brought the butter and was gone. ‘‘ Ah!” she said, twist- 
ing her ringlets round her dirty finger, ‘‘ I wonder if it will all end ina 
ring ; yet rings have no end, but there’s no end to the rings at our 
bell, drat it.” And she went up sorrowfully, and answered the 
door. 


Anything but Ani-mating. 
In the game of war to be check-mated is a serious fate for a com- 
mander and his army, but even worse, perhaps, is it for a leader to 
stand by and see his forces positively deci-mated. 


PorticaL NAME For A Soot-BaG.—Sae de Nuit. 

CONTRADICTION OF A Catumny.—The College of St. Bees is mot all 
a hum. 

SACRILEGE.— Kidnapping is very common in our churches, especially 
during sermon-time. 





* were ee 


te 
a ee 








— 


2 






176 








THE GREAT OBSTACLE TO HUMAN HAPPINESS. 


“yx nd MONG the rich 
AY wy) @. G! Unnumbered blessings, 
| Lu Re ALLA The germs of which, 


sy man’s confessings— 
(I but repeat 
The observation)— 
Are found in sweet 
Imagination, 
There is a fine 
Ennobling feeling 
(To minds like mine 
So well appealing !)— 
A deep intense 
Self-gratulation— 
A holy sense 
Of self-laudation ; 
No gift so high 
In estimation 
given by 


Is 
Tmagination. 





The world would be, ah! so 
much better, 

It seems to me, without the fetter— 

The galling chain of disillusion— 

(A wicked bane that works confusion !) 

With wondrous wits the gods invented 

‘The man who sits and smiles contented, 

Unswayed by this or that vexation, 

In perfect bliss of self-laudation ! 


This morn, to use my morning’s leisure, 
I read my News—I read with pleasure ; 
So fair a sight was there presented 

Of mortals bright and self-contented ; 
‘Their minds replete with exultation, 
Which springs from sweet [Imagination ! 





INTERLUDE. 


Song of the Deputation from the Water Companies to oppose their 
purchase by the Government. 


We have done our duty soundly ; 
No accusing conscience stings ; 
We are satisfied profoundly 
With the present state of things. 
Only bigotry benighted 
Could depreciate the fact 
That the public is delighted 
By our admirable tact. 
Oh, we've evidence before us 
Ev'ry hour of ev’ry day 
That our customers adore us 
In an unaffected way. 
We assure you they are quaking 
In their horror at the thought 
That our little undertaking 
Should be positively bought ! 
Such a course would be resented 
As a mighty common wrong ; 
And we're perfectly contented 
With the way we get along. 





But while I read my heart grows sadder ; 
For Truth, indeed (a stinging adder), 
Creeps forth to bring its dread confusion, 
And basely sting the sweet delusion ! 





INTERLUDE. 
Song of the Public in reply to the Water Companies Deputation. 


Though affection unrequited 
Isn’t nice, beyond a doubt, 
We are hardly so delighted 
As you kindly make us out. 
We believe the sound condition 
Of your conscience well enough, 
For we have a great suspicion 
That it must be rather tough. 
We're astonished with devotion 
To the Companies we stick, 
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As we've always had a notion 
That their water’s rather thick ! 
We consider our objectiun 
To the purchase rather strange, 
As we thought in that direction 
We should welcome any change ! 
It is new to us presented 
In the aspect of a wrong, 
As we're not at all contented 
With the way you get along. 








The Trutu I hate with deep resentment ; 
It seals the fate of sweet contentment: 
Mankind, content and self-believing, 
May well resent the undeceiving. 

The world in peace could go on jogging 
If Truth would zease its endless dogging ! 





INTERLUDE. 
Song of the Enamelled Lady. 


My elation is untrammelled 
And my happiness uncheckt, 

For I’ve lately been enamelled 
With the loveliest effect ; 


The ‘‘ performer ”’ has averred it, 
With a gratifying smile ; 

But I own I’ve not referred it 
To my mirror yet awhile. 


Is a solace to the mind, 
And a matter for reflection 
Of the most delightful kind ! 


Should a lady not be merry, 
And with happiness aglow, 
When her cheek is like the cherry 
And her brow is like the snow ? 


Song of the Enameller. 


With a proper pride inflated, 
I am open to declare 

J am equally elated 
With the end of this affair. 


With the jewels of the lady 
As a pleasant go-between, 
Though my character is shady 

Yet my mind is most serene. 


Song of the objectionadle, interfering, truthful Mirror to the Enamelled 
Lady. 


It may cause a dissipation 
Of your happiness serene 
To receive the information 
That your countenance is green ! 


Sinz of all te Parties concerned in the Enamelling Affair. 


Oh, the world’s triumphant jeering, 
How it touches on the raw! 
Oh, the heartless interfering 
Of the truth-revealing law ! 
Oh, unhappy ones, deserted 
By the ignorance of youth! 
We are rather disconcerted 
By the blarings of the truth. 


Oh, a beautiful complexion 
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I beg to drink complete confusion 

To every link of Disillusion! 

No need to try—J know its dangers ; 

And Truth and I are henceforth strangers ; 
However strange the newness-hater 

Might deem the change, I’ve known a greater. 





Sport. 
THERE can be no doubt, whatever the comparative merits of other 
English pastimes, that a duck-hunt is the most diver-ting. 





E igh was Queen Elizabeth doubly a won-der ?—Because she was a 
Tu-dor. 

A Distinction with A Dirrergnce.—Matches may be made in 
. Heaven, but match-boxes are made in Bethnal Green. 

Apropos oF THE EasteRN Question (Dr. Watts revised). 
hears and lions growl, not fight, 

HowrvEeR a man may be hunted by his creditors he does not 
wish for arrest. 








THE MISER’S SONG. 
Fiori, thou shining silver, 
Sweet type of £ 8. d., 
Though heaps I’ve got I’m still ver- 
Y loath to part with thee. 


The Great East’un. 

Mr. Tootu, of Hatcham notoriety, it is rumoured, | 
has gone to travel in the East. Although he has not 
figured in connection with the Eastern question like 
many of his fellows, he is considerably interested in 
the ‘‘ Eastern position.”” May he find it. 

Body Guards. 

Tue trousseaux of two Prussian princesses, lately 
married, were exhibited in the hall of the Gardes du | 
Corps, at Berlin. This was an example of the eternal 
fitness of (the) things. Clothes are gardes du corps unless 
they happen to be ball-dresses. 


By; the Way. 

JosErH BytTHEwAy, who was locked up for an assault 
at Leatherstone, has been released. He was met on 
coming out by a band, who carried him to Purstone, and 
there presented him with— what do you think? Why, 
a purse, of course ! 


Mr. Joseph Erprep affirms that he bears a great re- 





semblance to the Earl of Beaconsfield. It is possible, of 9 


course, that Benjamin’s features are possessed by Joseph, 
though we believe there is very little of the Joseph about 
Benjamin. 

‘* Hansom is that hansom does,”’ remarked one ‘‘show- 
full’’-driver to another, when he had found out that his 


fare was a brother professional, through his having —— 


cheated him. 
Ir nine square feet will make a yard, why should we 
covet larger back premises ? 
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A FIZZING IDEA. 


For once Dr. Kenealy has made a sensible suggestion. He states that 
there are at least one hundred million bottles of Champagne annually 
drank by either very foolish or very wealthy persons, and he proposes 
instead of taxing the poor man’s smoke, that a tax of one shilling a 
bottle should be levied on the rich man’s drink. We are not up in 
parliamentary returns, and can only take a bird's-eye view of this 
proposal, but we are decidedly with the Doctor. A tax upon cham- 
pagne would not hurt anybody, but an impost of 4d. per Ib. on 
tobacco will cause the working-man real pain. 





SCOTT RECHAUFFE. 


1. “ Wa'tt have sweet-breads to follow,’ quoth 
Young Lochinvar. 


2. Fair were her rounded limbs as o’er 


The rink her rollers flew. —Vide Marmion. 


Caledonian Predilection for Apiarianism. 
‘* Aut Scotch bagpipes have drones in them, and many & man born 
north of the Border carries a bee in his bonnet.”—Dr. Cumming’s 
Autobiography. ee 





‘*No Returns.” 
Wry a Scotchman never goes ‘‘ bock agen.’’—Because a man’s nae 
profitiin his ain country.” 


Hamuet’s Soxttoavy on A Cop Morwino..—Tubby or not tubby, 
that is the question. 
Tae Boy 1s Farner to THE Man.—Even at school the great 


_tet | Harvey was distinguished for his sauce. 


‘“T sgED it,” answered the sower, when accused of not noticing 
that the earth went round. | 
Quotine Bacon.—Slow trade, at easier prices. Per Ib. 8d. to 9d. 
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Ir is doubtful whether Milo thought the bark of his 
oak worse than its bite. : TUES a ene 
eee ere pee goals best suit our long-winded THAT’S THE TICKET!” 
M.t'. 8 .—Lalk-ee. Friend :—‘‘ Wuat 1s THAT ENORMOUS MEDAL ON THE DOQ’S COLLAR FOR?” 


Wuatr beer should. be rerved with the fatted calf /— 
Vatted cooper. 





Owner:—‘*‘ Tue M&DAL OF A NEW ORDER—FOR MERITORIOUS DOGS WHO 
HAVE PAID THEIR TAXES.’ 
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“QUI S’cXCUSE S’ACCUSE.” 
Officer (visiting rounds, midnight) to sentry :—‘* How Is IT YOU DID NOT CHALLENGE Us?”’ 
Private :—‘“‘ Surg, str, -I DID NOT KNOW WHO YOU WERE.” 











| 


8th. The captain is not so fond of his wife as Ithought he was. I 











< A LANDLUBBER’S LOG. | heard him say that the old girl sadly wanted a good lacing, and that 
April 1st. The captain tells me that this time last year he took in | she should have one as soon as he got her home. 
the foremast and gammoned the bowsprit. I suppose he thinks thata 9th. Sails tells me that the old girl is very extravagant. She has ear- 
joke, but I can’t see it. | rings made of clue-garnets. Those are far more valuable than com- 
Qnd. The boatswain is an idiot! He asked me whether I knew how | mon ones, he says. 
to point a rope; and when I took up one and pointed it at him he burst 10th. The boatswain tells me that the captain has a coach and a gig 
out laughing. on board. What can he want with them at sea? But perhaps he 
3rd. The captain is a comical chap. He told me that though the | has taken them out to sell. 
weather was so rough, his old girl wore well and never missed stays. | 11th. The captain was talking about the old girl’s being too deep- 
. What does it matter to me how his wife wears, or what she wears? | waisted. I shouldn’t have thought she’d got a waist at all. 
I only wish she wasn’t on board. She's always making fun of the| 12th. I learn from Chips that our craft is a beauty for saving 
passengers. trouble. She can pitch herself famously. 
4th. We have lost the bill of one of the anchors. Ican’t under-| 13¢h. Anawful storm. Of course we all felt very solemn, and it 
stand why they should make such a fuss about it, unless it was receipted, | was not kind of the captain to say that he was afraid we were 
and if it was, why didn’t the owners file it ? | canting. 
5th. 'The second mate wants to make me believe that the ship is| 14th. Great consternation among the passengers. The captain 
haunted. He says that he saw a pall on the windlass to-night, and | plainly told us that he was going to put a traveller over the outer end 
a shroud and a pair of dead eyes when he looked over the side | of the new jibboom. Shall we have to cast lots? Why should not 
yesterday. one of the crew be sacrificed instead? MItis their duty, not ours, to 
6th. Iasked the sailmaker what he was about, and he told me. brave all the perils of the deep. 
that he was going to make a pudding! Just as if I didn’t know that 
that was the cook’s business. 
7th. The second mate still keeps at me. He says thatif I go Wuo was the most hard-up of our sovereigns —Mary, William the 
down into the hold, I shall see the dead rising ! Third’s wife. The poor woman had only half-a-crown. 
** { have great p wasure in certifying to the < 
great benefit | have seen to arise from 
SS a oes orca 3 mea 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A FANCY DRESS BALL 
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“Qui S’cXCUSE S’ACCUSE.” 
Oficer (visiting rounds. midnight) to sentry :—** How Is Ir You DID NoT CHALLENGE Us? 


Private: —* Sung, sin, I pip NoT KNOW WHO YOU WERE.” 








Sth. The captain is not so fond of his wife as Ithought he was. I 


A LANDLUBBER'S LOG. heard him say that the old girl sadly wanted a good lacing, and that 

Apri ist. The captain tells me that this time last year he took in’ she should have one as soon as he got hi r home. 
the foremast and gammoned the bowsprit. I suppose he thinks that a Oth. Sails tells me that the old girl is very extravagant. She has ear- 
joke, but I can't see it. rings made of clue-garnets. Those are far more valuable than com- 


24d. The boatswainis an idiot! Tleasked me whetherI knew how mon ones, he says. 
to point a rope; and when I took up one and pointed it at him he burst 10¢h. The boatswain tells me that the captain has a coach and a gig 
out laughing. on board. What can he want with them at sea? But perhaps he 


3rd. The captain is a comical chap. He told me that though the has taken them out to sell. 
weather was so rough, his old girl wore well and never missed stays. 11¢h. The captain was talking about the old girl's being too deep- 
What does it matter to me how his wife wears, or what she wears? waisted. I shouldn't have thought she'd got a waist at all. 
[ only wish she wasn't on board. She's always making fun of the 12th. IT learn from Chips that our craft is a beauty for saving 
Passengers. trouble. She can pitch herself famously. 
(4. We have lost the bill of one of the anchors. I can't under- 13th. Anawtul storm. Of course we all felt very solemn, and it 


Ri /é 
stand why they should make such a fuss about it, unless it was receipted, was not kind of the captain to say that he was afraid we were 
ind if it was, why didn’t the owners tile it : canting. 

th. "The second mate wants to make me believe that the ship is 14th. Great consternation among the passengers. The captain 
haunted. Hesavs that he saw a pall on the windlass to-night, and plainly told us that he was going to put a traveller over the outer end 
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a shroud and a pair of dead cyes when he looked over the side of the new Jibboom. Shall we have to cast lots; Why should not 


| 
Vest rdavy. one of the crew be sacrificed instead It is their duty, not ours, to 
Ot4, LTasked the sailmaker what he was about, and he told me brave all the perils of the deep. 
that he was going to muke a pudding! Just as if I didn’t know that —— — 
that was the cook’s business. - ' 
‘th. ‘The second mate still keeps at me. He says that if I go Wo was the most hard-up of our sovereigns |—Mary, William the 
wn into the held, I shall see the dead rising! . Third’s wife. The poor woman had only half-a-crown. 





o—— 


Ea 


+ Late creas earure ti‘y to whe 





great benet¢ | have seen to arse from 
she use of Chapman's Bot:re Wheat F! ree 





ar nia: a Maghtee bb dna. Sa to Ga a Baltic : ; 
| .o iinn Gains Bo, PR: C. BRANDAUER & CO0,’'S Now resistered “ press 
, , id t ’ be be r eal ha series?’ of these Pens neitherscratch nor »purt—the 
oS Packets, and 3s. 7 points being rout Rie ancw pl <s.—A-+k your 

t s as Stationer fur a Sixpenny Assort i sample Box and 





PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. selec sour band, 


CAUTION, —If Cocoa thickens tn the cup it proves the addition of stareh. Worgs, BinwInGuaM. 


— — eee 











Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works,’ St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, April 21, 1878. 








May 1, 1878.] rUN. v2 









en 75 +gS 





bea | 
awy,\ 
Se Ne 4 


Nea 3 
y 





re 


LY 


| 


mY 










m © . a 
~ >, = me, - 
ISSA A Oe 
- a x > Ss 






A 






= bs = mo 
ps G’ gq -~f[/ bef: 
Sm” A Lars Wy U7: Tow Uy 






VOL. Bev iis 











BUN. 


[May 1, 1878. 








THE PALLADIUM OF JUSTICE. 
Chorus ef CiTIzENs. 


Hail, jury system, hail! 
Our Freedom’s coat of mail! 
Though private ends may perish, 
Thy life we fondly cherish ; 
Behold us stand unyielding, 
Thy sweet existence shielding ; 
All selfish aims expiring 
At once at thy requiring. 


And robs it of its abstract loveliness : 
I claim exemption as an unity. 


(Crr1zENn C. has entered and heard the last few lines.) 


CiT1zEN C. 


(The Chorus of Crt1zENs move off in procession to the altar of the Jury 


Crrizzn A. 


Citizen B. 


Citizen A. 


Crrizen B. 





System. Citizens A. and B. remain.) 





Aye, ’tis an institution, I protest, 
Cherished of ev'ry worthy citizen : 
There breathes no honest citizen but loves 
To serve among the twelve—and not indeed 
From any sense of flattered self-esteem 
To mark the proud Q.C. (a cold, reserved 
Imperious creature to the world at large, 
And passionless as very adamant), 
Jnbosom freely to the juryman 

The deep emotions from his inmost soul ; 
His simple tender pity for the wrongs 
His client suffers ; his o’erwhelming hate 
And loathing for the base defendant’s crime, 
Though tempered by regretful pity for 
Its perpetrator ;—or to mark this man, 
This proud Q.C. (a terror to the Court, 
A crushing horror to the witnesses), 
Smile on the juryman ; dilate upon 
The latter’s keen and sound intelligence, 
And virtues as a husband, father, friend ; 
And humbly truckle and defer to him: 
But simply from a love of usefulness 
And pure desire to serve the land he loves. 
It were a sorry thing to know the man 
Who feared to sacrifice his family, 
Ilis poor relations, or his very self 
To serve his country as a juryman ! 
Ay! ’Tis a duty ev'ry honest man 
May well be proud to—— 

** Duty’’ say you sir? 
‘A duty!” Nay—it is a privilege, 
That men may well contend for! By the way, 
I claim exemption from this privilege : 
For I should /ose if I were called to serve. 
A man may sacrifice his family, 
And, after Time hath held his course a space, 
His family may pardon and forget, 
And all be healed between them ; loss of cash 
Can not be healed. I think a grocer well 
May claim exemption. 

Hem !—TI hard!y see 
The grocer’s right—a hatter now, I own,— 
(I am a hatter)—well might have a claim ; 
And, though I hold that solemn duty calls 
On all good citizens to serve; I speak 
Of ‘‘ citizens” as of an abstract whole 
On which the abstract calls of duty press 
With little rigour—but when certain men, 
Definite unities, are singled out 
And called upon to serve at stated place 
And stated time, it brings the principle 
Of dearly-cherished duty nearer home, 


Citizen A. 
Citizen C. 


CirizEn A. 


Crrizzen B. 
Crrizzen C. 


Crrizen D. 


Citizens A B and C. 


Citizen D. 


CirizEN A. 


(Aside). 


Citizens B and C. 
(They go off. An tnterval. 


Citizen D. 


CrTizen A. 
CrrizEn D. 


Cirizen A. 


ea 


Such arguments are based on selfishness : 
J claim exemption—not on selfish grounds 
Of definitely concrete unity ; 
As such I will maintain my duty is 
To serve my turn. I ama portion of 
A mighty abstract mass, the Stock Exchange: 
Suppose the Stock Exchange were called away 
To serve upona jury. On that day 
The abstract world of cash investors might 
Rush townwards to invest in three per cents: 
The Stock Exchange has gone: next day the world 
Of cash investors, having changed its mind, 
Converts its money into Russian Bonds 
(From pique, it may be) ; England’s loan has failed— 
The country’s ruined—Russia takes the pool ! 
The case I’ve drawn perhaps may be extreme—— 
Oh, not at all! 
Of course, if only I 
Of all the ’Change were called upon to serve, 
My clients, having sought for me in vain, 
Would find some other broker near at hand, 
And I should lose commissions—what of that ? 
A small affair—an afterthought— 
Too slight to bias me in any way. 
I claim exemption as a particle. 
Yet still, I must confess I cannot see 
What claim a hatter or a broker has. 
Nor I a grocer’s or a broker's claim. 
Nor I a grocer’s or a hatter’s, sirs. 


(Enter Crrizen D.) 
Nor I the claim of either of the three ; 
Though, I confess, I have a theory 
Concerning this exemption. I believe 
That public criticism 1s the bridle 
That guides the juror on the path of sense ; 
But we’ll suppose that Brown is on a jury, 
While Jones expects to serve on one next week ; 
Now Jones condemns within his inner self 
Brown’s verdict, but he dares not say as much, 
For fear that when himself shall serve next week 
The censured Brown may seek retaliation 
In counter-censure—so he praises Brown ! 
Now if we had one-half the populace, 
(I mean the thinking populace) exempt 
From Jury-service, why that half released 
From fear of counter-censure, would be bold 
To criticize with justice. Men engaged 
In daily business, men of active brain 
And quick decision, were the fittest men 
To launch the weighty verdict from the box. 
While gentlemen of independent means— 
Such as myself—with leisure to devote 
To calm deliberation, might peruse 
The Verdict at their breakfasts, and supply 
The saving criticism. 
Ably put, 
But still an unconvincing argument, 
I warrant when it’s brought before the house, 
You'll find it more convincing than you think ; 
I go to try it now. [ Goes off. 
And I as well 
Will haste to lay my claim before the house 
Although I fear they cannot fail to see 
The flimsy nature of my arguments! 
My errand’s similar ; 1’ll go with you. 
Re-enter Citizen D.) 
As I foresaw, they ridicule my claim 
To be exempted. As indeed I feared, 
They said my arguments were very weak. 
(Enter Crrizen A.) 

Oh, dire injustice ! ; 
Why, this burst of grief 
Befits not you whose claim has been allowed ! 
Oh, as to that, of course they could not fail 
To see the soundness of my arguments: 
But, bah! I have no heart to think on claims— 
I tell you, sir, that I have lost my case! 

(Citizens B. and C, enter and listen.) 
I brought an action, sir, against a man— 
A gentleman of independent means— 
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And all the jury—(packed, sir)—was composed 

Of gentlemen of independent means! 

What chance had I, a tradesman? When I raised 
My voice against this base onesidedness, 

They said, forsooth ‘ 

That ev'ry class except 





Citizen D. 
The gentlemen of independent means 
Had gained exemption from the jury-list ? 
Crrizen A. Yes—that was what they said! 


(Aside—calming down.) And I suppose 
They said the truth—oh, this will never do! 
Crtizuns B and C. (Separately—aside.) 
I have a case that’s pending now against 
A gentleman of independent means ; 
I see this cort of thing will never do ! 
(Aloud.) I feel that I haveerred; I fear that I 
Have shirked my duty for my selfish ends ; 
My country needs me as a juryman ; 
I see itnow ; I will withdraw my claim 
To be exempt. 
Citizens B and C. A truly just resolve ! 
For very shame I follow this example ; 
Away with self—J will withdraw my claim! 
[Citizens B. and C. go of. 
Crt1zex D. I thank my stars the house contrived to see 
The utter weakness of my arguments ! 


(The curtain falls.) 


CirizEN A. 


[ Goes off. 


THEATRES. 


Our of that much-vexed question concerning marriage with a he received, 
deceased wife’s sister, Messrs. Tom Taylor and Paul Merritt have | past. 
contrived to construct an exceedingly ingenious and interesting play, 


and although the materials used for the basis are somewhat un- 


pleasant, they are handled with considerable delicacy and feeling. | 


|The play, as regards construction, is most masterly, the tableau 
‘in the second act being very fine, while the means employed to 
| extricate the characters from their dead-lock and get rid of the 
villain are neat, original, and exceedingly clever. We must con- 
| fess, however, that the villain hardly appeared to us quite as black as 
the authors wished to paint him, judging from the want of ‘‘ unstrained 
mercy’’ they subject him to at the heroine’s hands. Miss Cavendish, 
as the ‘‘ deceased wife’s sister,’ has added another to her long list of 
triumphs ; her wonderful power of varying expression as exhibited in 
the sudden change from the happy wife to the despairing widow, yet 
| proud, courageous mother, has never been employed to better advan- 
tage; the maddened rush, followed by the crushing fall, on hearing 
that ‘‘ Such is the Law!’’ well deserved the whirlwind of applause it 
elicited. The other parts are all finely played, Mr. C. Kelly, as the 
Yorkshire servant, supplying another of those carefully studied 
character sketches so happily identified with this accomplished actor. 
Mr. Titheradge, as the villain, played an unsympathetic part with 
much good taste and ability. 
At the Olympic Charles Reade’s new play Jealousy, based on Sardou’s 
| Andrea, is well sustained throughout. Miss Sophie Young’s 
strongly dramatic delineation of the injured wife will add much to her 
reputation. 
_ _At the Queen’s Mrs. Rousby has produced Madelaine Morel, a play 
adapted from the German, having an earlier origin in a well-known 
French story. The play is carefully mounted in every way, some of 
the scenes being beautiful works of art. It seems a pity that so much 
care and such good acting had not been devoted toa subject of higher 


purpose. 


__ After a long absence in America, Professor Pepper has returned to 
his old home, the Polytechnic, and, judging from the hearty reception 
will doubtless hold the same prominent position as in years 
The Professor delivered a highly interesting lecture on the Sun. 





j 


Tur War Corresronpent’s Morro (after the sad death of Mr. Ogle). 


—Non ** yolo’’! 








OCARINA! 


Tue Poet loves a madrigal, 
Also a flute and fiddle ; 

His soul exults in tral-lal-lal, 
And soars in tum-ti-iddle :-— 

He’s musical, though musicall 
An bh has in the middle. 


His banjos and his cymbals are 
His humble cot’s sole treasure ; 

Ah, joy, whene’er his gay guitar 
Pours out a fluent measure— 

In fact, there’s not a single bar 
He won’t drink in with pleasure ! 


But now avaunt, ye men who whine 
Your chords and cavatinas ; 

The Bard’s renounced the lyric line, 
The Bard to his chagreen has 

A family of (tuneful) Nine, | 
Who've all got Ochre-inas ! 


‘‘BID ME DISCOURSE.”’ 


WE read in a morning paper of a sermon preached at 
Christ Church, Newgate-street, the other day, that :— 
‘‘In the course of his discourse, the preacher attended 
to the establishment of St. Bartholomew’s Hospital in 
1102, and to the foundation in 1546 of Christ’s Hospital, 
where poor children were to be trained up to ‘ virtuous 
exercises in the overthrow of beggary.'”’ It almost 
‘‘ overthrows beggary”’ to imagine this (without 
being an eye witness)—a reverend gentleman in 
the year 1878 attending to events of such distant date, 
‘¢in the course of his discourse.’’ If he can thus goon | 
from generation to generation, to what marvels of 
foundation, establishment, and perhaps disestablishment, | 
may he be alluding in the * far future’’ to those who 
attend him—‘‘ before it is time for him to go into 


hospital ?”’ 


On Sunday week last, the deacon of a South London | 
place of worship gravely announced, ‘‘ There will bea | 
rayer meeting on Wednesday evening at 7 o’clock, 
which will last for siz months.” Evidently the gentle- 
man believed in length of service, but has defective 


ideas of hum@0 endurance. No one could stand it, or 
sit it eitner. 
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1878. 
Dauber, finding his picture, ‘* Waterfall, North Wales,” hung upside 
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down, with his usual Welsh prudence has it altered in the catalogue, ‘‘ Plug up, 
London,”’ and with the slight addition of a man or two the deception is complete. 
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Terrible misfortune that happened to ovr friend Jcne:. He got built up among some wares and has never been seen since. 
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PEACE AND PROSPERITY v. WAR. 


MeMahon (Reformed Scldier) :—““ YOU HAD BETTER PATRONISE MY EXHIBITION THAN MAKE SUCH AN AWFUL 
EXHIBITION OF YOURSELF.” ' 
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ANTICIPATIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


HE forthcoming exhibition at 
Burlington House will present 

_ many new and _surpassingly 
interesting features. It is possible 
that a tendency to repeat themselves 
will be observable in the productions 
of the most eminent contributors ; 
but, as will be seen from the follow- 
ing notes, even these possess an 
originality of their own, while they 
agreeably remind the habditué of 
other favourite works from the same 
hands. 

Mr. Millais sends a companion to 
his charming ‘‘Forbidden Fruit,” 
under the natural title of ‘‘ Paradise 
Lost.”” It appears that the young 
lady who two seasons ago nursed 
the 7 with disconsolate and ab- 
stract 
it, and thereby spoiled her dinner. 
She now 
than ever at the nurse 
the novel, sends her fe 


| 





table, and, like the heroine in 
untouched. She has indeed lost her Paradise, 
subject would be a melancholy one for contemplation, were it not that 
a suspicious-looking white article on the mantel-shelf inspires the 


dinner- 


hope that she may presently regain it. Mr. Millais also sen 
way worthy of his grand ‘‘ Yeoman of the Guard,” of last season. 
The activity and intelligence of this admirable member of the 
stands out in fine relief from the well-limned features. 

Mr. Marks returns to his favourite delineations of medieval life, 


and in ‘‘ Wot's this? A Cab Dispute in the Middle Ages,” gives a 
fine exposition of the great truth that human nature is ever the same 
As we regard the 
ted contempt the solitary and minute 
» we can almost catch the withering 
Nothing can 
be finer than the answer, which is merely an evanishing black-gloved 
hand, putting away by its gesture the cabby with ineffable calmness 


in all ages. ‘The composition tells its own story. 
driver exhibiting with unmiti 
silver coin in his extended pa 
tone in which he propounds the query, ‘‘ Wot’s this ?”’ 


and dignity. It is, of course, the hand of a female, need we say the 
Prodgers of the period ? 


Mr. Fildes, too, retreads old grownd, and revives memories of his 
famous “‘ Casuals” in his companion picture, ‘‘ Regulars.”’ The scene 
is Fleet-street, the time Tuesday afternoon, and the “ Regulars ”’ are 
a company of gentlemen, ranged upon the pavement in front of the 


9 


oftice-window of a comic publication, waiting for their ‘regular 


weekly treat—the appearance in the window of the first issue of the 
paper. They bide their time with exemplary patience, while their 
calm indifference to the offers of ‘“‘ Hevenin Hekker,’”’ “ Fourth edishn 
Stannrd,” and other like seductions, is a study that must be seen to be 


appreciated. — 
. Perugini favours us with some ‘‘ More Finishing Touches,’ 


the operator being a celebrated enameller, and the victim a lady of 


dubious age, and, as yet, very uncertain attractions. Mr. E. Long in 
‘‘A Modern Custom’’ has a variation of the same theme. 
principal contribution this artist again resorts to Egypt for his sub- 
ject, or rather brings E 


of the Thames. The Irish Obstructives’ proceedings last session 
furnish Mr. A. C. Gow with matter for an admirable companion piece 
to his striking picture of ‘‘ The Tumult in the House of Commons,” 
only this is still more striking and even uproarious. Mr. E. Nicol 
does justice to another genuine Irish subject, and under the title of 
‘‘ Paying the Bill,’’ gives us an intensely dramatic sequel to his 
‘* Legal Adviser’’ picture of last season. For a more pacific scene 
than these last the visitor will turn with pleasure to Mr. G. B. 
O’Neil’s ‘‘ We don’t want to Fight,’’ &c., a procession of charming 
children playing at soldiers, which recalls the artist’s ‘‘ Father of the 
Regiment,”” and delights us;—such a spirited and amusing com- 
mentary upon the times! In Mr. Hodgson’s ‘‘ Looking up a little”’ 
we find more ‘‘ Commercial activity in the East,” although the dis- 
turber of the slumbering merchant’s dreams only appears to want 
change for a piastre ; but even this is a healthy sign, and shows that 
there is money in the market. In conclusion we may observe that 
Mr. Pott’s ‘‘ King’s Favourite” has been ‘‘ waited for” considerably, 
to suggest to visitors that another interesting reminiscence of the past 
is in store for them, and leave them to their enjoyment of it. 

[Since the above was put in type we have learned that the gentleman 
who undertook to do the studios for us has not been seen at any, but 
was last heard of at the Boat-race. It may be advisable, therefore, to 
take these notes with some amount of caution.—Ep. Fvn.] 
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gaze, finished by devouring 
sits more disconsolate 
te away 
poor child; and the 
c @ noble 
study of a policeman, called ‘‘ A Preserver of the Peace,” in every 
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C ‘ 3 Egypt to us, and shows us Cleopatra’s Needle 
ing dragged in native fashion to its new resting-place on the banks 
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ODD ITEMS. 





THE LATEST BUGBEAR. 

Towxtns. Hullo, Simkins, glad I’ve met you, as it’s beginning to 
rain a little ; let me have a bit of your umbrella. ’ 

Siwxins. Oh, ah; I dare say—Beati Possidentes you know—eh * 

Tomkins. There, that’s about the twentieth time I’ve heard that | 
phrase this morning ; where on earth did it come from ? 

Siuxins. Oh, Bismarck’s speech, you know—Russia—and all that. | 
Tomkins. Oh, indeed! Well, I shall jump into the ’bus. (ood 
day. Hi! (Jumps on omnibus.) 

Conpuctor. Rather wet, sir. 
weather—ain’t it, sir? _— 

(Tomxins turns away quiekly, and buries himself in his newspaper.) 

Tomxins (reading to himself). ‘‘ Perhaps a more striking example 
of belief in the deati possidentes principle could not——. (He flings 
his newspaper over the side of the omnibus, and tries to forget the offensive 
print in conversation with the party seated next to him.) ; 

Tue Party. Yes, they say the floods in some of the counties have 
been pretty bad; almost impossible to foresee this sort of thing, but 
beati posserdenteys is generally a pretty safe principle to——. 

(Tomkins jumps wildly from the omnibus, and plunges into a shop, to 
forget his miseries in the excitement of choosing a necktie.) 

Tus Suopman. If you want something really new, I can show you 
our beati possidentes cravat—just out, and——. 

(Tomxins plunges out again into the twmvigorating asr, and rushes on- 
ward—anywhere. After a time he feels the pangs of hunger, and drifts 
dazedly into an eating -house.) ; ; a! 9 

Tur Warrer. Roast beef and Yorkshire just up, sir; nice cut o | 
salmon, with beety pozzadenty sauce ; stewed p | 
(Tomkins rushes away, once for all, from the society of man ; and some | 


Reg’ lar beaty posserdentes sort 0’ 











time after is discovered on a desert island, maturing a plot for the extinc- 
tion of Prince Bismarck.) 





THE MOST OBJECTIONABLE KIND OF AGENT. 


Wetter Doo’s Particutar Frrenp. Look here, Welter, old boy ; 
we’re both going the same way, and I’ve some calls to make ; let’s 
have a cab together. 

A Loarer. Cab, sir? I’ll get yer one d’reckly. (Fetches a cab 
from ten feet away, opens the door, and holds out his hand.) | ; 

Tue ParticutaR Frrenp. What a strange thing it is you cant 
even get a cab without the interference of an agent! Upon my word, 
these agents are the pest of one’s life. I’ll just get out here, as I 
have to call at this address to see a servant for my wife. (Goes into 
house, and presently returns cent, T’ll be hanged if that isn't a 
servants’ agency! Agents again. Here, I’ve got to run into the 
booking -office to get tickets for the opera for Thursday. (oes in, and 
returns.) Haven’t any left at the theatre, of course ; said 1 should be 
sure to get’em at Swiggs’s Library. Agents again! Oh, by-the-bye, 
I’ve got to stop here, too, to see a fellow who’s advertised a house of 
his for sale—why—well, if it isn’t a house-agent’s. Drive on, coach- 
man. Ah, here’s another place I want! I’m going to invest in a 
patent automatic plate, china, and window-polishing machine ; rather 
a bargain, I think—only two pounds ten. (Goes in, and returns to 
cab.) Why, they wanted to charge me four pounds for the thing! 
Said two ten was the maker’s price, and that they were only the 
agents, and must make some profit. I will not encourage agents, 
they’re only so many sharpers. By the way, Welter, old boy, didn’t 
you say something about wanting a fountain and some other fittings 
for your conservatery? Ah, I thought so; well, I'll tell you what, 
we're close to Riggumup Chepe’s place. He’s a friend of ‘mine, and a 
big man in the trade, and I’ve no doubt if you go in with me he’ll let | 
you have the things at somewhere about cost-price—eh? Comealong. { 
(They go into the place, and Weiter Doo chooses a lot of fittings, and | 
ts full of gratitude to his PARTICULAR FRIEND.) 

Tue Particutrar Frienp (lagging behind Weiter to have a few 
words with u1s friend Riaaumupr CueEre). Well, come, old fellow, that’s 
not such a bad order, is it? And, although I’m not in the habit of 
doing anything in the way of commission business, you know, why— 
it is a good order,eh? Atenner? Oh, well, I didn’t mean anything 
as big as that, but—oh, well, thanks! I'll accept it just for the 
sake of friendship and—Yes, I rather fancy Russia ’ll cave in a bit 
now, yer know—Yes, good day. Come along, Welter. Why I’m 
hanged if here isn’t another agent holding the door of the cab! Upon 
my word, these amateur agents are more unbearable than the pro- 
fessional ones ! 


Oh, dear, Watkyn the Matter be? 
Mr. Watkyn WILLIAMs is about to retire from the representation 
of the Denbigh Boroughs, because that constituency forgets that it 
ought to do as it would be ‘* Den-bigh !” 


'Goop Hanerncs ror Havntep Rooms.—Gob(e)lin Tapestry. 
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This is a@ recollection, by our two-o'clock-in-the-morning-man, of a herd of dreadful animals that he lately saw 


walking up Piccadilly. His nerves have never been right since. 





A ‘* Wunner.’’ 
Socrates said that 
‘‘nothing is harder of 
attainment than the 
knowledge of oneself ’’ 
—or ‘**‘ Number One.”’ 
Another maxim teaches 
| that ‘‘the first step is 
| the most difficult.’”’ In 
| arithmetic these two 
hard problems are com- 
bined, for the first step 
in the knowledge of 
numbers isto attain that 
of Number l. 


atoms § >. es 


Walker ! 


Weston and O’ Leary 
have obtained’ great 
credit for having gone 
| on for six days without 
| arest; but we know a 
| man who has gone on 

credit for six months 

without a(r)rest. 
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| 

| im 

A. B.C. 
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”Arry has been tothe 
C, and says that, al- 
though he had known 
B stings, he had never 
known A stings. 








CIRCUMNAVIGATION WITH A VENGEANCE. 


Tue Société des Voyages of Paris have just made public announce- 
ment of their intention to organise a voyage round the world, the 
object of the trip, however, being quite as much educational as 
recreational. ‘The vessel engaged is to number on her staff professors 


meteorology, zoology, botany, chemistry, and natural history, &c., &c., 
as well as a chaplain. —}"ide Daily Paper. 


'ichthyological lectures. 


Scengs.— The quarter-deck of the vessel engaged. PasseNnGErs discovered | 
in various lazy attitudes adapted to the position of the ship south of 


Eater to them a Bo'scn, blowing his whistle protractedly 
I say! Here's that awful whistle again. Blow 


the line. 


First PassenGcEr. 
the whistle, say I. 
Seconp Pass. Don't blow it, you mean! What is it, I wonder ? 

Turrp Pass. Yes, we’ve not had ten minutes’ consecutive peace 
since breakfast. What is it now, Bo’sun? 

Bo'sun. Professor Lesewer, gents, requestes your attendance for 
a lectur’ on ‘** Boxin’ the Compuss,’’ now: direckly. 

First Pass. That Le Sueur is indefatigable. 

Seconp Pass. Yes: he’s the man who rung usallup at 3 a.m. 
this morning to take lunar observations ! 

Turrp Pass. I shall try a skulk. (Slips behind a hencoop.) 

Captain (from bridge). Now then, you sir, behind the hencoop ; 
the Professor is waiting, if you please. Hurry up, ladies and gentle- 
men, I beg! 

Tuirp Pass. And this is a trip we have paid for with much gold. 
Well, I shall soon be furnishing an example for the anatomical 
professor to illustrate his lectures with if this sort of thing goes on. 
(The PassEncers having assembled round the binnacle, their names are 

called over by the First Mare, and the absentees having been looked 

up, the Proressor commences his lecture. 
[dn interval of five and thirty minutes is supposed to elapse. | 

Proressor (still going on). And now, my friends, we come to my 
fifth head. (Alarums and excursions at the bow of the vessel, followed by 
@ loud flop.) 

SevekaL Seamen. Ashark! A shark! (Sudden rush of Passencers 
towards the bows.) 

' First Pass. Thank goodness, here’s something for a change at 
ast ! 

CapTaIn (through the trumpet). Stand back, all, please! I have 
sent down for Professor de Poissoniére, who will improve the occa- 
sion. (4 groan.) 

Szecoxrp Pass. 
think of 


Proresson vg P. (coming out of saloon, followed by three sailors, earry- 


But he’s not well, Captain, and really we could not 





ing @ blackboard, some large bottles, and several coloured diagrams). 
Don’t mention it! At the call of Science I am ready, at any cost. 
(Mounts portable rostrum.) Ah,ashark! Good! If the sailors will 
remove an object so calculated to distract attention I will resume my 
We’re in for an hour's ‘‘ jaw,”’ at the 


Seconp Pass. Sold again! 


of mining, engineering, industry and commerce, physiography and _ very least. 


(An interval of forty minutes, at the end of which ProressoR DE 
PoIssONIERE faints, and is carried to his cabin amidst suppressed 
cheers.) 

Turrp Pass. (heaving sigh of relief). Thank heaven that’s over. 
Now fora drink! Steward, a sherry cobbler and lots of ice ! 

(4s Srewarp brings it, the CHEMISTRY PROFESSOR comes across the 


' deck, and takes the bowl of ice from him.) 


CuremisTry Prorgssor. Pardon me, but this gives me an opening 
I have long sought. There is nothing like these informal chance 
occasions for conveying information. I will give you a short lesson 
on ice and its properties till this I hold has melted. (Gives it.) 

Txarrp Pass. And we have booked and paid in advance for nine 
months. 

Seconp Pass. But look, whilst he has been lecturing we have 
come in sight of land. See! here are boats full of fruit coming out 
to us. 

Cartan. Not fruit, gentlemen. We telegraphed on from Madeira 
for a selection of the polyandrian plants found on this coast. 

Tuirp Pass. (despairingly). What! 

Caprain. Yes, indeed, it’s so; and whilst we lie here for a couple 
of hours or so, Professor de l’Arbre will give you a botanical lecture 
with real examples. 

First Pass. We can land, if we like, surely ? 

Captain. No, not here, sir. There'll be no time, for in about two 
hours’ time they’ll be ready in the engine-room for you. 

SeveraL Pass. The engine-room! and in the tropics! 

Proressor oF Encinegerine. It is all right. We shall be en- 
veloped in wet blankets and pumped on during the lecture. 

Captain. The botanical professor is waiting, ladies and gentle- 
men. 

Proressor DE L’Arpre. I will now speak of the wondrous poly- 
andrian blooms of this prolific coast. (Does so for eighty-five minutes.) 

[Siz days are supposed to elapse. | 


Enter a homeward-bound ship, which, at signals from the educational 
vessel lays to. 

Capratn (of latter). You understand, ladies and gentlemen, if you 
leave this ship and return home, you forfeit the whole of your passage 
money, and all claim on the large body of professors we have on 
board. 

ALL THE PASSENGERS. 
from them and we ask no more. 


We do! we do! Only let us get away 
Put us aboard yonder homeward- 
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bound tub, and we will pay you, if necessary, more gold. But, above / FROM WHITEHALL. 


all, keep the professors with you! 


Captain. Very well, if you’ve made your minds up, so be it. 
(He puts them aboard the homeward-bound ship, which exits amidst the 


Tue latest words of monarchs would 
Be found conducive to our good 
Could they be all rehearsed ; 


joyful sobs of the rescued PASSENGERS, who, having fallen on their knees and ; f 1 
on one another's necks, thank Heaven for their timely deliverance.) Accept, for instance, if you please, 
The latent lesson left in these 


Lawson’s Laws on Temperance. 


NEVER be ‘‘ intoxicated’’ with delight. 
Never ‘‘ drink” in sweet sounds. 
Never have a ‘‘bumper”’ at a benefit. 
Never eat till you are ‘‘ tight.” 

Never buy music of ‘‘ Boosey.”’ 


Be an official (when you can) ‘ liquid-hater.’’ And, ladies, 


Never be fond of your ‘ glass.”’ 


Mem. for the Marines. 


Last words of Charles the First. 


’Tis said, when at the block he knelt, 
The Bishop asked him how he felt, 
And if to cheer his soul 
He’d like some food, what should it be? 
‘¢ Well,”’ said the King, ‘‘ if you axe me, 
I’ll take a chop—and roll.”’ 








Malte-brun’s Geography. 
BrEr-1nq’s Straits were so called after the general beverage of 
Englishmen—Beer ; and Bass’s Straits were specially named after the 


Tuat H.M. troopship Crocodile weighs her anchor with her own great brewer of pale ale—Mr. Bass. 


scales. 


New BIsHopric FoR A CRICKETING CLERGYMAN.—Batt-ersea. 
CosTERMONGERS are accused of being obtrusive, and yet how many 


of them willingly give plaice to their fellow creatures. 





‘Oh, Go-it!”’ | 
A rrem advertises gloves at 4s. 6d. the half-dozen. This is obviously 
‘a kid.” 





‘¢ Tue Mad Hatter’? inquires whether a ship-broker in the past can Wuy are toasts like spectacles ?—Because they are ‘‘ glasses 


become a ship-breaker in the present. 


round.’’ 


‘‘A Man and a Brother” indignantly wants to know why a gift of , sas f ital letter.—One that contains 
money for the London poor should be called ‘‘ De Silly’s Bequest.”’ ae Seana create aa po 


Srneutan T'act.—Strange to say, bleak cannot be caught in bleak Ir clergymen wish people to marry, 


weather, however seasonable it may appear. 








ET TU QUOQUE, BRUTE. 


"Erg, I say, ’Arry, stow yer larks ! 

We’ve been an’ made a pretty blunder ; 
We've held war meetin’s in the parks, 

An’ backed up Beaconsfield like thunder. 
Red ochre an’ dead cats we’ ve flung 

(Tis said we caught Prince T—ck a whacker), 
But, after all we’ve said an’ sung, 

They’ve gone an’ taxed our bloomin’ bacca! 


Of state affairs our birdseye view 
We’ll change, for ’twas the very blindest, 
To tax cut cavendish to you 
Was, of all cuts, the most unkindest. 
We'll drop ‘‘’Ere stan’s a post,”’ an’ learn 
Some less ’igh Tory songs an’ catches ; 
From those who tax our smoke we’ll turn, 
For even Lowe stuck short at matches. 


It was too bad to crush our weed 
als 
Without our Pickwicks how would speed 

With you and me the dreary hours ? 
But, ’Arry, in our horful grief 

There yet remains one consolation, 
The much-belovéd cabboge-leaf 

Is not yet subject to taxation. 


DRAMATIC DOINGS. 


TuE new play at the Queen’s is said to be Morel only | 


in name. 
Toole and Righton are advertised to Mind the Shop. 


Actors have always been given to ‘‘shop”’ in all parts 


of the Globe. 


We read that Mr. R. Barker intends to play The | 
Vagabond in the country. We are sorry to hear it, it | 


suggests the Vagrant Act. 


On Saturday, Mr. Bandmann appeared at Bow-street | 


and the Adelphi in 4 Celebrated Case. His appearance 
at the police-court, however, was not at all associated 
with £, oof. 


‘¢'When a Body.” 
Some paragraphs have recently appeared adverse to 


the ‘* Corporation of the Sons of the Clergy.” We | 


really cannot see anything very dreadful in a clergy- 
man’s son’ having a corporation, especially if he be some- 


what dread in his views, and more er less of stout 


principles. 





i When we for them crushed Hyde Park’s flowers ! | 
| 


why do they publicly proclaim 
'the Ban(n)s of Marriage ? 


ee 
——— 








STUDIO NOTES. 





. éé , , 7 ’ 
Green :—‘* Sorry For you, Brown, sut I Top you IT wWouLp Nor GET 
HUNG. 
. ‘ 7 , 7 
Brown :—‘‘ Lucky ror you, GREEN, THEY WANTED TO FILL UP A CORNER, 
OR YOU WOULD HAVE BEEN OUT.”’ 





‘4 Private View.’ 
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‘“ TOUCHING HIM ,UP.” 


Waggles :—‘‘ My DRAR FELLOW, WHAT IS THE USE OF CONTINUALLY GRUMBLING ABOUT THE WANT OF KNOWLEDGE WE POSSESS IN THE 
COMBINATION OF LIGHT AND SHADE, WHEN I CAN TELL YOU AT ONCE WHERE TO FIND REAL CHIARO-OSCURO ?” 








MacStickles :—‘‘ Hecu, MON—OH, WHERE ?”’ Waggles :—‘* WuyY, IN THE DICTIONARY, OF COURSE.”’ 
MY COMFORTER. An Ex-Crane-ious Suit. 
A Sonnet. Havinea carefully read the report of the case Crane versus the 


H nee halal Re Rant Guardians of St. Pancras, which has been won by the latter, we are 
Dy on oe oa my oe oe eer at a loss for the reasons which induced the plaintiff to fly into litigation, 
age Soc ~ pact the I'd Ais ny Sar Pee literally ‘‘ like a bird.’’ Had it been a case of ‘‘ neck or nothing,”’ we 

F Sane : ” ng hye oe, could better have understood a ‘‘ Crane’s’’ anxiety to go to law; but 
or, if without thy presence, 1b wo as it was it requires some craning of one’s mental neck, not to say an 


N Tavis tales thes oe ms aay 7 exercise of one’s ‘‘ cranium,” to get at the object of the action at all. 
’ can ’ SD 


And rudest, darkest cave of unhewn stone : ; 

Were brightest home, if thou wert there with me! Figurative Language. 

To read the Economist and the Statist and the other financial organs 
one would really imagine that Britannia ruled the waves by the Rule 
of Three! and that Kussia is only acting according to the strict rules 
of Compound Addition and Reduction. 


The fading glories of Fame’s storied urns 
Shine not forme! Thou art the archetype 

Of earth’s best joy—that flies, but aye returns! 
Dwelling on thy sweet mouth, so rich and ripe, 


When lip to lip the rapturous incense burns, A ‘‘Split” in Time is Superfine. 








If —my love—my pipe ! 

oot thou art my own—my lov y Bee TusreE are likely to be no more divisions in the Cabinet till the 
summer ; then, however, we may expect to hear of somewhat nume- 
rous ‘‘ splits,”’ especially of Apollinaris. 








Scoring a Defeat. 
By 190 votes to 20 the Italian Chamber of Deputies has adopted the 
Customs’ Tariff in its entirety. What a ¢arific majority, to be sure! 
But it seems one of the ‘‘ customs ’”’ of the country. 





Wuen is a tailor like a doctor?—When he alters a coat, or in other 
words, administers chlo’ -reform. 
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‘* Hooray !”’ said the public, reading its paper; ‘‘ such lots of American But somehow there was a not unhappy twinkle in the butcher's eye when he read 
beef coming over! We shall get our meat at a fair price now, and of the American beef, and he was observed to buy no more live stock. 
the butchers will be brought te their senses.’’ 
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*} PU just call round on the butcher and jeer at him in his adversity,”’ said the public. And it did this thing; but the butcher still preserved a gay unnatural calm. 
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And many days the public Icoked about for cheapened meat, and for the advantages to accrue from the American beef, but found no’ what it sought. In despair 
it went to the butcher. ** Do you know where all the American beef goesto?” it cried. ‘* No, I’m sure J don’t know anything about it,” said the 

innocent butcher; ** J don’t believe any’s arrived!’’ But his eye was gay. 
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GOOSEBERRY. 


No. L—ESSAY ON THE 
| 

’The inner life of vegetables is a study as far 'above the notice of the 

"simple greengrocer or market-gardener as it is far beneath the 

notice of the sky-high philosopher. The consequence is the 

middle ground is unoccupied, wherefore Fun erects Cap and 


Bauble and proclaims possession. | 





Tur truth must come out at last respecting this remarkable object— 
so long the consistent friend of journalism. The theory of evolution 
leaves us no room to doubt that all animal life is evolved from vege- 
table. All birds originally grew upon trees, and consequently their 
inherited instinct still leads them to come home to trees to roost. 
But there is one notable exception: the goose does not roost on the 
gooseberry -tree. But let us pursue our inquiry as to the original develop- 
ment of the goose. It is certain that the goose must have proceeded 
from the gooseberry, because it is clearly impossible for the gooseberry 
to have proceeded from the goose. A candid examination of a goose- 
berry at once shows it to be the vegetable and rudimental form of the 
farmyard goose. Mark its large rotund body, and the protuberance 
of a snuffler or snout at one end, and of a curly tail at the other. The 
cooseberry was thus specially designed and adapted by Nature for 
evolution into a goose. And that this has been instinctively recognised 
is proved by its name ‘‘ goose-berry ’’—that is, the berry from which 
the goose originally proceeded. And, indeed, the unlimited capacity 
of extension possessed by the body of a gooseberry has been urmis- 
takably demonstrated, many gooseberries much larger than geese 
having been produced by newspaper enterprise alone. 

The gooseberry, properly speaking, is therefore a bird—that is to say, 
the vegetable germ of a bird, on its way to sage and onions. It is true it 
does not sing. But there are other birds besides the gooseberry which 
are open to the same objection. Again, the gooseberry has no legs ; but 
no more has the Bird of Paradise. It can't fly ; but the fully-developed 
farmyard goose can fly verv little better. The two great races of 
gooseberries are called after Ksau and Jacob. The Esaus are called the 
hairy ones, and the Jacobs are called the bald ones. The gooseberry is the 
most unsophisticated of birds, and on that account has been designated as 
‘‘ereen,”? an honourable epithet intended to indicate its unblemished 
innocence. Unfortunately, in the course of its development the goose 
has greatly degenerated from the early innocence of the parent goose- 
berry, and is by no means so respectable a bird as his worthy parents 
would desire—indeed, both its walk and its conversation are an open 
scandal to «ll respectable birds. 

Like the Descent of Man, the Descent of the Goose has been 
a Fall—a melancholy fall from the original Gooseherry. Why 
the gooseberry couldn't have been contented with hair, instead 
of wishing for feathers to make a fool of itself with, and for 
wings which wouldn't fly, is remarkable. But it is not singular, 
when we reflect on the miserable failure Adam and Eve made 
in their stupid attempt to better their condition. ‘I'o show, how- 
ever, the esteem in which the moral character of the gooseberry 
is justly held, it will suffice to say that ‘* Old Gooseberry *’ is a term 
of affectionate respect still applied by the truly charitable to a much- 
maligned Personage. It is an interesting and improving spectacle on 
a fine spring morning to watch those familiar birds of the back 
garden, a pair of green gooseberries, together on a bough, surrounded 
bv their numberless little goose-gogs. It makes us see that in every- 
thing there is a calm and lofty beauty, a silent something, an infinite 
illimitability to the ceaseless possibilities of the boundaries of evolution 
in unending a—it makes us see—a—a—ladies and 
gentlemen, as we were saving, it makes us see——. 

(Excirep Printer. Go on, Mister. Copy wanted. 
do. End even. Last word, ‘‘makes us see.’’ ‘* See’ 


for goodness’ sake ? A transitive verb wants a subject, sir. 


space i—iat 


Get along, 


-chat, sir, 


KUN. 
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Tue Goosererry’s FRIEND (very calmly). 
a thing about you as a full stop ? 

Excitep Printer. Yessir. 

Tue Goosenerry’s Frrenp (calmer still). Then put in a big one. 
(PRINTER obeys.) ¢] 


Printer, have you such 


FUN’S FARCES.—Ne 3. THE WATER SUPPLY. 
A Farce In A ‘‘Non-contTinvous’’ Act AS PLAYED DAILY THROUGH- 
OUT THE METROPOLIS. 

ScENE: Water Company's Office. 
engineers, directors, turncocks, &c. 


Discovered are the usual clerks, 
They dance round, singing, 


We’re one of the happy ubiquitous 
British monopolies three ! 
Water of nature iniquitous 
Daily disseminate we. 
At ‘* Rights,” in a way reprehensible, 
‘* Might,’’ self-embodied, will scoff, 
And, deeming it quite indefensible, 
When they object—Cut ’em off! Cut ’em off ! 
The water we give is so comical, 
Quantity, quality, both! 
Though quantity’s quite economical, 
Rapid are rates in their growth ; 
And, though it may be an objectional 
Habit ’twere better to doff— 
We render their services sectional 
When they object—Cut ’em off ! Cut ’em off ! 
(Enter an OrFIctAt.) 


Tue O. There’s Brown in the South London district won’t pay. 
Tue Company. Then cut the district off! (Cuts it of. Enter 
Tse District.) 
Tue District. 
thing, you know ? 
THe Company. 
Tue District. 


Here, you've cut our water off—we don’t owe any- 


Well, one consumer in the district does. 
Well, what’s that to do with us? 
(Tue Company smiles and sings.) 
By a learned magistrate 
T'was decided, if the rate 
Of any sad recalcitrant were in a backward state, 
We could duly disconnect 
(Sine any ill effect— 
Because it’s not the slightest use for any to object.) 
The supply of all who got 
‘Their extremely little ‘‘ lot”’ 
From source identical with his who hadn’t paid his shot. 
And we needn’t entertain 
Re-connecting it again 
Unless they pay what made us cut the services in twain. 
The teservoir supplying Brown is driven through YouR MAIN! 


Oh! 





Tue District. And we must pay Brown’s debt because 
it’s too bad! And this is a free country ! 
Tur Company. Just so. You are not compelled to have the water. 
Tue Districr. Ugh! (Sings.) 
Oh! Such we reckon’s a lively state 
Of things ; monopoly’s irksome weight 
Till this we've placidly, calmly borne ; 
But now, these Companies must be shorn 
Of pow’rs, which given, they only use 
To harm the givers; in fact, abuse 
The fond reliance that gave them this 
Repented power they wield amiss. 
Our vaunted boast is our country’s free— 
Free to oppress in—oppressed to be ! ( Exit.) 
(THE Company chuckles and repeats its ‘* Cut ’em oft” song. Grand 
display of organic matter and greenish fluid, aid CURTAIN. 





ADVICE TO THE LITIGIOUSLY DISPOSED. 
Suun Chancery-lane, 
Or I tell you, with pain, 
You may never come out with your senses again. 





‘THE attempts to raise the Eurydice have again been unsuccessful.”’ 
We are sorry, but not, surprised that this vessel is apparently stuck 
fast, for we have always associated Eurydice with Styx. 


Tue Rev. T. Smith, of Sheffield, says that ‘‘ England will rise 
against the world in arms.’’ This is a very childish idea, and the Rev. 
gent has evidently suffered from association of ideas with regard to 
soldiers being s/ortcoated. 
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EXHIBITIONS. 


collection with so much that is really good 
and so much that is bad can noWhere else 





few of the most attractive works in the 
Galleries. ‘‘ A Social Eddy” (Orchard- 
son), is remarkable for its refined beauty 
and grace. ‘‘ The Road to Ruin”’ (Frith), 
a series of pictures, being a paraphrase on 
Hogarth, will add to the repute of the 
artist as the delineator of pictorial drama. 
‘‘ Cornish Lions” (Brett) is a marvellous 
example of the painter’s peculiar style. By 
far the best male portrait of the year is 
a ~~ ‘The Earl of Shaftesbury’? (Millais). 

Tar 
1 markable. 


Sana 
Ca} 


the Infant Samuel by his mother Hannah”’ 
(S. A. Hart), and next to it, as a 
bit of grotesque art, is ‘‘ Pirates” (C. 
Landseer). In the interest of comic art Fun calls special atten- 
tion to these pictures, and suggests that it would be well to set apart 
one of the rooms for the show of humorous work. 

The Grosvenor Gallery is certainly an improvement on last year’s 
year’s collection, and it was more than good. The West Room is very 
fine, looked at as a whole; there is a beautiful tone about it, such as 

ou might see in a well-selected and well-hung private collection. 

he East Room is mainly devoted to what may be styled as peculiar 
art. The collection of water-colours, with some few exceptions, is 
really unworthy of notice. 

The Society of Painters in Water Cviours has opened its gallery 





Gy, ~&,;, UR Royal Academy Exhibition of this year ' 
J ‘i is much like that of every other year; a | 
it 


be found. For the present we will content | 
ourselves with calling attention to some | 


The lady portraits of the year are not re- | 
The most attractive picture | 
in the Exhibition is ‘‘ The Dedication of | 
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with one of the finest collections, if not the finest, it has ever had. 
All the old favourites are at their best, and so good as to call for no 
special mention. Of the four new associates, ‘om Lloyd’s work is 
charming; he has just enough finish and beauty to be understood and 
appreciated by all classes. W. E. Lockhart’s style is the very oppo- 
site, full of dash and powerful colour; his ‘‘ Jackdaw of Rheims ”’ 
shows a fund of humour. H. Wallis sends pictures that are peculiar 
in manner, but of a character that will help the general effect of the 
Exhibition. N. Taylor’s work is full of sweet colour and tender 
feeling, but we would like to see stronger drawing and more firmness 
of touch throughout. 

At the King-street Galleries is exhibited Millais’s picture, ‘‘ The 
Bride of Lammermoor ;”’ it is fine in colour, full of pathos, weird and 
dreamy in feeling throughout, as if foreshadowing the coming tragedy. 
It forms a companion to the ‘‘ Effie Deans ’”’ picture, and will doubtless 
make a successful engraving. 


SS 


CUR-RYING BRUIN. 
Starry To STANLEY. 
Why waste the British Lion’s might 
To dress his Russian fur ? 


I’ll stand upon an ancient right, 
And bait him with a cur. 


Conunprum.—When may we be certain that our ‘‘ Criterions”’ are 
true ?—When they are planned by a Verity. 

A ConTEMPoRARY asks how many perches come to a fishing-rod? 
The answer is difficult, but this we know—every perch hooked becomes 
an acher (acre). 

Wuart the mouth of the druggist’s young man said to his pestle and 
mortar.: I can, and yet I cannot, dispense with your services. 

Tue old English skill in the use of the longbow appears now 
to have passed over to the American branch of the family. 


On THE Wyz.—A word for the ys—Mynydyssllwyn ! (Monmouth). 





! 

SOUR FRUIT. | 

Once on a time a fox desired | 
A bunch of grapes, but not quite able 

To reach the fruit he so admired, 

He, snarling ‘‘ They are sour! ’”’ retired: | 
So runs old Adsop’s famous fable. | 


I know it’s quite the standing rule 
For clever children (of all ages) 
To vote that fox an envious fool ; 
But Reynard, cynical and cool, 
I rank amongst the wisest sages. 


My lady’s lips are full and fair 

As clust’ring grapes, and red as coral ; 
I fain their tempting sweets would share, 
But then my lady’s proud as fair, 

And hence I read the sage’s moral. 
If I those darling lips could deem 

Sour fruit since she will never love me, | 
My life would be no restless dream ; | 
But ah! my grapes more tempting seem 

Because they hang so high above me. 

P’cha! 

Pro-Rvsstans accuse the Porte of blowing hot and 
cold on the Roumelian insurrection, but it is surely 
going too far to say that the sending of Vassa Pacha 
as @ commissioner to the insurgents necessarily betokens 
a Vassa-lating policy. 

Sow it is! 

Pics are proverbially dirty. You may, therefore, 
always expect the dirtiest weather when the wind is | 
‘* sow-est.”’ 


Ethnological. 
Tue turnstile that allows of your exit from the Zoo- 
logical Gardens is a good specimen of an egress. 


History Repeats Itself. 
Vireit wrote: ‘* Trejanas (we must say TZurkish) 
(h)opes (of peace) eruerint Danai.”’ 








Su1e_p for a retired shopkeeper’s coat-of-arms.— 
Counter-potent. 








‘“WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBORO’ TUNE.) .33 





Mr, Jones, of London, is musing over the past and present glories, memories, 
and associations of the ‘* Modern Athens,” guide-book in hand, when, close to his 
ear, he hears ‘‘ A Caller Ha-a-daie! !!’’ for the first time. 
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I wisu to appeal in a state of distress 
(Which I beg to enforce with a pitiful groan) 
‘To various parties who write for the press— 
I want an opinion entirely my own. 
The Senate, the Drama, Legality’s Halls, 
The pictures that grace the Academy walls, 
I wish, with a reason from prejudice clear, 
To judge without favour, and judge without fear ; 
But papers, I find, while repeating the news, 
Incessantly manage to bias my views. 


Those sometime atrocities out in the East 
Completely exhausted my national phlegm, 
Yet but for the papers I feel that, at least, 
I shouldn’t have had such a horror of them. 
I think in my presence an actor might act 
Without my perceiving the ‘‘ obvious fact ”’ 
That, though his King Henry showed consummate art, 
It couldn’t be Shakespeare’s idea of the part ; 
But papers with notions of various hues 
Incessantly manage to bias my views. 


So when | attend the Academy show, 
Impartial opinions intending to form 

(No matter how early I happen to go 
I’m sure to have suffered the critical storm), 

I look at a picture and find that I know 

‘¢ The key that it’s pitched in is rather too low.”’ 

A glance at another compels me to own, 

‘* It’s general feeling is wanting in tone.’””— 
Oh, newspaper persons all over the land, 
Release me from notions I can’t understand, 
And cease, at the plaintive request of my muse, 
‘T'o uninterruptedly bias my views. 





OPENING THE PARIS EXHIBITION. 


(Irom ovr Extra Sprciat Reporter.) 


As you are aware, sir, it was arranged before I left London that, 
sinking for once the delicacy of feeling and innate modesty inseparable 
from my gentle birth and refined instincts, I should in my present 
expedition combine business and pleasure in the most pronounced 
manner. It will not surprise you consequently to hear that on Wed- 
nesday morning a bright green hansom, drawn by two piebald horses, 
harnessed tandem, and with every available space on it covered with 
flaring advertisements of ‘‘ The Essence and Cream of Fun,’’ drew up 
at the door of the house in the Rue de Rivoli in which I occupy an apart- 
ment, the front window blinds of which are devoted to the praises of 
‘* Swallaway’s Sciatica Syrup,’’ on terms which, handsome as they are, 
I already regret, however, as they involve the lowering of the said 
blinds during the day, with a somewhat gloomy result. 

What with the postillion on the leading horse blowing a trombone, 
and my driver being in a bishop’s full canonicals, with his whip-lash 
fastened to an episcopal crook, a crowd had collected even before I de- 
scended, amongst whom several mitresful of handbills advocating an 
early use of ‘‘ Fennings’ Children’s Powders’’ were distributed, with, 
I hope and believe, good effect. 

The excitement of the populace culminated, however, when I 
appeared at the front door in the uniform of a Tower Beefeater, with 


FUN. 








195 


a small air balloon—an enlarged copy of the one in your wrapper page, 
sir—attached to my halberd, and my servant playing ‘‘ See the Con- 
quering Hero comes !’’ on a barrel organ behind me. Then the cheer- 
ing was long and loud, and the popular excitement so intense that a 
rumour spread that a Bonapartist rising had taken place; and the 
guards were doubled atthe Louvre, and Gambetta had cut off his whiskers 
and prepared to sell his life dearly in the Chauseé d’Antin before the 
mistaken report was corrected. 

Meantime, I was making my triumphal progress to the Champs de 
Mars, and I am proud to say L had to stop my cab no less than forty- 
nine times en route to enter the names of new subscribers to this journal, 
sir, whose remittances I trust you have ere this received.* ‘I'he pie- 
balds (both trained circus-horses) played their parts admirably, and the 
effect was most striking when, having made a slight détowr for the 
purpose, I gave them the accustomed signal with the tip of my halberd 
and they went down on their four fore-knees in front of the statue of 
Strasbourg in the Place de la Concord—or ‘‘ Conquer’d” it might be 
called since 1870—whilst my trombonist struck up the ‘* Marset#aise.”’ 
Several excitable Frenchwomen rushed forward to embrace me, and | 
availed myself of the opportunity—as per agreement with Messrs. 
Wotherspoon— to beg them, in tones of tragic impressiveness, when 
they asked for the Glenfield Starch to see that they got it. 

But the opening hour was nigh, and so, giving my steed ‘‘ the 
oflice”’ to caracole—not to Newcastle be it observed—I dashed upto 
the main entrance with great ¢clat, through an atmosphere well-nigh 
dark with Fun handbills, of which we had taken up a great stock 
at the old Corps Legislatif building. 

I am bound to confess that there was at first some slight demur as 
to my admission, nor did I finally prevail on M. Teisserenc de Bort, 
who was promptly fetched, to permit me to drive into the building 
piebalds, Episcopal Jehu, trombonist and all. At the expense of my 
pride, too, I must tell you too that my own admission was the result ofa 
subterfuge, for after Mr. Cunliffe Owen had most unexpectedly refused 
to insist on my entrance as a national right, I was compelled to fall 
back on a notion I had picked up from a well-known London editor ; 
and, taking M. Teisserenc de Bort aside, behinda big statue of 
Charlemagne, I produced a large card I had had concealed up my 
back, on which was emblazoned, in assorted heraldic colours, 


‘‘ ELECTOR OF THE TowgR Hamtets,’’ 


adding, by way of explanation, that my dress pertained to the dignity 
in question, which was one of great antiquity andimportance. For- 
tunately for me, at the very moment I was expatiating on its greatness, 
my driver put his mitred head round Charlemagne’s horse’s tail to ask 
for orders, and the sight of his lawn sleeves and pastoral crook so im- 
pressed the M. de Bort that, luckily, he did not notice him trying to 
press one of our bills into his hands, and ended the matter by 
passing us both into the seats reserved for potentates and distinguished 
visitors in the Trocadéro Hall, where, by the way, I soon wished my 
Jehu further, for nothing I could say could prevent him stuffing 
handbills in the hats and umbrellas of all the ex-Kings and Heirs 
Apparent he could get at. 

Attention, however, was directed to the doings of the Marshal 
President, who, after glancing nervously at my halberd, tried to con- 
centrate his thoughts to the task he had in hand, though it was easy 
to see he was by no means sure my balloon was not a cunning novelty 
in the Orsini bomb line. Under these circumstances I ventured to 
ask Le Prince de Galles, as we call him over here, to assure MacMahon 
that ‘‘c’était tout droit’?! as I idiomatically put it, and H.R.IL., 
though evidently a little surprised at my appearance, most courteously 
reassured the President, who thereupon declared the Exhibition open 
amidst loud cheers, time being taken from my Episcopal attendant, 
who I regret to say, in his enthusiasm, got in the way when the 
cascades were turned on, and had to be carried out in a very limp and 
damp condition. 

A tour of the various departments followed, and I lost no chance, sir, 
of distributing Fun handbills, in seventeen assorted languages, to the 
assembled visitors, who at first took them for tracts; but on dis- 
covering their real purport crowded round me and shouted for calem- 
bours ! 

Ever ready to act in the character of your representative, I mounted 
on one of Aveling and Porter's traction engines, and for some minutes 
literally corruscated with polyglottic puns, being especially successful 
with my Japanese quips and Norwegian mots. Indeed, before leaving 
the building I received a handsome offer from the Japanese Com- 
missioner to go to Yeddo and edit a comic journal in the ‘‘ Jap”’t 
tongue. 

But the post is closing, so I must also shut up, reserving full de- 
tails of the show till another letter. 





* Not only have we heard nothing of any of these new subscriptions, but we 
also definitively refuse to honour the draft of our Correspondent for £3 9s. 6d. on 
account of commission for obtaining the same, which has come to hand with most 
ill-advised haste, to say the least.—Epb. Fur. 


+ “* Jap,” I need scarcely say, sir, is ‘‘an-esey” dialect begin with.-—Y.E.S.R. 











196 


[May 8, 1878. 








ACAD=MY NOTES. 
\\ 





REJECTED. 


ACCEPTED. 


J7l oaupON HOPE AlLy, ffl 
/ s\ tat ’ rr & I | 
u Lig RS NMO ENTER bore” | 





‘- 


. ourén 


| 
iP Faldo. \ 
} D \ 
{ = 
cs Bry i. tc 
eh A NM Va 
“—stweog \\ ) eeery sir 
~“Se ) " ti 
z= nt = 


001 0 Aha, 


®, 

yy” 
a Memeo.” 
TF Tal ee 
be 


. = = oe _ 
ee, ae * -_" A 





REPRISALS ; OR, HANGING THE HANGER. BY ONE OF THE GREAT UNHUNG. 


ee ee ee —_— — 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue Little Duke can hardly be a dig success, but a piece by the 


Brothers Rowe should puli the money in. 
Olivia’s Love ; or, the Lost Lamb of the Vicar’s Flock, sounds like a 


burlesque, but it isn’t. It’s the title of ‘‘an idyllic drama.’”’ The 
authors are certainly guilty of an idle waste of words. 

Mr. Sothern will reappear as a Crushed Tragedian. He is bound to 
get good Press notices. 

Astley’s has been reopened by Miss J irginia Blackwood. We 


should not be surprised to find it ends in chagrin. 


Coke on Littleton and Bigtons. 

Tue papers have been eagerly discussing the point whether 100,000 
tons of coal ordered in the North by Russia comes under the designa- 
tion of contraband of war. With all due deference to living autho- 
rities on international law we would nevertheless suggest that in all 
cases of doubt as to coal it would be well to consult ‘‘ Coke.”’ 


A Paix-ing Transaction. 


Tue Russians are by their own admission losing immense sums of 
money every day that the present state of armed expectancy of war 


continues. And yet they have only to ratify a sound and lasting 
peace, and they will at once make it pair. Why such hesitation, 
then ? 


WORTHY PATRIOTS. 





Scene I1.: A Public Place. 


(Many Crr1zEns have assembled and surround one who addresses them from 
a raised place.) 
Most ably spoken ! 
Sir, I beg to move 

This resolution :—‘‘ That the present meeting 

Doth utterly condemn the part assumed 

By Mr. Gladstone in the present crisis.’’ 
Chorus of Crt1zEns. Most heartily we do applaud his words ! 
(The meeting breaks up. .A few CiTIzENS remain conversing in groups.) 
Citizgn A. Why, look you, sir, the man is little else 

Than traitor to his country ; stirring up 

A false impression in the Russian mind 

Of our intentions. 


Chorus of CiTIzENs. 
Tue OrarTor. 


Crrizen B. Russia, trust me, sir, 
Already holds our Government inclined 
To yield to do all her arrogant demands 
From craven love of peace ! 

Citizen A. Oh, most apalling ! 


Most dire disaster—for, believing this 
Will Russia surely stay her preparation 
And present active arming for a war. 
Oh, wicked consummation !—Russia lately 
Hath begged me be prepared, in case of need, 
With many thousand tons of my good coal 
(That noblest treasure of our British mines, 
The source of England’s greatness !) to be sent 
To aid her in her war against our land : 
Why, if the hopes of war should pale and die 
She will not need this coal! 

Oh, it were pity 
And wanton wasting that this war should die 
Ere it hath blossomed ; for the mighty cannon 
And shell and dread torpedoes which our land, 
Our British land, hath given being to 
Would have no testing—find no subject for 
Their crushing weight to spend itself upon. 
Indeed, I long to see them clear a path 
Of death and desolation through the foe 


Citizen B. 





And his defences 
Citizen A. But, perchance, the arms 

Of Russia might prevail, and all your pets 

Of steel and iron might themselves be crushed. 
Citizen B. Should Russia’s arms prevail, my pets of steel 


Will deal the havoc and not suffer it ; 

They are the arms of Russia—(I supply 

A goodly part of Russia’s armaments)— 
Our stoutest ships of war will bow to them ! 
At least I hope so—hem ! that is, of course, 
As far as one who is a patriot should. 


(Regarding the largest knot of C1T1zENs conversing at back.) 


Their speech is still of Gladstone—bah! the man 

Is simply playing into Russia’s hands ; 

A Russian tool, I tell you! But this war— 

I would not have it die—— 
(Citizen C. has overneard the converse of A. and B.) 

I hear you, sirs ; 

I see you too; yet am I loth to trust 
My ears and eyes, that you two Englishmen 
Can say unshaming in the light of day, 
‘*T would supply my country’s foe with coal ’’— 
‘*T have supplied that foe his armament’’ ! 
You cannot be—I fain would turn you round— 
I find indeed you are of flesh and blood— 


CiT1zEN C. 


IEEE EEE 
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Citizen A. 
Cirrzen BB. 


Citizen (C. 


SceneE JI. : 


Citizen J). 


Citizen E. 


Citizen F. 


And oh, I shame for you!) Why, I have ships 
Fine vessels bearing costly merchandise, 
And your good coal—oh, shame on you !—might aid 
The Russian privateers to capture them: 
‘These guns you have supplied might riddle them— 
These same torpedoes hurl them into space ! 
Unless indeed the Russian State should wish 
To purchase these my ships—(and she hath dropped 
Some hint about the matter)—to employ them 
As privateers themselves. In such a case 
I might in some sort deprecate your fault 
For ev'ry man hath loyal duty first 
Unto himself. 

I shall set off to-morrow 
For Russia on this matter of my coal. 
I have an errand there about my shell ; 
I will go with you. 

I will go as well 
And urge the speedy purchase of my ships. 

[ They go oui. 


Tie Public Place as before. 

meeting. 
| have the latest news: our arms have suffered 
‘Some fresh reverses at the hands of Russia ; 
It seems the British Fleet, for lack of coal 
(Our British owners having sold such stock 
As they possessed to Russia), being crippled, 
Hath made good prey for Russian batteries 
And Russian war ships ; seeing furthermore 
Our stock of shell is spent, the present outturn 
Not meeting the demand, we idly stand 
At mercy of the British shot and shell 
Outpoured from Russian muzzles ; while a swarm 
Of privateers (the half of these supplied 
By British subjects) ravage all our commerce : 
The day is ill for Britain ! 

Passing ill! 
I would I could believe that ruin were 
Too dire a word. 

(Citizen I. enters.) 

I have some further news 
Which to an Englishman may bear worse pain 
Than that you deal in: —Three fair Englishmen— 
(Right well considered citizens—the one 
Owner of endless coal-mines, and the second 
A modern Vulcan forging shot and shell, 
The third a merchant)—are in Russian hands. 
The three had journeyed to St. Petersburg 
On peaceful errands. They are bound in prison 
In fear of death. Oh, it doth melt the heart 
To read the plaintive letter they have sent 
To this their country, praying that Old England 
May not desert her sons at such a time 
Her sons who cherish her in memory— 
I do protest the sentiments they write 
Are nobly patriotic 





(He produces a newspaper.) 
Pray you read them. 





Citizen E. 


Citizen D. 


Citizen F. 


(The three Citizens bend over the newspaper.) 


See, in the second line—‘‘ Dear native land !’’ 
That’s very touching ! 

Then Devoted sons ’’— 
‘‘'The sympathy of brother citizens 
And brother patriots ”’ tis pitiful ! 
And here again: ‘‘ Should we be doomed to die 
We die with ‘ England’ ling’ring on our lips 
It doth unman me; I can read no more! 
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Exter Citizens D. and E., 


FUN. 


Citizen GG. Ti 
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(Enter Citizen G.) 
ike comfort, citizens—these men you weep for 


Are lately landed on our British coasts, 
And even now approach. 


(Exter CIT1zENS 


Citizens 1D. E. 


The other Citizens hasten to grasp them 
by the hand.) 


Oh, joyful coming! 


A. B. and C, 


> 
QnA | ° 


We have so wept for you. 


Citivens A. B. 


Cirizen A. (aside to CITIZENS 


and C. We thank you, brothers ! 


3. and C.) 


Oh, that I could have been so traitorous 
As basely to supply the Russian foe 


Ww 
Citizen B. (aside to Citizen A.) 
Citizen C. (aside to Citizens A. and B.) 


He hath not paid for them ! 
I fared as badly ! 
Ay, and J forsooth ! 


ith my good coal. 


Citizens A. B. and C. (together.) 
Henceforth shall England have our best productions, 
And all our loyal service—for she pays. 


(.4 mul 
Chorus of angry 


titude of Crt1zEN8 come angrily on to the stage.) 


Cirizens. Our land hath fallen! All our armaments 


Have owned the prowess of the Russian foe! 


Some treachery hath worked this end ; we have 


So 
Citizens A. B. 
— 
Hi: 


me traitor in our midst! 

and C. It must be so, 

is Gladstone, mark you, and such men as he 
ive brought our hapless England to this pass: 


Oh, that a man cen live and be a traitor ! 


The CurtTAINn falls, 


WHAT WE MAY EXPECT. 


(A GLIMPSE AT THE FuTURB.) 
GIBRALTAR, 20th May, 1880. 


(From Our Special Correspondent.) 


Tue state of the public here is one of increasing excitement, as day 
after day fresh detachments of Imperial reserves from all parts of the 


Empire arrive. 


Yesterday was a peculiarly lively day, and we were 


all out of our beds soon after 5 a.m., aroused by the salute from the 


batteries which hailed the approach of the long-expected 


rts 


from Port Elizabeth, having on board six battalions of the newly- 
raised Zulu Rifles, as well as two regiments of the now famous 


‘¢ Hottentot Horse.”’ 


troops with the 
in my last. 


It will be very interesting to compare these 
‘+ Fiji Fencibles,’’ whose disembarkation I announced 


Scarcely had the South African levies been played into the camp set 
apart for them when another fleet of transports was signalled, and the 
news spread like wildfire that the ‘‘ Victorian Bush Rahgers’’ and the 
‘‘Botany Bay Bombardiers,” two regiments of which the highest 


reports have rea 


ched Europe, were in sight. This proved to be a fact, 


and on their nearer approach it turned out that they were also accompanied 
by the Great Eastern, which had been sent out to bring across the 


Maori braves who had volunteered for active service. 


Before these 


interesting forces had landed another salute was heard, and the shout 
of twice ten hundred Black Feet and Ojibbeway Indians loudly 
chorussing 2u/e Britannia in their own dialect, came swelling o’er the 


waves with the 
but the advance 


most impressive effect. ‘These Canadian Indians were 
d guard of a large fleet hailing from Quebec, and the 


entire strength of the Old Dominion contingent cannot be less than 
10,000 men, including the Nova Scotian Highlanders, the New Black 
Brunswickers, and the British Columbian levies. 

We didthink we had had enoughexcitement for oneday, but just before 
the evening gun was fired the Admiralty semaphore was noticed to be 
in violent commotion ; and those in the secret speedily knew that the 
Hong-Kong Legion, locally known as the ‘‘ Picked Pigtails,’’ was in 
sight ; and surely enough before night enclosed, these Mongol veterans 


were safely anchored in the harbours, as well as a sample 


ttalion of 


Cingalese, of whom we may have 50,000 more, if we want them, we 


are told. 


To-day we are comparatively quiet, but it is certain that the Bar- 
barian native troops and a number of Houssas will be here this after- 


noon. 


The Burmese contingent did not start until Monday last, and 


the Coolies, of whom we expect six regiments, will come in 


of the same convoy, I expect. 


The Tasmanians, though, have been 


heard of, and we shall probably see them and the New South Welsh 


some time to-morrow. 


Altogether, even if the assorted Indian Arm 


Corps does not arrive next week, we shall be quite crowded enoug 


for our comfort. 


A WELSHMAN 
would be a ship 


says that Mr. Plimsoll is a fool—what he would like 
full of leeks. 


Tue Best AMMUNITION roR NEEDLE-Guns.—Gun cotton. 
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‘‘A PLEASA 


Lady :—‘*‘I Horpg YOUR LITTLE GRANDSON TOOK ALL THAT BEEF TEA I sEenT, Mr. Stupsies.”’ 
Mr. S. :—‘‘ Nze’ER A DROP WOULD EB TAKE, MUM, AND THE MILK AND SUGAR AS [ PUT IN YOU WOULDN’T CREDIT.” 





NT MIXTURE.” 














MATED AND REMATED. tes — ee General. it a 
; : HE feat o rd Byron been outdone, for whilst his lordship 
Aone er; ene ne, d merely swam across the Hellespont, the Grand Duke Nicholas, accord- 
Wenn Abtentien Sete . ing to the Daily News, which ought to be well up in all Muscovite 
To auit thi 8 ee movements, ‘‘ passed the night of the 29th ult. in the Bosphorus.” 
o quit this happy world and die? After reading dis. 
sits a” lla = a = “ quick ted ly, his Imperial Highness appeared to be somewhat ‘‘damped”’ on 
: son pees arriving at the port of Odessa. It will be impossible, though, to deny 
On rosy lips a pout was seen, after this the Grand Duke’s claim to be considered more of a 
** What will you do yourself, I mean ?”’ ‘‘ wetter ’un”’ than his comrades. 
Bright eyes his answer waited. 
When from his heart resistless came Full Inside. 
198 eer yal om ne Spnees She o_o Tue following has appeared in a very Irish paper: ‘‘ Purse lost by 
get my : a@ poor widow woman, who has a sick child containing 13s. and a 


—_—_—_—_—_—— letter.” No wonder that the child is unwell, if it has swallowed the 

articles enumerated ; so would anyone be if subject to bobs on the 

‘ ‘ The Ins and Outs of the Case. ° chest. With regard to the literary contents of this i//-behaved juve- 

It is a curious Circumstance with relation to the recent attempt of | nile, it is evidently a case of love of learning, since the child has tried 
assassination on General Trepoff that no ‘‘ Bullet-in’’ was issued till | to inwardly digest its letters. 

the doctors had the ‘bullet out.’’ 





A ‘*Wood-Note Wild.’ 
BasgEs in the wood.—Dutch dolls. 





Answered Question in a Woolwich Chemistry Paper. 


Q. Wuart is the Liquor of Cadet >—A. My favourite tipple is | Many tailors profess to be respectable, and yet they are all cutting 
claret-cup. | tradesmen. 


kettsFruit\yrupsial ' O |FaReE) a 

eckettsFruitSyrups ( 

a mois 

MOST DELICIOUS KEVERAGES. : 

RASPBERRY, STRAW SEGRY BLACK CUBRART, LIM © BRANDAUER & CO IS 

FRUIT, GINGER L N, NT. 8c., Sc. ose : New registered “‘ press 

Avrage ore apesially oniiatae fee the Sick Bese. ,Pie-pice, series” of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
Pints, 1s. 91. ; po being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 


einvaluavle for use with A -atei Waters. c 
Half-oints, tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 














| 
! 
it is not at all surprising to learn that the spirits of 


Half-oints, I<. One dozen Pints sent, csrrisee paid, for Zi. 
Hecketi's SYRUP OF ORANGE AND QUININE is a most PURE-—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. select the pattern best suited to your hand, 
nedthy Tonic.—* W. BECKETT, Heywood, Manchester.’ ed 7 : ; ga 

CAUTION. —/f Coe2a thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch, Works, Binmincuax 


London Vepot: 160, Oxfurd street, aud all Cheanasts. 


Printed by JUDD & OO., Phoonix Works, 8. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (fer the Propricters) at 153, Fleet Street, B.0.—Londen, May 8, 1878, 
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The hat that wi-l be a capital fit if you just allow me to ease it on a little, sir. 
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The hat that will fit like a skin when l’ve just put in a little pad, sir. 


4n ‘onclusion, a word of solid advice to all about to be fitted with a hat. Do not have a head either unusually large or uncommonly small, but of a moderate 
and medium size. If possible, fini out the usual average size of your hatter’s hats and model your head accordingiy. 
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The result. 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 
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4 nal Oe — 
No. II.—THE RHUBARB. 


[Norg ny Avruor.—Our excitable Printer has not yet got over that 
full stop, which he had to insert at the unconcluded end of the abstruse 
‘* Essay on the Gooseberry.’”’ The man. has since se set up his 
back that he can set up nothing else, and is wholly incapacitated for 
setting up type. Now it must be clear to every reasoning man 
except a printer, that an ‘‘ essay”’ is only an attempt, not an achieve- 
ment. An ‘‘essay’’ means a fly at a wall, when the competitor has a 
moral doubt whether his head is hard enough to go through. And that 
full stop represented the obstructive brick.. Because it was only an 
‘*essay,’’ it was right to describe it as such. But having no longer 
any such doubt, in future we intend completely to biogrify the moral 
aspect of vegetable character. So let it be understood that the sub- 
sequent papers will not simply be ‘‘essays,’’ but sompletely accom- 
plished biographies biogrified in a spirit that will disdain a full stop. ] 

The rhubarb is a very difficult subject. The factis, there is nothing too 
bad that can be said about the rhubarb. But the law of libel is so strict, 
and personal liberty and security of household furniture are so mortally 
dear to the most conscientious of writers, that he hardly dares open his 
mouth to speak the plain truth about this pernicious and degraded 
vegetable. 

No one yet has been bold enough to expose the private character of 
the rhubarb. But as this is now the fashion of the ‘‘ society ’’ weeklies, 
the Editor came to me in his motley, and knowing me to be well ac- 
quainted with the secret and inner life of certain vegetables, 
commissioned me to speak with decorous freedom on this important, 
but hitherto wholly uninvestigated, subject. 

The rhubarb is botanically described as ‘‘a herb.’’ But, however 
opprobrious the epithet, this gives but the faintest idea of its disgrace- 
ful personal character. The rhubarb is no better than it should be. 
The rhubarb was originally prcduced by Rhea, the disagreeable yaller- 
blooded old Greek goddess, who, as we very well know, potted and struck 
all Nature in her back-garden greenhouse. ‘The rhubarb was called 
Khe after wm Khe a, the game as the Garnet Wolseley rose is called 
after Sir Garnet Wolseley. But Rhea was a nasty cat of a woman; 
and the way she deceived her confiding old man, Chronos, with the 
stone baby was anything but creditable, and it is not therefore sur- 
prising that she should have deceived mankind in an equally glaring 
manner by giving us Rheum, the yaller-blooded root of R/eum-atism— 
which, as will thus be seen, is aterm equivalent to Rhubarbarity. 
When you've got a demonstration like this (and rheumatism besides) 
consequences become immaterial. You must go on. ‘That is a Max 
Mullerism. Rheumatism, then,—one of the vallerest, most sneaking, 
and spiteful of disorders—is to be regarded as distinctly traceable to 
rhubarb; while rhubarb is equally traceable to the yaller malice of 
Kthea. Indeed, her ‘* malic’? acid remains in it to this day. 

Of course, the rhubarb is a mongrel brute of a herb—a valler cross 
between the sorrel and the dock—but rhubarbarism, or rheumatism, 
seems such a vigorously-bred kind of complaint that it is important te 
disabuse the public mind as to the respectability of its pedigree. 

After Rhea made it, rhubarb seems to have got invented by the 
Chinese—a people who distinguished themselves by adopting all the 
stray superstitions they could lay hands upon in early times, and who 
consequently saved themselves a world of trouble by believing in 
everything. Still, everybody knows that Turkey rhubarb is the 
best. Particularly Russia. And Europe is only allowed to get Turkey 
rhubarb—like Turkey-anything-else—throuch the agency of Russia. 
Thus the root rhubarb is not only the principle of rheumatic gout, 
but is also the root of the Eastern Questien, and the cause of the 
disturbances in Rhubarbaria. 

There is much more that is bad and reprehensible in this yaller herb. 
But it is more charitable to draw a veil over the failings of so vilea 
vegetable, and better only to add the fact that rhubarb is 6d. a bundle, 
and good to eat—as all Khea’s other children seem to have been. 
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A DETERMINED ATTITUDE. 


Chorus of British Newsparers. With foreign nations resting 
Content with simple talk, 
Great Britain, unmolesting, 
Pursues her chosen walk ; 
No thought of war shall linger 
Within our British breasts— 
But let them lay a finger 
Upon our interests, 
Or let them threaten merely 
In any distant way, 
And very, very dearly 
Those same shali rue the day ! 
With all the Czar’s encroaching 
He will, our reason tells, 
Be wary of approaching 
Too near the Dardanelles. 
And let him take for granted 
(Although we made no fuss) 
That, once his foot be planted 
Beside the Bosphorus, 
No subterfuge shall serve him 
Nor diplomatic tact ; 
So let his courage nerve him, 
For Britain then will act} 


Tue Muse or History. The Russians, daily gaining strength, 
Advancing steadily and surely, 
Have taken up their post at length 
Upen the Bosphorus securely. 
And even optimists admit 
(Who view the situation brightly) 
They do not seem inclined to quit 
Their strong position very lightly ; 
In point of fact I can recall 
Distinctly hearing someone mention 
That staying there tor good and all 
Is simply their expressed intention. 
Chorus of British Newspapers. We'd have the Czar reminded, 
Though others he beguiles, 
That Britons can’t be blinded 
By diplomatic wiles! 
The present ‘‘ occupation,” 
We tell him out of hand, 
Is such a consummation 
As Britain will not stand! 
It now were foolish striving 
To hide away the fact 
That now the time’s arriving 
When Britain means to act! 
That British Lion’s whisking 
His tale in angry pride ; 
But still I’m bent on risking 
Another little stride ; 
It is a bit unnerving 
To think of such a foe— 
sut still it’s fun observing 
How far he'll let me go! 
It’s suicidal ‘* murther ”’ 
To get him in a pet— 
I’ll go a little further ; 
He won’t attack me yet. 


Tue CZAR. 


Tue Mvse or History. The Russians, with repeated sneers 
At Britain’s often-threatened whipping, ” 
Have fitted fleets of privateers 
With which to harass british shipping ; 
With many most successful trips— 
With fullest information posted, 
They’ve captured all the merchant ships 
That poor unlucky Britain boasted. 
Chorus of British Newsparers. ‘The Czar’s aggressive leaning 
: Impels us to declare, 
With most emphatic meaning, 
He’d better have a care. 
Whatever purpose nestles 
Within his breast, the Czar 
In sinking British vessels 
May haply go too far ; 
We hardly need to mention 
In face of such a fact, 
’Tis Britain's firm intention 
To resolutely act! 








St “a tS 











May 15, 1878.] 





I really wonder whether 
His patience will abide ; 
Suppose I stretch my tether, 
And take another stride P 
His way may be unswerving, 
But till I find it so 
I quite enjoy observing 
How far he’ll let me ge! 


Tue Caar. 





Tus Muse or History. The Russians, going on their way 


With coolness and deliberation, 
Arrived in London yesterday 

And are in present occupation ; 
They try already every means 

The los of Englishmen to harden ; 
They’re making powder-magazines 

Of Drury Lane and Covent Garden. 


Although my friend in waking 
Is terribly remiss, 

I thought he’d stop my taking 
Such liberties as this / 


(Zo the Britisn’ Lion.) I’m apt to treat severely 
The folks who're in my way, 
And fifty millions yearly 
Is what you'll have to pay. 
And once the compensation 
Shall fail, no begging saves 
My taking all the nation - 
Of Britishers as slaves. 


Tus BuitisH Press (assuming a most determined attitude). 
Unless before to-morrow 
The Russian shall retract 
His words, he’ll find with sorrow 
That Britain means to act! 


(The tribute is, however; paid punctually.) 


Tas Czar. 


NAUGHTYCAL QUESTIONS. 

Arg the broods from our ships’ hatches man-o’-war- 
birds, ga(le)ol birds, or Mother Carey’s chickens ? 

Would a gaolbird make a good steersman because he 
has been an to the wheel ? . 

Are our hardships built of iron-wood ? 

Is a man said to be a ship(w)right because he is ship- 
shape ? 

Does a sailor live on board because he can get nothing 
but junk ? : 

What has a ship’s truck to do with barter, or a 
maiden-ship with b ijerths ¢ 

Is our old Tar familiar with pitch and toss ? 

What relation is Jack to a handspike ? 

Is the training-ship for a ship’s husband Courtship ? 

Is the only use that a ship makes of her arms to hold 
her lovers in suspension ? 

Did Jack’s Moll ever get jealous ‘‘on board the 
Arethusa,’’ and give him a taste of her braces ? 

Was that the reason that he called her his Bella- 
ruffian ? 

Has a ship any other swains beside the coxswain, the 
boatswain,and her mates ? 

What relation is a seaman to a mermaiden ? 

Has a spar anything to do with a fight ? 

Is it owing to his being so much in the crow’s-nest in 
the cro(ws)ss-trees that Jack gets so often on the fly ? 
And 

Is an old sailor an old salt because he has been 
accustomed to pepper ? 


Worth Considering. 

In those cases where there is so much hard swearing 
on both sides, we should recommend the parties con- 
cerned to dispense with a jury and go before a judge 
alone, as by that arrangement false statements would not 
be decided per jury. 


Exactly So! 

Mrs. Dz Mutttns says that ‘‘ the Czar after having 
knocked the poor Sultan about as much as possible, is 
now showing him every mark of respect, treating him as 
the French would say Comme ill foe.”’ 
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TO HIPPOPHAGISTS, &c. 


Masses. Crevat er Firs, of Mare-street, Hackney, and Horsley- 
down, have the honour of announcing to the public that they have 
now opened a Restaurant and Salle d ‘‘ Manger’’ for the supply ef 
horse, donkey and mule flesh, as in Horsetria, Horsetralia, Mare-y- 
land, &e., &c. 

To prevent misconception, no saddles either of horse or donkey will 
be served at their establishment; ‘‘stirrup’’-cups will, however, be 
| provided for those who may like them. 
| Special attention will be paid to the horse d aweres supplied, and due 
care will be taken to serve up all joints on appropriate ‘‘ chargers.”’ 

Arrangements have been made which will enable the proprietors 
to offer special facilities for horse-beanfeasts ; and a separate room 
will be at the disposal of ‘‘ mule-attoes.”’ 

Messrs. C. and F. can assure the public that though donkey-flesh 
may seem to have at first an ‘‘ass-ty’’ taste, it is in reality very 
nice ; whilst the ‘‘ mule-tiform’’ variety of toothsome dishes into 
which the mule’s-flesh can be made will in time conquer the stubborn 
opposition to its use. 

Messrs. C. and F. also point with pride to the fact that potted horse 
has long been supplied for the use of that eminent corps, the Horse 
| Marines, whilst on active service; and in conclusion they would ven- 
| ture to express the hope that flesh approved by science and experience 
| will soon prove one of the ‘‘ stable”’ meat-supplies of the country. 


Ya 


- nents 





A Relative Question. 


__ Tur United States Senate has appointed a Committee on Foreign 

Relations, we see. Its duties, presumably, will be to look after the 

_rights of cousins-German, Dutch uncles, African brethren, and 
English forefathers. 


A Question for the Bishops. 


_ CurrcyMen tell us that when under ground we are all equal, how 
is it, then, that the Metropolitan issues 1st, 2nd, and 3rd class tickets ? 


| Cuvurcn RarLincs.—Altar-cations. 
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A CHEMIST-ERIOUS HIDE-A ON TOMMY’S PART. 


Father :—‘* WHAT IS THIS BAG MADB or, Tommy ?”’ 
Tommy (a scientific youth) :—‘* OXHIDE OF LEATHER, Pa!”’ 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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THE SITUATION. 


THE SPIRIT OF INDIA INVOKED. 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


OVERHEARD ON THE 6TH. 
Umbrella Rack. Umbrellas, &c¢., discevered. 


TOW ; WALKING - STICK (obviously pro- 
vinctal). Well, it be uncoommon pleasant 
to get a bit o’ rest for sure —ah’m a’most 
doon, ah am. 

GREEN Sirk UMBRELLA. 
deal lately, I suppose ? 

Strout Wa.xine-Stick. Yew may saay 
thot—me an’ moi measter ; ah've lost noigh on 
fower inch sin’ ah coom to Loonun. 

SweE_ut Canz. Aw—observe you don’t weah 

—ferule. 

Strout Watkrine-Stick. Noa, we doan’t 
take mooch thowt o’ feruls wheer ah coom fro’. 
GREEN SILK UMBRELLA. From the country, 

I presume ? 

Stout Waxina-Stick. Ees. We're seein’ t’ soights a bit, but 
ah’ve had a’most as mooch as ah want of ’em. 

AuPpacA UMBRELLA. ’Orrid tirin’, sight-seein’. 

Strout Wa.kina-Stick. Thou's reet, moi mon, an’ moi measter’s 
hardly oop to town waays ayther. Whena cooms to soom grand 
soight—Madam Toosard’s or sooch loike—a stares an’ stares an’ leaves 
me a-stickin’ out anywaay and trips foaks oop ; ah get a mort o’ kicks, 
ah dew! 

JUVENILE WALKING-CanE. Wonder how you'd like my life, old 
chap. My master’s just up from Eton. I get in a blue funk 
every time he comes near me— he’s always rattling me along railings 
or whipping off branches of trees with me. He tied a match to my legs 
the other day and fired a cannon with it, and the worst of it was the 
young duffer forgot to blow it out afterwards. 

Stout Green Cotron UMBRELLA (struggling to accommodate herself to 
the space allotted, to official). Now, my good man, what’s the good of 
a shovin’ an’ a squeezin’ me in like that ; can’t you see as I couldn't get 
in further, if it was ever so? (Heaves a sigh.) Lor! what a 
roosance this ’ere Academy business is! There—I’ve bin up since 
six this morning, and what with the ’urry o’ gettin’ breakfast 
(for that ’ussy 0’ missus’s ain’t a bit o’ good, an’ if she touches a plate 
you dussn’t eat off of it for smudginess, I never see sich a gel for 
smudginess), my missus gets in a flurry an’ drags me off any’ow, an’ 
them porters is that uncivil—twice my missus ’as gone wrong, if you’ll 
believe me, between ’ere an’ Brixton—they ought to be give in charge, 
they ought. An’ I wish you’d move your legs a little, young woman 
(to Buack-AND- WHITE STRIPED PaRaso., who looks contemptuous disgust, 
but complies). 

Buack-anp-Wuirte Strirep Parasot (to YELLOw Frienp). Very 
unpleasant being forced into such a mixture— coming up in the omni- 
bus was almost as bad. There was an umbrella beside me sme.t 
dreadfully of gin ; they ought to keep public vehicles more select. 

YeELLow Frienp. Yes, it’s ashame genteel people are not better 


protected. 


ScENE: 


Been out a good 
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Strout GREEN Cotron Umpretia. Lor! w’y ever didn’t you take 
a cab, if you was so pertickler : 

(All laugh, except STRIPED PaRasoL and FRienpD, who sniff, turn up 
their nuses, and are silent.) 

AtpacaA UMBRELLA (continuing conversation with Stour WALKING 
Stick). Bin to any theayters ¢ 

Stout Wa kine Stick. Ah, all on ’em, an’ the Porlyticknick an’ 
the Alamberer tew. (Digs A. U. in ribs.) 

AtpacaA UMBRELLA. Ah—see yer know yer way about. 

Stout Watkine Stick. Doan’t loike they theayters, though, moi 
measter’s so mortal pleased wi’ everything, an’ a boomps an’ boomps a 
body on t’ floor till ah’m a’most daft. 

Swe_t Canz. Aw-—mastah admiah pictchahs ? 

Stour Watrkinc Strick. A knaws just nowt aboot ’em, a just 
cooms ’cause a heerd ’twould never do to goo whoam wi’out—heerd it 
weer t’ faeshion. 
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SuperrinE Parasou (of a blood-of-a-lovesick-toad colour). Alas! 
How few people come for any other reason! ‘The passion for high 
art is confined to the few, the intellectual few. 

JUVENILE WaLkiInG Cane. If you're thinking of that proper girl, 
your mistress, I bet she only comes to show off her new ‘‘high-art”’ 
costume. As for my owner, his uncle’s promised him a jolly lunch— 
and I lay others come for no better reasons. 

Swett Canr. My—aw—mastah comes—meet—heiress. 

GREEN SILK Umpretita. Well, mine comes—’pon my soul—simply 
because other people come, and he has an hour to spend. 

RatHer Frayep Twit Umpretta. My master and mistress (I’m 
a joint-stock affair) have been to Rome this winter, and they’ve come 
to tell the fact in a loud voice to all the friends they meet—and they 
meet a good many. 

Stour Green Cotrron Umpretia. An’ my missus comes to see 
ow er ’usband’s frames look. 'Underds an’ ’underds o’ them picturs 
’e frames, an’ very ’andsome they look. 

Buack-aNnp- WHITE Strrivpep Parasot and YeELLow Frrenp. Ours 
would never hold up their heads again at a Bayswater tea, if they 


were to miss it. ; 
Pink Parasot. Mine comes to consult her doctor—fashionable 


man, sure to be here—about Charlie’s measles. 
Brack Sirk HicuHity-FinisHep UMBRELLA (who has @ neat little 
parasol reclining on his bosom). Ah, our owners came to have a long, 


long happy morning in the Architectural Room. 
Atpaca UMBRELLA. It looks well at the orfice to talk about bein’ 


‘ere the first day—twig? That’s why my owner comes. 

Matacca Canr. Well, mine—comic writer he is— comes to see if 
he can pick up an idea or two. 

Cuorus oF UmBRELLAS, &c. (who haven’t spoken). 
because they are sure to meet each other. 

Srour Watkine-Stick. Well, but ain’t there onybody as cooms 
to see t’ pictures ? 

Knopsiy Stick. Oh, dear, yes, my master is hung for the first 
time—he’s come to contemplate his own production. 


Stout WaALKING-Stick. Lor! 
CURTAIN. 


And ours come 


AMONG THE PICTURES. 
Farr daughter of Mnemosyne 
(To seek our muse in classic style), 
Euterpe, dear, come down and be 
The Bard’s companion for awhile ; 
Accept the arm of Poet Fn ; 
We'll seek the Halls of Art, and dream ; 


We'll seek the house of Burlington, 
Where Mrs. Langtry reigns supreme. 


Here’s ‘‘ Cornish Lions,’”’ done by Brett, 
With sea extremely blue and clear, 
And here’s a day that’s rather wet* 
(And Mrs. Langtry’s somewhere near). 
‘* Gods and their makers”’ this is; Long 
We'd gaze at pictures such as these, 
‘The work in ‘‘ Nanncaa’s’’ strong 
(And this is Mrs. Langtry, please). 


Some nuns by Calderon are there, 
And, oh! my muse, pronounce it not— 
The artist’s name—as though it were 
Some wicked witches’ cooking pot. 
Then next ‘‘ Alone’’ attracts the eye, 
Hicks—ample rare of tender art, 
And (passing Mrs. Langtry by) 
We shudder next at ‘* Britomart.”’ 


What noble efforts here there be— 
What noble efforts for our good! 

The crowd's so great we cannot see 
‘The Road to Ruin’’ if we would. 
This woolly picture, called ‘* May Dew,’ 

May dew tor others—not for us ; 
(Of Mrs. Langtry’s portrait, too, 
There ’s some appear to make a fuss). 


’ 


But, muse, we'd better come away, 
Lest painful feelings we provoke, 
For, be the subject grave or gay, 
The Bard must have his little joke. 
Yet fun is proud of British art— 
Its peacetul triumphs cannot pall, 
Once more it’s nobly done its part 
(And Mrs. Langtry ’s over all). 


* ** A showery day.”’—Vicat Cole, A.P.A. 








‘ EAR-RING, 


A VERY PUZZLING CIRCUMSTANCE. 


(RePorTED BY A SIMPLE-MINDED INDIVIDUAL). 


Or course, it can’t be that there is any inconsistency in public 
opinion ; I don’t mean to say I think ¢ha¢ for an instant; but I must 
say that an incident tuat lately happened in connection with our little 
club seems, to a thoughtless observer, to point to something of the 
sort. Our Suburban Club was a very little one—perhaps hardly a elub 
at all; but, at any rate, six of us used to meet two or three times a 


week to havea smoke and a chat. Aftersome time, however, there grew | 


up a spirit of discontent among our members, because the Club had no 
particular object of existence ; we unanimously decided that we wanted 
to make it a club for the furtherance of some definite pursuit. We 
did not care to make it a ‘‘ fishing,” or a ‘‘ cricket,” or a ‘* whist”’ 


club ; we wanted some sort of original pursuit, and, in point of fact, | 
We had been racking | 


our brains, all six of us, for some time to hit on the desired pursuit, | 


wanted to distinguish ourselves in the suburb. 


when one evening Dredferley Green, one of our members, came to me 
with great joy and brought out a lot of cuttings from newspapers, 
pasted on a large sheet of paper. ‘ Look here,”’ he said ; 


I’ve found a pursuit for the Club which will win it not only distinc- | 
Here | 


seem to be some fellows who’ve won a lot of praise with very little | 


tion, but universal approbation. Just glance at these extracts. 


9 


trouble. 
I read the extracts, three of which were the following :— 
‘* A specimen of an extremely rare class of birds was observed on 


Thursday last hovering about a wood near X —. It was successfully | 
, who has received warm congratulation from all | 


shot by Mr. Z 
quarters on the achievement.’’ 

‘* A fish, of a species hitherto believed to be extinct, was seen 
swimming about a lake in the public park at Y last week by Mr. 
Q This gentleman, with the utmost promptitude, hooked it, and 
has sent it to Mr. to be stuffed. This successful exploit has been 
warmly applauded in the neighbourhood, and it is understeod that 
Mr. Q will receive a testimonial from the local Society of 
Naturalists.”’ , 

‘*'We hear that Mr. Dash, of Dasham, has succeeded in killing a 
very fine specimen of the whoddycallet tribe. This is the only animal 
of this kind seen in Great Britain for many years.”’ 

I saw the idea at once, and that evening we bore it to the other four 
members. We raked up a number of other paragraphs, bearing on the 
subject, in old newspapers. 

‘* It’s very odd a tellow should be so commended for killing any- 
thing rare, isn’t it?” said Innasunt. ‘* But I suppose it's mght as 
everyone seems to think so, eh ¢”’ 

**Oh, it must be all right,’’ said Cymple; ‘‘though I should have 
thought it would be the other way.”’ 

‘* Well,” said Dredferley Green, ‘‘suppose we make our club the 
‘Rarities Extinction Club?’ It dves seem a queer object to aim at— 
and, J should have thought, anything but a laudable object ; but the 
public voice seems to consider it praiseworthy, and such a lot of think- 
ing people must be right, eh ’’ 

**Oh, yes,”’ we all said. 
against that of the world!” 

‘‘ Well then,” said Green; ‘‘let each of us try personally to win 


‘Tt isn’t for us six to put our opinion 


COOL GAROTTE, AND 


A recollection—confused, it may be—of some old song. 


‘+ T think | 


(May 15, 1878. 


Re a a Pa TEI oh ri aa 
MOSS YSRACS DU NLE fy 
ere os FA, 


Vt ay/] fire 
snl Pe Y 


saa se acaionsae #. 


a ee 
| 
O 
= 
te 
t., , 
Hager iy 
/ 


MOSS-Y SELL.” 


public approbation by the destruction—(what a very strange way to 
win it, to be sure!)—of something rare. As for me, I know of an 
unique and invaluable vase in the South Kensington Museum; I will 
go there the first thing to-morrow and smash it to atoms!” 

‘‘There’s a countess near my place,’’ said Innasunt, ‘‘ who has a 
very valuable Peewitpopinjayfinch from Japan. I believe there isn't 
another in Europe, and very few even in Japan. To-morrow I will 
walk in and wring its neck !"’ 

‘* Capital !’’ exclaimed Notverrie Deape. ‘‘ And I know ofa fellow 
| who has the actual gold spectacles worn by Charles the First. I'll call 
and jump on ’em to-night.”’ ; : 

‘* And I,” said Cymple, ‘‘ will take the earliest opportunity of going 
down to Oxford and tearing up the oldest MS. in the Bodleian. I 
ought to get some praise for that !”’ 

‘* Well,” said Notter Bitaghyle, ‘‘ there’s a very remarkable Turner 
among the national collection. I will go and poke my umbrella 
through it.”’ 

As for me, I could not for the moment think of any achievement for 
myself ; so I took time to consider. I know—lI am certain—that there 
was a feeling in the minds of all of us that there was something in 
these errands which we, left to our own judgments, would have con- 
sidered positive blameworthy, and certainly not deserving of praise ; but 
then it was evident public opinion held it otherwise. So, one by one, 
_ my friends started on their errands, and I awaited their triumphant 
return. Not one of them returned. I looked to see their names in 

the papers, coupled with eulogistic comments. I did see their names 
in the papers, and I found they were all locked up, and some of them 
sent for trial. I cannot understand it. I have carefully re-read those 
newspaper cuttings, but none of the gentlemen mentioned in them 
appear to have been locked up or sent for trial! I cannot fathom it! 





OUR AUTOMATON. 


I’ve coveted for quite an age 
A certain thing I’ ve seen :— 
A ‘** Patent self-adjusting-gauge 
Automaton machine ; 
Selt-acting in the truest sense, 
Absurdly low in price ; 
The labour-saving 1s immense, 
One trial will suttice.’’ 


I've seen *em daily advertise 
lor many seasons past 

This much to be regarded prize— 
I’ve got the thing at last! 

The merest infant understands 
Its working, so they say ; 

It dues the work of twenty hands— 
It's coming home to-day. 


Of labour by the hand, they say, 
It quite insures the doom : 

We'll send the gardener away ; 
We shan’t require the groom ; 
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In fact I’ve got it in my head 
(Unless I much mistook 

The dritt of what the agent said) 
We might discharge the cook. 

No human creature would believe— 
I’m sure you couldn’t bring 

Your mind to possibly conceive !— 
It’s such a simple thing! 

You’ve just to touch a single spring, 
They tell me, only one ; 

And then it’s in the fullest swing — 
And, lor, the work is done! 

And—see ; they’ve sent it quickly too ; 
I see it at the gate, 

With seven men to bring it through 
And one to guide them ; eight. 

They couldn’t take it round the side ; 
It wouldn’t do at all; 

The wheels were just an inch too wide ; 
They’ve put it in the hall. 


(The next day.) 


I’m glad I rose at break of day, 
For seven hours I’ve been 

Attempting just to learn the way 
To work the new machine ; 

They’ve sent directions—not concise, 
I freely own—but look 

You see they make a very nice 
Artistic little book. 

You've first to elevate the gauge 
And press the jumper-stop— 

You'll find it on the seventh page 
And very near the top ; 

And then you raise the lever-spring, 
And then adjust the nut, 

And then you press some other thing, 
And then you see the cut. 


Suppose, my dear, you come this end 
And press this lever so, 

And keep it out while I attend 
To there, you've let it go! 

** Too much for one’? ? Well I’m afraid 
You're right in what you say— 

Here, call the gardener to aid, 
He needn't go to-day. 


So! That willdo. I’ve not a doubt 
We three can do the thing : 

Now keep that lever fully out 
While I unscrew the spring : 

Hullo! By jove, you can’t coneeive 
How hard it is to twist! 

Here—there’s the groom about to leave— 
I’ call him—he’ll assist. 


Now if we four can keep it square 
We'll work it, I’ll be bound, 

In No, it wants another there 
To turn that handle round; 

How luckly! ‘There’s the cook, I say, 
She’s just about to go— 

She'll turn the handle—let her stay 
Another day or so. 

That’s nearly it—we just require 
Two other persons there 

To place that band upon the tire 
And keep the bearing square ; 

Go—hire two fellows from to-day— 
For weekly wage, I mean, 

You other servants, too, can stay 
To work the new machine. 











OUR EXTRA SPECIAL REPORTER AT THE PARIS 
EXHIBITION. 


Tue British Section. 

I am proud to be able to record that this was wellnigh the only 
section that was finished before the Exhibition began. It was quite 
gratifying to my patriotism to nute how everyone connected with the 
British Commission was working with a will on the eve of the opening 
day. The result only proves once more what can be done with a will, 
especially when it is not disputcd in the Probate Court. No one 








worked harder than our Prince, and there was about the Heir Apparent 
an apparent air of being thoroughly interested in his work which I 
should have much liked Mr. Bradlaugh and his friends to see. The 
British catalogue of itself speaks volumes—two volumes, in fact, 
8vo., pp. 561—in praise of the energetic management which, if I ma 
be allowed to say so, is especially ‘‘Owen’”’ to our indefatigable 
secretary's precept and example. The tact he has shown, too, has 
been most marked, and even exhibitors who, to begin with, showed a 
disposition to exhibit nothing but their bad temper and impatience, 
were soon convinced by him that they had better make an exhibition 
of their manufactures than of themselves. 

But it is time I ran through the various departments in which 
British exhibitors specially excel,* taking care to avoid, if possible, 
the fate of another special reporter who is here, who, in his haste to 
run through the Fine Art Gallery, ran through one side of a glass 
case full of valuable china as well. The way that poor fellow was 
cut up at the time and has been cut up since by the exhibitor whose 
goods he smashed will, 1 think, prevent any recurrence of his ‘‘ pane ’’ - 
fully heedless act. 

Glancing at the general table of contents—I wonder, by the way, 
they never think of giving these patient contents a chair to sit on 
instead—I find this note :—‘‘ Alphabetical List of Exhibitors (except 
Fine Arts and Live Stock, xxviii).’’ It will be news to most people, I 
think, that the Messrs. Fine Arts have turned exhibitors at last ; they 
will probably exhibit the painters and dealers who have so long had 
the monopoly of exhibiting them, whilst what ‘‘ Live Stock ’’ can 
want to show, if it be not specimens of themselves, it is for the com- 
pilers of the catalogue to explain. 

However, I will pass on to the 

MacuHIneryY DerarTMENT, 
seeing how much our supremacy in this branch of manufacture has to 
do with the ‘‘ Wheel’’ of the nation. 

Messrs. Burgess and Key’s Reaping machines, warranted to reap any - 
thing except ‘* Wild Oats,’’ are meeting with reap-eated admirers. 

Schoolmasters from all of the world, too, are crowding round 
Messrs. Barrett’s combined Thrashing Machines, warranted to take the 
‘* chaff’’ out of a score of boys in something less than no time. 

Foreigners have been inquiring a so far, however, of the 
courteous superintendent of the gallery, Mr. Anderson, for a sample of 
the ‘‘ plough” used by the Examiners at the English Universities. 

I am inclined to think there are no machines here more ‘‘ engineous ”’ 
in construction than our locomotives. 

The immense boiler in connection with the engine which works all the 
machinery in motion is something more too than a succés d’é‘* steam ;”’ 
though when it comes to which exhibit;will ‘‘ draw’’ most people after 
it, 1 think the palm must be awarded to Messrs. Aveling and Porter’s 
Traction Engine. ‘The Steam Kollers of the same firm seem literally 
able to crush all competition. 

WooLLen AND Corron Goops AND OTHER FABRICS. 

The varied success of our exhibitors in these lines shows plainly 
once more that ‘‘ Where there’s the ‘ wool’ there’s a way!”’ 

The Cotton Prints of Manchester—I do not, by the way, notice any 
Cotton Lords of Manchester sent here for exhibition—are likely to 
hold their own; and the unfortunate existence of the ‘‘ lock-out ’’ has 
not prevented the miil-owners forwarding some ‘‘ striking ”’ patterns, 
strange as this may seem. 

Tue Fine Arts DgPARTMENT. 

Here, as may be imagined, the pictures sent combine to form quite 
an ‘‘ R.A.” of talent. 

Why, though, there should be a doormat, with the well-known 
Pompeian design on it, and the inscription ‘‘ Cave Canem!”’ at the 
entrance to the British School, I cannot say, unless it was the notion 
of some wag who saw a chance to make his little joke out of the 
‘*Cane ’em’”’ and ‘* School!”’ 

Mr. Leighton—earlier than his name implies—has sent his Athlete 
wrestling with a serpent ; and I know several wags, in their way, who 
are much upset because the artist’s choice of material does not permit 
them to speak of it as a ‘‘ marbleous”’ work of genius! 

CakRIAGE AND Haxness DgpaRTMENT. 

We are great in these branches of exhibits; and as it is permissible 
to talk of hailing omnibuses, I may say that it rains ‘‘ victorias”’ in 
this section, which is very refreshing to all those over whom Victoria 
reigns. 

Our new ‘‘ broughams” are likely to sweep all before them ; and if 
Messrs. Ashford and Winder do not ‘‘ whip” creation, it is not for 
the want of the means of doing so. 

The convenient T. carts and dinner-waggonettes make one wonder 
why no maker has yet given us a breakfast brougham or a lunch 
landau. 

Even a cursory examination of the Harness shows ‘‘ traces’’—not to 
say collars and reins—of the excellence of our manufactures. 

But here I must cease my notes, for your readers will doubtless like 
some change. e 

* By the way, when exhibitors X L, it would not be wrong perhaps to attribute 
the fact toa “ forty’’-ter in re polucy.—Y. E. 8. R. 
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ANYTHING BUT A GOOD HOP-A-TUNE 


(May 15, 1878. 





ITY. 


During a very lively schottische, little Tompkins, a slight but elegant specimen of the wallflower species, finds it, what with the sweeping trains 
and the fans loosely swung at the ladies’ sides, anything but a comfortable yom a’ heure. 








GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURS. 


MAY. 
Tus is the month of May, but also of May not: therefore, do not | 


be reckless. Before bedding out your plants, especially if you live in | 


the Midland Counties, inquire of your neighbours whether the Gulf 
Stream has reached the shores of Britain. Plant annuals. As it is 


necessary to be most explicit in writing for amateurs, we had better | 


say that we do mot mean that you should hide away your old Christ- 
mas ones. Plant dahlias, also, if you think it safe to do so. 
stances alter cases, and our readers must judge for themselves as to 
the proper time, bearing in mind that it is as advisable to be a year 
too late as a week too soon. Save your anemone seed, if the wind 
will let you. Kill all cats and buttertlies, if they will let you, and the 
owners of the cats are not looking. Do not give picotees full play 
upon the ground. Stick both them and your pinks, but do not pink 
your carnations. Shading becomes requisite in this month, but we 
must remind our amateur friends that this cannot be done by their 
children simply because they are learning to draw. Devote all 
your spare moments, Sundays included, to hoeing up weeds and grass 
from your gravel paths. Afterwards rake them for several days, lay 
on fresh gravel, and roll assiduously. No one but those who have 
experienced them can imagine the exquisite pleasures of amateur 
gardening. 





Circum- | 


| leaf. Wherever you can, however, you must (like a chambermaid in 
a limited company’s almost unlimited hotel) be always shaking up and 
making beds. When your front-garden show is complete, stand at the 
parlour-window and watch it, and the little street-children rushing in 
to make raids upon it. When they come in, tap at the window ; if 
they will not mind, go out and tap them. 

In the kitchen garden, forward lettuces will be racing, and will 
| often have to be tied. If you do not take care, they may bolt. Sow 
| radishes. Various plans have been proposed for saving them from the 
| birds, amongst others running worsted over them; but it does not 
| follow from this that the robbers flying over them will also be worsted. 
Our method never fails. To prevent your radish crops from being 
turned into birds’ crops, sow your seed where the birds cannot possibly 
get at it. It is strange that so simple a remedy should, like America, 
| have remained so long undiscovered. Sow, also, cauliflowers for 
December. If they have not come up by that ‘time, it is probable that 
you will have forgotten all about them. 





Where to Dine? 


Citizen (sings): My wife she dines at Islington, 
While I’ve to dine at — where? 


Quire AN Irtsu Ipea.—That there should be two candidates**‘ up ”’ 


Do not take up your bulbs until they cease to give you | for County ‘‘ Down.” 
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CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


CAUTION. —If Coere thickens in the cup it proves the addition of starch, 
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You will have your reveng>! The Lynx-cye Authorities will instantly swoop upon him for weariag armorial bearings without a licence, and we 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


Lr, 





(Apple-ied Science.) 

Tue apple is not by any means a thing to put our trust in—much 
less our money. It is a deceitful pomeroid. The apple did us a 
scurvy turn at the very first go off. The apple caused the Fall of Man. 
We made up for it, though, somewhat over the Fall of the Apple. 
Newton candi one of those beggarly three-a-pennysinthe act of falling ; 
and the cowardly pippin split to Newton on the subject of gravitation ; 
and bust into eplithers the whole secret of falling, which Nature had 
hitherto very judiciously kept dark. So fallen man at last rather 
took it out of the fallen apple. And the 6 can’t rightly be said to 
have got the pull over us. It is one and one, anyhow. We have 
each had a grounder, and can now struggle the thing out on the level. 
But it is plain that, as an authority on falls, the apple has no living 
equal. It appears at every fall, and falls after every fall; unless it 
gets knocked down by wicked boys before winter. 

The apple has only one eye, and in that respect is nowhere when 
compared to the commonest tater, which has eyes all over. The apple 
has also a tail; but not one of the cynosure sort, its only use to the 
apple being to hang itself with; it won’t wag. It has got pips, and 
hence our mode of expressing apple-ause is, hip-pip-pip-hurrah! It 
has no legs, and it cannot fly. 

The apple is scientifically supposed to be a development from the 
wild crab ; and there is at least one crab which has been wild enough 
to claw its way up into the sky, where it is known and respected to 
this day as Cancer. And this may, to some extent, account for the 
well-known cidereal character of the apple. But even this supposition 
must. be felt inadequate to explain the nature of cider made from fox- 
whelp apples. No crab ever went so wild as to be capable of producing 
that apple. The united influences of the entire Zodiac, with the 
Georgium Ciders and the Milky Whey to mix the cup, would not suffice 
te have concocted .that eccentric beverage. <A half-pint of fox-whelp 
cider will turn a man clean inside-out in two minutes, and make him 
bunt his head against wood or stone and get chy-ike. There is a kind 
of taste of the Old Serpent about that cider, which not only suggests 
the true origin of the apple, but shows that it still retains its original 
playful disposition. 

’e can say nothing more to the credit of the apple; and as these 
essays are of a purely scientific character, it is needless to indulge in 
the language of vituperation. 


gg 
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THE CROWDED CITY. 


I went to look in Nature's book,— 
Out in the fields when day was glowing, 
Where all was green, and summer sheen 
Lit up the grass, the soft winds blowing. 
I heard the brook play round a nook 
Of shady boughs, and leatlets dancing ; 
Song birds were there, high in the air, 
And glad delight o’er all was glancing. 


I loitered long to hear the song ;— 
To see the green fields decked with golden, 
To watch the stream which there did seem 
As fresh and new as it was olden ; 
A joyous thrill my heart did fill 
‘To see all nature look so beaming, 
As though no cold or care could hold 
A spot ’mid all the glorious gleaming. 


With love and hope, from grassy slope,— 

From where the rippling brook was flowing, 
I took my way, at close of day, 

To where the city lamps were glowing ; 
Fell want was there, and fetid air, 

And mud and filth around each dwelling ; 
Full to the brim was squalor grim 

And sin and woe sad, sad tales telling. 


Amid the glare of want and care, 

And sights the eye would shrink from meeting, 
There foul and rank and cold and dank, 

The visage hard gives churlish greeting ; 
The yelling crowd were shouting loud 

Rough uncouth words with ugly meaning ;— 
The savage blow that blood might flow, 

And evil doers murder screening. 
In tattered gown, with angry frown,— 

With bitter words were women brawling, 
Dishevelled hair and bosom bare ° 

And children in the gutter sprawling. 
Here dens of Vice that did entice 

The drunkard by the bright lamps glaring ; 
Kach cursed drain made mad the brain— 

Like wild fire in the dark night flaring. 


Here as the tide of life doth glide, 
Sure it should rouse the rich to pity,— 
'To cleanse away, from light of day 
The squalor of this mighty city ; 
O can we not wipe out the blot,— 
‘The miry spot we see with loathing ¢ 
Here at our door the wretched poor 
Crave cleanly homes and food and clothing. 


When we do hear a cry so drear 

From children and from women lowly, 
Should we not stand with ready hand 

Of quick relief, not cold or slowly ; 
And calm the strife of noisy life,— 

Make clean those spots of filth and verbage, 
And lead these poor from dens so dour 

To ramble ’mid the bright green herbage ? 
Out right away in gladsome day, 

To see the laughing, clear brook flowing, 
Where seng birds sing high on the wing, 

And grassy glades and breezes blowing 
O bright and glad each lass and lad 

Would show their thanks in happy praising, 
And joyful thrill our hearts would fill 

That we the stricken down were raising. 


BOOSEY’S REVOLUTION. 

Brn Boosry was, by profession, a working-man. He belonged 
to a Trade Union which continually called on its members to strike ; 
Mrs. B. worked wonderfully hard as a charwoman, when not dis- 
abled by one of her lord and master’s punches; so that the hero of 
this narrative made life as nearly as possible ‘‘ all beer and skittles.”’ 

But, for his failings as a working-man, Ben made up by his ability 
as a politician. On Clerkenwell Green, or other ‘classic ground,” 
he delivered orations which, for force of figure, would scarcely have 
yielded the palm to those of Demosthenes himself. 

In the weekly discussion at the ‘‘'Toad in the Hole’’ Ben was a 
central figure. Bursting with eloquence, he would exclaim: ‘‘ Feller 
countrymen, rise up for yer rights! down with taxes and the bloated 
wampires of haristocrats as imposes’em! Why should we work as 
we does while they rollsin luxury +’’ And, regardless of the fact that 
Ben worked, on the average, less than eighteen hours a week, his 
hearers would remark, ‘‘ Ben’s got a bloomin’ ’ed piece. They only 
wants one or two like ’im at Westminster; he'd wake ’em up a bit.”’ 

One evening Ben rolled—I mean walked—home, reflecting deeply 
on a more than usually successful oration he had delivered, and on 
the inutility of respectable institutions and people in general. 
Arrived, like another Cincinnatus, at his humble abode, after giving 
‘*the old woman’’ a ‘‘slap in the jor”’ for daring to sit up for him 
(the previous night he had similarly rebuked her for going to bed), he 
refilled his pipe and mused on the unkindness of Fate in not making 
him a Prime Minister instead of a working-man. 

- * * * 

What a glorious revolution! and Ben gloried in the fact of having 
been its chief promoter. All formns of government were dispensed 
with ; all the money in the realm had been equally distributed by the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer previous to retirement (Ben wanted that 


7 


job himself, but his staunchest disciples objected), and universal 


equality was declared. 

He was strolling down Pall Mall with several of his ‘‘ mates,’’ 
gleriously happy in having nothing to do, and only discontented at 
having nothing to grumble about, when someone touched him on the 
shoulder, and turning, he beheld the quondam Countess of Piccadilly. 
‘*Oh, please,’’ said the little countess, ‘* you look like a working-man, 
would you mind mending my saucepan? Aly servants have all left, 
and I don’t know where to buy a new one, and I’ve got to get the 
earl’s dinner ready by six o'clock !’’ ‘Get out wi’ yer,”’ replied our 
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hero, ‘‘ why should I work for you?’’ And remembering that under 


the new order the countess was no more than his ‘‘old woman,” he | 
struck her a blow in the cheek, which brought the bright Norman 


blood to her pretty mouth. 


FUN. 


| fell thud on his bare shoulders. 


Betore it could again descend . 

he woke, and found he had fallen off his chair into the fender. 
‘‘Well, I'm blest!’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘ what a rummy dream! 

P'raps it’s as well things is as they is.” And with this reflection he 


But, unfortunately for Ben, the Earl of Piccadilly, who happened | took off his boots, slung them at the sleeping form of the ‘old 


to be passing, darted across the street, and pitched into him right and 


left, leaving him bleeding and stunned on the pavement. 

‘* Take me to a doctor,’’ said Ben, when he ‘‘came to,” and his 
mates did so; but the doctor, like Ben, declined to work, as every body 
was equally rich, which refusal caused Ben to swear emphatically. 

He then.determined te bring an action against the ‘‘swell’’ who 
had knocked him about, but the lawyers-had fwllowed the example of 
the doctors,.and struck. 

‘*Well, I’m blest.!’”’ said Ben to his ‘‘ pals,” ‘‘’ere’s a set o’ lazy 
warmin: Never mind, my ’ed’s gettin’ better; l¢t’s go an’ ’ave a 
drop o’ beer.”’ 

But, most unkindest cut of all, the publicans had all cut their busi- 
ness, and as all the beer:in the breweries had been divided and con- 
sumed days ago, and the brewers: wouldn't, work, not a drop of beer 
could be:-had. for love or money. 

‘‘Oh! bust, the things!” ejaculated Ben, ‘‘ blowed if this aint 
wuseser than.the ole style;.nobody seems, to be a workin’; and if it 
goes on-much longer, J shall have to work, Myseur !! 

Scarcely had he uttered the above, when he was suddenly pinioned 
from behind, and found himself surrounded by a mob of men attired 
in fur caps and sealskin uniforms, and, to his intense horror, he pre- 


sently learned that, taking advantage of the general strike of the. 


Army and Navy; the Russians had invaded England. 

‘‘ What d’yer. want with me?’ he whined, ‘‘I aint done, nothin’ ; 
I'm only a poor: warkin’ man.”’ 

‘‘ Just the fellowawe-want,’’ replied an interpreter; ‘‘ we've only 
just arrived here, and there's plenty of work we can,;set. you to do. 

hat ! youll see me blowed first? Here, Donewieh,, bring,that 
knout,!’ 





‘“HANDSOME AS PAINT?" 


My strong predilection for ev’rything goed, 
Has caused me to make up my mind, 
That each single thing that. belongs to,me should, . 
Be always the best of its kind : 
From out this proclivity troubles arige ;. 
Enough to bewilder a saint:! 
And sometimes-I fancy it hardly is wise, 
To want things ‘‘ as handsome as paint,’’'! 


aera my houses, my dogs, and my yacht+-_. 

ach one is perfection !—and makes 

The critical public say, ‘‘ He knows what's what. !— 
‘¢ His luck is a caution to snakes.”’ 

My efforts, so far, have been crowned with success,— 
Of failure no sign of a taint ! 

And even detractors are forced to confess 
I’ve all things ‘‘ as handsome as paint”’ ! 


To ‘‘ crown”’ my existence, and make it complete, 
One other possession I need— 

A wife !—There are plenty of maidens to meet 
The requisite point of my creed. 

For what with their rouge and their powder of pearl 
(I’m not making any complaint !), 

I’ve hitherto fail’d to discover a ‘‘ gurl”’ 
Who is not ‘‘ as handsome as paint’”’ ! 


’ 


But this sort of picture I never can bear— 
Excepting to hang in a frame! 

My wife must her natural colouring wear— 
A picture be only in name ! 

I'll win some wild beauty as true as the day 
(Which those in ‘‘ Society ’’ ain’t), 

Of whom, though ot painted, shall ev’ryone say, 
‘* His wife is as handsome as paint!’”’ 


Hanging’s too Good ! 


As»to Mr. Charles Landseer’s Pirates, we can quite 
endorse the opinion of the Hanging Committee that 





In an instant Ben’s back was bared; in anether,-the.heavy thong | much.more 


| woman,’’ and went to bed, considerably staggered with regard to the 
politics he had hitherto advocated. The saddest fact in the story is, 
that in his subsequent dreams the Russians didn’t complete the 

knouting operation. 





————————————————————_— 


Poor England. 


In an appeal for subscriptions for a volunteer fleet issued ‘‘ under 
the patronage of H. I. H. the Czarewitch”’ it is stated, ‘‘ God senda 
Russia a new trial. An irreconcilable enemy threatens us with war. 
Shall we permit him to destroy the fruits of our victories and drive 
back our brothers into slavery? . . . . The last war has covered with 
glory the Russian sailors. Give them real cruisers to attack the 
enemy's merchant fleet, and he will soon repent of his arro on 
Then follows an announcement that ‘‘ the Moscow Gazette has its eye 
on an ocean steamer admirably suited for cruising purposes which may 

| be bought for 200,000 roubles.’’ The editor ‘‘ has already collected 24 
roubles, so that he only wants 199,975 more. When these come in the 
Meosgow, Gazette will buy the ship, equip it as a cruiser, and then— 
tremble, England ! ’’ 


On the Key-Vive. 
Tue President of the United States has done well in making General , 


Key. Postmaster-General. Anything like a repetition of former 
polatical dead-locks in the Cabinet ought now to be impossible. 2... 


Not To-day, Baker. 
Term is no real.ground for the assertion that ‘‘ cottage-bre(a)d’? 
men. usually turnout, ‘‘ loafers’’ later in life. ‘‘ Tin-bre(a)d men are , 







































they were only fit for instant execution. But they 
should have been burned and not ‘‘ huag.’”’ | — 
nee un | THIS DAY HALF-YEAR. 
A Coup de Grace. Priest :—‘‘ Wett, Pat, AND WHAT DID THE LANDLORD DO TO YB 


Apropos de the Shah's visit. Although the Persians | 
still exist, the Jfedes have disappeared. How long ago | 
is it since they ‘‘ went to gruss”’ ’ 


ABOUT THE PARM f’’ 
Pat :—‘‘ Sure, yer RiveRaNcg, HE TOULD MB I COULD HAVE IMMEDIATE 
POSSESSION IN SIX MONTHS’ TIME.’ 
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RHYME AND RHYTHM. 
‘aa S I feel my ideas beginning to 


flow, 
I'm composing myself for 
‘*a think,” 
With the paper before me as 
spotless as snow, 
And a pen newly dipped in 
the ink. 
I’m commencing the heights of 
Parnassus to climb, 
And the Muses seductively 


"a 6 
f 








woo ; 
But I’m foiled in my efforts at 
ee: <] getting the rhyme, 
ee eS And the rhythm is obstinate, 
too. 


- 
» 





f toe. With ‘‘the frenzy ”’ my eye is 
aoe preparing to ‘‘roll”’ 
a" e'y\ SS _ . e 
AN For as long as I’m like to 
require, 


And emotions are filling my spirited soul 
With a very poetical fire. 

But what is the use of the raptures sublime 
As they thrill my anatomy through, 

When I'm foiled in my efforts at getting the rhyme, 
And the rhythm is obstinate, too ? 


That Fate has decreed my frustration is ‘‘ poz”’ ; 
I relinquish my task with a sigh, 

While the paper’s as spotless as ever it was 
And the ink on my ‘‘ Waverley’s”’ dry. 

And though I might shine in the ‘‘ annals of time ”’ 
There is no one will know it but you, 

For I’m foiled in my efforts at getting the rhyme, 
And the rhythm is obstinate, too. 


OUR EXTRA SPECIAL REPORTER AT THE 
PARIS EXHIBITION. 


Tue GERMAN SECTION. 


Ur to the eleventh hour (Greenwich time) Germany had° fully 
resolved to exhibit nothing but her bad taste and worse temper, but at 
the last moment (11h. 59m. 598.) better counsels prevailed, and the 
result is that she is represented after all, though only in the Fine Arts 
department. Apropos to this I may tell you a little anecdote of 
M. Krantz, who I may say is privately a bitter enemy of the Germans. 
It seems that their pictures arrived before it had been finally decided 
that they were to have wall-space granted sufficient to show the whole 
of them ; so the superintendent of the Fine Art Galleries came up to 
the Chief Commissioner, and remarking that so many packing-cases had 
arrived from Berlin, asked what was to be done with the German ex- 
hibits inside. Now it happened that M. Krantz had had an unusually 
worrying morning, and the mention of the words ‘‘ Berlin” and 
‘‘German”’ was the last straw. I shall not soon forget the sharp 
angry way in which he turned on the innocent superintendent, saying 
in his clear idiomatic French as he did so, ‘* What are you to do with the 
German exhibits indeed? Hang the German exhibits !— the whole lot 
of them!”’ and with the same he caught me by the arm and led me 
off quickly to see the Chinese pavilion. Now, M. Krantz little thought 
his hasty words would be acted on, but the superintendent, a stolid 
matter-of-fact individual, went away, and finding the packing-cases 
contained nothing but pictures, he did hang them—the whole lot of 
them, in fact; the result being that to the Chief Commissioner's 
indulgence in hasty language the Germans owe the exceptionally full 
and favourable exhibition of their paintings they have obtained. 

Wishing to do ample justice to these same pictures, I endeavoured to 
thoroughly imbue myself with the Teutonic spirit before visiting 
them. For this purpose I asked a cousin-german of mine living at 
Passy to tea, bought a Brunswick sausage for supper, wore a 
Prussian-blue necktie and Berlin gloves, and slept for three nights 
with Heine under my pillow, and Goethe’s likeness at my 
bed-head. At the end of this time, during which I had also tasted 
sourkrout for the first—and please Fate, the last—time, I was much 
gratified by having a dream, not one word that was spoken in which 
could I understand : a clear proof, I took it, that, thanks to my efforts, 
I had actually dreamed in German. 

Feeling then that I was fitted for my task, I put on a light 
‘“‘towzly’’ wig, a pair of blue spectacles, a quantity of ink, and a 
metaphysical air, and sallied forth, though who went first, second, and 
third I am not m a position to say. 

Arrived in the portion of the building devoted to German Art, I 
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me at the door; so I set myself to at once study the master-peeces. 
Please note that I say master-peeces. No picture representing any 
incident in the war of 1870 was admitted ; in other words, there were 
no ‘‘ war-pieces,’’ and it is quite as well, perhaps, there were not. 

The following paintings are amongst those to which I specially 
direct the attention of visitors :— 

No. 547. Oa the Spree. This represents two Prussian officers 
*‘carrying on”’ with a fair Fraudein on the frozen river at Berlin. 

No. 28. ‘* Wool’t” thou be Mine? Acharming genre subject. A 
young Ger-man is holding a skein of Berlin-wool on his extended 
hands, whilst a young Ger-lassie is nimbly winding it. The painter 
has chosen the moment when the youth, sinking on one knee, is asking 
the fateful question: 

No. 173. 4 Harmony in Fat and Lean, This is an exquisitely- 
finished study of a Brunswick sausage. 

No. 412. What is the German Fatherland? This painting repre- 
sents Prince Bismarck doing his best to get his armg round a large 
terrestrial globe. 

No. 503. The Meeting of Blueher and Wellington. Evidently the 
work of a wag, as, instead of the inevitable battle-scene, which by the 
way Frenchmen would scarcely relish, we have the scene laid on a 
street-cobbler’s stall, on which lies a dilapidated wellington boot, 
whilst a customer is holding out for inspection a down-at-heel blucher. 
The way in which, by a clever manipulation of the wrinkles in the 
leather, the faces of the two generals are suggested is very ingenious. 

No. 342. ‘‘ All Heart.’”’ A delicately-elaborated study of a German 
summer cabbage. 

No. 324. A Symphony in Sweets and Sours. We here see a most 
realistic representation of sour-krout in the process of manufacture in 
a large tub—so realistic, indeed, that two gendarmes have to keep the 
Teutonic crowd in front of it moving on. 

No. 289. The Man of Blood and Iron. A most graphic portrait of 
Prince Bismarck in the most severe stage of influenza. is feet are 
in a tub of hot water, and Mrs. Prince B. is obligingly tallowing his 
swollen nose, whilst in the background are a big heap of unopened 
despatches, &c., marked, ‘‘ Immediate,”’ ‘‘ O.H.M.S.,’’ ‘* Foreign 
Office,” ‘* Messenger will wait,’’ &c., &c. 

No. 49. Home they Brought her Terrier Dead. Another comic pic- 
ture. A waggish cousin brings in to a weeping girl, who has not got 
over the loss of her pet dog the previous day, a string of sausages, and 
is evidently implying that it is to this sad end her ‘‘ Fido”’’ has come. 
But I have room to mention no more. 





RUSHIN’ HIM OUT! AND A GOOD JOB TOO. 


Sanpy. Hech, but what dis the Premier mean by calling oot the 
Reserves ? 

Jounny. Weel, sae far as I can see, mon, Benjamin Dis-reali jist 
means to Gour-shak-off in to his Czar-cof-agus. 


BEAUTY’S ‘‘CHEEK.”’ 
Ir self-announced I saunter in, 
The footman not been near, [ 
Opine ’tis no presumptuous sin 
To say ‘‘ Behold, a Peri!”” (Appear I.) 


A Profitable Journey. 

Srnce the recent double victory of Lord Lonsdale’s horse we have 
heard that several owners of racers and well-known trainers have 
started for Lourdes and Paray-le-Monial. Their intention, we think, 
is obvious. They are anxious to make a Pilgrimage for themselves. 





A Disheartening Fact. 

Tue Hanging Committee have failed to observe one of the most 
necessary principles of art this season. They have not shown, that is, 
the Ars celare (H/artem—or, in other words, they have not had the 
good sense to ‘‘sky’’ Solomon Hart’s picture. 


ADVANTAGE oF Emptoyrne A Bap Tattor.—You can say that you 


should have struck an attitude, but my umbrella had been taken from | never had a fit. 
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: ' ———_--— THINGS THEATRICAL. 
eo en ee NT Seay ere errenatarian, By permission of Mr. Wills, Mr. Billington is going 

x to take Olivia round the provinces. We should have 
thought Mrs. L.'s permission would have been neces- 
sary. 

Mr. Irving is going to play Sir Edward Mortimer of 
the Jron Chest. Well, he has good lungs ; therefore, 
the part will c/est suit him. 

Mr. Chas. Reade’s Jealousy has come toanend. We 
always thought he could adapt himself to circumstances. 

It is said that the assumption by Miss Jennie Lee of 
a new part will be Aai/ed with delight. Quite so; she is 
accustomed to storms of applause, and is usually a 
thundering success. 





















RULE BRITANNIA, &c. 

Tuese Russian cruisers will not pay, 
So rules the prophet, Fun ; 

Our men-o’-war will have their say 
Before much harm is done; 

Iron and steel must win the day 

Against ‘‘ J steal and run.”’ 















By the ’Ead ’Itter. 

Mr. Cray's pretty song, ‘‘ Why are you wandering 

here, I pray?” was advertised to be sung at a concert 

+7 Hae Bae, 1)! We the other night. We wonder whether the fair vocalist 

| RS i 2 bore ICONS sang it, rhythmically patting the accompanist’s head 
Tt SOL Hide all the time ¢ 
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What’s in a name! 
Mr. Ross Nei, author of Elfinella, first produced at 
| the Princess’s, is so mysterious as to her identity that 
one is driven to the conclusion that a Pollock is bound 
to act @ la Pollocky, or rather Pollaky. 














| A Poolish Pair. 
As to the two ‘‘ Pooles’’ in the present Academy, 
they are, we confess, far too ‘‘deep’’ for us. 







“* 4 Decayed Gentlewoman,”’ discovered by a friend of ours in the British 
Museum. 














| The Law has no solid objection to make 








’ | 
THE COU NTY COURT S PROTEGE. | To a crime as a crime, but discloses 
Scene: Any County Court. | A terrible anger for people who break 
A Crepitor. To-day, my lord, by Fortune’s whim The technical forms it imposes. 
My grip I haply planted | So evenly just is the Law that as long 





Upon this debtor ; touching him 
There is a summons granted. 

We met by chance: ‘‘ This chance is prime!” 
I thought; ‘‘ It will engender 

A saving both of cost and time 
To collar the offender.’’ 


As the forms are kept ever in sight, sir, 
Its love is as strong for the right as the wrong, 
As strong for the wrong as the right, sir. 


We're fully persuaded that people appeal 
To the Law, to contribute a votive 

When thus without delay you saw And pious donation to further its weal ; 
This matter could be righted, And haven't ulterior motive ! 


I knew, my lord, that both the Law And the only conclusion we’re able to make 
And you would be delighted. | From observing appealings and pleadings 
THE JUDGE. Befvre the Law can wholly view Is*that love for the Law for its own little sake 
The circumstance with rapture, Is the motive for legal proceedings. 


Just show the form permitting you And, as for mere honesty (save by a flaw), 
_To personally capture. Obtaining assistance—we flout it, 
You have no formy Be off! The lot And as for the succouring arm of the Law, 
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_Becomes of no avail if | Oh dear! we know nothing about it ! 
The proper summons form was not . ~ - * * 
Delivered by the bailiff. | " ii 
So let him go without demur, | Fae tne eaniren./ 
And let not hope forsake him ; | CREDITOR. My debtor, please your justiceship, 


Who showed such skill in dodging 
The mighty Law's relentless grip, 
Has lately changed his lodging. 


The bailiff just at present, sir, | 
Is not at hand to take him. | 
So let your anger be assuaged 









. And instantly unbind him, The JuvGE (chuckling). In such a case, to bring about 
ntil the bailiti’s disengaged, Your legal object duly 
And may (or may not) find him. You'll take another summons out— 
Song: County Court JupGe. | Commence the action newly. 
lhe Law is delighted to succour the just, There will, of course, be fresh expense— 
And make their existences sunny ; | (What creditor would save it, 
Dut it has to be taken for granted they must Whose love of law is so intense f)— 
Have plenty of patience and money. | You'll file an affidavit. 
The Law is delighted to baffle the sad And when the Court has time to spare, 
_ Misdoings of vice and outwit it, And in the bailiff’s leisure, 
l’o sternly discover and punish the bad We'll give a thought to this affair 





"h rea" > ‘ oa lt 5 ++ 74 r ; . 
(Whenever the bad will permit it). You've come about, with pleasure. 
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Song: County Court June. 
The Law, with regard to existence of time, 
Has notions apparently mystic : 
heir affable coolness is truly sublime, 
Their impudence characteristic. 
The Law, in its loftiness, let it be known, 
__ Has gathered a rooted impression 
That Time’s a monopoly purely its own, 
Its proper and private possession. 
A perfectly private appurtenance un- 
__ Possessed by the mass, and untasted ; 
"he Public, you'll please to remember, has Nonzs— 
At any rate none ¢o be wasted. 
(xood people should wait an unlimited time, 
Attending the court with elation ; 
But “wasting the time of the court’’ is a crime 
Requiring severe visitation ! 
* * a +. 
Tie Crepiror. My debtor, please your justiceship— 
(There lacking interference)— 
Has sold his chattels, every chip, 
And made his disappearance. 
He hardly went at sueh a rate, 
The arrow couldn't match him ; 
He gave the court, I beg to state, 
Three months or so to catch him. 
The Juvex (chuckling). Such spirited evasions show 
The perpetrator’s clever: 
In such a case as this, you know, 
You've no redress whatever. 
In such a case, I needn't say, 
It’s worse than useless fretting. 


(Zhe Crepitor is about to creep out crestfatlen.) 


Here, hi! You have some more to pay— 
You seem to be forgetting ! 
(CREDITOR pays and slinks of) 


(To OCrepiror/. 





> "SUCH ISTHE LAW 


(Re-enter CrEpitor with Dexror.) 


My lord, I have that debtor here ; 
ith firm resolve to rout him 
I daily tracked him far and near— 
He had some cash about him. 
This court, indeed, may think me rash, 
But I no longer waited 
Until the Law should aid—the eash 
I have appropriated. 


Tux Juper (shocked). In working out the Law yourself 
You have transgressed it plainly ; 
This man can sue you for the pelf ; 
You've acted most insanely ! 


The Law forestalled and slighted ! 
The case is most distressing ! 
An action for assault would lie 
If you're inclined for pressing. 
I grieve to say, in fury (fed 
By frequent ease 
I banged this man about the head, 
And all his near relations. 
Their healths, I’m very grieved to tell, 
Are now completely shattered ; 
Their glass and furniture as well 
I set to work and battered. 
My very heart I feel it drag 
To hear myself explaining 
T haven’t left this man a rag— 
A single rag !—remaining ! 


CREDITOR. 


Why, 
(Zo Destor). 


CrEDITOR. 


The JuvGE (coazxingly to Depron.) I fancy 1 could promise you 
Substantial satisfaction ; 
I think from ev’ry point of view 
You ought to bring the action. 


—= 


Song: Tur Depror. 

An easier method the world never saw 
An ample reward for securing ; 

Your kind invitation to plunge in the law, 
My lord, is extremely alluring ; 

The rosiest hopes you undoubtedly raise 
By what you are affably saying ; 

But I find it is mostly the plaintitt that pays 
And I have an objection to paying. 

For I’ve lived by my wits for a little too lony 

To appeal to the Law when I’m not in the wrong ; 
As the star that is in the ascendant 

Is mostly the star of the party who fights 

To swindle poor honesty out of its rights— 
And I rather would be the defendant. 


(The County Courr sighs disappointedly ; and the Creviton profits by 
the lesson, becomes unscrupulous, and grows quite attached to the Law.) 


HINTS ON ETIQUETTE. 


FRrignDLy calls should always be made when least wished for. 

It is looked upon as a delicate act of attention during « call of con- 
dolence for the caller to offer his pocket-pistol to the afflicted. A very 
intimate friend may bring in a pot of porter. 

A visit after a party should be made before breakfast next morning. 
Enclose your card in your hat, and fling it up at your friend’s bedroom- 
window. If he does not wake, leave the card at the nearest 
lamp-post. oe 

If you think a friend’s servants are indolent, it is a kindness to him 
to give a runaway ring every time you pass his house. é 

Keep your hat on your head in a drawing-room until you are 
requested to take it off. In that case do as you please. 

« When a lady enters a drawing-room, the gentlemen present should 
rise and play leap-frog. 

Never enter a drawing-room on a bicycle. 

The last arrival, if no other seat be vacant, must place himself upon 
the mantelpiece. 

A lady is not required to kiss any gentleman visitor above the age of 

60. 
kt When your visitor retires ring the bell for the servant, and bid him 

look after the spoons. 

¥ When you introduce a person, say whatever you can to make the 

introduction agreeable. Such as, ‘‘ An old schoolfellow of ours, don’t 

you remember ? who says you're still the biggest muff out.”’ 

‘~ When you have a diffident visitor, put him at his ease by inviting 
our other friends to assist you in making him feel himself at 
ome. 

A lady need not state on her visiting-card how many children she 
has, and whether they have been vaccinated. 

It is not usual for gentlemen to take off their boots in company. 





‘‘Take it for What it is Worth.” 
@” As it is said that the ‘‘ Royal Academy” this year rejected at least 
5,000 pictures, it is certain there must be somewhere about that 
number of dejected artists. We suggest for their consideration a means 
of obtaining publicity for their works, impartial criticisms, and sym- 
thetic opinions. Let every dejected artist exhibit his rejected works 
in front of his own dwelling, and write on a box with a slit in the 
lid, ‘‘ Rejected! I am starving!’’ and it is certain the re- 
sults would be satisfactory. ‘‘ What an Exhibition,’’ we should 
have! what admiring crowds would collect, and what a ‘‘sell” it 
would be. The father’s tip, the mother’s blessing, the widow’s mite, 
and the orphan’s mud, would find their way in at the slit in the lid. 
The good opinions could be respected, the bad might be disregarded, 
the money could be put in the artist’s pocket, and the mud might be 
thrown at the Royal Academy ! 


Pere et Fils. 
Brown junior owns that his father is ‘‘ near and dear”’ to him, but 
emphasizes the near. Brown senior reciprocates the confession, but 
lays stress on the dar. 


‘‘No bookworm” writes that he can’t make up his mind whether 
the Evidences of Paly, the Annuals of Parley, or the Diversions ef 
Purley, make him feel the most poorly. 


Wuy is a grassy slope after a shower 80 pleasing a sight to a humgry 
man’ Because it is a bank-wet. 
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PAY YOUR WAY.” 
Old Gent :—** We HAVE LOST OUR WAY, BOY; CAN YOU DIRECT Us?” 
Boy :—‘‘ Iv A HOLD GENT LIKE YOU LOSES HIS WAY—CAN’T EXPECT A BOY LIKE ME TO FIND IT FOR HIM—NOT FOR NOTHING!”’ 
Mr. F. C. Bunnanv’s latest production at the Strand Theatre, Our Lirr’s river oft, through grassy croft 
Club, is announced as a comedy, and, accepting it as such, we are | All daisy deck’d, goes onward singing ;— 
forced to confess it contains too much of the farcical element. If we | As oft, alas ! ’twill onward pass 
; ignore the distinction, and accept it as a farce, we are forced to con- | ‘Mid rugged rocks with rough notes ringing. 
fess it contains too much of the serious element. ‘These incongruities At times it may, like sunny day, 
might have been avoided by calling it a farcical-comedy. All owing Beguile our thoughts to happy ending, 
to a ridiculous mistake in taking the account of a blackguard club- | Or stormy cloud the path beshroud, 
waiter's character (abstract) for the character (conerete) of a gentleman, We know not where our steps are wending. 
there is serious prospect of blighting the affections of the lady who eg: 
; (doing what no woman would do) seeks, by appointment, this informa- Tis joy fullsweet when two hearts meet 
: tion as to her swain’s disposition, from a perfect stranger. However, And sail together on the river, 
the piece is extremely laughable and highly amusing, and some very And all the way make summer day 
good things are said in the course of the three acts. The pruning- As if life’s flood would flow for ever. 
knife is wanted, and we venture to recommend that its use be con- But fifty years of hopes and fears ;— 
siderably devoted to the serious portions. Our Club is capitally played, ‘I hen sunny hours grow few and dimmer, 
Mr. Vernon making his return to the Strand in it, but he is not fitted | What shall I my iy locks are grey, 
with a part with which he can do much. Mr. Cox’s byplay; as the | And I am old ;—Bring in my dinner. 
gossiping doctor, was excellent. The scenery is very good. 
. aa pce ain A Strong Affinity. | 
* E *e . ‘ . 
De Lunatico Inquirendo. A apy advertising her school in the Standard states, ‘‘She is 


‘ Ix obedience to many inquiries we beg to announce that this year’s daughter and sister of a beneficed clergyman!’’ Who, in the name 
Doggett’s Cout-and-Badger will be drawn by our special artist. of prohibitive degrees, can he be? 
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S “* \ have great p.easure bu certitying to me 
\¢ great benefit | have seen to anse from 
is a | RE the wee of Chapman's Batire Wheat Flour as 
ee article of food for chiidrea. It is very 
@asily digested by the most delicate ones” 
—Faow Boxrow Smiiisroa, Boy., F.B.C3. 
Sold by Chemists, dc., in 64. and 15. 
Packets, and 81. Tins. points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. select the pattern best suited to your hand, 


CAUTION.—Iy Cocoa thickens in the oup it proves the addition of stares . Works, Birmincuam. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF MR. SCATTERBRAIN.—No. 3. 


Mr. S. reads an advertisement 
of a marvellous gas stove. 


He meditates on the purchase. 


THE BRITISH STRIKADA. 


Bx Macavutay Minor. a.p. 1975. 


[The following production, which is obviously from the pen of a 
Trades Union agent, with whose views we need hardly say we have 
no sympathy, has got into the hands of our printers, either by 
accident or nefarious design. We insert this note in order to warn 
all well-disposed persons against reading any further than this para- 
graph.—Eb. Fun. | 


ATTEND, all ye who list to hear our British workmen's praise ; 
I tell ye of the famous strike they wrought in ancient days, 
When that great ogre Carirat to death was duly done, 

And when Jie Anti-Capital Association won! 


It was about the close of day, the air was growing cool, 

There came a gallant messenger full speed to Liverpool. 

To the Association’s local centre did he cry— 

A messenger from quarters head sent forth to do or die! 

Escaped the awful perils of a journey by the rail, 

He brings the ultimatum decd at which his hearers pale. 

Aye, pale !—but with excitement as proclaims a mighty shout 

Of chivalric approval, for the London men are ‘‘ out!”’ 

Shout for the London Masons, shout! Shout for the noble crew! 

Shout for the painters, dustmen, for the carpenters shout too ! 

Shout for the gasworks stokers, shout!—shout for the steamboat | 
men ! 

Shout for The Anti-Capital Association then! | 

And ev’ry British workman that’s in London town to-day 

Is not to do another stroke till cenruPLep his pay! 

Let all the British workmen in this master-ridden land 

Strike ! one and all, for subtly so the Union hath plann’d. 

Strike! one and all, this very night ;—by telegram and post 

Send forth the dire alternative to Devon’s rocky coast ; 

Send forth to bleak Northumberland, to Lincoln in the fen ; 

Send forth to every industry where work the working men ! 

Ho! strike the capitalists deep! Fling out our banner wide : 

Shout as ye never shouted yet! Cry as ye never cried ! 

Salute our banner, Union men—salute till ye are hoarse— 

Our oriflamme that bears the legend—‘‘ L’ Union fait la force !”’ 

The chilly breeze of eve refused to waft that banner’s fold, 

It hadn’t strength enough to move the massy scrolls of gold. 

Night sank upon the landing-stage, and on the black Mer-sey, 

And such a night in England was as nevermore will be. 


From Portsmouth’s yards to Devonport’s,—from Woolwich to | 


Sheerness, 
The summons flashed, and passing on, caused Government distress. 
The hands turned out with one accord and sent the signal on ; 
From Stafford’s potteries it flew to cheesey Huntingdon. 
It roused Great Grimsby’s shipwrights, and ‘they roused the 
Hartlepools, 
Who pass it on to Sunderland, and no one’s vigour cools. 


YOL. XAVII. 


Ultimately bears it in triumph to 


_ = 


But his forgotten he has no gas 


his semi-detached villa. laid on in the house. 


And on it flies to Cardiff, Bristol, on to Milford Bay— 

And all the men on England's coast had struck ’ere break of day ! 

Meanwhile the Northern collieries, the ironworks of Wales, 

The mill-hands of the Palatine, their lot cast in the scales. 

The cotton mills of Manchester turn out a goodly band, 

And Birmingham’s steam-hammers are all silent in the land. 

From north to south, from east to west, the fiery message went, 

And even roused the brewers’ men of Burton-upon-Trent ! 

Match-makers, too, and quarrymen, sprang up behind its march, 

And all the rural labourers led on by gallant inh ! 

Brass-finishers and tailors’-men all swarm to swell the flood, 

And all the roadmen did refuse to sweep away the mud ! 

The West of England weavers sped the message to the north, 

And where it flew no shuttle-hand unto his loom went forth. 

With Cambridge, where are sausages, Northampton ‘‘uppers’’ made, 

Struck Nottingham of stocking fame, and ev’ry Sheffield ‘‘ blade”’ ; 

The Yarmouth fishers left their masters’ smacks upon the waves ; 

The rugged miners left their ‘‘ shifts’? in Cornwall's sunless caves ; 

The billiard-table markers left the balls ‘‘ upon the spot,” 

And all the laundry-women ‘‘strike,” for now ‘‘ the iron’s hot !”’ 

Coal-whippers ‘‘ lashed’ to fury leave the colliers in the ‘‘ lurch”’ ; 

And all the crossings in the streets are guiltless of the ‘‘ birch.’’ 

The cabmen ‘‘ rank”’ together and deride the ‘‘ shilling” scale, 

And send the summons far and near, from Berwick bounds to Chale. 

Each ‘‘ strapping ’’ barber's ’prentice ‘‘ cuts’’ his master like a man, 

The carmen all unswerving take their places ‘‘ in the van.” 

So, too, the fire-wood choppers nobly help ‘‘ to feed the flame ’’— 

Those ‘‘ galley’’ slaves, compositors, do zealously the same! 

And when grim Capital awoke, it, paralysed, stood still, 

For every industry had struck—aye, struck, too, with a will! 

The masters saw with impotent, though deep malignant ire, 

Trade upon trade, in endless range, obey the summons dire. 

Onward it flew, and round it sped, until a mighty shout 

Proclaimed that ev’ry British workman in the realm was ‘‘ out! ”’ 

In vain the masters rack their brains to reckon what to do, 

The movement has been too well plann’d and too well carried 
through ; 

And when consenting to submit, the agony to pile, 

’Gainst Yankee beef and skilley struck the paupers of Carlisle! 


Qui Donc! 


Laprgs’ tresses are often termed locks. When ‘frizetted”’ should 


they not be consistently called pad-locks ? 


Ten thousand eggs were stolen the other day; being thus success- 


fully way-laid, may they not be said to have been laid twice over ? 


Wuewn do ships and wounds most resemble each other? When they 


are healing over ! 


‘‘EveeyTHine falls on me,”’ as the man said when the brick tumbled 


on his head. 




















SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 
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THE DERBY. 

Mr. Epiror: Srr,—Far be it from me to say anything likely to 
injure a tellow-contributor, but I wish you would ‘‘ sack’’ the artist 
told off to illustrate my valuable predictions; or you might relegate 
him to initial letters; or, look here, couldn’t he illustrate the ad- 
vertisements? He's a perfect nuisance to me. The way he utterly 
distorts my meaning with his senseless cuts exhibits quite a genius for 
misapprehension. He completely spoiled my boat-race articles, and 
the worst of it is people keep congratulating me on what they are 
pleased to call my ‘‘awfully good jokes’’! As if racing and betting 
were subjects for jocularity! Last week I told him 1 wanted a sketch 
to my ‘*Sporting Notes and Anticipations,” expressly asking him not to 
play the fool—and just look at the thing he has sent me! Remonstrance 
is useless—he says it is exactly what I asked for—that the excitable 
gentleman in front is ‘‘ Sporting Notes,’ while the individuals in the 
background are indulging in ‘‘ Anticipations” of converting them to 
their own uses. Such disgusting levity needs no further comment. 
Turning to the subject in hand, Derby prospects, and at the risk of 
encountering derisive jeers, I say bet against Sir Joseph—he may win, 
but bet against him. He's the favourite, and I once knew a man 
(whose arrogant affluence and supercilious success are alone the cause 
that I do not know him still) who made his fortune by systematically 
opposing the favourite. He lost about once in a dozen times, but on 
the whole he cleared millions. If you really want to know the actual 
winner, as the subject is ‘‘ hossy,”’ let us consult the ‘* mews”’ :— 

PRELIMINARY CANTER—I MEAN, CANTo. 

With noses for the wearing, and with ginger-nuts to crunch, 

A troupe of nigger minstrels, and their leader Mr. Punch, 

With gipsies who are parting with their fortunes right and left, 

With the various professors of the varied forms of theft — 

Who ought to be encompassed ty the legislative paw 

And punished with the utmost (thimble)-rigger of the law— 

With classes of society all jumbled in a heap— 

The noble and the gentleman, the welsher with the sweep, 

With gentle old Trophonius, the pick of all the bunch, 

A-wondering if anyone will offer him a Junch, 

We'll conjure up a vision of the famous Derby course, 

Prophetically indicating which will be the horse ; 

Or, if by fortune favoured in the usual degree, 

We, p’r'aps, may be enabled to select the winning three. 

There, that’s pretty well for a breather—now off we go again at 
‘*“scratch.”’ 

Tue Wiyner’s Canter—Canro. 
See at the post each has taken his place ; 
See the attention in every face ; 
Several misses—they’re off, though, at last— 
Swift as the wind they go clattering past. 
Can it be Sefton? Sir Joseph ? Oh, no, 
Surely the ribbon is never ‘for Jo. !”’ 
Is Maximilian staying the course ? 
Surely Red Archer is scarcely the horse # 
Cyprus and Jupiter—Insulaire hid 
Scotland the Bonnie, stands it where it did - 
Ah! they dart out with a struggle - but who ? 
Thurio? Childeric ? Attalus too? 
There ! TI will send actual first for twelve stamps. 
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OUR EXTRA SPECIAL REPORTER AT THE PARIS 
EXHIBITION. 





THE SPANISH COURT. 


Iy you had been in Spain, sir, as I have—perhaps you were not 
aware that I possessed e+ateau property there to a great extent —you 
would not need to read the sub-heading to this article to know that 
‘*the Spanish court.”’ But, there, if you come to think of it, suv do 
the Portuguese, and the Chinese, and the French, and every other 
nation, except, perhaps, the Hottentots, who, I believe, contract 
matrimonial engagements without any preliminary billing and cvoing* 
whatsoever. 

But, of course, when I tell you I have been to see the Spanish 
Court you will at once understand that I have not interrupted sly 
tele-a-tetes behind glass cases, or watched sexorias flushing saucy 
encouragement to amorous dons over the fringe of their big fans. No, 
no, when I say Spanish Court I mean Spanish Section, just as when 
you say a Spanish fly you do not mean an Iberian four-wheeler, but « 
specimen of the insects called cantharides. , 

I am aware that the foregoing is not relevant or even rollicking, 
but Homer nodded, and so, as I hope to come out as an heroic fool 
myself ere long, it is as well I think for me to begin nodding at 
once, to make the resemblance I hope to establish the more striking. 
This little private arrangement completed, however, I can throw my- 
self heart and soul into my subject, though how I can have subjects 
without being a king I will not stay to explain. 

The Spanish Court, or Section, then, is not to be viewed lightly by 
those really anxious to intelligently study its contents. I found for 
my part that the persistent chewing of Spanish liquorice was very 
conducive to a fitting frame of mind, and you will please attribute any 
special brilliancy in my notes to the virtues extracted from that loath- 
some root. 

Naturally wine is one of the principal exhibits, and it is quite 
affecting to notice how many men of nautical appearance throng tu 
the gallery where this famous product of the peminsula is to be found. 
After interviewing several of these hardy and ancient mariners [ 
found their one idea was 1n a foreign land, as on a foreign sea, to get 
into port. Pardon me, I am wrong, for, judging by the eager way 
they drank ie sample glasses, it was not so much to get inte port, us 
to yet port into them they cared. 

One exhibitor I noticed was a regular wag, for he had so arranged 
his casks that they creaked when he touched them, and over his stall he 
had placed in choice Castilian— 

‘¢ WHINES FROM THE Woop!”’ 


Thinking he would prove a kindred soul, I made friends with him 
sulliciently to be able to ask him how it was we obtained so much of 
our sherry from Spanish ports, especially as we do not get any port 
from Spanish sherries. 

He is going to let me know by post-card as soon as he gets home, 
and has spoken to the Chief Commissioner of Spanish Customs 
about it. 

Much curiosity was aroused by a sample dozen of the ‘‘Sublime”’ 
Porte as bottled for the Sultan’s private cellar. 

ut even if the wines did not supply the Spanish section with its 
raison d'etre, it would find one, or at any rate a raison d'etre in its figs 
and muscatels, One exhibitor of these dried fruits puts over his 
stall :— 
‘How tro Make a MvuscateL Pupprnc— 


Apply Within.”’ 


As I ventured to tell this exhibitor if he could make a musket tell 
pudding, it would be comparatively easy to make a Martini-Henry 
rifle tell pie ; and that, with these intelligent fire-arms in conjunction 
with a learned pig which could tell the time of day, he would be 
able to make his fortune in England if he went round with them in a 
caravan. 

Spain also holds her own in the Nut Department; and one of her 
Barcelona extibitors boldly announces his specimen as ‘‘‘ Nut’ to be 
equalled !’’ 

The Bull-fight which was to have been exhibited, was rejected, I 
am told, at the last moment; so that the ingenious riddle 1 meant to 
work in apropos of matadors and doormats, cannot be used. I am not 
sure either, that I should not have made something good also out of 
the picadors and picking locks; but, alas! the chance of doing so is 
now indefinitely postponed. — 

Spain figures to great advantage in the lace department. Nor is it 
to be wondered at when you remember that the Spaniards, as a rule, 
are decidedly a ‘‘lacey’’ people. Let them once get comfortably 
settled in the sun and they show little disposition to get up. In this 


* I am reminded, but have not space to tell you just now, of the man in the 
Potteries, who did all his ** Billing’? with a ** Billhouk.’’—Y. E. 8. R. 


—_ 
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respect—the getting up, I mean—the Spanish stock resembles. the 
Spanish people. 

This is not my log, so I will not give you my notes on Spanish 
mahogany. The show of fans demands an article to itself; another 
proof, if one were needed, of the fanatical and fanciful, not to say 
fantastic character of the people. 

By-the-way, can any of your readers tell me the difference between 
a Span-yard and a Flemish ell ? 
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A MONSTER. 


Fix an arm of the sea 
To the trunk of a tree 
With the head of a Scotch lake to see they agree, 
Then the foot of a hill, 
And a leg from a grill, 
And oh! what a comical body ’twill be ! 


os 


Ir is said that a woman rises or sinks to her husband’s level, while a 
man retains his, whatever that of his wife may have been. It is pos- 
sible there may be exceptions to this rule. At any rate, a case, the 
other day, in which a Mr. Jones married a Miss Prestige, seems to 
favour the idea, as Mr. Jones in obtaining his bride, undeniably gained 
prestige, though certainly in taking the name of Jones the lady 
lost it. 

Rvpge young men of the present day, let Nature teach you politeness. 
See, how fond young trees are of making boughs. 

A itt. friend of ours objects to her music-mistress because she is 
always giving shakes. 

A nz on which we should expect to find the rules observed with 
rigour.—The Di-strict Railway. 

Morro for ladies who wear the fashionable tight sleeve—‘‘ Cedant 


arma toge.’’ (Let arms yield to the gown!) . 
Mem. ror Boranists.—Acres of docks may be seen in East London. 








RETROSPECTION. 


RETROSPECTION will often be sour, 
And sometimes deliciously sweet, 

As it saddens or gladdens the hour 
Where presage and memory meet! 

All the Future lies dimly before us, 
And shades of the past bring a vain 

Wild wish, that comes ruefully o’er us, 
To live our lives over again ! 


And so when we “‘ feed”’ in the City 
As guests of some Guild of renown, 

We look round the table with pity, 
Though turtle glides lovelily down ! | 

Because we foreshadow the morrow} 
Will sadden our lives with this vain— i. 

This hopeless and heart-breaking sorrow— 
We can’t eat that dinner again! 


ee eens + 


ee 
SS een - 
S 





A Wolley of Abuse. 

Mr. Wuattzy has written to Mayfair stating that 
among other amusements he has taken to poetry. So 
perhaps now the honourable member will be less prosey. 
Judged by his maiden poem, in which he alludes to 
‘‘Romish war priest's treacherous wiles,’ and the 
‘‘ red-fanged priest and pope,” Mr. Whalley will avail 
himself to the full of poetical licence. There can be 
no doubt as to the rhyme being good, but we have our 
own opinion with regard to Mr. Whalley’s season. 





Toper-graphical. 

Tux Good Templars are so unreasonable as to insist on 
water drinking—as if water was ever thirsty! They 
are also very inconsistent, for, although they do not get 
tipsy themselves, they like to see water drunk! 


Path-ological. 

Ir you go for a walk you will find on your return that 
you have left it behind you. It is, therefore, better to 
take one; at the same time it is necessary to be careful 
that the walk you take is your own. 


Wuart part of London is preferred by refugees from 
the neighbourhood of the Jardin des Plantes’ They 
have naturally Soho-lodge-ieal tendencies. 


EUN. 
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RULES FOR CORRECT SPEAKING AND POLITE 
CONVERSATION. 


InstEaD of saying, ‘‘It rejoices me to sec you,” say, ‘‘I am very 
sorry you have come.”’ 

Instead of saying, ‘‘ He was a man notorious for his benevolence,’ 
say, ‘* He was a horrid old screw.”’ : 

Instead of saying, ‘‘I am going over the bridge,”’ say, ‘‘l am not 
such a fool.”’ 

Instead of saying, ‘‘He is remarkably handsome,” say, ‘‘ Did you 
ever see such a perfect fright ?’’ : 

Instead of saying, ‘‘I only want two shillings,” say, ‘‘I want as 


| much money as you can Jend me.”’ 


Instead of saying, ‘‘I had rather have 
greatly prefer your room.” 
Instead of saying, ‘‘ Let you and I the battle try,” say, ‘‘ Let you 


your company,” say, ‘‘I 


‘and me the battle flee.”’ 


‘ _ of saying, ‘‘ What deautiful tea!” say, ‘* What wretched 
stuff ! 

Instead of saying, 
a cram!” 

Instead of saying, ‘‘ Mere Jays his honoured head,” say, ‘‘ There 
rests. his lying tongue.”’ 

Instead of saying, ‘‘ I hope somebody will find him in clothes,’’ say, 
‘*T hope no one will find him out of them.” 

Instead of saying, ‘‘I knew it previous to your telling me,” say, 
‘* A pinch for stale news.”’ 

Instead of saying, ‘‘ A married pair,” say, “A couple of geese.’’ 

Instead of saying, ‘I said, says I,”’—hold your tongue. 


‘*I suspect the veracity of his story,” say, ‘‘ What 











THE DRYAD’S SONG. 
Sycamore, yew, cedar, plane, 
She will not now your suit disdain ; 
You'll find her if you search again. 





‘* CUTTING.” 


*‘ Hiro, SPIrKINS, HOW I8 IT YOU'RE NOT DANCING :”’ 
Spifkins :—‘‘ Haven’T THE HEART TO, YOU KNOW, MY GIRL’S ILL.”’ 
‘* Aw! cvrrivc HER TEETH, I PREsUME?”’ 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER.—‘'BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A_ TENANT.) 
No. 1.—ON CHOICE OF SITE AND FOUNDATIONS. 
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1. There are rare practical jokes ready for the Speculative Builder, to indulge in. In this respect he is blest above all other mortals. Here is one :—Choose a nice 
damp-yielding clay for a site, and order in a lot of slack-baked bricks.——2. Then “ put up”’ a pair of villas of the modern composite-incomprehensible order. 
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5. In a short time the elack bricks will begin to settle, and then will come fun of observing 6. And (the tenant having no remedy for this sort of thing) after a 
the rage of the two tenants. There won’t be a wall between the houses through time of it they will pay the rent for the rest of their term, 
which they won’t see each other. and sneak away. 
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THE; RUSSIAN CARD TRICK; 
OR, SHUFFLE AND SCHOUVALOFF. 
“WHAT HAS HE GOT UP HIS SLEEVE?” 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 
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No. IV.—THE PEAR. 

Tue pear, as its name implies, is a single individual. A pair are 
one. This is the law of all marriage. And two pairs (however you 
choose to spell the word ‘‘ pear’’) can only be two. So there is no 
truth whatever in the absurd doctrine that two and two necessarily 
make four. When two and two pair, two and two cease to be four, 
and become two. By parity of reasoning, two pears are not four 
pairs ; or they would of course be eight. Common misunderstandings 
of this sort are entirely due to the obtuseness of — Euclid, Esq., and 
Mr. Lindley Murray, whose minds were both singularly impervious 
to vegetable science. 

The pear, from a moral vegetable point of view, is an apple gone 
wrong. ‘The fallen nature of the apple has been already expounded. 
nd there was no other way for the pear to go any wronger than its 
pear-ent apple without sinking. Because Newton brought the appledown 
as faras the ground. Still, the parent apple has at least had strength 
ot character to keep itself nearly round ; while the pear has debilitated 
into drop-shape—its form being that of a blob of honey. It has a 
flavour: but as compared with the flavour of that old original sinner, 
the apple, it is moonlight unto sunlight, and small beer unto wine. 
Only an invalid taste prefers the pear to the apple. The healthy and 
saree appetite retains an uncloyed relish for the older-established 


p- 

here is a wild variety of pear called (without overstepping the 
bounds of Christian charity) by the justly opprobrious epithet of 
** Prickly.”? It grows up, instead of down, and bears prickles that 
will prickle any mortal thing into agonies of stingeringus morbus. 
It maliciously grows in warm countries, where prickling is most pain- 
ful; and is utilised by man to stick up on garden walls, instead of 
broken glass bottles, to protect the acquisitions of the greedy from the 
attacks of the covetous. 

Some of the tame pears are good to eat. But even that is no credit 
to them. They hate man. They grow as lazily as ever they can, 
in order to make his mouth water for their slow-given fruit. And 
we boys and girls can only get pears through the patience and ab- 
stinence of our forefathers. ‘The pear, in fact, is the original slug- 
gard ; for you can’t keep it without its going to sleep. 


Marriage a la Mode. 

Tue defendant in a breach of promise case last Wednesday, who 
has had to pay £700, gave as his reason for not fulfilling his agree- 
ment, that ‘‘he wanted an angel with £2,000.” We cannot help 
thinking he was unreasonable in his requirements. An angel is 
generally supposed to be an inhabitant of heaven, and if induced to 
visit these parts, what on earth would she want with £2,000! For our 
own part, we should consider any girl with that amount of money a 
perfect ang el. 


Ix proposing the Amendment to the Marquis of Hartington’s resolu- 
tion in reference to the Military Forces of the Crown, Sir M. Hicks- 
Beach said: ‘‘To us, at any rate, if to any party in this House, the 
Constitution of our country ought to be dear.’’ Precisely! But the 
Opposition think it has been dear, very much too dear. 

THe newspapers tell us that ‘‘ Newgate is condemned.”’ We fail to 
recognise anything new in the news. Newgate always has been a 
condemned prison. 

Surgery Mrs. Stocken, who gave birth to a daughter recently, should 
have been blessed with twins! We don’t seem to care for anything 
less than a pair of Stockens. 

Wuy must an adjutant be a good accountant ?>—Because he has to 
‘* reckon up the columns.” 

WakninG To ANGLERS.—If toll-bars are universally abolished, how 
will it be possible for any man to take a pike? 
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THE PROPHET JONES. 


Dvucpamg! * Come hither, faithful all, 
With waving arms and paces woven—or 
Whatever gambols mystical 
Best suit the Gallery of Grosvenor. 


Burne Jones it isa mighty name, 

More famous than all other Joneses: 
He monarch of the meagre frame, 

Of clinging robes and lengthy bones, is. 


He paints you ladies by the score, 
All six feet high, none six stone heavy ; 
And one transparent garment’s more 
Than full-dress for his mystic levée. 


Their chins stick out a long, long way, 

Their eyes are wild, lips curled and haughty, 
And somehow they seem all to say 

‘‘We’re mildly, meekly, feebly naughty !”’ 


But, ah, they’re not! So any fool 
Can see—for with one glance alone he 
Perceives there’s here no Fleshly School— 
It’s much more like the Skin-and-Boney! 


Laus Veneris! You dear old girl, 
Our pretty, merry, flirting Venus, 

You ask, ‘‘ These maids limp, out of curl, 
Dejected—what can be between us 


In common? They my praises sing! 

Oh, go along! Nought e’er could make them 
My votaries—why, they’re famishing ! 

D that’s to say, Diana take them!”’ 


But no: Respectability 

Won’t countenance these lovelorn ladies— 
Says, ‘*‘ They’re no earthly use to me, 

These ghosts from some sham shadowy Hades ! 


‘¢ Who can conceive these maids absurd 

As marrying, keeping, house, and bringing 
Their children up—or, in a word, 

As doing anything but singing ? 
‘‘' They’re too impalpable and mad, 

They’ ve neither common sense nor figures, 
And their complexions are a sad 

Unhealthy grey—like washed-out niggers !”’ 


Declined by both! Your mystic sway, 
Dian and Venus, each disowns! 

My prophet, think about it, pray— 
Be warned in time, oh Mr. Jones! 


Of ladies long and very lean, 

Though angularly picturesque, you 
Too ruinously fond have been— 

But is ’t too late to try your rescue ? 


Nay! Paint some healthy English maid, 
Forsake your poor, pale, green-eyed votary : 
Use dumb-bells—box—don’t be afraid— 





By Jingo! 

Tue wife of a Mr. Voight lately presented him with an addition to 
his family. The little stranger was doubtless received with open arms: 
at least we can scarcely imagine the delighted parents scornful of their 
luck, and exclaiming—‘‘ We don’t want a Voight!” 


Natural History. 
Tue Flora and Fauna of some of the mining districts, considered 
from the husband's point of view, seem to restore themselves into 
—Before marriage, Fawn her ; afterwards, Floor her. © 


In a notice of the Academy it is stated :— 


‘‘The Road to Ruin” (291-295) has a special policeman told off to guard ite 
five compartments from the mob that unceasingly gathers round it. 


It is significant that the road to ruin has ever been attractive and is 
invariably associated with a policeman. 





A piscrpLe of Mr. Kingsley’s has resigned his curacy in a sea-side 
village, because he found that it had no mussels. 


* “ An invocation to call fools into a circle.”—As You Like It. 
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Crusty Old Boy :—‘‘ A .iGuT! 


ANOTHER OLD MAN OF 
(4 ttl play recommended for production at the Theatre Royal, 


5, 
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PUTTING HIS PIPE OUT. 


Youth :—‘‘ Got sucH A THING AS A LIGHT ABOUT YER, Guv'NER?”’ 





Liverpool.) 


A TrapesmMan. Each mortal has duties or little or great 


Admitting of endless variety— 

Unchangeable duties he owes to the State, 
To his friends, to himself, to Society. 

The tradesman’s unchangeable duty ’s to sell, 
Acquiring a competence speedily 

By vending bad articles.—As for the Swell, 
His duty ’s to purchase them greedily. 


I grieve for the ‘‘ Swell,”’ he is constantly found 
gnoring his duty— neglecting it, 

In one by a duty so solemnly bound 
You'd surely . hardly expecting it. 

You’d fancy the trader he’d quickly seek out, 
Unbiddenly finding his way to him, 

(The trader not having to trouble about 
The matter), and eagerly say to him :— 


‘* As Fortune myself has been pleased to befriend 
O’er most of us mortal-born particles, 
A of my fortune I’m longing to spend 
n wholly unrequisite articles.’’ 


‘* Aware that my duty is simply to buy— 
(The laws of the universe willing it, 
Society loudly demanding it)—I 
Have boundless delight in fulfilling it. 
Instead of this sensible yielding to Fate, 
A sense of his duty inciting him, 
The ‘‘ Swell’”’ is so very remiss as to wait 
For the traders expressly inviting him. 
And it’s oh, for some moral or physical force 
To bring to the culprit decidedly a 
A sense of his error, a flood of remorse, 
And a cheque to his walking misguidedly. 
(4n UNKNOWN ascends up a trap suddenly.) 


Tus Unknown. Good morrow, neighbour! Hear me speak, 


And, if you care for good advising, 


Wuat, D’YE WANT TO GO TO BED?” 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue critics condemn the unnecessary 
lapse of time that is allowed to intervene 
between the acts of Family Honour. They 
may be unnecessary, but ‘‘ laps’’ between 
the acts always do take a long time. 

The new piece for the Royalty, entitled 
The Latest Scandal, is taken from the 
French. We should have thought there 
was plenty of material at home on that 
subject, and eminently dramatic material. 

It is stated that Mr. Sam Emery is 
talking about an Australian tour. We 
always thought he was a warm 
member. 

On the occasion of the Shakespeare 
Memorial Benefit, Miss Kate Field literally 
electrified the house. 

Eye’s right is the title of a new 
comedietta, which should succeed, for 
most actors are well drified and can stand 
at ease. 

Our Club is a trump card for the Strand ; 
several of the company have scored honors 
and others made points. 

Capote Mortuum. 

How ghosts become possessed of clothes, 
or the ghosts of clothes, has long been an 
unsolved difficulty. The explanation 
probably is this:—That as ghosts are the 
spirits of persons who have died, their 
garments are the ghosts of clothes dyed 
also. 


Cat-egorical. 
Don’r take your favourite cat to the 
| seaside. It is a well-known saying that 


[Exit Youth. | **C air killed a cat.” 


| 















THE SEA. 


| (THe Unknown / 


I can supply the force you seek— 
It will be found in ADVERTISING. 


No more for custom need you wait 
With patience wholly unavailing : 
The remedy, I beg to state 
With confidence, is quite unfailing. 


Tus TrapesMan. So be it, then. I long to see 


A change so great and so surprising ! 


TRADESMAN signs it. Thunder.) 


Tur Unknown. Aha! You've sold yourself to me! 


Iam the Frenp or ADVERTISING ! 





like the ** Old Man of the Sea.’’ An interval. 


* * * * * 


Tue TRADESMAN (stil/ bearing Tue Fienp or ADVERTISING). 


Oh, life is a burden, as sadly I place 
The hand in the pocket unceasingly, 
Each further advertisement showing a trace 
Of profits accruing decreasingly ! 
To oy display to the customer’s face 
is duty, unheeding the throes of him, 
With laudable zeal I persistently place 
Advertisements under the nose of him. 





ands a document to Tue TRADESMAN ¢0 sign. THE 


(Tue Fienp or ADVERTISING springs upon Tue TRADESMAN’S back, 
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No pleasant increment of profits I’ve known, 
Bad fortune pursuing me foilingly ; 

The customer's torture is nought to my own 
Returning upon me recoilingly. 


THE Frenp or ADVERTISING (whispering coaxingly). 


Be strong of heart, my friend, and try, 
Your customer who errs so wrongly 
Must needs give in if you apply 
The Advertising ‘Torture strongly. 


Where’er your victim takes his way 
Let thronged advertisements surround him,— 
Confuse him to distraction— play 
Upon his nerves—perplex—confound him ! 
Let mighty canvases, with grim, 
Great-lettered, awe-inspiring faces 
Obtrude themselves and stare at him 
From all the most unlikely places. 
* 


* * * e 


Soig: Tue Pusrtc, alias tHe ‘* Swri”’ and tue ‘* Customer.” 


In desperation 
I seek cessation 
From these advertisements which haunt my sight, 
Destroying reason, 
At ev’ry season 
They’re near unceasingly—by day, by night! 





In colours flaming, 
Completely shaming 

The very rainbow, mighty posters stare ; 
With inward wailings, 
On posts and palings, 

I see them mocking me, and tear my hair. 
Repose dispelling, 
They haunt my dwelling 

On gaudy paper in the brightest ink ; 
They show their faces 
On tins and cases, 

And jars, containing what I eat and drink. 


In flocks eternal, 
They haunt my journal, 
In truth they constitute its greater part ; 
And who, perceiving 
Them interleavin 
The book he’s reading, doesn’t break his heart ¢ 


THIS. WAY IN 


— 
ee 





The last invention, 
To call ene m 

To wares of tradesmen from the passer-by 
May be commended :— : 
A board suspended 

Descends in front of you and blacks your eye. 
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With pain exceeding, 
My paper reading, 
I start upon some paragraph that fills 
With expectation 
Of information, 
And find I’ve read a puff of patent pills. 


In desperation 
I seek cessation 

From those advertisements which haunt my eye; 
Oh, make acquainted 
One spot untainted 

By puffs and posters—there I'll go and die ! 
And if my ghost errs 
’Mid bills and posters, 

And haunts the torturers who advertise ; 
And takes to whack ’ard 
On board and placard, 

It’s not a circumstance to cause surprise. 

(He is suddenly decapitated by a patent Liverpudlian-foot-passenger- 
endangering shop-sign. Enter Tur TrapesMan, dearing Tur Genius 
OF ADVERTISING.) 

Tue TRADESMAN (indignantly). 

Deceiver! It’s plain that the counsel you give 
To profit no whit but to hurt is meant ; 

I firmly decided, as long as [ live, 
To pay for no further advertisement. 

Be off! Ihave done with you! Reason declares 
(The fact needing no one to plead for it) 

If no one had taken: o puffing his wares 
There wouldn’t have teas any need for it. 

(He makes a great effort, and shakes off the incubus.) 


ENDLESS GOLD. 

Brown always declared that he would ey an heiress, but being 
next door to penniless himself, his friends didn’t quite believe him, 
though he had never been known to tell an untruth. One evening, at 
a political meeting, he made the acquaintance of a great cotton lord, 
Sir Calico Twill, and happening to say ‘‘ Hear! hear!’’ in the right 
place several times whilst Sir Calico was speaking, the old gentleman 
took a fancy to him, and asked him home to supper. There he met 
with his host’s daughter, a charming young lady with eight thousand 
a year, fell desperately in love with her, popped the question in the 
conservatory, and was referred to her papa. 

‘‘ Before I take the matter into consideration,”’ said Sir Calico, when 
Brown had stated his case, ‘‘ you must answer me one question. What 
is your fortune ?”’ 

‘Well, I don’t exactly know,” answered Brown, being uncertain 
whether that was a threepenny or fourpenny under his tobacco-jar at 
home; ‘‘ but let your daughter become my wife, and I promise that 
she shall have endless gold.” 

‘Endless gold is rather an exaggeration, eh ?’’ remarked Sir Calico. 

‘‘Scarcely in my case,’’ said Brown, ‘‘as my wife and I, be as 
extravagant as we might, should never be able to get through it.” 

‘* Are you telling me the truth?” 

‘‘ The truth, I swear it!”’ 

‘‘'Then take her, my boy,”’ said Sir Calico, grasping Brown’s hand, 
‘‘and happy I am that my child has been saved from the clutches of 
rogues and fortune-hunters.”’ 

ell, they were married, and Brown made the money fly at such a 
rate that when his wife’s milliner’s bill come in he was obliged to 
confess himself stumped. Mrs. B. immediately sent for her papa. 

‘‘What’s this?’ said Sir Calico. ‘‘Stumped! What [ you 
mean, sir? Where’s the endless gold you promised, eh? ”’ 

‘*T’ve kept my promise,’’ answered Brown. 

‘Kept it!’ said his father-in-law, beginning to lose his temper. 
‘‘ Kept your promise, and can’t find the money to pay a paltry milliner’s 
bill. Why, you—you ” 

‘‘Calm yourself, old boy,” interrupted Brown. ‘‘I promised to 
give your daughter endless gold, which both of us, be as extravagant 
as we might, should never be able to get through. Was it not so?” 

‘¢'Yes, and you-—’”’ 

‘‘ Don’t fluster yourself now. I’ve kept my promise.” 

‘“* How ?”’ 

‘‘ Why I gave her a wedding-ring—that’s endless gold, isn’t it? 
And my dear,” added Brown, turning to his wife, ‘‘ do you think that 
both of us could ever get through anything which only just fits one of 
those taper fingers ?”’ 

Sir Calico looked as if he was going to have a fit, but a timely 
remark of his daughter’s probably averted the catastrophe. 

‘‘ Well, papa,”’ she said, ‘‘ there’s still one thing in ourfavour. No 
one can say that I’ve got a fool for a husband.”’ 

So the storm blew over, and now Brown and his wife, though they 
do have to manage on eight thousand a year, are the happiest couple 


in the two hemispheres. 
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‘“A FLOWERY COMPLIMENT.” 


Mister Twiggs :—‘‘ Tu1s 1s How IT Is, Miss; s0ME FLOWERS ARE LIKE SOME PEOPLE—PLANT ’EM ANYWHERES, AND THEX’LL GROW 
Beau-ti-ful !” 

























MASTERLY INACTIVITY. ao Musical. ; 
tate an oe : Tue flattering notice that has recently appeared in a contemporary 
2 azy, Tu . ’ = os , anent the singing of Miss Matilda Roby, R.A.M., decidedly suggests 
And like bitter Canes ie wine that it is a case with the musical critic in question of ‘‘ Roby, tot que 
’ "a1 f° 
And a Jolly Nash more than a Grisi! ea iacsiaiaielanmieaaatiettdi tal Rianne: 
They wonder I never exert D pétes tlh eatin 


The powers for which I’ve proclivity ; 
But no one can ever be hurt 
By a ‘‘ masterly inactivity ’’! 


What care I for Fortune or Fame! 
; Once I thought I could ne’er do without them ! Having the Pull of Them. 


But now all my hopes have got tame— THERz is a rumour afloat that the wire-drawers at Birmingham are 


Ashe eae — them ! going to strike. Who are the wire-pullers of the movement ? 


Down Life’s peaceful, easy declivity ; 
And smoking my meerschaum all day, 
Rest in ‘‘ masterly inactivity’ ! 


THERE is no difficulty about building castles in the air—they are 
always erected there. The impossible operation is to build them in a 
vacuum ! 








In f’r a Dig. 
‘Tur diggers at Pilgrim’s Rest,” says a telegram from the Cape, 
‘* have gone into lager.’’ If it were lager-beer we don’t blame them. 








Zoo and hoo. On Tuxspay Next, 


* Sir, you area hunting leopard,” observed a card-player to an THE DERBY DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN 


) opponent. ‘This allusion to his being a cheetah was lost on his adver- 
sary, who was deficient in natural history. ProrusgLy ILLUSTRATED. ONE PENNY, 


CHADWICK’S "| CADBURY'S |e 

















a 
‘ no Paris Blue} 
a’ SEWING THE TRIANGLE As Supplied to the 
o> TICKET. : 
se ote he adihsta eae 
' % § C K's, PURE-—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
' = GOTTONS. oss) ozone soucenz—nerencetss. | bacon ae 








Pr.ated by JUDD & CO., Phenix Wor *s,St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, May 29, 1878. 
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DERBY JOTTINGS. 


| Somer speculaters may if they like Faney the colts by Buccaneer, 
but neither has any Hope of being anywhere near at the finish. 
| Centenary is clearly not worth a cent for the ninety-ninth Derby. 
| Might be all there if sent for it next year. 

Flashman is expected to go like lightning. 
| JInsulaire being a French horse is regarded, by many English 
_ sportsmen with considerable insular prejudice. 

Islay may be a very good horse, but the Derby is scarcely his lay. 

Red Archer will not be the mount of Fred Archer. 

Sir Joseph is the first favourite and the idol of the public, but, alas! 
the Derby is not for Joe. 

Maximilian is in Peck’s stable, and will carry bushels of money, but 
not quite a million. Sovereign inthe same interest is not supported for 
a shilling, and will probably be struck out. 

The colt by Rosicrucian out of Gamos may be a very game ‘vss, 
but his chance isn’t particularly rosy. 

————————————— ee es Spark is said to go very tinderly. 
WM EA Pb SSL _ ee“ Osis will run on his merits, that is to say his deserts. 
, EEO EE EE ee |) hose who bet jus. for the fun of the thing should get well on 
; A -lare-os. 
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THEATRES, 


Tue Alhambra scores another success in the production of 7/6 Golden 
Wreath, a ballet the plot of which is based on the oldest and most 
approved fairy-tale model, highly melodramatic, with a happy ending. 
A new dancer, Mdlle. David, is introduced, and too much cannot be 
said in her praise for grace, power, and wonderful activity some of 
her movements are almost lightning-like in rapidity. ‘The dresses 
and decorations are most gorgeous, all of the scenery is good, the 
Sunken City remarkably so. ‘The music by Jacobi is very appropriate, 
and the entire production worthy of the talented management of this 
house. 

H.M.S. Pinafore is a great hit, and will add to the repute of 
W. S. Gilbert and Arthur Sullivan as authors of a style of pro- 
duction peculiarly their own. We have no space for the fiintest 
outline J the plot, but we can say that the fun and subtle humour of 
the piece is in the author's happiest vein, and that the music isin every 
way worthy of the composer, full of beauty and freshness, and muc 
of it with that charm that at once fixes it on the mind of the hearer. 
The piece is thoroughly well acted throughout, and was perfect when 
ade hin gh, Tie vations “| presented to the public on the first night. We cannot help saying 
rela yi = ae a _ that George Grossmith more than sustains the repute he has already 

BACKING THE FAVOURITE. _ gained in his particular branch of art, but where all is so good it seems 
Ne teas hardly fair to particularise. 


FINESSE. s . 
Briurarps and love, ’twill be perceived, | Easely’’ Done. 
Closely approach in this: Ir was remarked at the inspection of the Artists’ Corps on the 
Success in both is oft achieved , Queen’s Birthday that it was a pity they were not armed with swords, 
By a judicious Miss. _ as they would be so good at drawing them, and, if necessary, painting 
_ them as well with their adversaries’ gore. 


A Tre ror GunrowpEerR Maxers.—Never blow up your workmen 


on the premises. 
A Miss-cuipep Man.—The defendant in a breach-of-promise case. 


eS 
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MegLANcHOLY 1n Marx Lane.— Maize and beans may well be ‘‘dull”” 
| when they are ‘‘ almost neglected’’ in the Corn Market. 
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“Feo BAD.” 


Des1rino to give the public an amusing sketch of the comic working-man indulging in his 
rt humorous and playful eccentricities of smashing and burning, we despatched our special artist 
to Lancashire. This is what he sends. We notice he has carefully placed his portrait in the 
left top corner, as that is the dress in which he went to the North; perhaps we had better 
draw a veil over his disreputable proceedings. —Eb. Fun. 
P.S.—He has just written to say he has been much aamaperen by the nightmare (or, as we 
should suggest, nightmared by the hamper), and wishes the Headline to his sketch to be, ‘‘ Put 
me in my little Cot’ and ‘‘ Rock me to sleep, Mother.”’ 





TERRIBLE TRAGEDY IN INDIA. 
An Eastern Potentate being reproved by the British Resident for having summarily seized 
the children of an escaped chief and burned them to death, is said to have replied, ‘‘ Burn 
‘ them! Why not indeed? Their Pa steals!” It is an horrible conjecture, we confess; but 
we have too much reason to fear that the Eastern Potentate meant to say, ‘‘ They’re 
Pastilles!’’ If this is really so, we hope swift and condign punishment will follow such a 

double outrage. 


GENTEEL Proression.—The poorest artist can ask you into his drawing-room. 
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MY NICE NEW YEAR AGAIN. 


Somg months ago, and extremely few, 

I found a year that was nice and new ; 

The gladsume reader of Fun perchance 
May not remember the circumstance. 


Some bards would say, with impatience rough, 
‘* Well, J remember, and that’s enough.”’ 
Some bards are awfully curt and vain ; 

I’ve no such qualities ; J’/7 explain :— 


That year (too lovely and fair to fade) 

I found by chance; it had just been made ; 
As far as memory serves, its date 

Was eighten hundred and something eight. 


[ laid it tenderly by, between 

Some sheets of paper to keep it clean 
And prove it wouldn’t sustain a loss, 
As time went on, of its spotless gloss. 


‘¢T’m sure of finding it just as new! 
Whene’er I furrage it out to view,”’ , 
I said—or words to the like effect— 
I hate this bothering retrospect ! 


The facts I’ve stated took place one day 
In the month of Janus, and here it’s May, 
And, filled with hopefulness, I’m about 
To take that beautiful yearling out. 


Why—goodness! Can I believe my sight ? 
Well there, I never! It’s not so bright ; 
Why here’s a speck in it, on my word— 
And here’s another—and here’s a third. 


To think this brightest and best of dears 

Should go like other disgraceful years ! 

T can’t believe it ; it seems a sin ; 

There’s something wrong, and the damp’s 
got in. 


And yet—the sullying specs are plain ; 

Here's theft—and murder—and too much 
rain ; 

Here’s faction—pestilence — storm and strike— 

Success by people that I dislike. 


Oh, look what terrible stains and black 
Have marked its poor little helpless back ; 
See here are summonses, smells, and cant, 
And here are Bagots, and here’s Besant. 


This place is damp as the dampest vault, 
It’s not the poor little yearling’s fault ; 
In such conditions a yearling must 

Get touched by damaging spots and rust. 


I’ll bear it hence to a place I know, 
A lovely cupboard I have below, 
Where no unpitying dampness mars, 
And where I ripen my best cigars. 


And there I’]l leave it in warmth and peace, 
And all the signs of decay shall cease, 

And ev'ry sullying, nasty stain 

Shall go, and it'll be bright again. 


And when I show it about to some 

In the month of Janus that’s next to come, 

The folks will think, from its brand new 
shine, 

It’s eighteen hundred and something nine. 


And I shall chuckle with sly delight 

To think I’ve kept it so nice and bright, 
And all those people shall not be told 
My year is over a twelvemonth old. 


We read that ‘‘a gentleman wants a house- 
keeper to wash and milkacow.”’ It is almost 
superfluous to say this is from a Hibernian 
contemporary. The notion of a lady washing 
a cow is such a thorough Irish du//. 

QuarTER-pDEcKk Casuistry.—Is an officer 
justified in taking a comrade’s watch and 
Ceaalae it ? 
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FUN’S DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC; OR, CLEAR AND COMPREHENSIVE TIP TYPICAL. 


























































































ef 
te Derby, ‘‘teud twelve stamps for aciual winner,” I didn’t say, | 
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DRAMATIC 
| DOINGS. 
| Tue new piece for the 
Lyceum is announced as 
‘¢ original,’’ but the sub- 
ject, Tie Flying Dutch- 
man, is strongly sug- 
| gestive of piracy. 
| Mr. Grossmith’s per- 
'formance in H.M.S.* 
Pinafore is Admirally 
played, and will doubt- 
less benefit the Zreasury 
of the Opera Comique. 
A contemporary sug- 
gests that Mr. Sothern 
should revive The Lady 
| of Lyons. As Melnotte, 
we fancy he would be 
somewhat Clawed by the 
critics. .4 Hornet’s Nest 
would surely be pre- 
| ferable. 
| This does read oddly: 
| ‘6 Family Honour at the 
Aquarium Theatre now 
terminates about a 
quarter past five 



















vA) yA NN by hy eZ 4 
aN AWA Wut. MY Pe ii P le o’clock.”’ Ve cannot 
\ Yen < | * HO HAD A Por ON” gss!°%) | See why Family Honour 
\ pee CAS (. Kis 13 A Common racine EXPE 7 ' should be dispensed with 
? | after dark. 
SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. “Enclose also fearful threats,” as some gentlemen have seen fit to do. 


A Sveerstion, a Retrosprct, anp A RemMonsTRANCE: TROPHONIUS | oe pl lain eth eet tt chcald 

GIvEs HI8 SELECTION FOR THE OaKs. _ | threaten his venerable baldness when he wants to give his selection for 

Once more the time has come, the Derby is at hand, and Trophonius | the Oaks. Is it fair to those gentlemen who hang upon his words ? 

will, in a few short hours, be the most honoured man in his country, | He appeals to the good sense of those other gentlemen, and proceeds, 
as having given the only ‘‘straight tip.’’ By the way, I’ve often | to the best of his ability :— 


thought we journalists could save ourselves some trouble by havin : 
the words, ‘‘ Once more the time has come,” printed as the sakeaeeeee * — wen _— one ~_ = mm, 
ment of an article on the bulk of our MS. paper. How useful and eure a Se tae? : a t “ il oe i 
how constantly in requisition the words are, readers and writers of Yot sk; NTA ie "Cle 7 ti - 
accounts of public gaieties cannot be unaware. ‘The ‘‘ festive season,” | A > : ; It _ co k ——— 

the New Year, the feast of St. Valentine, All Fools’ Day, the Opening | Of at . ee - eo ° - 

of Parliament (pardon the juxtaposition of the twolatter), the Boat Race, O si tT pr itirarinn aaa d vield 
the Academy Exhibition, ‘‘ England’s greatest carnival,’ &c., &o., To Pile : ee ye im fi 1d p io 
down to Michaelmas and Guy Fawkes Day—when, without taking But held? « ot nan : a 
breath, off we go again—The ‘‘ festive season,” the New Year, &c., Aneth 7 ld —T St ath” theta fle = 
&c., &c. On all of these occasions the words are an almost indispen- It ae that he’ ~ uff ns 
sable introduction to a flourishing account of the well-known con- Sees is coc tal heen 


comitants of each—and every festival has its regular ‘‘ properties ’’ as 
surely as a pantomime. Holly and mistletoe for Christmas, staggering 
postmen, and yards of paper-lace for St. Valentine, blue ribbon and 


ineflicient oarsmen for the Boat Race (and oh, how dreadfully | MOTTOES AND MAXIMS FOR SPORTSMEN 


funny we are about that!—droll, satirical dogs that we are, [ ; See 
wonder how many of us could sit an outrigged sculler!), then there’s| Fox the horse we back to win.—In te omnis domus inclinata re- 


the dolls and veils and noses and Aunt Sallies for the Derby. It is cumbet. (‘‘ We are inclined to bet all our dollars upon thee.’’) 
the recurrence of that festival—England’s greatest carnival—that has For those who pay over the winner.—Tu quid ego et populus mecum 
set these reflections afloat in my brain. Well do I remember my first desideret audi. (‘* You want a quid of me, and so do agood many more 
Derby! I was a blushing young architect then (for ‘'rophonius, like I hear.”’) " ; . 
his illustrious Delphic namesake, was a designer of ground-plans and For those who don’t pay.—Beati possidentes. (‘‘ We stick to the 
elevatious before taking to the ‘‘ oracle” business)—it was the year Sir | Whole blessed lot.”’) 
Francis Clavering made his last awful plunge. That soft-hearted For those who receive-—Summum bonum. (The proceeds of a 
snob Pendennis was there, with that little French-print of a flirt, Miss | ‘‘ good thing.’’) 
Amory and her Ma. I saw Sam Huxter too, and Mrs. 8. H.—she was or the winner and his jockey.—Tantenm animis ccelestibus ire. 
Fanny Bolton then. Ah, and she was there—the only woman in the (‘*’Tain’t any animals can bustle up this ’ere.’’) re : 
world—(your prophet was romantic when a youth), and I drank For the jockey with waiting orders.—Major rerum mihi nascitur 
heavenly champagne and ate celestial lobster-salad with her, and | Ordo. (‘The major gave me, orders to keep in the rear.’’) ~ 
swore to be true fur ever—and after—and bought her flowers (it was a | For jockeys,that ride a dead heat.—Divide et impera. (‘‘ Divide f 
pretty, pale, wistful child I bought them of—Nell, she said her name | Like your imperence ! ’’) 
was— Little Nell). Ah, well, the prophet was jilted, but Ae has never For the horse and jock who come in last.-Nos dua turba sumus. 
married. He sought to drown his grief in the wild dissipation of pro- | (‘* We two come in with the crowd.’’) 
osing marriage to every girl he met, until refusals palled upon him. | For Judge Clars.—Post ea. (‘‘ Post’ere,’’ i.c., ‘‘ Here stands a post.”’) 
sat that was lung ago—in the Cossack’s year—or was it Surplice’s or For Tattersall’s Ring.—Quot homines, tot sententia. (So many 
Voltigeur’s? ‘The prophet’s memory is not what it was! = 80 _— 8 centures ” laid out.) 1 
. . ‘or the railings of the other Rings.—Occupet extremum scabies. 
But away with tender memories—away with petty jokes, | (Occupied by an ae scabby lob) (Very literal translation.) 
Let us give a glance around us, and adjudicate the Uaks; Petia Vodile B ” a. ho b t 
Let us notice the outsiders, and the favourites as well | h ik tl ; re ae ea (Good things” oan be Gos on 
And ealmly and desidedly the winner let us tell. | here quietly.) (More * literaller " still.) . 
2 | Fora Derby hamper.—Ne sis unquam elatus. (‘‘ Here is some- 
This is all very well, though; I ean tell the winner ‘“‘ decidedly,” | thing to elate us.’’) 
course, but ‘‘calmly’’ is another thing. When I said, dpropes of| Wor the same, empty.—Nee eupias, nee metuas. (‘No more eold 
meats ner (claret) eups.” 


P.S.—Bets laid on commission. TROPHONIUS. 
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JOHN BULL ON JINGC 
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GRESS RACKS. 


INGO WINNING THE DARE-BY. 
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June 5, 1878.] 


A SONG OF A SERENADER. 


To Derby’s race one year there came 
A clever negro serenader ; 

No artist he alone in name, 
No empty, witless masquerader. 


One loves a song by which the mind 
Is both enlightened and uplifted ; 

The dullest souls are seldom blind 
To one exceptionally’ gifted. 


"Tis always well to see the man 

Who makes his calling quite a passion, 
And holds that nothing’s baser than 

To do one’s work in slipshod fashion. 


The threads of character he wove 
With (so to speak) untiring shuttle ; 
IIis pictures of the negro cove 
Were unexceptionally subtle. 


I’ve heard the finest, judges say, 
While haply speaking on the topic, 

His powers of observation they 
Considered truly microscopic. 


And these were men of honoured names 
Whose judgment needed no defenders ; 

They were the youthful Bill and James, 
Two constant music-hall attenders. 


Some people say that youth is blind, 
Or sees things through a coloured prism ; 
Pooh! Youth’s impressionable wal 
Supplies the finest criticism. 


But there—no more I will digress, 
But go about my tale with vigour, 

And Stop! I must describe the dress 
In which he clothed his life-like nigger. 


His collar reached above the ears, 

Each point unmatching with its wry mate, 
The common fashion, it appears, 

In Afric’s very sunny climate. 


His coat descended to the heel, 

His hat was white, and—mark you—4roken ; 
It is such little points reveal 

The artist more than volumes spoken. 





His other garments soothed the sight 

With all the singularly happy 
Repose of scarlet, green, and white ; 
is tie was bright and very flappy. 


You easily will understand 
Without its being fully stated, 

His talents in his native land 
Were very much appreciated. 


Amid the strife of modern life, 
Amid its fevered dissipation 

With artificial trammels rife, 
There is a special fascination 


Surrounding him who brings before 
Our senses, weary and dejected, 
A picture of some peaceful shore 
Vhere Nature’s simple sway’s respected ; 


He brings us back to life and youth— 
Too .ong untasted !—as he traces 
With vivid, unaffected truth 
The touching traits of simple races. 


The lively, energetic jig— 

The white and very battered ‘‘topper”’ 
(A native word)—the frizzled wig 

That’s taken off to catch a copper. 


So much his countrymen admired 
His sketches, truthful, bright and clever, 
That when he would have fain retired, 
They’d give him no repose whatever. 


‘* My limbs are old; my hair is grey,” 

The Minstrel urged; ‘‘ I’ve done my mission ; 
Henceforth I want to smoke my elay 

Beside my fire, in this positien. 
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‘* Our earthly time is short, alack ! 
And life's uncertain as a bubble ; 
I do not wish to wash the black 
From off my face, it’s too much trouble.”’ 


At length he said—his temper sore 
Against the horde of peace invaders— 
m ‘i go away to Afric’s shore 
Among the other Serenaders. 


‘¢ For there, indeed, and only there 

My garb will cause no wild sensation, 
Because it is the common wear ; 

I shall be free from observation.”’ 


But when at length among the dark 
And swarthy race he stood elated, 
He didn’t pass without remark 
At all, as he’d anticipated. 


In vain he struggled to impress 
Upon these idiotic creatures 
That he was one of them in dress 
And race and form and mind and features. 


‘‘T’m not remarkable,”’ said he, 
‘‘In any way—the thought be flouted ! 


You daily look on such as me ; 
You're such yourselves!”’ But still they doubted. 


WL) 





I do not care what’s said or sung 

By bards in untaught instinct trusting ; 
The gross stupidity among 

Untutored races is disgusting. 


They seemed to think they’d never met 
Another man like him precisely ! 

I doubt if he’s convinced them yet, 
Although he argues very nicely. 


‘¢ That It Should Come To This.”’ 

Accorpine to the Whitehall Review, a Mrs. Jones, widow of a Welsh 
gentleman erst of fortune, has been employed to scrub the Liverpool- 
street Station, and isin very poor circumstances. Strange to relate 
she is the grand-daughter of a late Lord Gardner and the son of an 
Honourable Admiral Gardner. The case is decidedly a remarkable 
one. That Mrs. Jones can, however, be the son of anyone we cannot 
believe—on the face of it it’s unlikely ; and that anyone so well con- 
nected should have to accept such menial employment is 7 sur- 
prising. She is said to be the first cousin of the Governor of Malta, 
and her brother heir presumptive to a peerage. If this be so, and these 
rich relations allow her to scrud, all we can say is they are a 


‘*scrubby ”’ lot. oe 
Standing Onvens.—‘‘ Twe glasses of bitter, please, miss.”’ 
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ROUND(ABOUT)ING ON THEM. 


Proprietor of Roundabout:—‘* Now, my Lorps, THIS WAY, ALL ALIVE, JUST AGOIN’ TO BEGIN! THIS WAY, MY NOBLE SWELLS, TO BACK 


THE WINNER.’’ 


GOT NO "APENCR, AND ARSK YER MOTHER FOR ANY OLD BOTTLES SHE COULD LET YER HAVE INSTEAD. 


GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURS. 
JUNE. 

Recaxpizss of the Aborigines Protection Society, turn tender South 
Americans out of doors. Strike chrysanthemums boldly—they won't 
hit you again—and peg away at your verbenas. Take cuttings of 
choice stocks, but do not instruct your little boy to do this for you, or 
peradventure he will snip up all your best cravats. It will be better 
to set him to sow stocks. ensec d moi is said to be the derivation of 
their name; nevertheless, cut your pansies. ‘T'o raise scented blue 
dublias, plant in indigo. If this does not answer, apply the colour to 
the petals, and water with eau de Cologne. Take up bulbs and run in 
rose cuttings. If you are of a sporting turn, slip myrtles and lay 

inks, though it is rather late for backing. In order to have a 
ouguet parfait you must sow Sweet William. Make up your mind 


what seed you want to save; but I fear you will often have to content | 


yourself with wishing you may get it. The most effectual remedy 
against vermin is to go round your garden and brush every stalk, leaf, 
and flower two or three times a day. As this is rather a tedious 
undertaking, if the housemaid is dusting the drawing-room, call her 
down to help you. She, no doubt, will greatly enjoy the job, and 
your wife will be delighted to see her so usefully employed. 

In the kitchen-garden, if you have time, cut young herbs in blossom, 
and elder flowers. Plant out seedlings and slips. As they approach 
maturity, if your en is in an exposed position, you will probably 
be saved the trouble of Givens them. owever, though all your 
erops should vanish, you will have enjoyed the delight of rearing 
thom. The amateur must ever bear in mind that gardening is its 
own exceeding great reward. 





The Veal and Hammer. 


Ir has been suggested that hud Mr. Silas Wegg ever gone to Paris 
ne Woula Det found himself most in his element at the Hitel de Ville 
an m ! 


(Perceiving an unfavourable impression) —‘* Wei, I CAN’T BE A-WASTING ALL MY TIME ’ERE; RUN ALONG ’OME IF YER AIN'T 


I AIN’T PERTICKLER.”’ 











Sobu, Earl Hussell. 
Born Avausr 18, 1792; Dirp May 28, 1878. 

Deatu has removed one of our great worthies. Earl Russell 
represented in himself the history of England for more than half a 
century, and to fully estimate the great part he played in the politics 
of the country we have but to compare the general condition of society 
now with the state of society sixty years ago. Earl Russell was a 
Reformer when to be a Reformer required an extraordinary amount of 
courage—in fact, when it was almost dangerous; but he was ever 
consistent and true to his principles, and lived to see the good fruits 
of his own work and that of his fellow labourers in the cause 
of advancement. All the weaker parts of his career are indeed 
swallowed up in that which was great and noble. 


Sweeps o’er the land a cry of lamentation ; 

No wonder that a stricken nation weeps !. 

An honoured and an honest champion sleeps, 
Whose life was all devoted to the nation. 


But shall we meet the blow with vain contesting ? 
Ah, no! For fifty years, without a pause, 
He bravely fought in Freedom’s noble cause, 
And now—the gentle veteran is resting ! 


Stand—Englishmen he loved so well—around us 
While, fitting tribute to the true and brave, 
We lay this chaplet on his grave: 

‘‘ He left us wiser—better than he found us.”’ 
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SHY ENOUGH, BUT NOT A-BASHED ONE. 


«Ton ear, I've jist insulted that theer old lady’s family physician, 
an’ he say to me, as the Idiotpathic tetanums in the thick vertebraliza 


of her neck is a caused by her bein’ so nervous-like as one o’ these | 


days, some o’ you gents may go and hit her—yaf! yaf' yaf!”’ 
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FUN’S FARCES. 


No. IV.—MAY THE BEST HORSE WIN! 


A Farce tn Many Suapny Acts, As PLAYED TOO OFTEN ON OUR | 


RACECOURSES. 


Sceng: 4 acecourse. 
fe. They sing— 

We're the howners of an ’oss—an ’oss of good repute ; 

We runs him on the cross, our ‘ faking lay ’’ to suit! 

He figgers on the cyards—the cyards that’s allus ¢’rect— 

As Mr. T. Blagyard’s ; he’s hourn in effect. 

His haetions all ’ave been extrornarilly ‘‘ fly,”’ 

Which all the flats ’ave seen, or could with ‘arf a heye, 

Which accordin'ly hexcite their ’opes as ’ow he’ll win! 

They make ‘im favouri‘e,—we watch ’em vith a grin ; 

By éacki..” for a bet or two our * lay ’’ is cloaked, 

An’ so that we may net without our being ‘‘smoked’”’ 

We've got up in the ‘* gloss ’’—‘* commissions ’’ out ag’in 

Our hown pertic’lar ’oss, decos he hain’t to win ! 

We guess as ’ow we'll make a purty tidy thing 

By our ‘‘ commission fake.’’ And so we mumly sing: 


Come, what'll ye lay ? Come, what'll ye lay ? 
What’ ll ye lay on the colt ? 
As soon as the jockey is weighed we pay, 
And never attempt to bolt. 
Oh, take up the odds our commissioners push— 
Come, what'll ye lay on the Bird in the Bush ? 


~~ Enter the Britisu Pvsuic. 


Tus B. P. I wonder where I can get the longest odds. 
fayourite has got to such short prices there's no maryin at all. 
HB Commissioners. Here y’are—3 to 2 ag’in the Bird. Evens 
1, 2, & 
‘Taz B. P. Hullo! that’s better ; quotations say, ‘* Evens to win.”’ 


The 


ans | CADBURY'S |; 
COCOA ESSENCE 


PURE—SOLUBLE-—-REFRESHING. 
CAUTION. —Lf Coeoe thickens in the cup it proves the addition of stareh, 


| Mose ae eee oa sanee 
SPBRERRY, SCRAWKERKY, BLACK (URRANT, LIME 
PRUI 2 GINGER LEVON, VEPPERMINT. ‘c., &c. These 
<vrups a @ specially su avie fo: the si-k Rooin, Pic- nica, 
Weddings, Corietme and “ir hd y Parties, &c, ke. They 
are iavaiusc le for use with A ate: Waters. Mints, 1+. 9:.; 
Ha'f-vints, 14. One dozen P nts sen’, e-ret ce paid, for £1. 
Be ket:’s SYXU!’ ve ORAN 3K ANID QUINING 16 & most 
ne.ithy T nic.—* W. KECK ECT, Heywo id, Manchester.’ 
London Vepot: 150, Oxford street, aud aii Chemista, 


Discovered are BookmMakeRrs, CoMMISSIONERS, | 


(June 5, 1878. 


(Sings.) 

The racing fever is on me tight, 
To bet | must begin. 

"Tis said the favourite’s sound and right, 
And duly bound to win. 

He won the ‘‘ Guineas” and ‘‘ something Park ”’ ; 
Of course he must be *‘ in.” 

The sporting prophets thus all remark :— 
‘* Our faith on him we pin ; 

We twigged his beautiful action when 
He took his morning spin. 

We twigged the fine (being artful men) 
Condition of his skin.”’ 

Yes, I can hear in among that crew, 
Above the awful din, 

A someone offering ‘‘ Threes to two, 
Bird in the Bush ag’in.”’ 

I can’t refrain any longer—there ! 
I’ve put on all my tin; 

He's far the better beyoud compare— 
Bird in the Bush must win! 


THe B.P. They’recff! No! Yes! 
The Bird? ‘There he is, 5th! Here they come! 
| Who’swon? 4—9—2! Jumper! Bumper! and Thumper ! 
| Where's the favourite? Not in it, ch ? 
him! I’ve lost my money. The tipsters are wrong this time. 
home and reading next issue of papers, sigs.) 
‘¢ Jumper, my chosen, as I decreed, 
Has won in the merest walk !”’ 
‘¢ Jumper, as I allthe time agreed, 
Was first by a lengthy chalk!” 
‘* Those who refer to my tip will find 
I reckoned 7he Bird no good!” 
‘¢ Those who retained my advice in mind 
Backed Jumper for all they could!” 


Well, Iam bothered! Of all the cheek! 
All of the prophets the following week 
Swear they have spotted the horse who won! 
So I may reckon I’m awfully done. 
Ever henceforward I'll shun the course, 
Never again will I bet on a horse, 
Whether the prophets or not decree 
Winners their chosen are going to be. 
| (Mauch laughter by the “ howners,”’ commissioners, &c., who, knowing he'll 
| do just the same next time, sing gl-efully their celebrated song, ** What’ ll 
ye Lay?” Grand ballet of bookmakers, and Curtain.) 


Flatcatcher leads. 
‘There they go! 
Oh-h-h! 


(Goes 


the ‘‘dogs of war’’ are not to be slipped just yet, or H. M. Ships 

Beagle, Terrier, and Foxhound would have been ordered home from the 

Pacific to be in readiness in the leash. 
A Fitting Fact. 

| In Mr. Gilbert's new piece we need scarcely say that the Pinafore 

is *‘put on’? the stage with great care, and tied behind for greater 

| security. 


| 
| Srraws show how the wind blows, and we may depend on it that 
| 


} 
i 
} 
| 


Artistic Mem. 


| Tuere is a descriptive list of pictures in the Academy called 
| ** Academy Notes.” Would not a good title for the work this year be 


—** Academy Queeries’’? 
| 


' Tue latest invention, the microphone, which appears to be a 
thoroughly sownd one, reveals some startling facts. ‘* ‘The tramp of a 
fly across a box sounded like a horse crossing a wooden bridge, and 
was accompanied by a noise which it was suggested was caused by the 
neighing of its proboscis’? Nay, nay ; we think it more likely that the 
insect in question was simply ‘* fly-blown.” 


3 


C. BRANDAUER & CO.'S New registered “press 
series”? of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 

oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Secteee for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best snited to your hand, 


Works, BirwincHax. 


Where's 


After all that was said about 


omg aS 








Jung 12, 1878.] 








HOW TO WRITE A PATRIOTIC SONG. 


Brine A FRENZIED SATIRE BY A Bitter Cynic. 


With a trouble and devotion meritorious 
Search your history, oblivious of cost ; 
Speak of battles where our arms have proved 
victorious, 
And carefully suppress the ones we've lost. 
Take the British Flag, and mention (not a few sing it) 
The battles and the breezes that it braves, 
And oh, mind you don’t forget in introducing it 
That no one but Britannia rules the waves. 
Brag a deal about our wisdom and prosperity, 
How foemen with facility we trounce ; 
Smile with pity at American temerity, 
And talk about their ‘ bunkum”’ 
‘** bounce.” 
Teach the ‘‘ Yankee’’ we’re superior to him in all, 
Boast our Legislature’s patriarchal care, 
But you needn’t name the beggar and the criminal 
(Though, possibly, we'd beat them even there). 


and their 


Then jeer about the Russian and his milit’ry, 
And mention our ‘ inviolable coast,” 
Declaring our resentment isn’t dilit’ry 
If anyone should dare to touch ‘‘a post.” 
Then proclaiming, with a beautiful humility, ! 
The British pluck the only pluck there is, 
You’ll contrast it with the Spaniard’s instability, 
The Frenchman’s inconsistency and “ fizz ;’’ 
And their self-respect at x (its algebraical) 
"T were well to place, with self-suflicient sneer, 
And thank your stars, in spirit pharisaical, 
Your land is not as other lands appear. 
But this I think will strike the great majority, 
The status of a country must be sad, 
When you only show its great superiority, 
Contrasting it with everything that’s bad! 
(Here the Cynical One taketh a pill.) 


————_————————————— 


How Foolish! 


Ir is calculated that the coalfields of England will be 
exhausted in five millions of years, and yet the people will 
burn it so recklessly and so extravagantly ! 





‘Tl’ 80 GLAD YOU'VE COME, CHARLEY ; 
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THE POPULAR AIR. 


WE WANT TO HEAR ONB OF 


YOUR S8ONGS.’’ 


Wuat kings are the most popular ?—Smo-king and 
Jo-king. 
**'Tue Cause or GREECE.’’— Fat. | 








PREROGATIVE. 


A CoMEDY—WHICH MAY TURN INTO A TRAGEDY. By Stn JOHN HOLKER. 


ATTORNEY-GENERAL (who is very much like a martial attorney). The 
Crown ordains that the Shoeblack Brigade shall be forcibly enrolled 
for foreign—that is tosay Russian—service. A brush with the enemy 
will do it good. 

Avpaciows M.P. But who’s to pay, and really can you—— ? 

ATTORNEY-GENERAL. Pay! here’s the headsman? The prin- 
cipal royal prerogative of our illustrious Crown is that it need never 
pay when it doesn’t like. With which is intimately connected 
another equally inextinguishable royal prerogative—it can always make 
you pay when it likes. | 

Prime MInIstER (through a speaking-trumpet). Send six fleets to | 
Suez, and declare war against Roumania. (<Aside.) We may as well | 
begin with a little one, just to see how the thing works. | 

Joun Bricut. But, ’pon my word (I beg the Friends’ pardon if | 
that’s anything like an oath, my constitutional feelings are too much | 
for me)—I fancy ! you know! the Bill of Rights——. 

Lorp Cuancettor. The Bill of Rights was written in Hebrew, | 
and only Dr. Kenealy and I can interpret it. 

Lorp BeaconsFIELD. Besides, I abolished it yesterday. 

Mr. Cuapiin. Hooray! | 

Sir Micuart Beracu. In spite of the vulgar and dastardly | 
attacks of an ignoble Opposition : | 

CoMMUNISTIC AND ANARCHICAL MEMBERS BELOW THE GANGWAY. | 
Oh, please don’t, we didn’t mean it. 

Sir M. B. (more ferocious than ever). In spite, I say, of the scum | 
that turns up in deputations, and assails our Prime Minister (who | 
throughout his career has himself never used an unkind word!) we 
intend to use the undoubted prerogative of the Crown, and proclaim | 
Hawarden in a state of siege, and all the copyrights of Mr. Edward | 
Jenkins a forfeit to the State. 





TOL. WKVIT. 


‘* ALL RIGHT; I’V¥E ONLY BROUGHT ONE, THOUGH—‘ Nancy [vez.’”’ 
‘‘On, DEAR! HOW UNFORTUNATB! 
AND ALL THE OTHER GENTLEMEN HAVE BROUGHT IT!” 


We’vB HAD THAT TWICE ALREADY, 





Mr. Guiapstong. But doesn’t Lord Camden ? 

ATTORNEY-GENERAL. Lord Camden has been superseded by Judge 
Thesiger—the Government likes unusually rising young men—and it 
is defined by him that from all time there has existed a royal pre- 
rogative which permits the Crown to declare which legal luminaries 
are supreme, most learned, and most lucid. 

MrssENGER FROM AcerrINGTON. The Fiji Contingent have success- 
fully scalped the Lancashire rioters. (Produces scalps.) 

REVOLUTIONARY Part or THE HovsE (roused at last). Ot, but we 
never heard of Fijians here, and 

Lorp BegaconsFIELD. Royal Prerogative. Why don’t you divide ? 
Yah! Lips are sealed. Shan’t tell youanything. Couldn’t if we 





wanted. Mum’s the word. 


(General sealing of lips, and application of Royal Prerogative Tableau.) 


A Dis-graceful Defeat. 
Ir is customary to hear the polite expression ‘‘ Thank you’’ many 
times during a game of cricket, but we doubt if the M.C.C. indulged 
their antipodean antagonists with this remark during the recent 


| match. Much has been said of late in favour of Australian meat, but 


the Marylebone Club are most anxious for another kind of Australian 
meet (different to the last sample, which was too well done for them.) 
We hope they will get what they want, as under such circumstances 


| it is but meet they should be accommodated. 


So young, and yet so full of v(o)ice.—The new baby. 

Tue Trump Carp 1n Warrare.—The use of spades. 

ALTHOUGH we say, ‘* As dumb as a fish,’’ cod sounds are notorious 
facts. 

Fee Srmmpre.—The money given by credulous young ladies to 
fortune-telling impostors. 


= aa 





THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. V.—GRASS. 

Grass is a natural green wool that grows all over Nature’s back. 
Only it skulks business, and never shows itself in the streets while 
there is any work being done. Grass is a sentimental and dreamy 
kind of vegetable, which spends all its time in aspiring to attain to its 
future destiny—Hay. But it don’t appear as proudas it ought to be 
that all flesh is grass, or that grass makes cows and butter. We 
have authority for stating that all flesh is grass, and by inverting the 
proposition we see that all grass is flesh. At the same time grass is a 
rather poor substitute for beef-steak. Yet the grass just grows 
on, and don’t seem to care a dump whether it turns into mutton 
or beef. This shows how little interest the thing takes in the 
public economy. of the-empire; and is a good reason why we 
shouldn't bother our heads much further about the subject. Grass; 
however, wants its hair cut, the same as we do, and seems to enjoy it. 
How the buttercups and daisies come into the grass, when ‘the seeds~ 
men only profess to sell grass is, perhaps, only explainable on the philo- 
sophical principle that things is as they is because they is so. And 
here we may mention Groundsel, that low-lived weed which cometh 
up as a flower, but maketh a very poor exhibition thereof. The 
Groundsel is never professedly supplied by seedsmen, yet always 
contrives to push itself into public notice, notwithstanding the disgust 
its presence inspires in the well-regulated mind—the vile bold-faced 
thing! The Groundsel, it suffices to observe, is not grass, but a dis- 
graceful kind of vegetable flea that infests the upper classes of 
vegetables, to their discomfort. It is impossible to publish 
details of the shocking biography of the Groundsel. Birds, who are 
great moralists, do their best to devour it, from their missionary in- 
terest in vegetable morality. But, to return to the important subject 
of grass. It is just to say that Grass is one of the upright of the 
earth, and all its blades are of a decorous and highly moral green. 
But the old Adam comes out of it as soon as it turns into new-mown 
hay ; and then it makes people want to romp, and be skittish, and upset 
the hay-pooks, and smother one another, and get Haymaker’s Moon- 
fever, and dance; till we see, after all, that Such is Grass. 


THE GUARANTEE. 


Tue new scheme of the Populace’s Paradise was the topic of general 
conversation, and excited the utmost interest everywhere. 
The scheme was a most comprehensive one, and promised to supply 


an institution of whose desirability there could be no doubt. It was 
proposed to build huge premises in the midst of us which should 
supply, at a great deal under the ordinary cost-price, anything that 
anybody could possibly want; one would be able to eat, drink, sleep, 
bathe, and buy clothing there, among other conveniences. 

But, in truth, the public (who are so sceptical always about any- 
thing novel) believed but little in the great promises held out by the 
scheme; they already had almost made up their minds not to 
patronise the place when it should be built, from a misgiving that 
either everything would be bad, or that the prices would be raised, or 
that both contingencies would happen. ‘‘It would be a very capital 
affair if the scheme could be carried out,’”’ said Brown, a member of the 
public, to Jones, another. ‘‘ But, then, what guarantee has one that 
it will be? Now, if we could only have some sort of guarantee!” 

‘* Yes, just so,’’ replied Jones. ‘‘I can’t say I’ve much faith in 
the concern—without that guarantee.”’ 

Well, the FPopulace’s Paradise was built and fitted up, but the 
populace appeared but little inclined to take to it, to judge by what 
they said about it. The opening day had not yet arrived, however. 
‘‘In an undertaking of this kind,” said the Populace’s Paradise Com- 
pany to itself, ‘‘ the public always require to have some guarantee of 
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its excellence before they will try it. We must, of course, give them 
the guarantee.’’ 

There were a dozen influen‘ial men about that time who were known 
to take great interest in all schemes for the public benefit, and in 
whom everybody had great confidence ; and one day these gentlemen 
all received a polite invitation from the Populace’s Paradise Company 
to inspect their new establishment before the day of public opening. 
Now this thing quite altered the look-out of the whole affair; the 
Company then were at all events not afraid of inspection and criticism, 
and this augured well. People began to think of the new undertaking 
with a little more hopefulness and a little less suspicion. 

And the influential gentlemen of course graciously accepted the 
invitation, and went ; and here is an account of their visit (which was 
in every way a satisfactory one), from the next day’s ‘* Lookabouter’’ :— 

‘‘ Yesterday, by special invitation of the new Populace’s Paradise 
Company, a number of influential gentlemen proceeded ona visit of 
inspection to the new establishment, which is just completed, and is to 
be shortly thrown open to the public. Having partaken of a most 
sumptuous repast in the magnificent central dining-room, the visitors 
then adjourned to the bathing section, where they were much pleased 
on being informed that the public would there find every possible 
convenience combined with perfect civility and attention. The next 
visit was to the clothing establishment, where Mr. Blank, the affable 
manager of that department, delighted the visitors by explaining the 
objects in view—these being to supply the public with the very finest 
articles at a positive loss to the Company. On quitting this part of 
the establishment each gentleman was presented with a small specimen 
of the most beautiful broad-cloth, with which one and all expressed 
the most profound satisfaction. The next part visited was the sleeping 
department, which the visitors were very pleased to learn would 
accommodate more than two thousand lodgers, and in proof of the 
excellence of the accommodation a beautiful white goose feather (such 
as is used in stufling only the most superfine beds) was handed to one 
of the visitors, who expressed his most warm approval and gratification. 
The courteous General Manager then led the way to the refreshment- 
bar, where he assured the guests that no pains nor expense would be 
spared to secure to the public wines of the very finest vintages at a little 
under half the wholesale price, and begged to have the opinion of the 
visitors on 2 bottle of sherry, which was at present the only one there. 
The sherry having been pronounced excellent, and the visitors, having 
warmly expressed their great pleasure and approval of what had been 
communicated to them, were taken to the miscellaneous purchasing 
department, where it was explained that the articles would be literally 
given away. As an experiment, one of the gentlemen was requested 
to purchase two pennyworth of some article, and expressed sincere 
satisfaction and gratified pleasure on receiving in exchange for the 
sum a handsome gold ring set with rubies. ‘The gentlemen then left, 
after having expressed to the courteous General Manager their utmost 
and sincerely warm and gratified satisfaction and gratified pleasure- 
able appreciation at the extremely and warmly gratifying proofs of 
the most pleasing and admirable way in which the gratifying objects 
of the admirable establishment would be carried out, foretelling at the 
same time its entire and gratifying success.”’ 

There could be no doubt whatever about the good faith and sound- 
ness of the new undertaking after such a guarantee as ths! The 
Populace’s Paradise opened, and the reassured public flocked to it in 
crowds. ‘‘I think this promises to be a very capital affair; and the 
scheme seems likely to be carried out,’’ said Brown, the member of 
the public, to Jones, the other. ‘‘ You see, one has such an excellent 
guarantee of the good faith of the affair now!’’ ‘‘ Yes; just so!” 
replied Jones; ‘‘it gives one perfect confidence in the affair, don’t 
it?” 

So Brown and Jones went to have a peep at the new Populace’s 
Paradise, making their way first of all to the bathing department. 
‘¢ Singularly dirty the water is, eh?’ said Brown. ‘‘And how 
horribly inattentive and uncivil the attendants are! Why, it said the 
manager assured the influential visitors that Here’s the news- 
paper cutting—yes; ‘every possible convenience combined with 
perfect civility and attention.’ Oh! the reporter must have mis- 
reported. Let’s go to the dining department.” ‘‘ How vilely every- 
thing’s cooked,” said Jones. ‘‘I can’t eat a scrap; and, by Jove, 
look at the bill! ‘Talk about exorbitant! Oh, that reporter fellow 
was dreaming! Let’s go and buy somearticles.’’ ‘‘ I say, four-and- 
ninepence is rather dear for a paper-collar, isn’t it, Jones?’ said 
Brown. ‘‘ Everything’s three times the usual price and five times as 
bad in quality as elsewhere. Let's have beds.’’ ‘‘ Brown !”’ said 
Jones, tapping ; ‘‘ J can’t sleep; the sheets are damp and the mattress 
is stuffed with coals, and everything’s filthy. 1 shall go and wander 
about all night.’’ ‘‘So will I,” said Brown; ‘‘I can’t stand it 
either. Oh! I say; look at the bill—ten-and-six for each room: 
attendance, five shillings; water, ninepence ; towels o 

‘‘ Tt’s a shameful thing,’’ said Jones and Brown, as they tramped 
homewards though the night, ‘‘that these newspapers should be 
allowed to misreport things so!’’ And just then up came one of the 
Influential Gentlemen who had received the invitation to visit the 
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Paradise, trotting ho:newards. ‘* Capital affair that Populace’s Para- 
dise!’’ he said. ‘* We went all over the place, and really the 
excellence of the arrangements 
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‘* Then the newspaper didn’t misreport ?’’ said Brown and Jones. | 


‘* Not a bit of it,’’ said the influential one. 
anything, it was hardly flattering enough.’’ 
* * * * * 

A little time after this another capital affair was started; from the 
accounts it promised to be a most excellent institution; among other 
attractions it was to provide the public with all sorts of amusements 
of the most refined and exquisite description for a really inconsiderable 
outlay of money. Above all, as a guarantee of the thorough working 
out of the programme, a number of influential gentlemen had been 
invited by the promoters to pay a special visit of inspection to the 
establishment. 

‘*T say,’ said Brown, a member of the public, to Jones, another, 
‘* we ought to pay a visit to this new establishment, when we have 
such a guarantee of eh?’’ ‘* He, he,’’ chuckled Jones. 





And Brown and Jones, members of the public, placed their fingers 


’ 


to their roses, but they didn’t visit the new establishment, somehow! 


Musical. 

At the benefit concert for Signor Mario, Mr. Sims Reeves was 
unable to appear, but sent the magnificent donation of one hundred 
guineas. This was a thorough check to the hostile demonstration that 
his.absenee provoked, for it conclusively proved that he did not grudge 
his comrade his most valuable notes. 





Ir a young lady who has a good figure sports an Ulster on a warm 
day, can she be said to have an ul(s)terior object in view ? 

How many hours does your journey occupy when you pass a knight 
on the road ? 

SrineuLar Rrver.—The Don falls into the Aire. 





THE MAN WHO WOULDN’T HURT 
A FLY. 


Or all the ugly characters 
That spoil the species I adorn, 
There is but one, but one that stirs 
My soul to utter rage and scorn. 
He pardoned not my childish blots, 
He made me pipe my infant eye ; 
He tortured me with Dr. Watts, 
The man who wouldn't hurt a fly. 


He’d spoil my sports, which truth compels 
Me to admit, were rough; he spake: 
Oh, don’t shoe puss with walnut shells, 
Give doggie half your birthday cake. 
He made us raise our mousetrap lids ; 
If kittens mewed—we had to cry ; 
He never minded hurting ‘‘ kids,”’ 
The man who wouldn’t hurt a fly. 


The brutes who vivisect he’d shoot, 
The fiends who whip their steeds he'd scalp ; 
His voice was like a German flute, 
His forehead like a Tyrol alp ; 
The one seduced the feebly flat, 
The other awed the weakly shy, 
And swindling companies made fat 
The man who wouldn’t hurt a fly. 


Imagine what a household his 
Indubitably must have been, 
How redolent of simple bliss, 
How full of peace and joy serene ! 
There kindred dwelt in lasting love, 
At least a few would sometimes try 
To stand the nagging temper of 
The man who wouldn't hurt a fly. 


And still he prospers, preaching mild 
And mouldy trash down simple hearts, 
And water-gruelling his child, 
And feeding slugs with eurrant tarts. 
I knew he would! He's joined the roar 
That rends our island’s sullen sky, 
He’s mad for glory, war, and gore, 
The man who wouldn’t hurt a fly. 





A Dry Joxe.—Grass @ la mowed.—Hay. 


‘*] saw the account; if | 


| 


give him a light ?”’ 
considering that a short time since everyone was trying to put his pipe 
out. 
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MARYLEBONE, YORKSHIRE, SURREY. 
There's cricket on commons and cricket at Lord's, 
But this trio of matches a caution affords, 

Instructive to expert and bumpkin, 
That a race who're accustomed head downwards to live 
To crack English teams such lickings should give 
Is a puzzle whose solving would vastly revive 

The soul of 


Your own Tony Lumr«ry. 


‘*Did you ever, ever see a Whale.’’ 


Mr. Whybrow Robertson is to be congratulated on his latest addition 
to the Aquarium. ‘The fact that, Beluga, the white whale, is getting 
on swimmingly is the great thing. The triumph that has attended 
this mammoth enterprise is the more surprising when we remember 
that during the journey from America, four men were continually 
throwing cold water upon it. Of course, all whales are given to dlubser, 
but this specimen of Mamma-lia is not the least mamma-sick. We do 
not know upon what it subsists, but from ita having been introduced 
by Mr. Farini it is extremely probable that it thrives upon Ferin(i)accous 
food of some sort. 





Clerical. 


A coNTEMPORARY says, ‘‘ Father Tooth is at Manilla—will nobody 
Of course this isa joke, but rather a funny one 


Ho.ipay Charges.—Forty shillings, or a month. 


Never scrutinise too closely a cigar which has been given you: in 
other words, do not look your gift-horse in the mouth, although you 


| may put it there without any compunction. 





‘“OFF AND ON”: 


Outsider :—‘‘ YouR HORSES SEEM RATHER OVERWORKED, CoACHMAN.”’ 

Coachman :—‘‘ No, sip, IT AIN'T work, r1’s seulks. 
HAVE 'AD A FLING OUT AT THE DarBY AND THE Hoax, AND WE COULDN’T 
LET "EM GO, THAT'S WOT IT I8.”’ 
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OR, “OUT OF SORTS.” 


THEY’D LIKE TO 
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THE COMPLETe BUILDER.—(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
No. 2.—THE MUD-WALL CONCEIT. 
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(1). There’s a capital joke open to the builder, in ‘making his partition walls entirely of mud (known in the builder’s dialect as “ plaster.””) The tenant’s attempts 
oS to hang a picture on such a wall are very delightful to see. He begins with a little nail, (2.) But this fails. (3.) So he tries a bigger nail, 
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(6.) And this fails. 
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7.) So he vuts a late on each side of the wall, (¢.) And his fails. (9.) Then he taps lightly along the wall to find a firmer place; and down comes the whole 
(7) wale ve Hulo 1! +:ays the builder, arriving at the moment; *‘ Wilfully haanine e premises, eh?’’ And the tenant is frightened, under threats 
of criminal proceedings, to put up a good wall in place of the old one. A most rare eonceit! 
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“GOING TO THE CONGRESS.” 
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CUR EXTRA SPECIAL REPORTER AT THE 
PARIS EXHIBITION. 


THE CHINESE. DEPARTMENT. 


‘THanks to the studious attention of Ho Ti, who is a second cousin 
by marriage of Mr. Bret Harte’s hero, Ah Sin, I have received an 
insight into the exhibits of the Celestial Empire which enables me to 
write on them with even more than my usual ability, and I may at 
once tell you that these things are not so Chineasy as they may seem; 
indeed, were jocular writing my object, I would say they were rather 
Chinhard. . 

But as jocular writing is not my object, I will pass on to remark 
that the Chinee I have referred to, Ho Ti by name, is a mandarin of 
thirteen buttons, having successfully gone through forty-three months 
of consecutive competitive examinations in his youth. As he also went 
through a skylight in his papa’s house just before they commenced, he 
is a marked man in another sense. But though undoubtedly 
‘‘ scratched,”’ he was still allowed to run for the prize; and he is not 
only a mandarin of thirteen buttons, as I have said, but he has a 
seamstress, he tells me, attached to his site for life at his Government’s 
expense, whose sole duty it is to see that any of these thirteen buttons 
which may by chance get wrung or ironed off at the wash are firmly 
re-attached. 

Nothing struck me more in all the Chinese section than the show of 
birds’ -nests, which, as you all know, are largely used in the Flowery 
Land for soup. For the richer varieties of potage, Ho Ti tells me, the 
eggs as wellas the nest are used, and so highly are they prized for 
their glutinous qualities, that his countrymen are often tempted to 
exceed the bounds of moderation in partaking of them. ‘The name 
for an epicure thus giving way to his appetite is a—‘‘ gluten” 
or ‘‘ glutten”’— whence, I think, it is plain we get our word 
glutton. Wonderful, indeed, are the facts of philology ! 

But most interesting of all is the behaviour of the bird whose nest 
is used for edible purposes. With an instinct most marvellous this 
little creature (the Wo-ti-Wo they call it), on finding itself robbed of 
its home, instead of giving way to vain regrets, flies off to the nearest 
birds’-nest shop and presents its little bill. Nothing Ho Ti has told me 
has, I think, more pleasantly impressed me than this. Having tasted 
birds’-nest soup, I may add I consider it a nestimable dish; and I 
hope, just by way of showing I am still a wag in my lighter 
moments, that no one will look on my testimonial as at all soupereroga- 
tory or souperfluous. 

The puppy-dogs exhibited are also of an edible variety ; and Ho Ti 
assures me their flesh has a most marked and tonic effect on those who 
eat it. Indeed, he goes so far as to agree with me that this tonic effect 
could not be superseded were the ‘‘bark’’ of the dog to be, taken 
instead of the dog itself. . 

Passing on to the Porcelain Gallery, China is found to be much 
stronger in china than the frequent successes of the rebels there would 
lead one to suppose. Indecd, China is stronger in china than the 
china is strong in itself, if you can make that out. For my part, I 
found nothing stronger than a pair of Nankin-jars full of rancid hair- 
oil. It was whilst examining this portion of the exhibits that I asked 
Ifo Ti when a female Chinamaniac would be most likely to grow 
weary of her latest acquisition? My Mongolian friend did not know 
enough of our language to guess, but quite enough to enjoy the 
answer, when I told him her weariness would be almost certain to 
assert itself when her last new purchase was a “ tea-thing’’—‘‘a- 
teething,’’ don’t you see ? 

There is a large assortment of Teas, andthe exhibitors most courte- 
ously invite the passers-by to take a leaf out of their book, I mean 
chest, of course. Ho Ti tells me there is a most amusing Chinese 
fable called ‘‘ Proud young Hyson, or the Tea-leaf which Tickled the 
Tinker,’’ and that the moral is simply ‘‘ De Tea fabula narratur.”’ 
{ mention this because I think it such a strange coincidence. I was 
curious enough to ask an amiable-looking China merchant why certain 
of their teas were called ‘‘ Gunpowder,’’ and he told me that it was 
because they found ‘‘ gunpowder”’ would go off soquickly. I thought 
it only fair to reciprocate his kindness by hoping, for his wife’s sake, 
he only liked one kind of tea. ‘‘ Why so?’’ asked the amiable mer- 
‘thant. ‘‘ Because, otherwise,’’ I said, ‘‘ you would love two teas, and 
the man who loves ‘ to teaze’ is a nuisance to his better-half.’’ He 
did not laugh at the time, but after two hours with Ho Ti, who ex- 
plained the point on a slate, he had to be taken home in a kind of fit, 
brought on by undue merriment. 

The Ivory Carvings are most elegant, and fill you with wonderment 
as you think how often the parties who carved them must have cut and 
come again. The multiplicity of fans reminds one of the famous say- 
ing of Confucius, ‘‘ Fanity of Fanities, all is Fanity !’’ whilst the silks 
inust be sat-in to be properly appreciated, they are so'soft and fine. 

Ho Ti tells me he has seen some very clever silkworms spin a top, 
and when I ventured to say ‘‘ That was allhum!”’ he replied, ‘‘ Exactly 
so, it was a humming top!” You may judge, therefore, what a pleasant 
companion Ho Ti is! 
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SPORTING NOTES. 


Trophonius Triumphant.—He repudiates a@ Groundless 
issues @ Warning and an Invitation.—An Account of some Tender 


Passages. 


Char ? 
‘argr, Crd 


Tue Cave, Wednesday Night. 

My pEAREST OLD Epitor,—lI hope, sir, you will not resent this 
freedom of address, for when a man has named the first three for the 
Derby—and if you doubt that I have done so, I have but to refer you 
to my article in the number of this periodical dated May 29th (which, 
if you have it not by you, I am sure Mr. Moffit will gladly forward 
you per post on receipt of three halfpence in stamps). (ilance at the 
stirring lines at the end of that article, and what is the very first hors 
that you come.to? Why-Sefton, of course. Glance a little further 
down and you meet the expression, ‘‘ Insulaire hid,’’ clearly giving it 
second place—‘‘ hid’’ by the first. Childeric you will also find named 
I disdain to lay stress upon my clear indication of the scratching 
of Maximilian in the line:—‘' 1s Maximilian staying the coarse : ’ 
I say when a man.has done this, sir, he is a man of note (speaking as 
an extensive winner, I may say a man of many notes), and entitled to 
meet on terms of graceful equality even the editor of the best carniv 
paper. I suppose I need hardly explain that the term ‘‘ old” refers in 
no way to youresteersd age. Yes, sir, Trophoniugisa man of mark — 


congratulations pour in upon him from every side. Time was when among 
our friends ‘‘ the ancients’’ the remark ‘* u hast been at the Caveat 


Trophonius’’ indicated everything: that is dismal in the appearance of 
the party addressed. Now, sir, it is exactly the reverse, and all is 
smiles and affability and asking what I'll take. I pass over in con- 
temptuous silence the ungentlemanly communications I have received 
from persons who have sent stamps for actual first. I only ask did 
I or did I not send the actual first? Itis merely begging the question 
to say I didn’t send it until after the race. Ifj;when not blinded by 
malignant rage and ‘baffled avarice, they will refer to the number 
already mentioned (which they can. have as a special favour on the 
same terms) they will see that no time is specified. Why if I hadn't 
waited I might have sent the wrong horse, and then what would they 
have said? Such is my indignation at this treatment that I would 
return the stamps with scorn, only unfortunately I have lent them to 
a friend in need. These persons, however, need not think tocow me by 
threats.* The Prophet has joined the new Gymnasium at Lillie Bridge, 
and he has already brought his biceps up to an extent not be tritled 
with, nor has he neglected his other muscles; several, by the use ot 
Indian Clubs, have been produced at the back of his head, and an 
extensive one has been brought up on his forehead by a slip from the 
horizontal bar. The Prophet is to be the more praised in this matter 
that these latter muscles are systematically neglected by the genevality. 
If you, Mr. Editor, should care to see me at practice, [ shall be happy 
to call for you any evening, only don’t come too often as members are 
responsible for their friends’ ‘‘ drinks.”’ 


So come when you will, ‘‘ let the cannikin clink,” 
And you'll find we are not ceremonious, 

But baffle, I pray, the seductions of drink, 
For they'll chalk it all up to Trophonius.”’ 

(N.B.—Look out for the display.) But to your acute perceptions, 
Mr. Editor, it will be clear that to baffle my foes was not my rcason 
for joining this society ; indeed, such an act would have argued fear on 
my part, and fear and I are strangers—nor have I any desire to make 
his acquaintance. No, sir. From an unguarded remark in my last 
and innocence is ever unguarded—it has become generally known thuat 
Iam unmarried. Need I state the result? I have been inundated 
with proposals from all parts of the country (and some of the offers 
are extremely handsome, I must say; I only wish I could accept therm 
all). Now, sir, not being vain, as you know, no one is more aware 
than I that my waistcoats of late years have acquired many more 
inches than are becoming. These inches, I am told, athletics will 
reduce, and, determined to lose no chance, for the best of the proporals 
are conditional on my personal appearance being satisfactory, I am 
adopting the recipe. Meantime, I have issued the following notice : — 

‘‘Tenpers oF Heart AND Fortune. 


‘‘ Trophonius is open to tenders of above from duchesses, countesses, 
and other members of the aristocracy. (I won’t marry under a title ) 
Tenders, which must be post paid, and legibly enorsed * Tender 
Passion,’ to be sent to Fun Office on June 3lst, 1578. NB- 
Trophonius does not bind himself to accept the highest or any tender.’ 
There, sir, that ought to do the business.—I am yours, Xv., 

TROPHONIUS. 

P.S.—I am turning the Ascot Cup over in my head (whichis not « 
gymnastic feat though you might think so). Look out for the Prophet 
at Henley, he is going to camp out. 


——— 





A Batti-room ‘* Companion.” —Your partner. 
A GARDEN ‘ Parry.’’—The gardener. 


* Ob, Trophonius, Trophonius ! is this ‘‘ contemptuous silence |” ~ Ep. 
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A MUCH LONGER WAY TO SEE THAT!”’ 


MISCONCEPTIONS. 





PREPARATORY REMARKS BY THE FINDER. 


Whether drifted on the sea 
Or the wind that onward presses— 
Either, neither, it may be 
Came the following MSS. 
Unexpectedly to me. 


Of their coming to my hand 
Have I no distinct impression ; 
This alone I understand 
That I hold them in possession, 
Come they from whatever land. 





Peace-infusing sounds and sights 
In their pleasant cadence mingle, 
And the calm of silent nights ; 
Here and there a joyful jingle 
Both surprises and delights. 


Through the town’s unceasing din 
To the ear they murmur sweetly, 
Like to ripples lapping in ; 
They were rolled together neatly 
In a new tobacco tin. 


Who he is, that lonely one, 

Who has penned them, guessed I blindly ; 
Name of writer bore they none ; 

So I took them gently, kindly 
To the Editor of Fun. 


And he read them with a smile, 
Reading to the latest letter ; 
Eyed one up and down awhile: 
‘¢ These are singularly better,” 
Said he, ‘‘than your wonted style !”’ 


‘“OAKS”? AND ‘‘ OAKS.” 


Gent. :-—** Toe OAKS HERE ARE VERY FINE—MANY PEOPLE COME A LONG WAY [9 SEE 


THE SWAY OF SENSE; OR, A MUSER’S 


(A series of MSS., found somehow in some place or other ; no clue being 
to hand as to their authorship. The above title is supplied by the Finder.) 
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Lady :—‘‘ Not To BE COMPARED TO THE Oaks aT Epsom. I'D! RATHER HAVE! GONE 





THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Apropos of Miss Fanny Ellsler it is said 
that ‘‘She carried America by her exquisite 
graee.’” We should imagine from this she 
was accustomed to the ‘‘ heavy ’’ business, at 
any rate she must have been a powerful 
actress. 

Mdlle Beatrice has a new piece, entitled the 
ving of Iron. This ought to put her company 
on their mettle. 

There is no truth in the statement that the 

/ management of the Aquarium is niggardly in 

| its arrangements, although in the forthcoming 
production of Uncle Tom’s Cabin there will be 
over a hundred negroes. 

In a criticism on Madame Marie Roze she 
is alluded to as having ‘‘shapely silver 
shoulders.’” We have never heard of silver 
shoulders before. The tone of her voice is 
si/very, and she has won golden opinions. 

The next novelty at the Alhambra will be 
an opera by Von Suppé. This is reversing 
the order of things. After the Alhambra is 
shut we like von ‘‘ sup.” 


A Slight Distinction. 

‘*No,’’ replied Mrs. Malaprop, slowly, 
‘*T can’t say that I ever was in Dublin, 
but my mother has a second cousin called 
irish who dealt in cork; so there!”’ 


| Imrecunriosvs wishes to say that he has | 
one constant friend—a purse with no change 
in it. 

Evrnemism for a not over-wise black man. 
—A sable muff. 

‘I vget hipped,”’ sighed the drooping rose- 

' bush in autumn. 
| A wickep Gameg.—Cribbage. 








Then there flashed a sudden thought, 
Than the lightning swifter, brighter, 
How publicity unsought 
Might but crush the hermit writer: 
So I sniggered, ‘saying nought. 


And they were inserted just 
With their simple grace for raiment, 
Charming one, as such things must ; 
While I have detained the payment 
By my right of——as a—trust. 








INTRODUCTORY LINES. 
(Obvicusly intended as a Preface by the Unknown Muser.) 


I am the Hermit. Speak with me. You find 
The sweet unconscious beauty of my mind, 

Of subtle thought, of kindliness intense ; 

Yet knowing nought of its own excellence! 
Nor oft to me the erring Tourist strays, 

For deep the valley and unknown the ways. 
Here all alone I am content to be, 

In well-developed self-sufficiency. 

When nicely grouped before my wild abode 

I form a perfect picture from the road ; 
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Perchance I do not well to pass my days 
\WVith no one by to look on me and praise ; ~ 

19 Pnough of self—a vast unbounded store !— 

I am the Muser. Words can praise no more ! 





Iam the Muser. In my silent glen, 
But little tiding comes to me of men ; 
And yet it is the simple Muser’s plan 
To take a kindly interest in man. 

I hear it stated by the Tourist sect 
He is a creature worthy of respect— 
His sense of right particularly fine ; 


His wisdom great—though not so great as mine ; 


And I have joyed to hear the Tourist state 
His aims are high, his institutions great. 


So I for years have pondered in my den 

Upon the institutions made of men ; 

Their daily workings I have sought to trace 
With common-sense and justice for the base ; 
And I have settled, and with clearness too, 
How these should work, and consequently do ; 
And I have couched my musings, time by time, 
In fluent verse—for hermits think in rhyme. 


And these my verses I will place in some 
Deserted spot where Tourists often come ; 

One day the world will find them, as it should— 
And it will print them. rr are very — 
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MISCONCEPTION THE FIRST. 
(Merely numbered ‘‘1” in the original MS.) 


For the public satisfaction 
One is waiting to be tried ; 
(ne whose questionable action 
Is attempted suicide. 
Now the act has been admitted, 
And the court but spends its ‘time 
Finding if that act be fitted 
For correction as a crime: 
Let contending parties, pitted, 
Argue; while I hold my rhyme. 


Tre Jvpcr. Our digestion of this question 


(Which, of course, is whether this 
Man defending, when intending 
Suicide, behaved amiss) 
Rests completely (wisdom featly 
Guiding us in such affairs) 
On inspection and dissection 
Of the character he bears. 


THe Crown OFFICER FOR THE PROSECUTION. 


In commencing legal fencing, 
I decidedly contend 
In defendant all resplendent 
Social virtues sweetly blend. 
Self-destruction’s strange seductions 
Never, since the world began, 
Misdirected so respected, 
So intelligent a man ! 
Asa sample of his ample 
Kindness to the needy, please 
Take his giving half his living 
To the Home for Friendless Fleas ! 
His uprightness, his politeness, 
His affection as a friend, 
And his labours for his neighbours — 
These are things without an end! 





lurther—never one so clever, 
In completing works of worth 
(Not to mention his invention’ 


Icver beautified the earth. 
Are we needing further pleading : 
To my senses is unfurled, 
By prevision, your decision :— | 
‘ He's a blessing to the world !"’ | 


(Tue Crown OrricerR FoR THE Prosgevtion sits down and 
CouNSEL FOR THE DEFENCE rises,) 
Counsel ror THE DEFENCE. 


Says my client, self-reliant | 
In the baseness of his mind, 
With derision :—‘* Your decision 
Will be nothing of the kind.’’ 
Those who’ve known him all disown him, 
Finding vices in a shoal ; 
Ev'ry gesture— nay, his vesture— 
Shows the meanness of his soul ! 
Ev'ry little jot and tittle 
In the way of honest work 
Well selected and directed 
This Defendant loves to shirk. 
He I’m naming, never shaming 
Lives upon his neighbours’ hoard, 
ven spurning: honest i | 
Of his daily bed and board ! 
Why, whoever called him clever | 
.. atrociously misled — 
t’sso patent he’s a blatant 
" Taiobe dunderhead ; 
Any praises must be phrases 
Simply aimed at him in mirth ; 
llis completing self-deleting 
Much would benefit the earth. 


(Tue Oounseri ror THE Dergner sits dow.) 


THe JuncGs (to the Jury). 

Now provided you’ ve docided 
His existence was sublime 

And resplendent, then defendant 
Has been guilty of a crime ; 

If persuaded he’s degraded, 
Useless, and of meanest wits, 

Your discerning minds returning 
Such a verdict as acquits. 


Tue ForeEMAN OF THE JURY. 
We’ ve decided he’s misguided, 
And a mass of gross defect, 
Mind and feature; and a creature 
Not entitled to respect. 
Tue JupaGe (to Prisoner). 
This decision to our vision 
Shows your suicidal plan, 
Tried so lately, tended greatly 
To the benefit of man. | 
This thing seeing, far from being 
Punished, as for some offence, 
Take this treasure as the measure 
Of the Court’s approving sense. 


‘THE Prisoner receives a purse of gold from the Poor-/ 


-_——_ ~ 





EE 


Exp ov MISCONCEPTION THE Finer. 
Club Law. 
Tue recent disgraceful conduct of some members of the Lualeish 


suggests that in future this establishment be known as the Rowleigh. 
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‘“ SIMPSON.” 


Boy :—‘‘I say, Mitky, you’LL HAVE TO SWALLOW A DBAL OF WATER BEFORE you GET thin.’’ 








GOLD, LOVE, AND CO. 


Younc Love sat new-tipping his arrows with gold, 
For he found nothing else now avail’d him! 

His darts, though endow’d with such power of old, 
Had all latterly constantly fail’d him ! 


When Venus discovered what he was about, 
She exclaimed, ‘‘ Don’t do that to your lances ! 
Love cares not for gold! and is better without— 
It has nothing to do with finances !” 


** But, Ma,”’ cried young Cupid, ‘‘ that’s now all my eye! 
And if you’re not aware of it, J know 

They care not a fig for me now ‘unless my 
Arrows carry them partners with rhino! ”’ 


The Noble British Workman. 


WHEN distress was at its highest at Sheffield, the Duke of Norfolk | 


charitably gave employment to 250 men, not because he particularly 
wanted the work , a but from a desire to assist the men. It was 
to remove rock and earth toa tip”’ some distance off, and for a time | 
good incomes were realised. However, as this distance’ grew gradually 


qeeeies, the men struck for higher wages. We can’t joke—we are too | 


gusted ! 
Prorig oF Taxinc Ways.—The occupants of Millbank. 


EXTRACTS FROM THE COMMON-PLACE BOOK 
OF A CONNOISSEUR. 
QUERY. 
Mem. To write to Canton to inquire whether the Chinese take 
_ Wow-wow sauce with their puppy-pie. 
| MOCK PHEASANT. 
‘Take a fowl, and make game of it.”— Wise, Witty, and Tender 


| Sayings. 

ECONOMY IN COOKING. 

| * Goode Queene of ye kitchen, an’ thou love me, keepe thine Eyen 
| wide open, but thy Liddes close shut.” —Maunderius, His Maxims. 


GOOSIFIED PORK. 
‘* Milton hath writ ‘Pork, thou hast no hilosophy, and poor 
| abuse it seemeth to him who hath ate of the pig the cook hath 
' adroitly turned into a goose.’””—Counterpoint’s Contras. 


A Bootless Suggestion. 
Ir is a curious fact that the boots of all seedy swells down on their 
luck, be they of military or civilian antecedents, are, as a rule, 
‘* Well-ink’t’uns.’ 


A Natural Canon. 
| Tue Globe says, ‘‘No doubt the science of manufacturing heavy 
' ordnance, <c. is still in its infancy.”’ Woolwich infancy, we presume ? 
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INSTANCE OF HIS GOOD DEEDs.”’ 


Small Boy (just recovered from a bilious attack and the paternal wrath) :—‘* PLEassg, 


THAT WOULD HAVE MADE THE SHEPHERD ILL.”’ 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Accident to T:ophonius.—The prophet, 
ravings, is true to his trust, and gives his selection for the Ascot Cup 
and the St. Leger. 

[We have received the following, which we print without comment—particu- 
larly on the insulting P.S., which we charitably suppose to be merely the emana- 
tion of a disordered brain. The communication not being punctuated, we have 
thrown in a few stops where we considered it necessary.—Kp. | 

ONERED Sur,—Your sportin and trophonius Avin met with a Acci- 


dent whilst Practisin on the orizontal Bar through leavin go at a. 


Critikle moment; and comin on is ead and brane feever have ensood— | | 
he is in A very prostrate State! and reckernises no Body: and he | 


have requested me to Drop you a line? with his selection For the 
ascot cup an maid me put the eadin wot i ave put which bein pretty | 


fly to wot’s wot with orses through avin frequent eld them for gents | 


i quite Agree, with is selectin silvio for first and chamant and 
strathmore, for places if they runi aint Much of a poetry Man myself; 
but ive overheard im a mutterin in is ravins this rimin 

‘*O see That the sun wares is Brilyuntest shine 

o see that The trees; And the breezes come bine 

(Wile floorer with Beauty the medders Bedex) 

to welkum the race of the femmy nine secks 

Trophonius gazin on fashun And grace 

is Almost unable to Notiss the race 

but still for There sakes oom e K-dently Loves, 

he’ll show Them ow to win Any amount of Gluvs.”’ 


i dont think i got this line right someow—but is ravins wasnt Very | 


cleer jest then 
‘‘Q Take from The profit is Elegant size 
o take the Devotion revealed in Is eyes 
o take If you like the Salute of his lip 
And take It’s more Likely the following tip 
vou’ll Envy the owner of ascot’s Bright cup 
wen silvio’s number Galantly goes up 





XXVII. 


Yau. 





251 
Master :—‘‘ You say ALFRED THE GREAT WAS A VERY BXCELLENT KING AND DID MUCH GOOD FOR HIS SUBJECTS; NOW GIVB ME AN 
UNWHOLEBSOME CAKES 
in the midst of his delirious | 


SIR, HE BURNT SOME NASTY, 


and eres my advice to the Tremmylus edger— 
My oley infallybel Tip for the leger— 
the bacca of childeric Neednt dis pair, 
but if you Dont like im Wy try insulaire.”’ 
i inclose mi kard and am, &c. 
Ossy ARRY 
orses eld arrands run. 
P.&. , I’m to say as 
“earin the eddyter is in want of a job e’s Open to a comPetition on 
the orizontal for a pot A side” by Depositin the first arf pint with 
me A match Can be maid to be worked Off ten minits arfter sinin 
| Articles. 
| 





An In-ane-name. 

RACEHORSE Owners are so often superstitious, that it amazes us to 
| find a French sportsman naming his horse Peau d'ane. He might 
have known, surely, that there was never an ass’s skin yet but what 
had been well beaten. And his has proved no exception to the rule, 

| for it has come in second for the Grand Paris Steeplechase, at Auteuil. 


Berlin. Wool Gathering. 


| Amoncst the letters received by Lord Salisbury, before starting for 
| the Continent, was one from a wife of one of his old Stamford 
| constituents, enclosing three small pieces of coloured wool, and asking 

| him to match it for her at Berlin, as they didn’t keep the tints at the 


| local shop. 


| No Man is a Hero to His Valet. 

| Sryce the Rhonda Colliery accident the above good proverb has 

| gone wrong. Not only one man but a dozen colliers have ever since 
been heroes to their valley. 











ScaLes or Just-1ce.—Those ef a recently-frozen fish. 
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No. VI.—THE TATER. 
Wer now arrive at the Tater. There is a common Tater and alsoan 


uncommon Tater. An uncommon Tater is advertised every year, but 
never turns out any improvement on the common Tater. The common 
Tater holds its own ; we can say that for it. 

The Tater mostly has a large family; and this is convenient; as 
large families always require to employ a lot of Taters. A single 
Tater, if you only like to bet on it, will produce a hundredweight of 
offspring at a birth. So that, if Taters were generally betted on, there 
would soon be no more room for the other population of the globe; 
and either we or the Tater would have to move on. But the Tater is, 
fortunately, a natural invalid; and, thanks to the invention by Mr. 
Worthington Smith of a small wild-beast of a fungus called 
Peronospora infestans, the Tater population is kept within reasonable 
limits ; and it is only in Ireland that the Tater continues to crowd out 
the inhabitants. 

The Tater has always had a conceited idea that it could grow 
apples ; but its persistent attempts to do so invariably result in the 
ludicrous failures called Apples of Sodom. Still, the French have 
civilly consented to call the Tater an Apple—a pomme-de-terre—but 
then the French are always ready to sacrifice truth to compliment. 

The Tater, not being a cereal, may at first appear to possess very 
little in common with weekly comic literature. Nevertheless, the 
‘later was originally published in the ingenious land of America; and 
there being no copyright, an English translation was made in the six- 
teenth century by Sir Francis Drake and Sir Walter Raleigh. 

It is sad to say that the Tater is sometimes vulgarly called Potato. 
But this is a most opprobrious epithet to attach to so deserving a 
vegetable ; and far be it from us to asperse its character by calling it 
either Potatum, or, for that matter, Pomatum; which latter title, if 
the ‘Tater's claim to be a legitimate Apple could be established, 
would of course be the Tater's proper designation as a member of 
the Pome family. But this is another painful case of an ‘‘ unhappy 
nobleman” compelled to languish through inability to establish his 
identity. 

The eyes of the Tater, though numerous, are not well situated for 
purposes of observation ; and consequently the observations of Agi- 
Tators have little weight in the House of Commons. More respect is 
paid to the Cogi-Tators. But, after all, the Vege-Tators are the best. 

Some Taters are early risers; but the late Taters get into the hands 
of the peelers, and at last find themselves in hot-water. Apart from 
this failing, Taters are genewally of a mealy-minded and moral dis- 
position ; and what little wickedness they have all biles out. 








DRAMATIC DOINGS. 


On Friday, June lith, Our Boys was represented for the 1,100th 
time, and yet people stream to see it. Like the Brook, ‘‘Men may 
come and men may go, but Our Boys go on for ever.” 

The new piece at the Olympic, being founded on one of Crabbe’s 
tales, was of course bound to be caudally received. 

In Eifinella Miss Heath elects to die rather than live without her 
lover. Unhesitatingly we pronounce this a Joverly idea. 





Ty Mr. Eugéne Rimmel be given to quotations, a most appropriate 
one would be, ‘* Methinks [ scent the morning air.”” His latest pro- 
duction, the ‘‘ Aromatic Ozonizer, or Natural Air Purifier,” is a boon 
to the community, for Dr. Hassall says it is an *‘ agreeable ”’ disinfec- 
tant. All previous disinfectants have been uncommonly disagreeable. 
We would suggest that the title Ozunizer in future be mentioned as 


O, sontce O! 





Sky-ENTIFIC.—Is a blue sky azure sign of a fine day ? 
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i % 9S SOE ‘eel COMPARATIVELY FINE WEATHER. 
> re fn ) Ny Brown (meeting Jones). Hullo! How are you? Eh! Can't 
Ue hear what you say a bit—come in the doorway out of the wind. That's 
NY Rone, |e ae it. Been soaked for the last two months, ehy Oh, that’s nothing ; 
~~ Po x“ (ihe so have I 
Va vs SH Jones. What? Come alittle further in; the rain makes such a 
' ~ PR RAING rattle on one’s hat, you can’t hear anything—there, that’]1 do. 
\ bea) eh) Na Brown. Well—lor, there’s the wind blown my umbrella into rags ; 
ry W. shy (that's my third gamp this week)— Well, I was going to say I’m very 
< Sy) \ hy glad to have met you. I was going to look you up to suggest a walk 


to Brighton by way of a little holiday before the weather gets worse— 
(look at that fellow wading across the road; by Jove, it’s up to his 
waist)—I was thinking—(there goes my hat floating down the road:!) 
— thinking that one ought to take advantage of a bit of comparatively 
fine weather like this: suppose, now, we started for the walk 
to-morrow—(’tisn’t easy to keep your feet in this wind, is it ?) 

Jones. To-morrow? All right—oh, by the way, there’s a storm 
centre to arrive on the British coasts to-morrow, and I expect we 
shall get some nasty weather—(doesn’t the hail sting your nose ¢)—no, 
to-morrow won’t do; say the next day? 

Brown. No; there’s a storm centre going to arrive that day, I 
know ; say Friday ? 

Jonrs. ‘There are two storm centres for Friday, and there’s a good 
deal of rain expected—(Why, the water’s: up over our ankles on this 
step). 

Tocwn. Well, I know it’s no good after Wednesday, for they’ve 
fixed a storm centre for every day for six weeks after that ; no, stop! 
There’s the tenth of July disengaged ; no storm centre that day— 
let’s seize the opportunity, eh ? 

Jongs. All right—tenth of July for certain ; provided the weather 
isn’t worse than it is to-day. 

Brown. Oh! of course. 

Brown is blown away and disappears in the hail. 
onthe bosom of the flood down the road. 


JonESs is carried 





A MERE FORM OF EXPRESSION. 


Mr. INNERCENT AzzABAIB (meeting his acquaintance Mr. Fivur- 
RISHIN OxTHER). I say, I’ve heard nothing of your new book, and 
I’ve been expecting to hear every body talking about it ! 

Mr. F. Orruer. Heard nothing of it? Why, it has already 
reached its two hundred and tenth edition ! 

Mr. I. Azzanatp (stretching his eyes). Lor! 

Mr. F. Orruer. Yes; Mudie’s took five editions at the very first, 
and Smith and Co. took twenty. 

Mr. I. Azzanatn (stretching his eyes wiver). Dear me! 

Mr. F. Ortrner. And about ten editions were sent out to India. 

Mr. I. Azzanatp (wider). Well now! 

Mr. F. Oxtuer. But, mind, I must tell you that I received a great 
deal of kind support from friends. Jinker, for instance, purchased 
three editions, and Blinker two, and Wuftins—and Buttins—and 
‘Tuftins—and, oh, ever s0 many more, one each. 

Mr. I. Azzanatn (wider), Gracious my! 

Mr. F. OxtHer. Yes—and I've given away a good many editions 
from time to time; one to Lady Fantail, and three, I think, to Miss 
Moonleight Beedes—and— 

Mr. I. Azzanains (wider). Mussy! (Znding words at last). But, 
why, what on earth do you want to give a w/ole edition to each friend 
for’ What in the name of reason can they do with it ? 

Mr. F. Oxtner. Oh, read it, to be sure. Why, by the bye, I 
have three or four editions with me in my pockets. 

Mr. I. Azzanaip (gasping). In your pockets ? 


fool! 
Mr. F. Ortuer. I have, though—nothing wonderful in that, is 


there? I’ll give you an edition— you won't mind carrying it home ? 
Mr. I. Azzanain. Oh, shan’t I? I’m decently strong—but——. 


Well, but this is only one copy—you said one editton. ; 
Mr. F. Ortuer. Oh, same thing. Some people call’em ‘‘ copies,” 


we call ’’em ‘‘ editions”’ in the trade, that’s all. 


Oh, come, I ain’t a 





A SUSPICIOUS CHARACTER. 
Place :—Panris. 


Mr. Jinxs Jinxson, of England (over for the Exhibition).— I'll 
just turn into this jeweller’s and get one of those pretty rings I've 
seen in the windows here.” (Puts down his umbrella and enters the 
jeweller’s. All the assistants eye him, and whisper; one gets round 
to the door. Mr. J. J. asks to look at some rings, but they pretend 
not to understand, and he comes out again in despair). ‘* What on 
earth did they eye me se suspiciously for; why wouldn’t they show 
?? (A recent thieving-dodge in the papers suddenly 


me any rings f . 
cecurs to him). J know-— it’s my umbrella! I mustn't carry an 
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umbrella any more; it gives one such a suspicious look.’’ (He gives 
his umbrella to a street boy). ‘* By the way, I'll take one of those 
pretty little fancy loaves I saw in that baker's home to Mrs. Jinkson.” 
(He purchases a loaf and calls in at another jeweller’s. The assistants 
eye the loaf suspiciously, and elbow him out). ‘*‘ Why, what is the 
matter now? Oh !—(suddenly remembering another recent thieving- 
dodge case in the papers)—I see it all; it’s the loaf now! One 
mustn’t carry loaves about, I suppose ; it gives one a sinister appear- 
ance.’’ (He gives the loaf to the next passer, and goes to his lodgings 
to take Mrs. and Miss Jinksen shopping. The three enter a draper's ; 
and the assistants whisper suspicieusly in corners, and then keep up a 
steady and evidently agreed-upon glare at Miss Jinkson No one will 
serve the party, and they leave the shop surprised an. indignant). 
‘‘ Well, what can be the cause now? Why, to be sure ° (suddenly 
calling to mind yet another recent thieving-dodge case in the papers) 


‘‘ It’s my wife and daughter! Really it doesn’t dofor one to go about | 


with wives and daughters ; it causes one to-be suepected.’’ (He gives 


away his wife and daughter; and breathes again). 


A ‘*Derby’’ Delinquent. 


Samuel TRAWELL was brought before the Derby magistrates on 
Monday and charged with drunkenness, but maintained that his 


eccentricity was due to the work on whichhe had been engaged --the | 
‘* The Bench were unable to.decide whether his | 


repairing of a sewer. . 
potations or the drain had been too much for him.”” Considering that 


the man admitted having taken seme beer and a quart of gin, we cannot 
understand theindecision of the magistrates. The indisposition of Mr. 
Trawell was not due to the drain; but most sewerly to the drains. 


Time will ‘‘ Shoe’’. 

TuHeERE is one detail in the preparations for the meeting of the 
Congress in the Radziwil Palace which seems to us full of promise. 
It is that the deliberating diplomatist will sit at a horse-shoe-shaped 
table—a fact suggestive, we think, of a ‘‘stable’’ settlement of the 


Eastern Question. 





TRIOLETS. 


Two ways of pronouncing this word ! 
Well! each must be used, if I die for it: 

And yet ’tis extremely absurd — 

Two ways of pronouncing this word ! 
Success, if you earnestly try for it, 

Will crown your endeavours, I’ve heard. 

Two ways of pronouncing this word! 
Well! each must be used, if I die for it! 


I must have some eggs newly laid, 
So beg all the hens [ ean see ‘‘O lay 
My breakfast to suitably aid 
I must have some eggs newly laid ! 
This verse is to turn out.a ‘‘ Trivlet,”’ 
And wishing it properly made, 
I must have some eggs newly laid, 
So beg all the hens I can see ‘‘ O lay !” 


9? 


There's nought so refreshing as tears ! 
So come, Girls! let’s have a good cry, O let's! 
If happy, or ‘‘ set by the ears,”’ 
There’s nought so refreshing as tears ' 
If ‘*‘ Violets’? don’t rhyme to ‘ ‘Triolets,”’ 
Of which I have doubtings and fears— 
There's nought so refreshing as tears ! 
So come, Girls! let’s have a good cry, O let’s! 


Whichever is proper and right — 

If English or Frenchified manner is— 
May be immaterial, quite. 

Whichever is proper and right, 

Each method as tough as a tanner is 
(See Hamlet) torhyme to all night ! 
Whichever is proper and right— 

If English or Frenchified manner is ! 


Aquatic Intelligence. 


Tue Showehcaemette crew are on their way from the 
United States to this country to take part in the forth- 
coming Henley Regatta. ‘They say they mean to show 
our oarsmen the way to the winning-post ; but wayt till 
they’ve met one or two of our University teams—then 
we shall see their mettle. popes 





Hor Routuis.— Down One-Tree Hill. 





Neusvendor (with ** Matrimonial News’’):—‘* MatrimontAt, sip ?’ 
(Ada can't think how that man eould have made such an impertinent observ ition.) 






CROQUET. 


By an Enrtnvsrast. 


Ho! Slumberers rise from your pallets, 
And take your aquatical dips— 
Ten, out with the balls and the mallets 


{ 
| And out with the hoops and the clips. 


Ye slothful, despair of a pardon 
This beautiful morning in May, 
Come, up with hoops in the garden— 
E- mean to play croquet to-day. 


In vain:you observe, ‘ It is raining 
A.dismal, continuous mass ;”’ 

It'g-perfectly useless explaining 
‘The graes.is a slushy morass ; 

I see how the gravel it-washes, 
In-miniature 


“But, pshaw! I’veumbrellas— 
| I mean to play croquet today. 
| Sect ncn ete 
| Binks Again. 


| Ow being told as a»noteworthy fact that»a friend of »tris had scored 
| twenty hazards off thespot, andon the sameiday had thrown ‘' heads”’ 
, twelve times: running; little Binks observed thatthe firat-was a go -in- 
| cidence andéthe-latter a coinveidence. 





| Ava meeting of the ratepayers of St. M Abbotts, Kensington 

| on Friday, the subject ofthe adoption of the Public Libraries Act was 

| diecussed ; and although it was stated that a rate of one penny in the 

| pound would be sufficient, the proposition for a Free Library was opposed, 
and the discussion postponed. ‘evidently the Kensingtonians object 

to it, et any rate, for the present, and they consider the question of 
Iabraries a fit one for ‘‘ shelving.” 


PREMATURE. 






| ee eee . 


—— ee ee Lee 


a 


rege © eee 





a ee ee 








ee 
ES 
: Rita 
vote ey, 
ae 
at 

De es, 
ibe 
Rie ee + 
Ba 33 ; , > Y, 
ue | AG 
ae” j yi 4 iB AND 
Rass BS \ = 
4 ~ ‘ (a> 

® \ ——— \ 


Nage 

esd 

% ti . S ANY YN 

es NN § IRYSS eo ik \\ 
a? YT : @ NE ‘NN \\ IN AY \\\ 


# ee | 204 FUN. [Jung 19, 1878. 


eet ~ 


Se ee 


feasts OS 











BY! THE COMPLETE BUILDER.(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
ee No. 3.—PREPARING A GARDEN, 
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ce 2 Experience alone can present to the mind the delight that the Speculative Builder—(this series, of course, relates to Builders who build on their own spec !)—feels 
as: in preparing the “ gardens’’ attached to his houses.——1. This is simply done by burying all the hard building refuse all over them.——2. “ Nice little 
4 garden,” says the tenant, ‘‘I li just plant a few things in it, and turn up the earth a bit.’’ 
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3. And then to mark his emotions as he does turn up the earth a bit ! 4. And to see him just passing the lawn-mower over the grasa! 
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5. At length he fancies he might get on a bit better by removing the brickbats and things; then the Builder-Landlord drops in: “‘ Ah, removing the earth, 
he says ; ‘* mind I sha!] expect you to replace it when you leave.’’ And the joy of the Tenant! 
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OUR GERMAN CHEF. 


PEACE-SOUP A LA CONGRESS.—Take portions of British Lion, Russian Bear, Turkey, &c., with pepper and mustered. 
Place in Congress pan with San Stefano or Russian cabbages. Add Olive Branch and German Sausage. Be careful not to allow 


them to boil over, and serye when cool.—£ztract from Interi:ational Cookery Bock. 
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By citing my fortune as something 
gigantic ; 
I wouldn’t exaggerate—not for a bribe— 
And no inclinations of mine are romantic. 
I therefore request you'll refuse to believe 
I’m trying to turn you a paradox neatly 
When stating the numerous gifts I receive 
Bid fair to accomplish my ruin completely ! 
It isn’t the presents themselves, I’d explain, 
Which threaten to swamp my extensive 
resources, 
No! here is the cause of my exquisite pain— 
The frightful expense their possession 
enforces. 


NM varied resources I faintly describe 


My hundreds of slippers in wool of Berlin 
You grudge me perhaps, and desire to be 
sharing ; 
But pause fur a moment and, ere you begin, 
Reflect what they cost to be ‘‘ made up” 
for wearing ! 
Conceive what it takes to supply with cigars 
The cases that cumber my cupboards and 
couches ; 
What pounds of tobacco to fill all my jars 
And daintily elegant needlework pouches ! 
Observe all my gilt presentations, which 
swarm ; 
Consider the cost of the requisite ‘“‘cup’’ 


to; 
Just glance at the jewels bedecking my form, 
And think what they all ‘‘ stand me in” to 
dress up to! 


Then there’s my continual hampers of game— 
If gentlemen envy me those, I entreat them 
To think of the cost (which I shudder to 
name) 
Of giving a dinner on purpose to eat them ! 
And then, as a climax, to crown the concern, 
(Besides other matters it’s needless to 
mention) 
I think of the things I must give in return, 
And each fresh arrival augments apprehension ; 
Until, as I’m deluged from various spots, 
My desperate feelings I scarcely can quell them— 
Here, hang it! I'll make the things up into ‘“ lots,’’ 
And get up an amateur auction and sell them! 


Literary Note. 

Ir is to be presumed that the new author, whose work is just 
announced by Messrs. Maxwell, intends to write a series of novels, and 
that Sophie Crewe will be followed by Bertha Barked, Mary Mewed, 
Iucy Lowed, Rebecca Roared, Katie Cackled, §¢., §¢., $e. 


Accorpinxe to the West London Express ‘the churchyard of St. 
Luke’s, Old-street, is being turned into a recreation-ground. Mr. 
Haweis’s suggestions are bearing fruit.’” Weare very glad that this 
is 80, but while admitting the fact of Mr. Haweis’s suggestions 
having turned out ’appley, we do not agree that they have borne fruit. 
So far the result has been flowers. 





THEATRES. 


At the Olympic Mrs. Boucicault’s return to the stage will serve as 
an illustration of what a talented artiste can do with an unsuitable 
part. She plays it with wonderful delicacy and feeling, but the whole 
character is so very different from the peculiar kind of heroine with 
which Mrs. Boucicault’s name has been so happily identified. Love or 
Life is a very strongly flavoured piece containing abundant incident, 
but it attempts to tell too much. Instead of relating an episode in 
Crabbe’s story, the authors have tried to give the whole of it; thus 
imparting to ai/ the characters in turn an importance due only toa 
kero, and rather misleading to an audience on the look out for the 
gentleman entitled to its sympathies. All of these characters, how- 
ever, are admirably played, Mr. Flockton being: especially noticeable 
as the innkeeper. 2 ser, 

At the Princess’s the long-promised Eijinella hasbeen produced. In 
the story there is nothing new. A new-born babe:is carried away by 
fairies from its dying mother. After many years spent in Puerinnd, 
Elfinella, grown to womanhood, is allowed to return to earth fora 
brief period, and, as a mattemof course (in opposition to the rules laid 
down by the Fairy Queen) falls in love with a handsome young 
mountain-warrior. ‘The opening scene—fairies’ dance by moonlight 
—is exceedingly beautiful, and the change: to thunderstorm is a 
wonderful bit of stage effect. The painting and construction of 
the scenes leave nothing to desire; the same may be said of the 
dresses; in fact, all that ‘‘mounting’’ could do has been done. The 
language is simple and beautiful throughout, the principal characters 
are well sustained, yet as a whole the 18 wearisome; the 
only chance of a run would be te put in the knife deeply and reduce 
its length by one-half. 

In Auld Lang Syne, at the Royal Park Theatre, Mr. G. L. Gordon 
appears as author and actor, and in both capacities with credit. The 
play is full of dramatic incident, and is well acted, by a good working 
company. ‘The heroine, Bessie Baxter, is sustained with great vivacity 
and force by Miss Emmerson. a 


The lovers of Scottish song can have a great treat at Steinway Hall, 
where Mr. Kennedy and his talented family are giving their well- 
known entertainment. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
‘** Paris, Sunday.—The Government have put an embargo onthe demonstration 
at Dumremy in honour of Joan of Arc.’’ 

Sir,—The above extract uppeared a few days ago in the columns of 
the Standard, telegraphed by ‘‘ our own correspondent.’’ One natur- 
ally asks, to what port was this demonstration intended to sail?— 
Yours etymologically, SHADE OF JOHNSON! 


‘*Sum ” Difference. 

Division of the soil is often heard of nowadays; but it is some 
time since it was the practice of the people to ‘‘ multiply on the face of 
the earth.” The nearest thing to this primitive arithmetical method is 
the working of compound addition sums on the wall of a public house 
or the door of a cupboard with chalk. 


Q-r-E-ous! 

ALTHOUGH we are 60 greatly indebted to the Alphabet, it is strange 
that we express our sense of obligation to only two letters, one a con- 
sonant, and one a vowel. And of these the consonant obtains the 
fullest recognition, for we frequently say ‘‘ Thank Q,’’ and only 
occasionally ** Thank E.”’ 


Warning to Cheese and Buttermen. 


“ Be careful how you wrap up lard in the back numbers of the society 
journals, for the chemical consequence of the union of concentrated 
‘‘lye’’ and fat is that soap is produced, we are told. 





A Matrimonial Mem. 
WE have just discovered that the fair vocalist who ‘‘ wedded” her 
choicest notes to appropriate words is the lady who ‘‘ husbanded” her 
voice. We hope soon to announce her own marriage. 





The New Under-Secretary. 
A convert to Cremation— Viscount Bury— now Baron Ash/ford. 


CompLeteLty Sotp.—The financier who bought Darwin’s Origin of 
Species to procure information on the development of metallic 
currencies. 

We note from the advertising columns of our contemporaries that 
Messrs. Breidenbach have manufactured a ‘‘ Diplomatic Bouquet.” 
Considering that Earl Beaconsfield (who is in particularly good odour 
just now) has just been sent upon a diplomatic mission, we consider the 
production in question most scentsib/e. 
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OUR EXTRA SPECIAL REPORTER AT BERLIN. 
Tue Rapziwit Parace, June 12th, 1878. 

TxHovGH my task at the Paris Exhibition was not half completed, 

yet the imminent meeting of the European Congress at Berlin com- 

pelled me to set to work by getting on the Spree without loss of time. * 


The Man who “ struggled” to express himself. | 





[Junz 19, 1878. 





A ‘Suggestion. 


Srnce there are difficulties in the [way of 

| providing an adequate grant to the grass 

widows of our gallant reserve-men, could 

not the case be appropriately met by a forage 
allowance—hay, Colonel Stanley ? 


Stagnation. 


__ We are told the troops at Aldershot are 
| hard at work “ without gaining ground.” 

Surely this augurs ill for our keeping pace 
_ with the military progress of rival Powers. 


‘‘ Brigandage in Italy.” 

Tne Italian Government are about to 
commission a fleet of Gun Brigs, for the 
A | — of utilising their numerous Brig(h)- 
ands. 


A Grocer insult never was! 
Ir is hardly polite, although it may be 
| strictly correct, to call the Inspector of 
| Weights a ‘‘ Scaley fellow.” 


a ———_—_—___ 


A Joke of Assize 


Circuit Judges are not moke-ers of Justice, 
though they receive a neddy-cation as judges 
of ass-eyes. 


The Long and the Short of it. 


— A short sighted person requires a high 





| glass ; and a far sighted person a nigh glass. 





Re Ports.—A debtor nation.‘ 


| of claiming a seat at the board; though, should Greece or Roumania 
| gain admission for her delegates later on, I shall doubtless be able to 
| secure one of their chairs at the horse-shoe table * by a little diplo- 
|macy. For the present, however, I have contented myself with a 
| very different coup as you shall hear. 

| On the one side of the Congress Hall are two Conference rooms, to 


After receiving your telegram announcing the certain gathering of | which the diplomats may retire for consultation, and on the other a 


the diplomatists at the Prussian capital, I only stayed to purchase a 
German grammar, a pair of Berlin gloves, and a Brunswick sausage— 
for I always, when in Rome like to do as the Romans—and then, in 
order that I might start under favourable auspices, induced a musical 
friend to play ‘‘See the Conquering Hero Goes’’ on a German con- 
certina out of the window as I stepped lightly into the voiture de place 
which conveyed me to the station. 

I arrived at Berlin without adventure, and shed tears as, looking 
heavenwards, I found myself for the first time beneath a sky o 
Prussian blue. I happened to be at the time in the famous avenue, 


| buffet has been fitted up. I have italicised certain words, you will 
| notice. Nor will you wonder at my having done so when I add that 
_I have been appointed to the superintendence of that duffet ! 

| How I managed to procure the post I scarcely dare tell you at 
| present, as my successs was brought about by negotiations of the 
| most delicate kind with Prince Bismarck’s major domo; but I may 
| frankly state that, with a view to the due performance of my new 
duties, I have taken lessons every evening for a week of a worthy 
countryman in retirement here, who has been a bar-keeper in 


|New York, a butler in London, a garcon in Paris, an hotel-keeper in 


Unter den Linden, near the spot where the Kaiser was recently shot, | Italy, and a Kellner in a Berlin bier-garten. The result is that I can 


and the natural inference of the passers-by, on seeing a distinguished - 
looking stranger in tears—and Berlin gloves—at this place, being that 
I was a relative of the Emperor's they most warmly ‘‘ Hoched’’ me 
to the Royal Palace, where the sentinels and police on duty, also im- 
pressed by my noble mien,t allowed me to enter unchallenged. But, 
alas! though unchallenged so far, just as I was making for the Crown 


passing in the courtyard, at once saw I was a stranger, and called me 
out. 


not deem it consistent with my position to fight with a retainer of the 
Hohenzollerns, however ancient. 

My intention in seeking the Crown Prince had been to make known 
my mission, and, if possible, secure, through his good graces, a com- 
fortable stool beneath the horse-shoe table in the hall set apart for the 


Congress in the Radziwil Palace. But my first and subsequent 


efforts to see him being vain, I changed my plans and determined to 


procure by my own ingenuity admittance to the sacred precincts of , 


the Congress Hall. There being no time to go to Stamboul and get 
the Porte to send me asa fourth representative, under the title of 
Exthra Reporta Bey, or Spechal Pacha, I promptly gave up the idea 


* I repeat this time-honoured joke for the sake of the new generation of Fun 
readers. Just as fresh generations of boys demand new editions of obinson Crusoe, 
so are there girls and boys arriving every week at a pun-appreciating age for 
whose sake the crusted old witticisms of our youth must be reproduced.—Y.E.S.R. 


+ I am engaged on a serious errand, but were I on pleasure bent I should see 
my way to a conundrum here, the answer to which would be ‘* One was a mean 


noble and the other a noble mien. Ingenious readers may construct the question 
| the horse-shoe table for my own be-hoof.—Y.E.S.R. 


for themselves.— Y. E. 8. R. 


dispense a gin-sling or a cocktail, split a soda-and-brandy, draw 
lager with a frothy head to it, brew tea d la Russe, prepare coffee a da 
Ture, and chocolate d la Francais; mix sirops, and ‘‘cups”’ of all 
descriptions, from ‘‘ Badminton’’ down to ‘‘ Dog’s-nose,’’ and in short 


'am ready to supply any liquid want of the cosmopolitan customers I 


| t at buffet. 
Prince’s apartment, an old retainer of the Hohenzollerns, who was | may expect of Sy ue 


For days I have been engaged in ordering, receiving, and storing 
away within easy reach the numerous liquors which it is likely may 


| be called for. 
So I went out; but let me add, to relieve your anxiety, that I did | he calles So 


You see it is a case of tot homines tot beverages—if you know the 


Latin for ‘* beverages’ you can put it in; and though the number of 


customers I may reckon on is not much over fifty—1 am to supply no 
one under the rank of a second secretary of legation—it is more 
troublesome to provide for their requirements than it would be for 
5,000 in an ordinary London public-house bar. 

Prince Bismarck has done a most considerate thing. He has tele- 
graphed cipher despatches to all the European Embassies telling an 
attaché there to find out and wire in confidence the favourite tipple 
of the ministers and diplomatists who are to take part in the Congress. 
The result of these considerate inquiries has been placed in my hands, 
and I shall, therefore, be able, I hope, to please all the high and 
mighty parties who may visit my dufet. A big samovar has been pro- 


' cured especially for Prince Gortschakoff, who rarely drinks anything, 


I am told, but tumblers of tea with slices of lemon in it; Baron 
Jomini, on the contrary, who accompanies him, has a taste fur potato 
brandy ; whilst his other companion, Baron Fredericks, likes nothing 


*® Should I ever do so, I mean, come what may, tc make a joke about being at 
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so well as a native spirit, of which I forget the name, but of which the We'll say that he improved the law ; 
sample which I have tasted is like paraflin oil that has been kept in an Preserved the country from a war ; 
old anchovy keg. M. Waddington, true to the land of his birth, Perceptibly diminished crime ; 
pe pe For our own goog ey may whisper, [ have a special Did other acts from time to time. 
supply of champagne (Piper sec.) and Apollinaris water. a: se ae 
nough of this, however, for my space is gone, and, what is more, a ts : ths ow aed Bee 
my time is precious. After much deliberation, Prince Bismarck has Successive oominlieente waits paid 
decided there shall be no pretty barmaids to assist me, as at first Until he reached the ducal grade. 


suggested, but only an old Polish woman, with one eye and two teeth, 


to wash 7 the glasses. Allin my department will be ready in time, At length, respected, loved, admired, 
t 


The aged Minister retired, 


Iam gladto say, andI wait with natural excitement the first session t 
of which I shall hope to give you early and special news. I employ And, when his useful life was done, 
all my spare moments in practising shorthand and seeing how much I He left the dukedom to a son. 
can get on my thumb-nail at a pinch. My metallic wristbands are This youth did not exactly blame 
also in order ; and on them I could jot down a whole protocol if neces- His father’s wild ambitious aim 
sary. Should you write or wire me, please address me as— In striving to the State to bring 
- ea aie ' Success—and all that sort of thing ; 
’ ’ 
Radziwi n. The Muser knows that ev'ry man 
nee eee Must have his own design and plan ; 
ee ee ee ae The dukeling’s fancy was to get 
THE SWAY’ CF SENSE; OR, A MUSER'’S At once extremely into debt. 
MISCONCEPTIONS. a pases + great - 
(A series of MSS. found somehow, in some place or other ; no elue bein a ee 
to hand as to their authorship.) . And running in a single day 
A hundred bills he couldn’t pay. 


For many days, in many lands, 

The tradesmen suffered at his hands ; 
Until among them it became 

A sneering ‘est to say his name. 


Then said the State, ‘‘ We greatly fear 
‘That he can be no worthy peer 
At whom the lip can justly curl 
The State reduced him to an Earl. 


Time passed. The Earl, defying blame, 
Obligingly would lend his name 

(A name that now but few would laud ') 
To schemes intended to defraud. 

Then said the State: ‘‘ It were amiss 
An Earl should do such things as this! 
Our peerage must be purer. Let 

Him be reduced to DBaronet.”’ 


'”? 





Tuer while the sterling sense of human kind The B: + linn ; 

Is ever present to the Muser’s mind, The Baronet was never wed ; 

As latest of his meditative themes He ever seemed content, instead, 
To see his name appear in force 


The ‘‘ Peerage”’ lately filled his waking dreams ; 
His brain, upon a sea of musings tost, 

Conéeives how noble rank is won—and lost,— 

No very enigmatic problem when 

One realises all the sense of men. 


In sundry cases of divorce. 

So very oft the name he wore 

The affix ‘‘ Co- Respondent ”’ bore, 
That people fancied that the same 








Let us conceive a case which treats about Was part and parcel of his name. 
A title won and lost, and work it out ; And whee bed ah 
: ore ae —s gone, without remorse 
And _ the — of It, let it take ‘ Through seven cas:s of divorce, 
The form of narrative, for ease’s sake:— The State remarked :—‘* We should prefer 
This man to be a commoner.” 
‘ ‘ ee a c ’ v7 ——= 

MISCONCER SION THE SECOND. ’Tis thus that he of rank who courts disgrace 

About the land, and up and down Degraded sinks, deprived of rank and place ; 

Men breathed the honoured name of Brown ; Aad cone brings before the Muser’s mind 

For Mr. Brown had been of grand So vividly the sense of human kind. 

And signal service to the land ; And thus it is, the Muser’s very sure, 

ho alive that had not heard The upper class is ever kept so pure. _ 

Aah alii a. ot sdanieed, The Muser, bear in mind, does not believe 

By sound intelligence applied That folks of fashion often stoop to grieve 

This Brown, M.P., had stayed ite tide? And make the minds of moral men ashamed 

e: By cases like the case that he has named : 

h fectly subli ; , 
aa — eres oe et For married folk with youth, and wealth, and birth, 
The introduction of a bill And all the other luxuries of earth, 

This man had remedied the ill! Would surely shudder at descending to 

a : The coarser deeds that poorer people do. 
His country recognised his tact ; The Muser knows, and lays the fact to heart, 
A baronetcy proved the fact ; The upper class supplies no hundredth part 
And not the lowest country clown Of all those cases of divorce they say 
But knew the good Sir Tomkins Brown. The penny papers publish ev’ry day. 


In time Sir Tomkins filled, with grace, The upper classes are possessed of mind, 
A Minister’s exacting place ; And could not stoop to doings unrefined ; 
Still striving for his country’s good, The Baronet’s career I’ve sought to trace 
As self-respecting statesman should. Is, I am sure, an unexampled case. 
The Muser fain would render clear eon 

The statesman’s technical career, Obviously. . 
But hermits have no mei.tal grip Ix case of invasion, the Needles would be defended with cun- 
Of all the arts of statesmanship. cotton. 
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‘IT MIGHT BE BORNE.” 


. ee v ” 
Gent. (to Barmaid) :—‘‘ RATHER CROWDED HERE; DON’T LIKE CROWDING—AND SQUEEZING I8 80 UNPLEASANT. Don’r you ' “'NK 80? 


Barmaid (prettily) :—‘‘ THaT DEPENDS UPON CIRCUMSTANCES.”’ 


MENT OF INFANTS IN LODGINGS. 


1. Don’r have any. 

2. If one has come, present the mother with half-a-dozen packets 
of warranted violet-powder. 

3. If the vermin-killer does not act, bribe the nursemaid to take the 
young nuisance out in the perambulator, and to forget to bring it 
home again. 

4. If she does bring it home, offer to nurse the pretty dear yourself, | 
and drop it in the fender. 

5. Or, season its pap with pins and cayenne-pepper. 

G. Or, supply it on the sly with hot rolls and cold potatoes. | 

7. Or, as doctors say that plenty of water is good for infants, pop | 
it into your tub, and leave it there. 

8. If a squalling baby wakes you out of your sleep, go up to your | 
landlady’s door, and wake Aer with a notice that you are about at 
once to leave your lodgings. 

9. Or, go out and shy your bootjack at the parents’ window. You 
can say next morning that you thought it was cats. 

10. According to the Faculty, crying does good to infants’ lungs. 
Make hideous grimaces, therefore, at any you see by day looking ever 
their nurses’ shoulder. 

11. Infants cannot sleep too long, say the nurses. Teach the 
nurses logic, and hint at Daffy’s Elixir. 


ae Seba ayeail 


ayaa ee 


great benefit I have seen to arise from 
S the use of Chapman's Bntire Wheat Flour as 


CADBURY'S 








HEADDRESS AND REDRESS. 


In vague expectation 
The next alteration 
Will prove to be increase of pay, 
The ‘‘sub”’ to his helmet 
Says, ‘** Hail fellow, well met,’’ 
And flings his old shako away. 


Japanese Art. 


On his return from Japan Dr. Dresser brought with him a small 
hovse, which Mr. Streeter has had fitted up in his showrooms at New 
Bond-street. It is remarkably beautiful, and suitable for a lady’s 
boudoir. From the same source Mr. Streeter has a fine collection of 
articles in gold and silver, also some of the finest specimens of old red 
carved lac ever seen in this country. It is altogether a rare collection 
of Japanese work, such as no lover of art should miss. The exhibi- 
tion ought to be one of the attractions of the season. 


The Huguenots. 
We have much pleasure in stating that the copyright of ‘‘ The 


_ Huguenots,”’ by J. E. Millais, R.A., which suggested our last week’s 


cartoon, is the property of Messrs. Brooks and Sons, print publishers, 


Rome aL 











ae article of foed for ehiddren. It is very . 
easily digested by the most delicate ones.” 
os | —Paouw Borros Samzirea, Beo., F.B.C5. C. BRANDAUER & c0.’S New registered “* press 
Ai Sold by Chemists, dc.,in 6d. and 1s. series’’ of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
| Packets, and 33. Tins. points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 


: 
: ~G Tta- PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 
AOS a a! PHOSPHATES CAUTION.—If Cocoa thickens in the oup it proves the addition of stareh . 


nn reer eee reece erence ae 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, June 19, 1878. 


Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to vour hand, 


Worxs, Eiemincuam. 
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SHOULD BE MOST HAPPY, BUT WHAT WOULD MY BisHor say ?”’ 


Lady Golightly :—‘*‘ Ou, BLESS THE DEAR OLD MAN, HE’S COMING TOO! 


SIDES FOR A GAME AT BADMINTON.”’ 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Important notice—Trophonius is studying cookery—His tip for the 
Northumberland Plate—Strange want of appreciation—the Editor’s 
offictousness*—The Lillie Bridge Display—Henley Anticipations, §c., 
§¢., §e. 


NOTICE. 


| The Government and Police having been down on 
Trophonius about those twelve stamps for the Derby 
winner, he has removed to Boulogne-sur-Mer, where all 
sporting communications must be addressed. The Cry from 
the Cave by Trophonius, published every morning, con- 
tains a list of all winners past and future (the former may 
be especially relied upon) forwarded free by post for 
fifteen guineas per copy to any address in the United 
Kingdom. N.B.—The selections for the Leger and Good- 
wood are good things. 


SS 


BovLoGneE-surR-Mgr, Wednesday. 


Sir,—I have been compelled, by the state of my health, to seek for a 
while ~ retreat in this salubrious spot, where, as I have been appointed 


NO IMPEDIMENT.’ 
High Church Parson (who has been invited to the Orleans Club for his next Sunday out) :—‘‘ Next Sunpay! 





Wet, Lavy Gorient ty, I 


Yov AnD CxyarA, AND I AND THE BIsHoP, WILL MAKE CAPITAL 


Away to the North let us haste in our shoals 

(And no one need trouble to take any coals,) 

Where Constantine’s gallantly breasting the course 
With Glendale and Jagellon (each a good horse,) 

But where have St. Cuthbert, First Spring and Ridotto, 
John Frederick, Cyprus, and Brixter-hill got to? 
Stamfordham and Mars may be backed by the dolt, 

But how about Durham and Jezabel colt ? 

And mark you the backer that isn’t a fool— 

What says he of Strathmore—of Pageant— Miss Peol ? 


There, my noble patrons, take the tip andthe prophet’s blessing—If 
ou win think of the old man inthe shape of a percentage; if you 
ose, a8 for a percentage of your losses, why, the old man will not be 

hard on you, he will say no more about it. While or this subject, I 
may say I don’t think the public has been very grateful over my tip 
forthe Oaks. An old pocket-knife containing, in addition to a num- 
ber of blades more or less useless, a corkscrew and an instrument for 
removing stones from horses’ feet, from ‘‘ A Grateful Schoolboy,’’ and 


| a bottle of raspberry vinegar, and a half ditto of the sauce peculiar to 
| Worcester, from ‘‘ A Maiden Lady” of that town, (or should I say 
city ?) can hardly be regarded as an efficient reward for having 


cook to a forthcoming camping-out expedition to Henley, I am en- | 


deavouring to alleviate the tedium of convalescence by a careful study 
of the culinary art. Already I am approaching a high state of 
efficiency ; my creams and omelettes leave little to be desired 
(especially of the creams and omelettes !) and if the former are a little 
curdled and the latter are a trifle crumbly, all shortcomings are 
forgotton in the contemplation of my vol aux vents, (or vols au vent) 


any). But of course you are anxious about the Northumverland 
late: let me set your anxiety at rest :— 














® We think we best express our contempt of our correspondent’s insinuations 
by printing them without comment.—Eb. 


YOL. WKVI. 


} 


a la finaneiére (recipe by Baron Grant and the Albion Insurance Com- | 





given the first, second, and third (only you would transpose the 
tirst and second four lines of my tip and spoil it, as I said 
rou would — but you’re always so obstinate — perhaps you'll 
et my tips alone another time*). What did you think of the 
Lillie Bridge display on Saturday? Trophonius was heavy on the 
Clubs, was he not? Well, well, perhaps they were heavy on him some- 
times, who knows? [I start for Henley on Saturday—all about it 
next week.—I am yours, Xc., TrorpuHonivs. 


P.S.—To the Printer.— Let the following notice be conspicuous :— 
Trophonius is surprised that the Editor has taken no notice of his 
challenge of last week, but, rather than disappoint him, Trophonius 


_ will compete with him for a half-a-pint a-side—or on his own terms. 


A reply in Fun will make a match. 
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Tue Scuoot Boarp. Oh, we don’t admit street-boys. (Sings.) 
Oh, pray disabuse your mind of such views— 
This chance, we have long been desiring it : 
The schools you endowed are never allowed 
To educate children requiring it, 
But only concern the kids who could learn 
At ‘‘ British,’’ or ‘‘ Parish,” or ‘‘ National ’’— 
Those places we plann’d to root from the land 
In manner all wrong and irrational. 
But those who of old were out in the cold — 
Of learning had no opportunity, 
Are no better off. At gamins we scoff, 
And we won’t have ’em in the community 


Tue B. P. But you were instituted under the Educational Act, 
which, of course, I intended to be the means of educating a//. The 


















AD state of things is no better than before. Those you educate were 
mee) educated before, and those who were not you won’t admit. 
Leta. Tue Scuoot Boarp. Things are worse off than befere. Those 
- AT who used to be educated in a manner suitable to their station we now 
dj | educate in a most absurd style. You are taxed to give the lower classes 
ae i ae a much better education for a nominal sum than the middle classes can 
aie.» ty . afford to pay for at private schools, and we won’t have them Here ; but 
th? 4 rf No. VII.—THE: CARROT. if we woul l, they couldn’t mix with our pupils, you know. I say, 
nee S uf Tue carrot is a one-legged red vegetable of extreme modesty, which we're spending £25,000 on a cookery centre now. More taxing! 
diet hides its blushing form underground. Its extremities are decidedly Tue B. P. Oh, I'll stop this game! (Sings) 
{? hi i) its better part; for the head of a carrot is not carrot, but greens. ’Tis foolish denying the fact, 
ees " Although the carrot blushes, the tone of its blush, it must be confessed, The list of my messes contains 
Peies » is rather loud; and it is, moreover, exposed to suspicion from the My poor Educational Act, 
at 4 4 yaller tone it infuses into its blush—a tone somewhat inconsistent with With which I had taken such pains. 
ae strict propriety, and not entirely suggestive of unblemished vegetable However, I'll put to an end 
. i Bi innocence. Still, a carrot, when scraped, is considered a handsome Proceedings at variance quite 
fi ; we object ; inasmuch as, when society is desirous of commending some- With all that the Clauses intend, 
aay thing as surpassingly beautiful—a cynosure of all eyes, for instance— With all that is proper and right. 
rf " ny its — praise is to say, it is ‘‘as fine as a carrot newly Pom — are Sr a 
a scraped. J ct 18 a target for Cc 
ees s The carrot is believed by learned greengrocers to belong to the Tho Act was ‘s taenis _—— 
t ee? ee — = — ; but va writer ~ never been able to The taxes but educate half ! [ Exit. 
artes iscover a well-authenticated instance of a carrot bearing an umbrella on 
yy i or even a parasol. The umbrella doctrine may, heaves possibly uo ee ee , ~~ atk on = pase g 
} ut mae a ——e og ag It may a that the carrot belongs ‘aetaa'h ance of Defiance, an , Cunvane mend y , 
ie to the Order of Umbrellas in the same sense that a man may belong to : si 
ve fe the Order of the Garter. . ee ee ee eee 
|! ae, cot gulf undasorveily from the devices of wnprinciplod | OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AT BERLIN. 
ae e ’ ° > . R 9: 
ee: A so-called ‘‘caret’’ is supplied by printers, and another sort “ot . 5m0 SMPTE FHRACR, Same ane. 
‘en a ‘* carat’’ by goldsmiths—mere colourable pretences to evade the penal- My stratagem, sir, has succeeded beyond my most sanguine eX- 
; E ; ties of the statute by misspelling the name and trade-mark of the | pectations. The probability is that I know far more than even Prince 
i ie. | genuine article. None is genuine but what is marked ‘carrot.’ | Bismarck himself of the real sentiments of the distinguished diplomatists 
Bie | Analytical examination of the two sham preparations referred to | 2OW in this city ; for what they say in guarded and discreet diplomatic 
ieee ‘ shows that neither of them contains one single grain of pure carrot. language at the horseshoe table is one thing, whilst what they ex- 
i : ee ‘They are both well-known vegetable impostors, and the public should | Press in snug ¢é¢e-d-téte when they meet in couples to join in a social 
ve beware. The carrot is a deserving vegetable, and worthy of public glass at my dufet is most decidedly another. I may say, without 
Mie support. ‘The carrot is a friend of man, and no lady or gentleman is exaggeration, that in the course of the past week I have had all 
ae. complete without a carotid. Europe at the bar, so to speak, and the slate I had filled with hurried 
a. ———————— notes of what I have heard (written with . muffled pencil wenn 
4 ’ esi not to hop nor screech) would have surprised you, had I not unluckily 
FUN’S FARCES.—No. 5. EDUCATION! sat on it in a moment Ye agitation ep sao a smeared it. 


A Farce tn Week y Acts, As PLAYED ON THE VicToRIA EMBANKMENT. 


The School-board Offices. Discovered are Members, Teachers, 
Inspectors, Architects, §e. They sing :— 
‘Tug School Board for London we are; and an Act 
You'd like to see undone accounts for the fact. 
iy Unlimited power it gave us to use, 
e: Which credulous dower we duly abuse ! 
A penny ’twas stated would cover the rate; 
Pei: And now you are rated at seven or eight ! 
| 4 Our schools are constructed—(the money to waste)— 
Where schools well-conducted already were placed. 
) We teach ’em Quadratic equations, the lute, 
im Philosophy Attsc—(miss Garrett’s pursuit)— 
Astrology, Russian, all science abstruse, 


ScENE: 


i 
‘ 
} : With learned discusion without any use! 
We waste and we borrow, and ride the high horse ; 

Aversion and sorrow attend on our course, 
j We persecute, summon, secure in our grant. 
; The School Board’s a rum ‘un, but curb it you can’t! 

Enter Tux Britisu Pustic, with a street-boy. 

Tue B. P. I say, a lot of goodyour inspectorsare! Here, I found 
this urchin wandering about the streets. Why isn’t he at schools? 
You prosecute poor persons who don’t send their children because what 
ul they earn additionally alone keeps them going, and yet this boy loafs 

: about the streets just as he likes, learning nothing but bad language 
and dishonesty. How is it? 











I remember enough, though, of the dialogues of the various states- 
men to be able to give you some exclusive minutes on the all-momen- 
tous matter of the day. I have naturally paid much attention to Karl 
Beaconsfield’s observations, though, with his usual caution, the noble 
earl talks in a most guarded manner. On the first meeting of the 
Congress he brought up Counts Andrassy, Schouvaloff, and Corti, and 
M. Waddington in succession to my éuffet to introduce them to the 
flavour of his favourite beverage—sweet champagne and apollinaris 
(‘Sham and Polly,’’ as it is slangily called)—and I particularly re- 
marked that he said to each of these eminent statesmen, as he raised 
what Lord B. alluded to as the ‘‘ foaming beaker”’ to his lips, ‘‘ I note 
with pleasure, cher comte, that the glass continues to go up!”’ 

Count Schouvaloff, I may add, replied with a quiet smile, as he 
emptied his glass, ‘‘ And now, my dear lord, it goes down aguin,’ 
putting it back on the marble bar as he spoke, with such emphas’s 
that the stem snapped, a fact which helps one to remember the 
remark. 

‘‘ Exactly,’’ responded our premier, also smiling; ‘‘ but I feel sure, 
my dear count, we shall have some ‘summery’ weather at our next 
meeting, nevertheless.”’ 

Now, of course I cannot be sure, but the way in which Lord B. laid 
a stress on the word ‘‘summery,”’ and the livid smile with which 
Count Schouvaloff heard his response, make me think that the ‘‘ sum- 

” he meant was spelt with an ‘‘a.’’ Should this have been really 
the case the political significance of the remark is evident, and I take 
it that you may certainly expect the Earl of Beaconsfield to put his 


foot down. 
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Speaking of feet reminds me that on coming down to my buffet early 
yesterday morning, carrying in my hand the pottle of fresh-gathered 
strawberries which I have ready for Prince Gortschakoff every day, I 
came upon a suspicious-looking individual carrying a small rat-gin, 
which he proceeded to set in a dark corner close to where our Premier 
leaves his umbrella and hat as he goes in. He seemed very confused 
when I challenged him, and muttered something—in Slavonic, I 
think—about the rats gnawing Prince Bismarck’s goloshes. He 
cleared off, however, without effecting his purpose; and from what 
Ihave since found out I have little doubt that the party I sur- 
prised was no other than General Ignatieff himself in disguise, and that 
his design was to set the trap so that at the next sitting of the Congress 
our Premier might put his foot in it. 

Count Schouvaloff is very chatty, especially over his tumblers of 
tea, on the brewing of which he warmly compliments me; and as to 
Count Andrassy, a more genial man I never mixed a gin-sling for. 
Connt Corti, quite a wag in his sunny, southern way—he reminds me 
of Sothern p?re, though, rather than fils, I may say—made a joke 
yesterday on finding the Austrian Chancellor busily instructing me 
in the mysteries of Tchernavodka, a kind of sherry-and-bitters popular 
at Pesth. ‘‘ Hullo!” he exclaimed, ‘‘ per Bacco, if this Hungary man 
is not a thirsty man too!”’ 

Prince Bismarck, who was passing, laughed till his new white 
beard wagged again, and vowed the joke should be put in the official 
archives. 

As I write this sub ros¢—behind a bottle of Rose’s lime-cordial, that 
is to say—the German Chancellor and Lord Beaconsfield are talking 
earnestly in front of me over two bocks of lager (which our Premier 
assured me privately he hated), but which he is now drinking with 
great gusto out of compliment to the Prince. 
little; but this I have managed to catch :—‘‘ You took no turkey last 
night at the banquet, mon prince?” ‘*No; I avoid the bird as I would 
poison. And you?” ‘* Adrumstick merely.’’ ‘* Ah! adrumstick. That 
suggests a tattoo.” ‘* What! a leg to callmen to arms! It would be 








FOR EVER! 


I re. in love with her the day 

We met—’twas at a garden-party ! 
She’d such a very ‘‘ jolly’ way, 

And was so winning and so hearty. 
There was a love-light in her eye— 

A love-tone in her voice so thrilling— 
I should have “‘ offered,’’ but was shy, 

Because I hadn’t got a shilling. 


We ‘‘spoon’d”’ along the shady walk, 
That oft before had made a cover 
lor many a happy whisper’d talk 
Of silly maid and foolish lover. 
Our conversation was, of course, 
Of love, and hearts that nought could sever, 
And nearly talked each other hoarse 
Before we said adieu !—for ever ! 


Ministerial Diet. 

‘HE Government desiring some statistics on the sub- 
ject of whitebait, have directed Mr. Frank Buckland to 
make investigations about this fish, so we, without any 
desire to be oflicious, purpose giving some cefficial in- 
formation. It is commonly supposed that whitebait 
at Greenwich is a farce, but it isn’t, as most of these 
delightful piscatorial delicacies are caught there. It is 
said by some authorities to be the fry of the shad, hence 
the name of that extremely fishy neighbourhood Shad- 
well. As soon as caught, whitebait should be put into 
iced water ; they are then considered to be a particularly 
(x)tce fish. 

Previous to the prorogation of Parliament, the 
Ministers of the Crown indulge in a whitebait dinner | 
at the ‘‘ Trafalgar,’”’ Greenwich ; in fact, it may be said | 
to be eminently a Crown fish, for it is uncommonly well | 
served at the ‘‘ Crown and Sceptre,’’ and the charge is 
usually five shillings. 





A youNG woman named Stone has put an end to her 
existence at Nunhead by taking vermin-powder. This 
was putting rather a low estimate upon herself, and 
from the way she has adopted to flee this earth, she 
evidently did not regard herself as a precious Stone. 

Mr. Guiapsronez has been made a ‘‘ shepherd.’”’ This 
is as it should be, for, by hook or by crook, he generally 
makes his opponents look sheepish. 
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HUN. 


They talk so low I[ hear | 





Old Salt :—‘‘ BE you AGOING TO PAINT THAT THERE RED-TOPPED 


YONDER, MISTER?” 
O.S. :—** THEN MAYHAP YOU'LL BE GLAD OF SOMB O’ THE paint we used 


on her last week !”’ 
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wrong to use a dead bird so.’’ ‘* De mortuis nil nisi bone-em, eh?’ 

‘* Yes,’’ replied the Earl, with a smile, as they strolled away; ‘I 

prefer my turkey rolled.’ I give this fragment verbatim, although I 
| cannot understand its significance, and must conclude, as M. 
| Waddington wishes me to prepare his Vermcuth gommé. 


‘‘TRAIN UP YOUR CHILDREN.”’ 


Ovr attention has been called to the following advertisement, for 
the wording of which we would rather not know who is answerable— 
especially if it should be the clergyman—as it is of the ‘‘ mixed 
school’’:— 

WANTED, by the end of the month, for a mixed school in the country, two 


PUPIL-TEACHERS (female), one in her third or fourth year (experienced), 
the other in her first.—Apply to Rev. L. Cooper, Croxton Rectory, St. Neots, 


Hunts. 

There is something inexpressibly sweet and touching in the notion of 
having children of such tender ages as ‘‘ pupil-teachers’’ in a ‘‘ mixed 
school,’’ and it is only to be inferred that the benevolent-minded ‘‘ end 
of the month,” who wants them so young, ‘“‘ one in her third or fourth 
year (experienced), the other in her first,’ conscientiously desires that 
the ‘‘ mixed school’’ may be taught wisdom ‘‘ out of the mouths of 
babes and sucklings.’’ Mothers of families, pick out your precious 
and precocious pets, and off with them to St. Neots—if you would 


| have them in the ‘* Hunts.”’ 


Tue agent of the Westminster Aquarium who succeeded in captur- 
ing Beluga, the white whale, isa gentleman named Coup, therefore 
| it is literally true that this achievement was a Coup de main. 
| On Thursday, when Lords Beaconsfield and Salisbury were being 

conveyed in the state carriage of the Embassy, the axletree caught 

‘fire. After this their lordships cannot complain that their reception 
was not a warm one. It certainly looks as though the Germans 
meant to make it uncommonly fot for them. 











A GENEROUS OFFER. 
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-RUSSIAN AGREEMENT. 


‘‘PLEASE, SIR, WHICH I3 THE POLICY, THE PLUCKY ONE OR THE SNEAKING ONE?” 
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THE VANISHING CALF. 


Tue Law. 


Tuer PgRopPuer. 


Tue Law. 


THe Peo. ce. 


Tue Propue. 


Tur Law. 


A Viston or Brrrisox LEGISLATION. 


All you who wouldn’t have your lives 
And chattels confiscated, 

Be off and get yourselves and wives 
And children vaccinated. 


By us, our babes, and better halves 
The law shall be abided, 

But we should like to see the calves 
The Government’s provided. 


Confound the Public! Far too much 
Its little self it flatters, 

To think the Law attends to such 
Absurdly little matters. 


Observe! So long as all the lot 
Of you are vaccinated, 

The Law but little cares with what 
You are inoculated. 


But human babes may have complaints, 
And then it hardly pleases 
A party when he gets the taints 
f other folk’s diseases ! 


The Law declines to argue that ; 
The Law has simply stated— 

(And, mind, the Law’s command is*flat’— 
You must be vaccinated. 


(Then chance is trusted to arrange 
The matter as it pleases, 

And there ensues an interchange 
Of little skin diseases. 

And such advantages arise !— 
No soul in Britain’s borders 

Can selfishly monopolise 
Particular disorders. 

The Country, as the mind infers, 
Is greatly benefited— 

And then this dialogue cceurs 
When fifty years have flitted) :-— 


Though ever to the Law we bend, 
And feel no hesitation, 

Yet, if you please, what are the end 
And aim of vaccination ? 


We cannot clearly recollect 
For what it was provided ; 
For ample reasons, we expect, 

By faultless wisdom guided. 


THe Pgopxe (revolving some wild rumour in their brain). 


Tue Law. 


We've heard it said that with a cow 
It has some slight connection. 
Perchance. We've no such matter now 
Within our recollection. 
(Old Time goes onward with a will; 
The Law is still abided ; 
That *‘ Interchange’’ continues still ; 
A century has glided) :-— 


A Memper or tue Pvstic (to Tue Law). 


Pray, interfere on my behalf— 
A man who vaccinated 

My arm, has done it from a catF! ! 
I fear my life is fated. 


FUN. 


Ts & Law (aghast), Good gracious! This will surely tend 
‘Lo wreck your constitution ; 
Your murderer shall find his end 
In instant execution. 


—— 


ODD ITEM. 


HOPE DEFERRED. 
Priace: England. Time: Spring and Summer of 1878. 


Mr. PHRITENDOF Wuert. Now that’s comforting; there are a lot 
of gnats flying about. We shall be able to get out-of-doors in a day 
or two—sure to beachange. Gnats area sure sign of fine weather, 
you know. 

Mr. Forster Stopratomg. Oh, I’m very glad to hear that— 
that’s delightful! You’re certain gnats are a sign of fine weather? 
(He indulges in the brightest hopes. It rains for another fortnight.) 

Mr. Wuetr. Well, I was misled by those gnats; but I can hear 
the wrytailed bluefinch singing— you listen—and that is an infallid/e 
sign of fine weather. 

Mr. Sropratomz. Oh, well, I hope it is. (He is still a little hope- 
Jul. It rains for another month.) 

Mr. Wuetr. Hum! the bluefinch seems to deceive one sometimes, 
certainly; but I saw the cat just now counting her eyelashes, and 
there couldn’t be a surer sign of fine weather than that ! 

Mr. StorratomE. Oh—ah—well, I hope not. (He is rather doubdt- 
ful this time. It rains for another siz weeks; then the weather suddenly 
becomes brilliant.) 

Mr. Wuertr (triumphantly). I say, the sun’s shining scorchingly 
and there isn’t a cloud in the blue sky. That’s a sign of fine weather, 
at any rate ! 

Mr. Stoprpatome (never to be betrayed into hopefulness any more). 
Oh, ah! Don’t tellme! J don’t believe it! (Becomes a gloomy dis- 
believer for the rest of his life.) 

{And that’s how we feel.— Ep. Fun. ] 


THEATRES. 

Tuat The Little Duke is a deal more acceptable in its new home at 
the St. James’s than it was at the Philharmonic there is not a shadow 
of doubt, chiefly owing to a partial redistribution of the characters. 
Miss Chambers and Mr. EK. Wingrove have been very wisely retained 
in their old parts, and Mr. Stoyle replaces Mr. Paulton as pam 
with enormous advantage. Mr. Stoyle plays admirably, and while 
he, Miss Chambers, and Mr. Wingrove are on the stage the action 
never flags. But where these well-conceived efforts at rehabilitation 
have been thwarted is in the retention of Miss May in the title ré/e. 
Miss May has no more idea of the character at the West-end than she 
had at Islington ; had she been able to take a lesson from Miss Rita’s 
performance of the Prince du Conti, in Les Prés St. Gervais, she would 
have done much better, but as it is she affects a simplicity, timidity, 
and artlessness, which is so affected as to be irritating. She sings her 
music in a boisterous manner, and it is her false rendering of the 
character, we think, that imparts a sense of incompleteness to the 
opera it really does not deserve. 


A Deed of Separation.” 


The Grocers’ Company have voted £100 to the National Hospital 
for Consumption on the Separate Principle at Ventnor. Our idea— 
(while on the subject of grocers)—of ‘‘ Consumption on the Separate 
ee is taking your sugar in one packet and your sand in 
another. 


APPROPRIATE Song for the Present Treacherous Weather.—‘‘ Has’, 
Smiling Morn !”’ 
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Frankie (to. Annie, who is eati 
YOUR BABY, AND YOU FEED ME.” 


i Ne 


‘MORE THAN TWO.” 


ng @ sponge-cake):—‘‘ ANNIE, LET ME BE 








Annie :—‘‘ Ou, NO, FRANKIE, YOU CANNOT BE MY BABY; MY BABY MUST 


BE IN LONG CLOTHES—ONE WOT CAN'T EAT NO SPONGE CAKE.’’ 


PLEASING GALLANTRY. 


THeErx’s a custom immensely increasing of late 
Which sets the philosopher revelling, 

And shows how divinely and potently great 
Is the instinct of love, and how levelling. 


It proves that attentive re 
Asserting its nce etfusively, 


for the fair, 


Is not (as some bigoted Britons declare) 
The foreigner's birthright exclusively. 


Nor yet does the quality wholly belong 


To aristocratic society, 
But is, on the con 
In males of the humbler variety. 


The gallantry 
We ought to admire unaffectedly : 
No lady with any pretensions to 


trary, specially strong 


marking our insular race 


Can walk in our country neglectedly. 
Whenever my daughters go out for a stroll 


Some “‘ navvy,’’ observing them 


nningly 


From over the top of his cheese and his roll, 
Will whistle and chirp to them winningly. 


Conductors of "busses, with winks of the eye, 


Make signs of adoring them gushingly; 


While butchers’ assistants, exc 


In pantomime peep at them blushingly. 
My lady the Countess—(for I am an Earl)— 


A lady of fifty-and-five about, 
Will enter her carriage 


» with coachman in curl 


And powder and lace, for a drive about. 


ming “Oh, my,’ 


= 
Pm 
> 
oO 
; 


‘ A Wuewn you have wor a ‘‘ pony,” you will find that it is not a little 
) ’oss. 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 

Ir is stated that during Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s pro- 
vincial tour he will play Alone. We cannot believe it ; 
he must have a company of some sort, otherwise we 
predict a Tree-mendous fiasco. 

Mr. Gilbert’s next venture at the Olympic is to be a 
version of Faust and Marguerite. ‘The character of Me- 
faust-opheles always does go down, but sometimes—not 
with the audience. Mr. Gilbert, however, should do 
much with this creation, for he is himself a man of good 
descent. 

Mr. H. 8. Leigh will furnish the Alhambra with their 
Christmas piece, The Goose with the Golden Egos, which 
will naturally be provided with ery a tuneful Jay. 

There is every probability that Mr. Thomas Thorne 
will grow a moustache, for in consequence of a throat 
complaint he has gone to the Continent for change of 
air. 

The management of the Princess’s is evidently 
desirous of keeping up the high-class character of that 
house. ljfinella is followed by a revival of one of the 
Grecian dramas. 

Mr. James Albery has married Miss Moore, of the 
Gaiety, which tempts us to remark, with regard to 
the Alberys, the ‘‘ Moore the merrier.’’ 


A FELO DE SEA. 
Ir, a long voyage on coming off, 
I thus described the ocean’s trough : 
‘‘ The water fell low in the sea,”’ 
‘What a fellow I should be ! 


Title for Dizzy. 

In high quarters it is thought probable that the new 
title for our successful delegate will be ‘‘ Duke of Ben 
Nevis,’? as combining delicate allusions to the St. 
Petersburg river, to the ennobled prefix, and to that 
Scottish portion of her dominions which Her Majesty so 
delights to honour. 


From recent investigations respecting the loss of the 
German ironclad, it pppears it wasa Grosser blunder 
than Yerfurst imagined. 

Ir the clove smells sweet, must not the clover smell 
sweeter ? 


Damp Suzers.—Sheets of water. 





Tommy the paper-boy, treating the sight 


Of hovering footmen ignoringly, 


Wilt 


in as the dame may ascend or alight, 


And murmur **‘ Woa Emma!”’ adoringly. 


Occasional workmen who come to the place 
Make lighter their labouring pleasingly 

By ogling my daughters with intinite grace, 
And chafling them, kindly, but teasingly. -. 

How changed is the workman of seventy-eight, 
Apparently even in feature, 

Since two or three summers ago: what a great 
And improved and delectable creature ! 


Three summers ago his ridiculous brain 


W 


as still so benighted and shady 


That, bless you, he wasn’t ashamed to retain 


So 


me little respect for a lady ! 


Lo, now as I’m speaking a mudman is deep 


In 


eyeing my daughter Octavia, 


While several arabs, some tramps, and a sweep 
Are winking and chirping at Flavia. 





New Version. 


We do want to fight, for by Jingo if we flinch, 
They’ll say he sings so small a tune, John Bull's a mere bull- fine’ 





A Betting Paradox. 


. AGnounp Rents which no Estate Agent could collect.—Earthquakes. 
Is the Mewly-tears Song from the Baby’s Opera? 
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Anpv FUN was minded once to wed ; SEE Eee 
But mark! the maid of Ais selection 
In all the good and all the grace 
Of maiden mind and form and face, 
And merry fancy, underspread 
With wise reflection, 
And baby’s heart and sage’s head, 
Must be perfection. 


Cur FUN was minded once to mate— 
(This year it was, as June was waning)— 
And, seeking for a mate, was led 
To turn him to the months ahead ; 
‘Those months to ’seventy-and-eight 
As yet remaining, 
If one of these should haply wait 
For his attaining. 
Fair months were these—(a// dames are fair, 
You’ll please remember)— 
He bade them range them side by side 
(With sly intent to choose a bride) ; 
Bright August—full July—were there— 
And sad September ; 
October and November ; care- 
Depressed December. 


‘ 


\\ | oe 
\\ He turned him from her with a sigh. 

\| October came; he eyed her keenly ; 
\\\;) A face where cunning seemed to reign ; 

\\\ He prayed the volume to explain :— 
\\\\\! «The Russian for Cabul will try, 

| And lie serenely ; 
And Banks—” ‘‘ Too keen a bride, with eye 
That darts too meanly !”’ 


‘‘November? No! Although you bear 
The cap and bells so sweetly silly, 

Which shadow forth the WuisTtLer Case, 
And prove you kin to me in race, 
You show too muscular an air 

And arms too hilly, 
Foreboding some police affair 

In Piccadilly. 
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A Boox was ready to his hand 
Of deep prophetic lore and Jearning ; 

From off its page he turned his eye 

And scanned the face of Dame July; 

, ‘* Too pompous you will be with grand 4 

F | Conceit concerning ota 
| Your Coneress in the German Land, 

Small harvest earning !"’ 


Came August next. ‘‘ Full fair, serene : 
Too dreamy with the calm that sates men! 
A little, quiet month, content 
To know no stirring, great event ; 
A little ‘‘ Billingsgate’”’ between 
Our greatest etatesmen— 
A little cricket! nought, I ween, 
Beyond awaits men.”’ 







1 
































September came, with hidden face 
And tears of sorrow falling thickly ! 

‘‘ What grief,’’ he asked, ‘‘ that thus can rage’ ”’ 

‘‘Tue Princess Avice!” said the page. 

‘¢ With such a bride, the Jester’s grace 
Would look but sickly ! 

My cap and bells are out of place!” | 
He doffed them quickly. “i 


_ Another month with drooping head ? “4 


Another month in tears? Decemb>r, 
In silent sorrow, deep to gauge :— 
‘*'Tue Paincess Aticge!”’ said the page. 
‘* No woe like this,”” our Jester said : 

‘¢ T dare remember ; 
Fun’s fire would else be quickly dead 
I’ ev’ry ember !” 


'So FUN was fain to wed with none, 


Though choice was plenty * * | 
But what could be that book he scanned— ; 
That volume under . 
Whose prophecies his course was planned ? 
I shouldn’t wonder | 


To find the mystic tome is one 
With that good book intituled ‘‘ FUN, 
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IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE | were gazing with rapt admiration at the fruit, at 2.30 their papa went 
DAY. to the City, and at 5.45, when he returned to dinner, he found the 


lass 75° in the shad ver r nsumed. Nori is all 
‘ic s Comme Toessee. g i e, aad every cherry co ned. Nor is this all, 





burning pains. 


No I—A DARING FLIGHT. Fears were entertained that what with internal and external heat 


WANDERED through a hall of the Congress at Berlin would also be dissolved. The result would be 

I glass, a solution, it is true, but not the solution required ; and, under the 

In weariness and indecision, circumstances, the action of the Turkish delegates in pouring cold 
When—all my humours seemed water on the heated discussion cannot but be approved. 


Thers flashed a fai | Tt ieetitiie aeaaieell 
re a fairy on m . - 
—" 1 PADDY'S “PLANT. 
And as she swam and dived in air, A Littte Drama or THE Day. 
Defying laws of gravitation, | — 
She was elected, then and there, | TX 
The object of my adoration. vee 
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I loudly praised her ease and | 


grace, 
I praised her supple figure | 
louder ; 
CAND : I praised the beauty of her face 
pa (And yet I know she uses | 
powder). | 


For I had fallen in her net 
And hoped in time to make her love me ; | 
I thought to make her mine, the pet, 
Although she soared so far above me. 
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But Fate has ever held me slaved— 
Has never yielded to persuasion— 
And Fate (consistently) behaved | 
As usual on this occasion ! 
Come, Death, in any form you choose ! 
In Cvsar’s—Curtius’s—Orsini’s— | 
I saw it in the Daily News ! 
They advertise her as ‘‘ Farini’s.” 


LEY, 


————— SceEnz, an Irish cabin. Time, Friday at noon. Mick M’Graru and 
HEATED FANCIES. Jaumily discovered at the midday meal, consisting of bacm and the inevi- 


Wuewn the heat, so l«-ng delayed this summer, really came at last, it | table ** praties.”’ Enter His Reverence Fatuer O'Rovurkeg, P.P. 
found us, as usual, altogether unprepared to meet it; though, judging | His Reverence. Arrah, thin, Mick M‘Grath; what's this I see ? 
by the extra quantity of imbibition, many were ready to drink if 1s it turning haythen ye are at your time of life, to be atin’ flish-mate 
not to meat. on the Friday, av all days in the week, when the Church commands 

Several partnerships in the City and friendships at the West-end, Ye to fast from the likes av it? Is this your duty to the Church, and 
hitherto closely cemented, have already been dissolved; as well as a ‘0? your parish priest, and your childre ; after all my tachin’ and in- 
meeting convened to promote a fresh expedition to the North Pole, ‘tructerin’ of yez, ye disobadient, sinful spalpeen ! 
in spite of the icy reception given to the speakers by the majority of | Mick M‘Gratu. _Whisht, Father Honey ; an’ where's the harrum? 
the audience. Shure, didn’t the skientifick jintleman, as was ‘‘ tooring’’ round here 


The last vestiges of the fortune of a gentleman well known in turf the other day, tould me me pig was a plant, the same as the praties, 
circles also melted away in the cause of the longest day. ses he ; an’ wasn’t I afther thinkin’ there couldn’t be the lastest dif- 

Several thermometers hung on the outside walls of houses went up | ferince in loife betune the bit o’ bacon an’ the cabbage o’ the gardin, 
te such a height that it was only by means of the nearest fire-escape | °F the blessed shamrock itself, shure ! 
they were rescued from their perilous altitude, whence they would, But could Mick have been reading in the papers about the theory lately 
doubtless, have fallen as soon as evening set in. | promulgated by the learned Hebrew divine, that oysters are not shell-fish, 

A curious case of the intense heat is also reported from Putney. A | but simply marine vegetables, and drawing therefrom his own conclusions, 
gentleman, living at The Cedars, had a cherry-tree in his garden | instead of duteously taking counsel with his Riverince upon the question ? 
covered with ripe bigaroons. At two o’clock his five sons and daughters Or was he shamelessly putting a ‘‘ plant”’ upon his pastor ? 
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for later on that evening it turned out that the children complained of 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 





No. VIII.—THE WOODRUFF. 

Harts off, if you please, while we introduce the sweet shy maiden, the 
nymph of the woods. Mr. Fun himself doffs cap and bells in presence 
of that pure and tender herb, the woodruff— Christian name, Made- 
moiselle Asperula Odorata. The woodruff is not a ‘‘society’’ flower, 
but the gentlest flower of solitude. It withdraws itself to the inner- 
most secret recesses of the woods, and cares never to obtrude the 
dazzling splendour of its virgin whiteness among the worldly garish 
garden-flowers. (Garden-grown woodruff degenerates almost into a 
weed. Itis a flower beyond the understanding of the greengrocer, 
and the nursery-minded man comprehendeth it not. It is only a 
vegetable—only a herb of the woods—without the entrée to the 
gaudy-costumed parterres of the lawns of the aristocracy. Yet its 
breeding is of the best. Though a tiny flower, it carries itself with 
the stateliness of a fairy queen. This sweet recluse bears a cluster of 
cruciform white blossoms, so unspeakably white that all other white 
flowers in its presence are struck drab for very shame. The whitest 
camellia becomes a soiled thing when placed at its side. There is no 
other white so white in all the floral world. The woodruff grows 
from a fine spiny stalk, which is clean upright, and which, as it rises, 
puts forth dainty ruffs of spear-shaped leaves, pure fern-green. 
These rutis are as regular and prim as the starched and goffered ruffs 
worn by the beauties of Elizabeth’s Court, and as they ascend the 
stem they close nearer and nearer to embrace the beautiful 
head of white-clustered bloom. And the tender little flower modestly 
droops to half-nestle in the topmost of the clasping ruffs of its green 
drapery. 

The woodruff has no perceptible scent while living. It is too re- 
tiring, too unobtrusive, to call attention to itself by an unreserve so 
unmaidenly as giving scent while life remains. It does not even pro- 
claim for itself the surpassing purity of its own whiteness; it is a 
white that does not shine—it is passive dead white; and the woodruti 
ever seeks to screen its unsullied beauty behind its clinging ruffs. 
But, pluck the tender thing, and, like the swan that keeps its music 
till it dies, the woodruif yields its pure white life in undying fragrance 
—a fragrance as of new-mown hay and violets—an odour pure as its 
white life—an odour which endures for years and years, and outlasts 
the scent of any other dead tlower one can press and treasure in a 
favourite book. This spotless and peerless maiden plant of the woods 
is fittest of all blossoms tor a bridal bouquet, and it blooms, on 
purpose, in the peculiarly bridal months of May and June. It lives 
the whitest of lives, and dies the most fragrant of deaths. 








Turk Banks or tHe Limptp Tuames, Monday Night. 

Mr. Epiror.—Sirn,—I am more than ever convinced of the in- 
eradicable and deep-seated nature of human ingratitude. Do not 
suppose, however, that this observation is called forth by the very un- 
gentlemanly remarks you have made concerning my Ascot Cup selections : 
no person of decent intelligence would have placed implicit reliance 
upon the delirious ravings of a sick man, communicated through 
the medium of an illiterate hanger-on of the stable. That Silvio 
couldn’t win was obvious; did not the turf prophets to a man 
predict his success? No, sir; it was not your letter (which I disdain 
to mention*) which provoked the remark, but several needlessly severe 
criticisms on my cookery, made by the crew which is honoured by my 
presence and assistance. I am perfectly ready to admit that I am not 








_ * Our contmbutor’s highly original methed of ‘* disdaining to mention”’ a thing 
is a'ready familiar t> our readers.— Ep. ; 


FUN, 








[Jury 3, 1878. 





a born cook, it being well known that a person with whom I trust I have 
no connection is good enough to superintend the manufacture of such. 
But I was determined all along no failure should arise on this occasion, 
and (as I told you) I devoted the greater part of my time during my 
recent visit to Boulogne—(where I return after Henley Regatta— 
business carried on as usual, address the agent)—to a close study of 
cookery. When at the appointed time 1 joined the Henley ex- 
pedition— 

Said the crew to the prophet, in what I may say 

I consider a rather indecorous way, 

‘¢ Well, now, you old brazen-faced, bald-headed sinner, 

We hope you can cook us an eatable dinner, 

Because, if you can’t, we’d be out of our senses 

To take you to Henley and stand your expenses.” 

Let’s hear what you can do, you shameless old man, 

And get it as near to the truth as you can.” 

‘* Young men,”’ I replied, ‘‘ you’re a-treating neglectfully 

Manners as gents, or you'd speak more respectfully. 

But there, I forgive you,”’ I hastily said,— 

For some of them looked like a-punching my head— 

And not being anxious to make any fuss, 

I stated my cooking accomplishments thus :— 

‘*7’ll cook youa turkey in various ways, 

And apples I'll dress you d la Portuguaise ; 

I'll make you the rabbits peculiar to Wales ; 

I'll dish you a salmi cf fricaseed quails ; 

I'll make you a compéte of piggy-wig’s face, 

Or, if you prefer it, a rich Bouillabaisse ; 

I’ll make you a cream, a blanc-mange, or a custard; 

I'll cut you a sandwich, with or without mustard, 

And I’m ready to give my most earnest attention 

To anything else you are likely to mention.”’ 


Would you believe it? Instead of being impressed with this catalogue, 
they only laughed at it, told me to stop my ‘foolery,’’ and asked me 
if I could make tea or cook a steak! I was reluctantly compelled to 
confess that I had never tried to do either, and they would have left 
me behind without more ado but for my frantic entreaties and copious 
tears (for was I not bound to use every legitimate means to accompany 
the expedition, having promised to give you an account of it +), which 
induced them to give me, as they said, ‘‘a trial.’’ The very first day 
(to-day) there was a row. They brought me some chops to cook. 
Now, I’ve never cooked chops in my life, but genius is ever ready in 
emergencies. I put them in the pan, placed the pan on the fire, and 
waited! For some moments all was calm—then there arose a grateful 
smell—then an unpleasant odour—finally, an intolerable stench of 
burning meat and iron. The crew rushed out of the tent but speedily 
rushed back again, boats approaching our vicinity incontinently 
turned round and rowed back, crews encamped near us, holding their 
noses and gesticulating frantically, yelled, ‘‘Take it off! take it 
off!’’ Thrice I tried to approach the pan, but it was too awful— 
I couldn’t. At last I hit on the expedient of flinging stones at it. The 
idea ‘* took’’ with the surrounding crews; they fell to with avidity, 
and, not being exactly steady in their aim, made it rather lively for 
me. By our united efforts, chops, pan, and cooking apparatus were 
soon a heap of charred ruins, but the stench lingers in the air, and 
tickles my nostrils as I write: it is as the stench of fifty thousand 
blown-out dips. And here’s where the ingratitude comes in; instead 
of thanking me for doing my best to please them, my companions, 
maddened possibly by the loss of their dinner, have called me oppro- 
brious names, refused me admission to the tent, and flinging out my 
rug and damp sheet (and, if the latter is a little cut up with slits, it is 
well known that the prophet is not rich, and if in the confusion of 
making up the beds | did put somebody else’s in my place, and vice 
versi, I don’t see how that justifies anyone calling me ‘‘a red-nosed 
shuffler’’), they told me to go to bed in the river, if I liked. Perhaps 
I shall appease them in the morning; if so, you shall have a full 
account of the regatta proceedings in my next.—I am, yours, Xc., 
TROPHONIUS. 


OUR EXTRA SPECIAL REPORTER AT BERLIN. 
AT THE Burret, THE Rapzrwit Parace, June 277TH, 78. 


NEWSPAPER enterprise is all very well in its way, sir, but Iam but 
mortal, and another week of this tropical weather will about finish me. 
It is no joke I can tell you to have to open assorted aerated waters at 
the rate of a gross of bottles per hour ; but when, in addition to all my 
physical labours, you remember that I have to be courteous and 
pleasant to my numerous customers in five languages, and also to 
make surreptitious notes on my thumbnails, you will, I feel sure, 
fill up the next circular note you send me for a good round sum ! 

These diplomatists drink like fishes this hot weather, and. that’s a 
fact. Not that they everdo it with intoxicating stimulants. Oh, dear, 


oe 


*'So this is why Trophonius was so anxious to have a written agreement for 
special pay as ** Our Correspondent on the Spot !’’—Eb. 











wear ‘‘ fast’’ colours. 
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no! They are far too wary for that,* and it’s real fun, I can tell you, for | with unusual revolutions as he went into the Congress, but it was not 
me to watch Count Schouvaloff trying to fill up Earl Beaconsfield’s | until he came out in the middle of the sitting, and called to me for 
wine-glass when he is not looking, or Prince Bismarck deftly emptying | cotton wool in a tone of dictatorial demand [ was for the moment 
his tumbler into a spittoon with one hand, while he directs Lord ' inclined to resent, that I realised what ailed him. The only wonder 
Salisbury’s attention to something passing out of window with the to me is that Count Schouvaloff was not compelled to swallow the 
other. The envoys, as:a rule, however, are tolerably well matched, , San Stefano treaty bodily before that sitting was done. 
and I do not think any country has really suffered from any bibulous As for poor Gortschakoff, he may be considered played out. Instead 
indiscretion on the part of its representatives. Certainly Roumania | of giving him a pen and ink-bottle at the Congress table, like the rest 
cannot complain on this head, for the two gentlemen she has sent |\5f the diplomatists, I have orders to placea pottle of fresh strawberries 
here, whose names it would be a needless infliction on your compo- }and a plate of powdered sugar before him every morning ; and when 
sitors and subscribers*to mention, are so afraid that, by a momentary | he has eaten them—there are little bets amongst his colleagues every 
over-indulgence in the somewhat strong, not to say rank, liquors of | day as to how many ‘‘ British Queens ’’ (for this is the sort I patriotic- 
their nation, they may be tempted into some rash statement or act, ally procure for him) he will dip in Count Schouvaloff's ink by mis- 
that -with notable self-denial they confine themselves exclusively to |:take. He then rises, folds up half a quire of unused blotting paper, 
the use of effervescing lozenges. puts it in his despatch-box, and toddles home to the Russian Embassy, 
My position here has-‘naturally given me great insight into the more }-where he amuses himself by drawing fancy maps of Bulgaria, or 
private and personal.side of the characters of Europe's great and | Bullygaria, as the senior Ottoman deputy, whois an undoubted wag 
famous:sons. -Before I had been here a week I felt as I mixed Count |-in his way, calls it. ; ; | ; 
Andrassy hismorning dose of salts, and flavoured Prince Gortschakoff's | This gentleman, whose name is a kind of cross between Cantharides 
early, purl with cardamoms and ginger, that-we were, after all, but | and Carraway, is playing a dark game so far. But he opens his soul 
pooreweak creatures. Talk about diplomatic victories, indeed. Why, | to me, for I have gained his confidence by gene the space beneath 
fron»what I have seen it is good health that wins the day as a rule. |-my bar with cushions, on which’ he ean sit and k coffee unseen by 
I happen to: know that on Friday last, when the Bulgarian frontier | his colleagues, and he told me last night, after his fourth cup of strong 
was settled, Count Schouvaloff had one of what he calls his neuralgic |:mocha, that Ottoman or no Ottoman, he -was notigoing to be oh 
headaches. Hetold me the next day in confidence, over a pick-me-up I |*by Russia or Austria, or anyone else. -Ashe*has also promised to 
prepared for_him, according to the recipe of Sainsbury’s famous No. 1, | visit me next Sunday afternoon, and:have a quiet game of chess, chez 
that so anxious had he been to get away to bed at any cost, that | 70’, Ijhope to find him still more communicative as to Turkey’s pro- 
he would have consented to Lord Beaconsfield’s being Sultan of Turkey | gramme. laa ; : ; ities 
if he had pressed for it. | Meanwhile it is impossible to find time to write now, whilst ieed 
Lord; Beaconsfield’s unexpected warmth last week, too, on the Balkan | cream sodas are being ordered almost momentarily, and I mean to ask 
Passes question was, I happen to know, entirely due to a hollow tooth | Bismarck for an assistant to officiate with the corkscrew. 
of his lordship’s, which had been roused into raging activity by a bit| _P.S.—I have just been told to prepare a very large punch-bowl full 
of crust at breakfast. I myself noticed that the Earl’s eye was rolling | of ‘‘ Badminton”’ for to-morrow’s sitting, so I expect something like a 
| festive stage in the discussion is to be reached. 
* I have just thought, half-dead with heat though I am, that if a Chinaman is | Aiipeimencnenccerenentnniontinmiatianidiad . 
not an uncommonly “‘ warey’’ party, he ought to be—yes. 





Turr Crrcies.—Fairy rings. 


A GOOD RESOLVE. 


SoME say my songs are always sad— 
All gloom and melancholy ; 1 
I never sing to make folks glad, : = 
Or tell a tale that’s ‘ jolly.” TRL An i Wily 
Yet I can laugh and merry be; THU ORR TL aa HT 
But when I take my pen, you see, | : Mpg), il a 
I am that-sad dull company, A All Jie 
Which wise men say is folly. 


I love a jest and joyous song, ee 
And glad light laughter singing ; a | i ie 


rH Mp 
a | i ‘| 7 
ys li rr 
; vt He 
tant | 


I love to see the merry throng, 
And bright eyes gladness bringing. 
Oh, I can romp among the gay, 
And join the merry game of play 
When roses deck the summer day, 
And silvery bells are ringing. 


Though I am getting grey and old, 
My heart is young as ever, 
Though with my pen, I’m often told, 
I make folks sigh and shiver ; 
But here I vow that from this day 
My songs shall all be glad and gay, 
I'll make joy laughter, dance, and play 
Like sunlight on the river. 


ra 


A Meteorological Mem. 


From the date of their match with Middlesex, on 
which day the Australians ceased to take Mid-winter 
about with them, we have been enjoying the most 
glorious Mid-summer weather imaginable. 
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A Strange Feat. 


Guns are usually called fire-arms, but a gun which 
‘* kicks’’ should surely be called a ‘ fire-leg.”’ 
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Hark to the Mermaid’s Song. a SS Se 
i. aoe most like a Manatee ?—Why, another man ‘ALL THERE.” 
Mild Old Gent fone who believes in School Boards):—‘' WELL, MY LITTLE 


A Very Proper Sort or Grrt.—One who objects to MAN, IMPROVING YOUR MIND WITH SOME NICE READING?” 


Small Boy :—Yts, GOVERNOR; JUST GOT THIS WEEK’s ‘ Penny ’ORROR.’ 
, >. ’' of 
L&T YER ’AVE IT ’ARF PRICE WHEN I'VE FINISHED THIS "ERE ORRID MURDER! 


AN ice pigeon ought to be good eating. 
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THE BRITISH DOMESTIC.—No. 4. AN INCIDENT OF FREQUENT OCCURRENCE. 
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Trotocvue.— The B; D. atLoxe. ** Hocray—’ere’s luxshry! Father's brought ’ome a ’ercing for dinner! ” 
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Act 1.—In service. ‘I'll jest trouble yer for that little bit of brown, cook ; ‘cos yer know we've got to finish that joint scmehow as missis ’ates cold meat.” 
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Act 2.—Seeking another place. ‘* Well, mum, to tell the truth I gave warning at the last place becos’ I couldn't get nothing to eat.” 
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WITH CARE! 





(THE SONG OF THE TORPEDO.) 





[Tue Torpepors at OpEssa.—It is stated that the Commander~in-Chief of the 
troops at Odessa has informed the Imperial Ministry for Foreign Affairs that 
merchant vessels are constantly causing injury, either by negligence or by inten- 
tion, to the torpedoes which are sunken for the defence of Odessa.—Newspaper.] 


Tuere’s terror abroad in the hearts of the nations, 
Their nervous perplexity ’s lovely to see, 
Their fleets are a prey to appalling sensations— 
And all on account of misgivings of ME. 
Directly ubiquitous rumour discloses 
The terror-engendering news of my birth, 
The vessels insist upon hiding their noses, 
And wouldn’t come out for the riches of earth. 


Nor are the intelligent long in detecting 
The causes from which the anxiety springs, 
So great is the talk of my shortly effecting 
A great revolution in maritime things. 
For what is sufficiently strong to ignore me? 
And what is sufficiently stable and hard ? 
Mere masses of stecl are as paper before me 
And vessels of war are as houses of card. 


No sensible mortal, unwearied of living, 
Displays the imprudence to come in my road, 
And even my owners approach with misgiving 
And nervous politeness, for fear I explode. 
They load and adjust me with much hesitation, 
And, oh, I can tell you their faces imply 
Sensations within of suppressed trepidation : 
They shudder outright on my winking my eye ! 
Some harbour or channel will shortly receive me, 
And there, in position sufficiently deep, 
My owners will very complacently leave me 
And I shall pretend to be soundly asleep. 
Then, let but a vessel with hostile intention 
Come cruising about and disturbing my rest, 
And oh, if effects too appalling to mention 
Don’t happen—I’m— putting it vulgarly—blest ! 
The best of it is I require no defending, 
And all these leviathans ploughing the sea 
Indulge in a precious mistake in pretending 
To think they can do any damage to ME. 
The best of it is that of all the imposing 
Offensive arrangements creation could fit, 
The strongest would only succeed in disclosing 
That nothing existing can hurt me a bit. 


To render my influence doubly emphatic 
In telling effect on humanity’s nerve, 
I’m firmly resolved to be rather erratic 
And rather uncertain which party to serve. 
More cringing respect I am sure to engender 
By having this knowing device at my back, 
At times I shall rather surprise the defender 
Instead of the party who comes to attack. 


With might so imposing and so undefeated, 
I think it’s superfluous for me to say 
A fellow is apt to be rather conceited— 
And I am a little bit given that way. 
Without a misgiving, with no hesitation, 
But fittingly confident, plucky, and proud, 
I beg to observe that I challenge creation, 
Defying the World to ‘‘ come on”’ in a crowd. 
” * * * 
Oh! Please! They are treating me very unkindly ! 
The mercantile vessels that sail in and out, 
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Forgetting my presence, are blundering blindly 
And knocking the little Torpedo about ! 
Their doings are brutal and very unfeeling, 
Because [ am certain they must be aware 
That people should use, when they chance to be dealing 
With little torpedoes, politeness and care. 
Pray, someone remind them what delicate treating 
A little defenceless torpedo requires ! 
Oh, health and utility are rapidly fleeting! 
They’ ve banged me and bumped me, and damaged my wires! 
Oh, why have they left me alone undefended 
Where blundering lumbering vessels wi// sail ? 
They’ve damaged me so I can never be mended 
I’m dreadfully bruised from the head to the tail ! 











GARDENING FOR: THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURs. 
JULY. 


Pire pinks. You need not whistle unless you are an old boat- 
swain. Florists treat the pink in a somewhat contradictory manner. 
They make a border of it, but refuse it bedding. Layer carnations. 
This seems a very simple operation to the adept, but is sometimes 
troublesome to amateurs. Relieve your feelings when yow have at last 
mastered an obstinate shoot by quoting, 

‘‘The beast is laid down in its lair.” 


Put a disc of cardboard ora twist of thread round the calyxes of your 
double flowers. It isa mistake to suppose that if you let them burst 
you will get clove-pinks. Mow your grass-plot constantly, and sell 
the hay if you can find a purchaser. Your agapanthus; if you 
have one, ought to be in blossom, but more probably all its blossoms, if 
any, are still in the agapanthus. Some authorities advise that you should 
shade your irises, but on this point we leave you to do what seems 
good in and best for your eyes. This is ‘‘ the month when lilies bloom,”’ 
or should do so; and if yours have not fulfilled their promise, call 
each one emphatically a li-ly. That will be more polite and poetical 
than exclaiming, ‘‘ Oh, you story!” The name of the tuderosa has 
been derived from the fact that in a great many instances the tuber owes 
a flower-stem which it does not pay. If your tuberoses have behaved 
in that manner remark that you are quite content with the common kind 
—that you can discover no beauty in monstrous varieties. Your peas 
also ought to be out. If any brother amateur makes fun of your 
display, tell him to mind iis peas—and Kew’s, where better than 
either of you can grow may be seen. Vart auricula roots. Like 
quarrelsome little boys, they will then be all the readier to strike. Pot 
chrysanthemums—all’s fair in floriculture—they’re at liberty to shoot 
if they like. Take ranunculuses out of their beds and put them into 
airy bags— we do not mean summer trousers. Offsets are the usual 
means of multiplication, instead of subtraction, as in litigated aecounts. 
Last month the roses were blowing. This month, we fear, amateurs 
will be blowing the roses, owing to their blunders in budding. This 
delicate operation should be performed after a downpour of wet—the 
heavier the better, if in a solely objective sense. In crossing a 


| hedge-rose be careful to wear trousers of some stout material ; 


otherwise, on your return to your family, your youngest toddler may 
remark that you are ‘‘all b’ooded.”’ In the rose-gardens of the East 
the most successful operators are said to be Buddhists. In the 
shrubbery, if you would win laurels, prune evergreens. This is the 
way to obtain reputation as a clipper in gardening. 


Find what balm you can in your kitchen-garden. (so in for late 
croppers. They are decidedly preferable to early ones in any field. 
THEATRES. 


Art the Alhambra, Fatinitza is put on the stage with the same taste, 
completeness, and lavish details as have made this theatre the home 
of comic opera. The music in Fatinitza is brilliant and dashing, many 
of the harmonies are beautiful; the plot is simple, and travels quickly ; 
the words are well given by that master of verse, H. 8. Leigh; the 
characters, for the most part, are well sustained without anyone in 
particular calling for special mention ; the ballet divertissement in the 
second act is exceedingly beautiful; the costumes are most exquisite ; 
altogether the piece is so satisfactory as to ensure success. 

At the Princess’s, Queen’s Evidence is likely to prove a great hit. 
Why a good old-fashioned melodrama will draw when the beautiful 
poetic Elfinella would not, is simply that most people who go to a 
theatre like stirring dramatic interest rather than fine words, and in 
Queen's Evidence they get a well constructed and a well acted play. 





AccorvING to the daily papers, ‘‘ An Indian rising is apprehended 
in Wisconsin.’’ It seems absurd to be disconcerted about so trifling a 
matter. If an Indian does rise, surely the authorities can put him 
down without apprehending him. 
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SPOONING EXTRAORDINARY. 

Mr. Ricuarp Fieip, who has attained the ripe age of 
seventy-eight, appears to unite to the wisdom of years 
an unscrupulous admiration for the works of Shake- 
speare and an objection to other pgople’s spoons. 
This aversion prompts Mr. Field, ‘‘ whene’er he takes 
his walks abroad,’’ to carry a teaspoon and also a fork 
with him, so that if he fancies a cup of chocolate he may 
have the satisfaction of stirring it with his own spoon. 
There is a savour of an ultra-refinement about this 
taste of Mr. Field, whichis only equalled in delicacy 
by the manner in which it is said he is prone to appro- 
priate the works of Shakespeare and others that may be 
lying unguarded at bookstalls, and to walk quietly 
away with the same, without lacerating the feelings 
of their proprietors by supposing them to be actuated 
by such sordid considerations a3 to accept payment 
therefor. Mr. Field, although averse to the use of 
other people’s spoons, likes to have his spoon in other 
folks’ porridge. We may pause to inquire where this 
Shakespearian student finds inthe ‘‘ poet for all time”’ 
his authority for either of his peculiarities: or does Mr. 
Field think that the world is a huge boarding-school, 
where everyone brings his own plate and six towels? 
Only he appears to be unprovided with these, which 
would seem to imply that physically he is no cleaner than 
he is morally, for all his fastidiousness about wanting a 
clean spoon all to himself. 


A Summary Sentence. 

On Tuesday week the Rev. Dr. Whittemore preached 
his annual flower sermon ‘‘as a thanksgiving for the 
beauties and bounties of summer.’’ Considering that 
the season up to that time had been so inclement that 
it might have been called, ‘‘ the winter of our discon- 
tent,’’ we cannot help thinking the language of the rev. 
gent was unnecessarily flowery. At any rate his thank- 
fulness was premature, whether or no. 


Nautical Query. 





WnrERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS—. (A FACT.) In a ‘‘dead heat’’ for a boat-race would the crews 


Master Tom :—‘‘I say, JoHNSON, DO YOU KNOW WHAT? 


up I’M GOING TO HAVE YOU FOR MY GROOM, AND A HORSE; 


”” 


IT’S TO BE! 


necessarily pull a ‘‘ sun-stroke ”’ ? 


Wuen I crow Pk PTAA LT AN 
this HORSE | —_4 pauper is reported to have been found in the High- 


street, Peckham, in ‘‘an utter state of incapability 


9’? . - . 
Johnson :— I'M AvRAID HE’LL BE RATHER AN OLD ’ORSE BY THEN, SIR! through drink.’ Considering the man was proved to be 


Master T. 


:—*' An! 
80 HE WON'T KNOW HOW TO GET OLD! 


'»» 


BvuT WE SHAN’T TELL HIM WHEN IT’S HIS BIRTHDAY, 


speechlessly drunk, we cannot see how he could possibly 
have been found in an utter state. 








TRE COUNTY COURT AGAIN. 


(A Litrte DEEPER INTO THE SUBJECT.) 


Tue JUDGE. 


(The servants of the law cross their hands over their bosoms and murmur 


A CREDITOR. 


Tue JcpGe. 





Scengz I.—IJn the County Court. 


Let all who seek the law beware 
Of any case that would not bear 
The strictest scrutinizing ; 
The law with things not wholly right, 
Correct, and open to the light, 
In no way sympathising. 
The law indeed can never bring 
Itself to wink at anything 
Unfit for full inspection ; 
Among its servants not a twist 
From rigid duty could exist 
One day without detection. 


corroboration.) 

My lord the judge, I wish to clutch 
A certain debtor very much, 

And, if we act discreetly— 
(His whereabouts I’ve sifted so)— 
The bailiff’s officer can go 

And serve him very neatly. (Winks.) 
You shock us, sir! I do not think 
That anyone would go and wink 

With good and pure intention. 
The law directs its direst ban 
At winking. Seek the bailiff man 

And beg his intervention. 


Chorus of the Wuotw Lecat Wor pb, heard like distant thunder. 


The Debtor Laws—good public, learn,— 
Upon a central pivot turn 
And hinge and are dependent : 
It is the fingers of the great 
And mighty Bailiff hold the fate 
Of Plai:.tiff and Defendant. 


(The scene changes to the office of the Batuirr.) 


The song of the Baiuirr. 
By public admission a Bailiff’s condition implies a position 
Of pride, 
So many will quail if they meet with a bailiff 
And get in a corner and hide, 
This Bailiff, however, (though party so clever the universe never 
Enfolds,) 
Is wholly unfitted, it must be admitted, 
To fill the position he holds. 


For where is the good of a will as is steady, 
A brain as is keen and wise, 

When tied toa bosom for ever too ready, 
Too ready to sympathise ? 

The creditor comes and implores me to see to 
The ferreting out his man, 

And such is my bosom, I always agree to 
Officially aid his plan: 

I gets to the debtor; he ‘‘ hates to be taken,”’ 
He says, and his eyes grows dim ; 

And then the resolve of my bosom is shaken, 
Preventing my taking him! 
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So weakly I wander from one to the other, 
While neither appeals in vain, 

And while I’m for ever a-trying to smother 
My sympathy what’s my bane : 
d ever my snigger of sympathy’s sunny 
When each of ’em begs and prays— 

Till one of ’em gets to the end of his money— 


I mean of his coaxing ways ; Si The Bailiff has not seen you. i 
Then when he has come to his uttermost shilling— (The Baiirr looks the other way, and the Destor escapes. The scone Ri 
I mean to his latest tear— ie changes to the, Baiwirr’s office again. Enter, to Batwirr, the ‘t 
And duty compels me, however unwilling, CrepiTor. ) : bf 
To turn a relentless ear, | Tue Baruirr. The Law is mortified to say fe 
Not even my own and particular brother It’s efforts are in vain to lay i 
Imagines the inward pain It’s hand on him you're seeking et 
I feel in my desperit efforts to smother The eh the E ls “ion ieees 86h 1? 
My sympathy what’s my bane ! (The chorus of aw peals once more, with accompani : | 


What Bailiff possessing that worrit distressing (though. knowed as a 
blessing) 
A ’eart, 


By any resistance can keep at a distance 
The withering inward smart ? 
Though never demeanour more cold or serener, his pang is the keener 
For that 
His. ’eart is a tatter, it isn’t no matter 


Whatever the Bailiff’s at! We have been in the Law fifty year, fifty year ; di | 
(Zhe CrepiToR enters.) Our: ares hasn’t a flaw ; a ?] 
CREDITOR. Good Bailiff, turn your mighty mind And our ledge is lucid and clear,—’cid and clear, rt 
Toxcatch a man I wih taded | Of the whole of the range of the Law: 4 
Tue Barurr. All those for justice yearning —_ we freely and candidly own—‘'didly own nt 
Will notice that I have admack hat it’s natural people should stare, Fd 
Of placing thus, behind my back As we say that we never have known—ver have known ‘ bs 
My hand, the palm upturning. Of ‘the Bribery-Bailiff affair. _ t 
, 7 It’s a system of infinite age—finite age, - 
Mystic chorus of the Wuoize Le@at Wor .p, rolling distantly. And surprise to the mind it may bring, - 
It is the fingers of the great That each legally-erudite sage—rudite sage J 
And mighty Bailiff hold:the fate Should be quite unaware of the thing ; of 
Of Plaintiff and Defendant ; And it’s equally cause for a stare,—for a stare, ‘° 
And he who with success»would meet That directly the public refrain 5 
Must worship at the Bailiff’s feet, . From discussing the present affair,—sent affair, a) 4 
With ali the rites attendant. We shall wholly ignore it again ! "i 


(The last line is attended by an accompaniment striking upon the car like 
The PuarntirF places something in the 


the ehinking of money. 
Baiuirr’s palm.) 





Tugs Bawirr. Who seeks but lawful rights to gain 
Invokes the Bailiff not in vain 
With suitable devotion ; 


Closing Chorus. 
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(The accompaniment occurs again. The DprENDANT places something in 
the Bartuirr’s palm. 


Tue Baiirr. The Law in ire too soon arose ; 
It pities your insolvent woes, 
And now resolves to screen you 
From raging plaintiffs, fury-blind, 
So, poor Defendant, bear in mind 


PLAINTIFF again places something in the Baitirr's hands.) 


Ah, very good! The Law and I 
Will go and have another try 
To stop this Debtor’s sneaking ! 


(Zhe same ceremony with the Orneprror and the Destor recur many 
times. At length the CREDITOR grows weary of it and appeals to the 
RxGIsTRAR)—then 


Astounded chorus of the Jupaxs, and other high legal authorities. 


It is the fingers of the great 
And potent Bailiff hold the fate 
Of Plaintiff and Defendant, 
The Law can never, never bring 

Itself to wink at anything 
With any flaw appendant. 





CURTAIN. 


Adulteration’s Artful Trade. 
A MILK-SELLER named Chas. Moore, of Milton-next-Sittingbourne, 





sccsgua 


i. 


has been fined £8 for adulterating milk, notwithstanding the remark- 
able defence that the police ‘‘had come upon him unawares,” and 
that the adulteration had not been performed by himself but by his 
wife. Really, if such tyranny as this is to be permitted, what will 
(Zhe scene changes to the Derenpant’s place of concealment. Enter the | become of the British tradesman’s interests, or rather principles? It 
Bai.irr to DgrENDANT.) seems incredible that the police should be permitted thus to intrude» 

Tue Barr. Ho, Debtor! Quail in fear and doubt, without any warning, and that magistrates should be allowed to fine 
For angered Justice seeks you out, a man under such circumstances. Mr. Moore is undoubtedly a “‘star”’ 
Too late is all repenting ; in the milky way, and More’s the pity that he should have been fined 

Arise, attend this summons then, he ought to have been imprisoned. 
For hope is out of season when ——oooooeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeoeoeeEoEoEoEeEeEeEeEeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 


The Bailiff’s unrelenting. Charles Mathews, SS 


(Chorus of the Wuote Lecat Wortp, as before.) Borw DrecemBer 26, 1803; Diep June 24, 1878. 


bs And he who with success would meet Cuakiges Maruews, the son of a great comic actor, was put as a 4 
ia Must worship at the Bailiff’s feet pupil to Pugin, the architect ; afterwards he worked as a painter, and. 
‘ With all the rites attendant. was an exhibitor at the Royal Academy in 1835. He was in his 
But let this duty once be done thirty-fifth year before he fairly took to the stage, and during his 
And hope shall flood the happy one long and successful career he has always stood out prominently asa 
With rays the most resplendent ! favourite among favourites. "4 


So, happy Plaintiff, have no fear, 
Your cause has gained the Bailiff’s ear ; 
The laws are set in motion. 
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CUT AND ORY. 


American Traveller :—‘‘ Is THE WEATHER EVER VERY WARM HERE, Mars. Murpocx?” 
Landlady :—‘‘ Sure anv 11's hot, YER HONOUR.”’ 
American Traveller :-—‘*‘ Ou! WELL, BUT WHAT DOES THE THERMOMETER SAY? ”’ 


Landlady :—‘* Oc, sURE, BUT WE NIVER CUT OUR HAY WITH AN INSTRUMENT OF THAT SORT AT ALL, AT ALL, IN THIS COUNTRY, YER 
HONOUR! ”’ 








THINGS THEATRICAL. | A Dis-grass-full Pro-seed-ing. 


Ir is stated that Mr. Henry Marston is incapacitated by illness from | Scene: Hyde Park. .A Panty discovered walking on a piece of land 
following his profession, and a benefit is suggested. We trust | newly sown with grass seed. To him enter a PoLICEMAN. 
that this gifted and highly-esteemed actor will have a good one. It is | : ; ff th th 
but right that the public should act well te one who has always acted, /?0LICEMAN. Now then, keep off that grass there. 
well to them. Parry (still walking on). Well, I’m doing my best to. 

Mr. Neville’s next novelty at the Olympic is the appearance of Miss| Pottceman. Do you ’ear? Keep off that grass! , ili 
Rose Eytinge as Nancy, in a version of Olwer Twist. If there be | Party. That's what [’'m doing. If trampling it down dont keep 


anything in a name, the performance of Miss Rose Igh tinge should be +t of I don’t know what will. [Left trampling. 
one of couleur de Rose. | ac aaa aa 
The Christmas pantomime at Covent Garden is to be Jack and the | Hear, hear! 


Beanstalk. We hope the author will be particular as to what he makes Tue New York Herald states as a curious anatomical fact that men 
the Beans say ; we trust it will not be broad beans talk. | with big ears are usually generous. But this must be merely a matter 
ini ieiiasiaaaetataimtaiinaas | of ‘‘ ear-say,’’ we should think. 








In Mr. Gye’s cross-examination, in the case of Marimon v. Gye, | 
he observed, ‘‘ Artistes run in and out of my room like a rabbit- | 
warren.’’ The simile is defective ; artistes do not run in and out of a : a ee ee ae eee. 
rabbit-warres. Doubtless he meant to say like rabbits in a rabbit- | Now Ready, the Thirty-fourth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
warren ; but even then he is open to censure, for to compare ladies to| TWENTY-SEVENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 
rabbits is not a sign of good breeding, in fact the simile is un- Magenta Cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each, 
warrentable. ; Also Reading Cases, ls. 6d. each. 


AN APPROPRIATE HOME FOR THE NUBIANS.—In Nubibus. 
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“NOT TO BE BEATEN.” ft 
REMINISCENCE OF A RECENT CELEBRATED CRICKET MATCII. 
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W hat uur frieud Jones saw of the match ‘The little plan which he then ‘The successful result. 
on the first day. determined upon. 
IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. a aia on Mixed Breed.” so etl at * 
B Cor Ipry . _ Some of the provincial papers, in announcing the death of a * 
Pee ee centenarian named Sarah Warburton, say that she had, besides ~ yO 
‘ daughters, ‘‘a son in America who is the father of 13 children an hy 
No. Il.—A QUIET PUFF. | great grandmother to two.”” That ‘‘old Sarah’’ was ‘‘ grandmother e 
LONE, unbefriended— _ to 23—great grandmother to 51—and great great grandfather to two.” a4 
Defeated by Fate— | This is rather puzzling at first. Country folk have strange ways of mS , 
While failure attended | mixing matters, but thus successfully and at once to make a man both 2 1a 
Me early and late, 'a‘*father” anda ‘‘ great grandmother to two,’’ and a woman both a 
One comfort remaining '@ great grandmother and.a great great grandfather too, is an = 
Alone in my gripe— achievement both great and grand! So we conclude that there is y 


(The chance of obtaining '‘*talent’’ on those provincial papers, and take advantage of it to 
A solacing pipe), ' amuse our readers. 

I sadly applied me ———_————— son 
My pain to assuage— 

What Nature denied me 
I found on the stage. 


ay 


Enshrined in the glory 
Of genuine art, 
A Magdalen’s story 
Was balm to my smart. 
Though Truth may attack her, 
My shillings and I 
To Apa—to back her* 
‘Together shall fly ; 
No longer unruly, 
I’m smoking yet, but 
This CaveNvisuH truly 
I never will cut. 
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Too much of a Good Thing. GH /] leeneaall & 
An entertainer advertises that he ‘‘ having cultivated the art of mne- Wf, : came 
monics fur some years, is enabled without the aid of a single note, to 
recite nearly twenty thousand lines of poetry.” It is all very well for ==, 
this entertaining gentleman to say he can perform this feat or feats 
(there are a good many feet in 20,000 lines) without the aid of a single 


note, but we expect he is not above the aid of a couple of £5 notes. 
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Ir appears, from a notice at the head-quarters of the First Surrey 
Rifles, that ‘‘ gentlemen willing to assist in the Church service at the 
Camp are requested to attend the rehearsal in the Canteen.” Although 
favourable ourselves to a spirited service, we have our doubts whether 
| the locale of the Canteen would not have an injurious effect on the 
responses to this notification. We should fear lest they were the 
least bit winey in tone. 


3 A CONTEMPORARY expresses astonishment ‘‘at the want of honesty BRIGHTON : PIER. 
; amongst so many literary men of the present day.’’ We think we x, Swellinat he) Ae . 
: can account for it. They use steel pens. . oung Swellington (soliloqguising) :—‘‘ Baw Jove! THE 3BAL8 HAVE 


_sCXESCAPEED FROM THE AQUARIUM, AND ARE TAKING A STROLL. Devyi.isu 
GRACEFUL CREATURES, BAW Jove!” 


* Var. *To aid her—to ’bacca.”’ 
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A VACCINATORY VENGEANCE. 
RespectFuLtty Depicatep to THE ANTI- VACCINATION LEAGUR. 


Turorrm. Vengeance is like a piece of elastic, and will, when stretched 
and let fly in any gwen direction, and striking the avengee, recoil on the 
aveng tr, and often on any remote cause of the vengeance. 

(References kindly permitted to avengers in general.) 

Let A. and B. be total abstainers; the former from anything con- 
taining alcohol, the latter from anything that doesn’t. Let A. lecture 
B. on his evil ways, which not only bother him, but make him 
worse—the lectures being ‘‘dry,’’ and communicating their siccative 
properties. Let the disgusted B. swear vengeance. 

Then shail the vengeance, striking the avengee, recoil on the avenger 
and also on the remote cause of the vengeance. 
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CONSTRUCTION. 


If B's oath shall cause A. to discontinue airing his permissive 


oratory, let him avoid B., and marry a School-Board Inspectrix, 


ae 
. 


Let B. concurrently commit wedlock with a barmaid—C. 
Things which are halves of the same are equal to one another. 


(Axiom VII.) 
In this case let the wives be the detter halves. 


Because in the natural course of events D. shall produce a baby. So 


also let C. 
Parallel lines never meet. 
But A. and B. having adopted parallel “‘ lines 
their both living in a small village. 


(Derinttion XXXYV.) 


Then, as the village contains but one doctor—F.—let B. bribe him to 


vaccinate the babies from each other. 


DEMONSTRATION. 
Inasmuch as A.’s child has been innoculated with the inherent pro- 


clivities of B.’s child—viz., tippling ; then shall it take greedily to the 
‘‘ bottle’ and develop signs of being eventually ‘‘screwed” in its 


coftin. 
Therefore the vengeance of B. the avenger stretched and let fly in a given 
direction shall strike the avengee. 


Again, as B.’s baby is innoculated in its turn with the inherent 


proclivities of A.’ baby, viz., teetotalism, than shall it take greedily 
to milk, owing to its acquired aqueous properties, and develop a decided 
tendency to water on the brain. 

Therefore the vengeance, striking the avengee shall recoil on the avenger. 

Again, if B’s baby, beooming a thorn in his side, cause his repent - 
ance, he shall confess his:sin to A. (also witha thorn in his side) and 
they two will write a long letter. 

A ‘‘line’’ may be produced to any length. (Postviare II.) 

And if the letter be addressed to the chief of the Permissives, E. 
telling him that A.’s calamity is all owing to his-effectually teaching him 
to try and convert others, and that B.'s calamity is all owing to his not 
being effectually converted, at the same time forwarding the offspring 
packed in a barrel: labelled, Bangs in ram ** Woop,’ or Famiies 
SUPPIED IN Casks, 

Thus shall the vengeance recoil on the remoteeause thereof. 

Therefore, vengeance is like, {c. 


An Alphabetical Flight. 
A Berrerriy Came Down. Early From: Gyratin _— d 
In Joyous Kind, Lightly Meandering Now, @r ese. Quickly 


Q. E. D. 








Round Some Tall Upas-tree’s Yenom, Which X'uded Yeast 
Zymotically. 
‘“‘Hanncry’s Hntire.”"—We doubt it very much, especially since he 


set up as a censor of the Press. 


Lixgty to facilitate the working of the Congress machinery.—The 
admission of Greece (grease). il 


" shall meet, owing to 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


STILL THE BANKS OF THE Limpip THAME:— 
Last TurespAy MORNING. 


Mr. Eprror,—Sir,—I concluded my last communication with 
an account of my brutal expulsion from the tent—and I don’t know 
how my companions reconcile their proceedings with gentlemanly 
breeding after luring me with glittering promises from my comfort- 
able two-pair back at Boulogne. Not that I am at all sure they had 
the best of it. LI leave it to your common sense, sir (though there 
isn’t much I would leave to it *), to judge which would be the more 
comfortable—to be cooped up with four other persons in.a tent six feet 
by five-and-a-half, or rolied, militarywise, in a rug beneath the 
‘“broad canopy of Heaven’’ after the manner of a noble but unfortu- 
nate friend of mine now languishing in Dartmoor. Even in the silent 
watches of the night my duty was uppermost in my mind ; lymg on 
my back and gazing pensively into the blue empyrean, my thoughts 
gradually fell into the poetic strain which is one of my noblest 
characteristics, and which has filled with envy the whole of my poetic 
contemporaries, as clearly foretold by the famous Bard of Avon 
(himeelf a little in the ‘‘ prophetic ’’ line)-when he remarks :— 


‘The Poets sigh in a fine -frenzy.”’ 
The turn my reflections: took was-as fullows :— 


Expelled in his age from the shade of the tent 
His hunger unsated, his money all spent, 
And wildly anathematising the crew, 
Trophonius covers himself from the dew. 


But soon there occurs to his powerful mind 
A plan of a very insidious kind, 

For calming their anger till Henley is won, 
And he’s written about it and sent it to Fun. 


My plan was simple and soon put into operation. As soon as I saw 
the cook of a crew near stirring I sought his company—ostensibly to 
borrow a cooking apparatus (ours having been rendered useless by the 
eccentricities of the previous evening), but in reality to pick up a 
wrinkle or two of the peculiar cookery of the river. At first 
I was grufily received, but I ventured to use the name of this 
journal, when all was changed, and I presently parted with him 
with expressions of goodwill and the loan of the apparatus. I will 
not trouble you with details; suffice it to say that when my qguondam 
friends rose and took their dips in the river they were met by me on 
their return and, in spite of their ‘* What! you've not gone, you old 
impostor !”’ which I disdained to notice, each presented with a glass 
of rum-and-milk. I next set before them a small bowl of oatmeal 
porridge—then coffee with cool, freshly - washed lettuce and thin bread- 
and-butter, also boiled eggs and fried bacon. Long before the con- 
clusion of the repast I saw that my plan had succeeded. Glances of 
surprise were exchanged and approving remarks levelled at the 
prophet, which I treated with lofty indifference. At the conclusion I 
rose. ‘‘Gentlemen,” I said, ‘‘ after your insulting remarks of last 
night, it is of course impossible for me to remain in your company. 
I prepared your breakfast this morning as a proof that I had no desire 
to take an unfair advantage of youand leave you in the lurch ; besides 
which I had to vindicate my honour as a cook when not interfered with. 
Having done so I wish you good morning.” 

Then up rise the crew, and they rise as one man, 

And wholly object to endorsing the plan ; 

Surrounding the prophet with tears in their eyes, 

They beg his permission to a-pol-o-gise, 

Which, having no strong animosity towards them, 

The gentle old prophet quite blandly accords them. 


Thus ended this great misunderstanding; since then, by making 
simple stews and not forgetting to grease the pan when frying chops, 1 
have got on pretty well. You go to press so early that after all I 


must postpone my account of the race till next week,—I am, yours, 
&e. TROPHONIUS. 


P.S.—Who sent the winner of the Northumberland Plate? Back 
Jannette for the Leger. My Goodwood selection is a moral. 


Shakesperian. 


A srvpEnt of the Immortal Bard says he can prove that the early 
life of Hamlet was passed in the wilderness. We wrote at once for 
further information and find that he bases his conviction upon 
Hamlet’s statement that ‘‘ he was to the manner born.”’ 


® Were it not that Trophorius is an old man wholly dependent upon his con- 
nection with this journal for his means of subsistence—fur it would be insulting 
the intelligence of our r-aders to suppose them unconscious of his utterincapacity 
axa prophet—we shovld not regard three constantly recurring insults quite so 
calmly. Conscious rectitude and the ridiculous nature of the ren arks enable us to 
sustain a dignified scorn. We warn our contiibutor, however, that there is a 


limit to even our patience —Ep. 
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SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED; AUTHORS. 

Amongst the replies to requests for articles made to the great 
writers of the day, the following from a well-known.philosopher is so 
characteristic, that— not being marked ‘‘ Private’’—we print it. 
—Eb.] 





Curraea; June, 1878. 


Eprrortat Str,—Among the ghastliest shams flourishing in these 
fleshily covered skeleton days, in which we find ourselves living, and 
unhappily trying to work our way into another and—what must at all 
events be—a better state, the horror.of most stupendous magnitude is 
that melancholy imbecility—not amounting to the dignity of being 
designated madness—which appears‘to drive as with a:redhot Satanic 
fire-prong every clothes- wearing animalto depart from his only true and 
natural world-workasa walking clothes-horse, to wildly rush into oceans 
of blackest ink !— distributing it about him, as by mop-trundling, or 
Newfoundland-dog-shaking (alas! with no such usefulness of act or 


purpose !) in idioticravings, and inane nonsense, in the shape — hideous | even of all newspapers. Why not abrogate,all disturbing influemces, 


enough !—of prose and verse ! 

With infinite gladness the present writer has latterly observed that 
the (so-called) reading public is becoming daily—nay, hourly— 
smaller ; is, in fact, rapidly being driven out into infinite space by 
this monstrous procedure of everybody—not, fortunately, of every 
soul—_writing his own reading ; and to whom alliother reading is but 
as empty paper windbags, fit only to burst with great explosive: 
détonation, for-‘sound delectation only of:infant»minils ! 

So, at last, will arrive the happy time -when no Reading public 
shall exist, and no one who foolishly fancies himselfpossessed by a 
Demon of Thought—whether good or otherwise—needs more to worry 
himself into getting it delivered to.the people:!. Joyous coming time. 
no writing! no reading! no Séheolbeards—which, indeed, are the 
woodenest of all Boards! only fitly used by being sat on, and, if 
possible, squeezed into filmy flatness. 

Still, however, may be permitted to exist (on stri 


yet to be considered) what:is called ‘‘ Journaligm.’’ That so mankind | 


‘* You ought always'to act with abundance of tact,”’ 
So says her fond mother to Mabel ; 

‘* If a secret you’ve got, pray whisper it not, 
But conceal it as Jong.as you’re able. 

‘* A word said to one might. be harmlessly done, 
Yet be shocking» if used to another: 

And to speak:the whole truth in all cases, forsooth, 
Is often productive of bother.’’ 


| 
\ 
| 
Such precepts.of course we can freely endorse, | 
Yet mark what they frequently lead to: | 
Young people'think, ‘‘ Why, after all, it’s no lie,’’ | 
| 

| 

| 


TACT ATTACKED. | 


And prevaricate when there’s no need to. 


Truth’s value is lost if you calculate cost, 
And fail her pure beauty to see, Ma’am ; 

And the vice we deplore must be laid at the door, 
Of five letters, X-P-D-N-C, Ma’am! 


The Gilded Age, 


Tue Whitehall Review says that Mr. Chitty, Q C., has | 
won golden opinions of the Oxonian electors and will | 
take a lot of beating in the Liberal interest. Wewonder | 
whether this implies that bribery will be resorted to | 
since Mr. Chitty having won golden opinions, the beat- 
ing referred to might be gold-beating. 


A Real Wail. 


THERE was a mur(mur) made at the Royal Aqua- 
rium when the company having paid an extra shilling 
to see a woman at her toilette found after all it was 
only a ‘‘ man at tea’’ (Manatee). 


Ars Celare (H)artem. | 

Tuere is a limit to Biblical revision, and the critic | 

who says ‘‘ As pants the Hartfor water brooks” ought | 
to be ‘‘As paints the artist brook!’ ought to be 

stopped right away. 

| 

| 





Wuy has Lord Beaconsfield abandoned his policy of 
maintaining the ‘‘ integrity” of Turkey ?—Because he 
found Turkey had no integrity to maintain. 

Propszr locality for the office of ‘the-Commissioners of 
Sew-ers.—Threadneedle-street. 





FUN. 


| may obtain its daily increment of current (paper) history and suchlike, 
| and know what.is happening—or not: happening—round him in this 
| little earth, which he yet inhabits for awhile. What more is needed ¢ 
Nothing. We clothe our bodies daily—we feed them at certain inter- 
vals, which Nature, by means of useful internal horologe, points out to 
us! Why then feed the mind for other than daily use? Do we not 
all live from day to day only, and know not what. another may, bring 
forth? Let the writing of the day be, therefore, sufficient for it. O my 
Brother! write nothing—read nothing! then shall we begin actually 
to live. Have we not all had to w-learn much? Would that we-eould 
un-write and un-read much ! 
Teufelsdrockh, in a recent letter to the present writer, touches on 
these matters in manner following: 
‘‘ Rest and Peace, my old friend, will only come to us when wereach 
beyond this Life of ours. Nay not 4ife, for that is ours eternally ! 


Say, rather, this no-life. It has of late seemed to me, after long 
| readings and writings of, perhaps, varied usefulness and non-useful- 


ness, that true rest may be ours simply by absence of all brain-work— 


such as come from writing and reading and, so far, make a Heaven 
on Earth! For assuredly; my friend, there will be no such work— 
not even:a daily paper—for-usum that life'to which we are hastening. 
Let:usithen, as far as in us lies, write not—read not. So shall we 
obtain‘the greater height ef Earthly Peace.’ : ; 
Thus far our valued ent, not carrying out his own ideas, 
‘inasmuch:as he still writes,.and doubtlessyeads also! As does also higold 
friend,«who has perused:the able Editor's request for an Article, which 
he must:decliae to contribute; as, from reasons above shown,, his 
writings aré few and concise, antl mostly limited to signing himself, as, 
for example, .in.the,present, instance, Tus Wuirea, 
———————————[—S—[——_—=== 


Accorpine to the Registrar General’s returns for the past twelve 
months, there has been a great increase in the population. This is 


nt conditions | hardly to be wondered at when we take into account the large number 
of self-made men. 





ee 


VAIN REGRETS. 


First Tar :-—‘‘ Wem, Jaox, rf SEEMS WE SHAN’T HAVE A BRUSH WITH 
tHE RoosHIANS AFTER ALL.” 

Second ditto :—“‘Ucw! Bausmi wo. Wuy, WHILE THEM THERE POLITICAL 
BEGGARS HAVE BEEN JAWING WS ‘COULD.’AVE SETTLED THE BLOOMING LOT.” 


«eat mentions pallet an pede ae. : 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER.—(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
No. 4.—THE CISTERN LARK. 
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Great fun to be got out of cisterns! In building, you never uesign # suitable place for it ; on t fasten the supply e and t ve 
about. In a short time it will just peep over the edge of 


then you find that the only possible place for it is in the best bed-room. “ Unsightly!!!” 
you say to the tenant; ‘‘ why, it takes away from the bareness of the walls, and here it 
won't be exposed to frosts in the Winter.” 


the cistern to have a look abuut. 
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Then. when the tenant complains, fasten it to the ceiling; bail-taps always Then, when the teuant complains again, screw at tighver. 
either leak or stick fast; first it will send little spurts all over the ceiling; Then it will stick and overflow. 
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** Don’t you think those tupports look nke giving way!” says the tenant. But it enh. ‘Discus av 6d & | 1 
“Well,” you reply, ** they might be firmer for a coat of paint.” - 6 Game! 
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John Bull :-— 
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Two Brandies and a Split-‘* Umbrelia.” 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AT BERLIN. 


At THE Burret, Tue Rapzrwit Parace, 3rd July, 1878. 

My information, you will doubtless have noticed, sir, was 
correct. The peaceful solution of the Eastern difficulty is now assured, 
and by such highly respectable European agents, that the policy must 
be considered a first-class one. When I remember how hardly I have 
worked, I am very glad things promise to end so well, I can tell you. 
Iam proud, too, in a way, for of this I am certain, that had there 
been no buffet the Congress would have broken up in excitement the 
very first week of its gathering. Talk about pouring oil on the 
troubled waters of diplomacy, there was something much more effica- 
cious than that tobe done, and now time has proved that by deluging the 
Congress, as it were, with iced drinks, and by substituting sherry cob- 
blers, and lemon-flavoured tea, and dry monopole, and absinthe, and 
Lager, and Marsala, and a dozen other beverages for the traditional 
oil, the agitated sea of national prejudices has been so calmed as to 
render its navigation possible by the craft of the diplomatists (craft— 
a ship, and craft—cunning ; a little joke, you see !). 

It will be only fair, then, if the name of him who kept the du/fet at 
the Berlin Congress be handed down to posterity with the proud title 
of Horatio Cocles who kept the bridge, with the noble patronymic of 
Leonidas who kept the pass,* with the honoured cognomen of George 
Washington (wasn’t it he?) who kept his word, and with the estimable de- 
nomination of that excellent young woman of Greek extraction (I forget 
her name for the moment) who, through long months of close confine- 
ment in prison, kept her grandpapa—through the keyhole. 

At the right moment, then, I hope my name will be given to an 
admiring world, and that there will be at least a seat on the rumble 
kept for me when my lord Beaconsfield returns in triumph and a state 
coach from the Congress. 

A statue I will not take; but any monetary tribute, sir, a gratified 
public may insist on laying at my feet I am of too grateful a turn of 
eg to spurn. (N.B.—P.O.0.’s may be made payable at Ludgate- 


-) 

It will be noticed I write as though all is over. So it is virtually. 
I have begun epening my last gross of soda; and the President’s 
orders are not te. get in any more, but to use the potash-water—which 
has hung on hamd rather—and say nothing, im case I really want a 
further supply. 

For that matter I am running short in all kinds of liquor, for since 
those Greek and Reumanian gentlemen were admétted, there has been 
an extra demand ali round, especially for the stronger sorts. Those 
Armenian Patriarcks, too— viewed as Patriarchs—were right valiant 
elbow-crookers, andthe way they tossed off tumblers of aniseed and 

rt would have surprised those wk~se only notion of such parties is 
be 7 from the history of Abraham, and Eli, end Jacob and their 

ends. 

I do not, however, propose to pubkieh my returns tf the number of 





* To prevent wll possible misconception the “ pass ” I elkete to was a defile, 
and vot a dramatic order.—¥. E. 8. RB. 








drinks served during the Congress and to whom, without personal 
communication with the interested diplomatists, who may, some of 
them, prefer to recoup me privately for my labour in getting up the 
statement, rather than allow me to repay myself by the issue of my 
statistical summary ina cheap form. At all events, they shall have a 
chance of deciding. are 

I have obtained leave to take off with me all the glass and pewter at 
a fair trade price. Thus I shall return to England with hampersful of 
interesting relics, which will, I think, fetch very fancy prices. How 
many old Tories, for «xample, will compete for the Premier’s favourite 
champagne glass, or the spoon he always used when he drank tea in a 
tumbler with Count Schouvaloff. Many a ‘‘ Jingo,’’ again, would 
surely be eager to porsess the glass in which Lord Salisbury split a 
Soda and B. with Count Andrassy, before going into the Congress, and 
making that speech which made Count Sehouvaloff eat a penholder to 
hide his agitation. 

The friends of the Hellenes, too, will value the empty bottles which 
contained the champagne used in brewing the ‘‘ cup’”’ with which the 
Greek envoys celebrated the concessions granted to their country, and 
excited by which they sang, tothe tune of Rule Britannia, ‘* Grecians 
never, never, never will be ‘ Sclavs’ !’’ 

There is absolutely no news, except that all goes well; and things 
look so promising that my next letter will probably be my last. 


GLORIOUS RESULTS. 


By One ‘‘ wHO DOESN’T KNOW EVERYTHING DOWN IN BERLIN.’’ 


Ar last things are settled, and cares no more cark ; 

I’ve a hazy idea that life is a lark, 

And death a dénoiiment ; and as for one’s birth, 

Why, the opening farce that attunes one for mirth. 

Come, the aches in our ankles—we’re rakes, too, no doubt, 
Whom a goit for old port has chastised with the gout,— 
Have retired from the bones, while the spirit is freed 

From the tiniest taint of ambition or greed, 

From the smallest desire to lie, swindle, or kill— 

The Congress will do it, I’m certain it will. 

We can take up at last any sheet of the Times, 

And our blood needn’t curdle at records of crimes ; 

Nor our purses contract as we read in each line 

The pathetic appeal and the hypocrite whine, 

For the Briton who’s struck and the Moslem who’s ‘‘ down,” 
Nor Moslem nor Lancashire lad wants a ‘‘ brown,” 

For the mills in our midst are all goimg again, 

And those ‘‘ mills’’ in the East ceased to redden the plain, 
And a man’s like a cherub—all virtue and bust— 

For the Congress must make him go, I’m sure it must ! 


And our incomes are all of them raised cent. per cent. 
At the moment when Tailors and Taxes relent, 
They're reforming the City and Waterworks Cos., 
And our water is pure as the justice that flows 

From the lips of the judges who grace old Guildhall. 
Obstruction shall reason, O'Gorman feel small ! 
Solved, the secret of Psycho and publie-house port, 
Hushed, the Quaker’s rebuke and the Jingo’s retort! 
And for peace, justice, progress, e’en Patriots pant, 
For the Congress can do that—l’m hanged if it can’t! 


SUMMER FASHIONS. 


In bonnets there is nothing very remarkable— except some of the 
faces. This sensible style of cowre chef has two strings to its bow. 
The Marie Stuart headdress, which fell at Fotheringay three hundred 
years ago, reappears, in spite of the proverb, on many young 
shoulders. A cap is worn under the border. Over the Border a bon- 
net is worn. The polonaise still appears in the majority of new summer 
costumes, and so do polonaise-wearers, if they can afford them. For 
dancing dresses, fluting is preferred to piping. Natural flowers are 
worn upon the bodies, but artificial roses still find favour for the 
cheeks. Gentlemen of the highest rank have revived the old fashion 
of wearing bracelets. It has never gone out of use among the lower 
orders, with whom those ornaments bave retained the aristocratic 
name of Darbies. 





Turkey and Sausage Meat. 


The newspapers are comparing the partition of Turkey now im 
course of being carried out. to the Finis Pulonia, as it was called, of some 
years ago. Now it is a strange coincidence, to say the least, that the 
two countries should both come to be divided as they have, but at the 
same time it is not an unnaturalend: for the fate alike of Turkey and 
‘*Polony ’’ has ever been to be cut up, and not unfrequently in com- 


pany. 
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EDUCATIONAL DOSES. 


(An Usrartrxa Spectric AGAtInstT CrimE. ReotsTeRED.) 
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Here's a regular true narration 
(Quite uncoloured in all respects, 
Here's a story of Ed-jucation 
Likewise showing its grand effects. 
Here's no arguments vague and mystic, 
Proving, bothered if one knows what ; 
Here is regular pure statistic, 
Seed and certified, all the lot. 
Ne’era word of it ain’t invention,— 
Such-like calumny I rebuts, 
Likewise equally not to mention 
How it’s fully adorned with cuts. 
Those as doubtfully picks to pieces 
These statistical facts, I spurns, 
Let them look at the last Police’s 
Metropolitan (‘rime Returns! 


‘Talk of ignorance overlading 
People’s craniums and to spare, 
Why our village—vch lor! degrading ! 
Talk of savages— goodness !—there ! 
Captain Cook (the respected rover) 
Gan't have never have see such herds ; 
Which they'd regular stumble over 


‘¢Flem”’ and *t Tizick”’ and such-like words. 


As to wickedness, gracious goodness ! 
(Child of ignorance what’s intense) 
Quite surprising of understoodness, 
Words is feeble in consequence. 
Let the following true narration 
Paint occurrences what's occurr’d, 
Such requiring elucidation— 
(Ed-jucational kind of word). 
Take old Timothy, round the corner— 
Though distressing me thus to speak, 
Sweet morality’s hardened scorner ; 
Tipsy regular twice a week. 
@ e a 
INTERLUDE. 
Here! Enough of it! This narration, 
Ungrammatical ag can be, 
Might be better for free translation 
Into readable form by me. 


Ungrammatical? I'm astounded, 
Likewise ain’t to be trifled with 
Pooh! The narrative must be ‘‘ rounded,” 
Else the reader will lose the pith ; 
Clothed in suitable verbal raiment-— 
Hang your technical terms, I say : 
You'll go collaring half the payment ! 
No 








That alters it; fire away! 
* 


* s * 


There was Timcthy (lately mentioned), 
Quite a marvel of evil deeds ; 

Ile was possibly well-intentioned, 
For ‘tis ignorance so misleads. 

He affected the cobbler’s calling 
(Healing, soleing, and mending holes! ; 

He’d, with wickedness most appalling, 
Give your Wellingtons paper soles. 


James, the butcher, was next in badness : 
He, the son of depraved deceit, 
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Would (with positive fiendish gladness) 
Charge a shilling a pound for meat. 
Dear! how often his faith was broken 
sy that artifice all condemn, 
Namely, sending with joints bespoken 
Bones that never belonged to them. 





Next the Reverend Crawley Creepie, 
Though a person of some research, 
Rendered sinfully cross and sleepy 
All the people attending church. 
He, with vanity far too ample, 
Thought his sermonings light and nice— 
Most distressingly painful sample 
Of the loftier walks of vice! 


Our professor, though words and phrases 
Paint his knowledge with faintness dim 
(Abstract science’s deepest mazes 
Seeming positive play to him), 
Would repeatedly leave his labours 
Just to wickedly give the day 
Up to teasing his nearest neighbours 
In the shabbiest, meanest way. 


Well, when several years had glided, 
Came a spirited School Board man, 
Who with wonderful ease decided :— 
‘* Here's this village’s blighting ban: 
Want of adequate education 
Causes limitless social ill,”’ 
Thus remarking, with great elation, 
There and then he essayed his skill. 


First to Timothy’s vices turning, 
Learning’s remedy to impart, 

He insisted upon his learning 
Kuclid’s axioms off by heart: 

Zim has never from that occasion 
Even looked at a paper sole, 

Why, the inference scorns evasion : 
‘* Education’s a nation’s goal.” 


James, the butcher, he next conducted ' 
Out from infamy—so to speak ; - 
Him successfully he instructed 
In the primary rules of Greek. 
Never lately the meat he’s vending 
Over twopence a pound has run, 
Nor has anyone found him sending 
Bones that didn’t belong to one ! 


Then the very successful teacher 
Took the Reverend Crawley’s case ; 
Wise his method ; he taught the preacher 
Astronomical charts to trace. 
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Now the sittings are overflowing 
When the Reverend’s fixed to speak ; 
Brief his sermonings, brilliant, glowing, 
Yet that Reverend is so meek ! 
Qur professor he next attended ; 
Here the method was not so plain : 
All the branches of learning blended 
In that sage’s enlightened brain! 


Long that teacher, with mind far-reaching, 


Sought some physic the case to suit. 
This resulted at length in teaching 
Uur professor to play the flute. 
So succestfully worked his labours, 
Our professor at ouce Lecame 
Kindest, nicest, and best of neighbours, 
Fee, in every way from blame. 
Thus will wickedness shrink defeated 
Krom the person who duly learns 
Certain lessons in doses meted — 
(See the recent Police Returns.) 


THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 





No. IX.—THE CAULIFLOWER. 


THE Cauliflower you may ca// a flower, but if you call till you are 
The Cauliflower is 


black in the face you cannot make a flower of it. 


an instructive example of the working of the Education Acts. 
the Cauliflower. was an ignorant but happy Cabbage, with a heart 


that another could. feel for. 








PUBLICATIONS. 


Adgssrs. MacmiLLan publish ‘* A Week at the Lakes,’’ 
a series of comic. sketches by J. Priestman Atkinson. 
The beok belongs to a very large family, the head and 
chief of which is Dick Doyle’s ‘‘ Brown, Jones, and 
Robinson.’’ Mr. Atkinson’s work is full of fun and 
lively humour, and may be regarded as a pleasant com- 
panion for the holiday time. 

Among the guides to Paris, produced for the Exhi- 
bition year, the little hand-book ‘‘ Going to Paris,’ 
Triibner and Co., is certainly one of the best; it is 
simple, clear and concise. 

‘+ Jones’s Journey to Paris,’ Warne and Co., is a 
handy little volume in which the author, in a gossiping 
way, gives as much information about Paris and the 
Paris Exhibition, about hotels and places of amuse- 
ment, as will be found in many an expensive guide- 
book. The work is profusely and cleverly illustrated 
by Harry Tuck. 

Messrs. Cook and Son also issue a capital guide to 
Paris, brimful of useful information ; it contains a plan 
of Paris, showing its monuments, also Dr. Loth’s illus- 
trated plan, both of which are invaluable helps to the 
visitor. 

From the office of a contemporary is issued ‘ Ally 
Sloper’s Guide to the Paris Exhibition,’’ written and 
illustrated in that eminent Jittératew’s usual style. 
Ally savs. with truth, ‘‘ This is the only guide of the 
kind published.”’ 





Messrs. Triibner and Co. do good service in intro- 
ducing the American Revolving Book Case. It does not 
occupy more space than an ordinary what-not and will 
contain from 70 to 200 volumes, depending on the num- 
ber of shelves; it is most useful in a small room, and 
forms a handsome piece of furniture for a drawing-room. 
The peculiar advantage is that with the slightest touch 
it will revelve, and being-on wheels can with the greatest 
ease be moved from one part of a room to another. 


Our Needle. 

Tue Obclisk now lies on its cradle, and, having been 
exhumed in Egypt, its career may be}regarded as an 
antithesis to the accepted formula, ‘‘ From the cradle 
to the grave.” 


An ‘‘ Ex=Panrre.”—The late Lord Mayor, 


But his. well-wishers insisted on edu- 
cating him, and getting everything into his /ead. The first thing that 
gave way to education was his heart; and that went into his head, sine 
along with most of his green clothes. The poor thing was never 
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originally constructed to carry a head the size it has now, and the result 
has only been achieved by a severe system of compulsory education. 
It is now, alas! a vegetable idiot. Its head has been overcrammed, 
and stuffed with Cauliflorality, which has utterly crowded out its 
capacity for original thought. Nothing now remains of, it but a head 
-andastump. If, perchance, at midnight’s solemn hour, some faint 
and vain regrets e’er cross the brain ganglia of this Cauliflower, 
bringing with them a dim, momentary consciousness of his unhappy 
| lot, and leading him through memory’s paths to recall the old, old 
days, when he had a great heart and no head to speak of; if, we say, 
the Cauliflower is ever troubled with disagreeable qualms of this sort, 
it is certain they must arise from the stump, for the bloated head has 
| no longer the necessary intelligence for their comprehension. = —— 
| Some people believe that the Cauliflower is a Broccoli in disguise ; 
| others, that the Broccoli is a disguised Cauliflower. That, however, is 
| a private family matter, entirely out of the region of scientific inquiry. 
_All we can say is, that if the Cauliflower and the Broccoli are as 
closely related as is secretly rumoured, there must exist some unhappy 
cause of domestic estrangement between the relatives. For they never 
| visit. As soon as ever the Cauliflower comes in, the Broccoli goes.out ; 
and when the Broccoli comes in, the Cauliflower goes out. 
In partaking of Cauliflower with a lady, it is usual for a gentleman 
to remark, ‘* Some people prefer the flower, and some people prefer the 
stump ; but for my part I prefer the flower.’’ He then gracefully 
removes the flower to his own plate, and, with a winning smile, pre- 
sents the lady with the stump. ‘Thus they each part-take. 
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7 A Flagging Interest. ae 
aoe Tue Conservatives of Flint, perhaps, hesitated in hoisting their ti : 
candidate on a flagstaff; but they must have felt that they could not a j 
pay their ‘‘ Pennant’ a better compliment than to place him at the ‘ l 7 

top of the ‘‘ poll.”’ aaah | i 

A ‘ Russe DE GArRsB.’’—A Muscovite station-master. sy 
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ONE REASON AS GOOD AS ANOTHER. 


Gussie :—‘‘ Lizziz, DARLING, WHY DO YOU .WEAR ANOTHER WOMAN’S 
HAIR?” 

Ticaie :—‘* Guasis, DBAR, WHY DO YOU WEAR ANOTHBR cA—— I Mgan, 
WHY DO YOU WEAR CALF’S 8KEN ON YOUR HANDS? ”’ 
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Aunt Mary :—‘* Herr, Etner, pear, I 
Mamma :—‘*Oun! HOw Nick. ETHEL M 
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DY, ALWAYS READY. 


(ST SAVE THEM TILL SHE HAS A COUGH.’ 


fJuty 10, 1878. 








HAVE BROUGHT YOU SOME HONEY DROPS.”’ 
’ 


Ethel (after waiting two or three minutes) :—‘‘ I'vgE GoT A COUGH Now.”’ 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


As Mazeppa at Astley’s Miss Lisa Weber ‘‘ gallops from the stage 
to the roof of this vast theatre.”’ 
strides in her profession, for few actresses have attained similar 
eminence. 

The appearance of Miss Agnes Leonard at the Duke's as Kate 
()’ Brien is nothing more nor less than Perfection. 

The large amount of money made by Mr. Henry Irving will enable 
him to thoroughly go in for Jingle. 

The rumoured fracas between Messrs. Frank Marshall and Clement 


Scott was, it appears, an exaggerated one ; consequently they will not | 


take part in Bote for low. 

The Opera Comique is so eminently successful under the skilful 
management of Mr. LD’Oyly Carte that his benefit, witha bill contain- 
ing more than ordinary attraction, could not be other than a bumper. 


The Alexandra Palace, with its improved management, caters well 
for the public, who respond by flocking to the various attractions so 
well and seasonably put forward, and which embrace every conceivable 
sort of entertainment from penny pop-gun practicve to a Beethoven 
Festival. 

—— 

Sone of the bewildered tourist in the Old Town of Edinburgh.—Ye 

wynds that have made me your sport. 


BeckelsruitSyrup 


MOST DELILIVUUS tEVe RAGES. 











superfiuovs other 
fat, it contains Cocoag re 
FOUR 1IM+S tailed at 
THE AMUUNTIabout 8d. 








Half-pints, 1s. One dozen Pints sent, esrri-ee paid, for £1.) f4¢ average of 


Beckett's SYRUP OF ORANGE AND QUININK is a most other ocoas which 
are mired with Caubury » : ais 


RASPBERRY, STRAWBERRY, BLACK CURRANT, LIME FOF NITRO-| perth. | 
FRUIT, GINGER LEVON, PEPPERMINT, fc, &c. These }GENOUs Ok 
Svrupe are specially euiiable fer the Sick Room, Pic-nics, | FLESH - FORM. | 
Weddings, Christmas and Kir hd.y Parties, ac, &c. They J} ING CONS(I- 5 
are invaluable for use with A-ated Waters. Pinte,1s.9).;] TUENTS than 

i i 


bealthy Tonie.—“ W. RECKETT, Heywood, Manchester.” 
London Depot: 150, Oxfurd street, and all Chemists, 


Evidently the lady has made rapid : 
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sugar aad starch. Be vare of Imititions. 








BY HIS FRUIT WE MAY KNOW HIM. 


*The Russian Chancellor owes his convalescence, it is stated, to a plate of 
strawberr.es—British Queen’s.””—Daily Paper. 





Dervorgp has Prince Gortschakoff 

To Russia’s Czar for long years been ; 
But lately love has he professed 

Still greater for the ‘‘ British Queen!’ 


Effect of the Heat. 
One of the most natural results of the. recent hot weather on over- 
| heated brains was the decision of a coroner's jury who had been 
| considering the case of a man who was killed by a blow on the head 
'administered by his son. They brought in a verdict of ‘‘Sun 
stroke.”’ 








A secieTy journal states that ‘‘ it now takes about twelve years to 
get into the Rag.’? We know plenty of people who can, in much less 
time, get into rags. 











Now Ready, the Thirty-fourth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
TWENTY-SEVENTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 
Mayenta Cloth ,4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 











Cadbury's Cocoa Blocks below show the proportion o* nitrogenous rq 
Rasence being ab-coastitue:ts in each 100 parts of varé us hinds of 
ne pt wr ae tent | Homqopathic Cadbury'sCovoa Easence. 
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C. BRANDAUER & C0,'S New registered “‘ press 





series” of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 

ints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 

tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand, 


D-po. :—00, Faubourg of. Hur@ve. Worxs, Birminouax. 
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WIMBLEDON VAN-ITY. 


Sergeant-Major Buffies:—‘‘ Au, YOU MAY CHAFF, YOUNG FELLOWS; BUT IF WE WERE CALLED OUT YOU'D FIND A OOD MANY OF Us ‘‘old 


ones”’ In the van !”’ 
Chorus of young ones: —‘* WHat sorT oF A VAN, Mr. Burress? 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConrirMED IDYLLER. 


No. III.—A PHILLIPIC. 


ORTUNA, I desire to state, 
Uncompromisingly [ hate. 
The lady, it must be confessed, 
Returns my hate with interest ; 
(And p’r’aps ’twere graceful to admit 
I think she has the best of it !) 
For—though there’s halfpence—by 
her tricks, 
Your humble servant gets but kicks. 


It seems to yield her keen delight 

To thwart my efforts day and night, 

She sears my fortune with a frown, 

She calmly hits me when I’m down, 

She racks my heart and fires my 
brain, 

And goes and makes me miss my 
train, 

And lose the keys of all my trunks— 

She és a mean and vicious hunks ! 





She made me love a face—so fair !— 
And then benumbed me with despair 
(For though I love the face, [ fear 

It simply lvoks at me to sneer). 

She gives a fillip now and then 

To some unfortunate young men; 

Why don t she swamp my soul with glee 
By giving Puiturps unto me? 


VOL. XXVITI. 


Scotch Tallyman.” 
‘¢ Talisman.’ 


AMBULANCE CARRIAGE, YOU MEAN, DON’T you?”’ 








A Grubby Philosopher. 


Tuart was an interesting anecdote that was related the other night 
in the House by the member for Glasgow, of the gentleman of the 
name of Grubb, who, when under the influence of liquor, exhibited 
a passion for stealing, not grub, but tubs. We should have thought 
that the most likely things to be stolen by a gentleman in his cups would 
be jugs or bottles with something strong in them; but Mr. Grubb’s 
taste it seems inclined him differently. Probably he took the tubs, be- 
cause having made a hog of himself, he expected that they c ntained 
wash. Orhe might have thought that his habits putting him out of the 
pale of decent society, his best course was, like a celebrated philosopher, 
to take up his residence in the tub aforesaid. 


Titles are Vain Things. 


Mrs. Matapror says that she has been reading a novel called ‘‘ The 
She probably means Sir Walter Scott's 


A Serie-ous Proposition. 
Mopern Novelists are so fruitful, and so constantly publish their 


productions in ‘ parts,” that their ruling goddess must be Cexgs. 


From Wales we learn that there is a strike in the Slate trade. We 


| sincerely hope the metropolis will follow suit; it would indeed be a 
| relief if London journalists would, for a week or two, stop *‘ s/atsng.”” 


Tue dispute between Mr. Gye and Madame Marimon appeared in a 


contemporary oder the heading of *‘ Operatic Agreements’’ We 
| should have thought that it was a case of operatic dws-agreements. 


Atthe Hove Exhibition there is exhibited a case of beautifully 


carved nicknacs which hive been made by a street scivenger out of 
toothpicks found in the streets. 
choosers of their materials, but decayed toothpicks would only be 
| collected by persons wh» are living from hand to mouth. 


Of course begyars cannot be 
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No. X.—THE ONION. 


Tue Onion is the only truly penitent v ble. It sheds tears in- 
cessantly, and even the careless bystander is unable to regard so 
edifying a spectacle without being ihvoluntarily compelled to weep in 
sympathy with this distressed bulb. The cause of its unhappiness will 
be best understood when we scientifically describe the numerous com- 
plaints from which it suffers. It is a biennial bulbous root with a 
swelling stem, fistular leaves, a reflexed spathe, a large globose umbel, 
and the lobes of its perianth obtuse and hooded. It is wonderful how 
the poor sufferer survives such a numerous conglomeration of painful 
disorders. Besides its copious tears, the Onion produces a fragrance of 
very serious character, which, though not exactly fashionable as a 
toilet bouquet, is freely distributed as incense by people careless of 
incensing the nostrils of their fellow-creatures. 

There is an Onion Fair held evéry autumn at Birmingham, where 
the Onion is publicly worshipped. The sacred smell at such times 
extends to a radius of at least fifty miles, and has frequently been 
detected at Stafford, Shrewsbury, Worcester, Warwick, Northampton, 
and Leicester. Other more remote places could indeed be mentioned, 
but the object of these serious papers on comic vegetables is to restrict 
ourselves to telling the truth within such limits as prudence may 
suggest. 

Notwithstanding the usually strict propriety of this suffering vege- 
table, it is not to be concealed that there is a branch of the Onion 
family which has gone astray, even to scouring up into trees, to grow 
Onions upside-down in the sky. The true Onions, which dwell in 
strict seclusion underground, repudiate all connection with their mis- 
guided relatives, and weep for them. But the Tree Onion is hard of 
heart, and smells, but weeps not. 

The Onion, though comparatively a recent inhabitant of this country, 
is widely esteemed and respected. It was a great favourite with the 
Fg. ptians in the time of Moses and the Pharaohs. The Egyptian 
priests used it to disinfect sinners who entered their temples, and make 
them cry and look artificially penitent. 


ODD ITEMS. 


NOT AT ALL NECESSARY. 


Mr. Reeruze VAYNB, about to enter a photoyrapher’s, is accosted by Mr. 
WuHonTER NoGu. 

Mr. Wuonter Nocu. Hullo! What are you going to be photo- 
graphed for? 

Mr. R. Vaynze. Well, I thought of having my carte placed in the 
shop- windows. 

Mr. Wu. Nocu. Why, what for? You've not made your name 
illustrious by your talents, have you? 

Mr. R. Vayne. Well, no! 

Mr. Wu. Noou. And you're not a member of the Royal Family, 
are you? 

Mr. R. Varne. Oh, no! 

Mr. Wu. Noon. And, in fact, you’re a nobody, with no claim 
whatever upon the public attention ? 

Mr. R. Vaynr. Well—a—just so; but the fact is I want to have 
my carte exposed becat se—I'm—well, very good looking. 

Mr. Wu. Noou. JViry? You're certainly passably good looking — 
that is, you're not remarkable for ugliness; but you need to be some- 
thing more than that, if you propose to hold your features up to public 
criticism, J should sav. 

Mn. R. Vayne. Oh, no, not at all! You're quite wrong—look 
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here. (Shows him the photographs of Mrs. GhAINELLIS Kast ana 


Mes. Banotuy m the photoyrapher’s window.) 
Mr. Wu. Nocu. Oh—I see, you're quite right about it, and I’m 


sure I beg your pardon. (Ges off humbly, white Mr. VAYNE gies in 
and carries out his project.) 





WHAT IT IS COMING TO. 

Mr. Setrrey Sprrctine (to his friend, Mr. Nozer LorraroxEs). 
That appears to bea very nice fellow you introduced me to. Seems 
well-informed in the matters of travelling and all that. My wife took 
an immense liking to him at once; and my little boy and girl won’t 
get off his knee. 

Mx. N. Lotraroxrs. Ah! glad you like him; felt sure you would 
too. He is a nice fellow. Moves in good society. (Mr. Seirrey 
Spectine suddenly looks douhtfully.) High position, I can tell you. 
(Mr. S. S. looks troubled.) Member of the aristocracy, in fact. (Mr. 
S. S. frowns.) Marquis, in short! 

Mr. S. Spectixc. What! eh? Wh—why, you don’t mean to 
tell me that you could—good gracious !—could introduce me—a person 
with some self-respett—to a Manravuis! Good heavens! and my 
wife’s talking to him,and my little boy and girl are sitting on his 
knee ! 

Mr. N. Lorraroxgs. Well, but, my dear fellow—a Marquis— 
well-known at Court. 

Mr. S. Spectinc. Oh, ah, yes—Divorce Court, eh? But don’t 
keep me; I mst go and tear away my wife and children from the 
contam Ah, here are the children—and—but——-._ Here, I say, 


he’s bolted with my wife ! 


THE LATEST POPULAR SCARE. 


Mr. WuvrerimsicH Beattrs (fe Mr. Howrsxerr Rippavum). I 
say, old boy, I’ve come in to beg you to give me a shake-down to- 
night. I can't sleep in my house ; it’s positively black with beetles ! 

Mr. H. Rippavum. Why don’t you kill them all? 

Mr. W. Beaties (with much dertsion). Kill ’’em all? That is 
good; why, I’ve given up half my life to trying to kill ’em all! 
Nothing will touch them. As to the remedies recently suggested by 
disinterested people in the papers ——. 

Mr. H. Rippavum. Well, I: manage it easy enough. I use this. 
It’s violet powder. I steal it from the baby, and put ‘‘ Patent 
Vermin Agsassinating Powder” in the box in its place. Baby don’t 
notice the difference—and the mortality among the beetles : 

















THE RULE OF THE RIVER THAMES. 

Mr. Gotrrr Horiterpy. Come along, my dear, and we’ll havea 
nice day on the river ; go up to some nice quiet place and have it all 
to ourselves, ch? * * * * Here we are. Here’s a boat; now 
we are all right. Lovely place! Let's go up that backwater. 

Mrs. G. HoLtERpy. Oh, no, we can’t, dear, there are some men 
bathing there! 

Mr. G. H. Oh, well we can keep in the main stream. 

Mrs. G. H. No—we can’t; there are some men bathing there 
too! 

Mr. G. H. Well, we'll go the other way. 

Mus. G. H. No, don’t; there are more men bathing there. 

Mr. G. H. Oh! we must take the train and go back to town, and 
go onthe river there. (Tey take the train to Putney and hire another 
6,at.) There, there won’t be men bathing here, it’s too public ' 

Mrs. G. H. Yes, there are; close by the bridge, in front of the 


houses. 
Mr. G. H. We’'llgo lowerdown,tothe Embankment * * 


here we are : 
Mrs. G. H. Oh, let us go back; there are more men bathing here 


—and swearing! 

Mr. G. H. Well, we'll go up river again, and have dinner at an 
hotel on the banks. * * There—there’s « beautiful view of the 
river from this window ! 

Mrs. G. H. And a lot more men bathing and calling out ‘* Whoa 
Emma” tome. Oh, let us go home and never come near the river 


again. Leave it for the Roughs, like the Parks. (They do so.) 





* * 








MUCH TO BE PITIED. 

First Minzrr. Wages? Why, any amount o’ wages wouldn't be 
too ’igh for sich dangerous, risky work as ourn ! 

Seconp Miver. No, ’twudn't neither! Whoy, ’uns never out 0’ 
danger fura minnut! ‘There's ’underds killed every day—blowed 
oop. 

First. Ah, well ’un may git oop subscripshuns fur un. As for the 
masters they oughter be ashamed o’ theysels too! A-putting feller 
creachers in continool danger ©’ their loives! (Breaks safety lamp 
in the most dangerous part of the mine to light his pipe.) 
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Seconp Miner. Aah, they did oort too! (Strikes match. Ezxp'o- 
sion. A few hundred miners killed.) 





A REMARKABLE PECULIARITY OF THE ENGLISH 
RAILWAY PORTER 
Train stops at station. 


Porter. Change for Wugford. 

UNREASONABLE PassencerR (from earriage window). I say, must I 
change for Tugthorpe ? 

PortER (with severity). Change for Wucford. 

U. P. Well, but I don’t want to go to Wug 

Porter. Better make up yer mind, sir; train's starting. 

U. P. (getting out: in the desperation of uncertainty). Well—here— 


porter ! 
Porter. Yes, change for Wugford. 


U. P. (who has just caught sight of the word ‘‘ Tugthorpe’’ on the 
departing train, which he has quitted; whose heart has died within 
him, and who now determines to give himself up in calm desparr to 
Sathoming the depths of the porter's ming). Porter, we seem likely to 
have some rain, don’t we? 

PorTER (with sirmness), Change—for—Wugford. 

U.P. I say, I fancy we shall come off best at Berlin, after all. 

PorTER (dismissing the subject). CHANGE FoR WuGFORD. 

U. P.. (with alist happy notion). Hot day, porter? Very thirsty 
sort of day, too ——? 

Porter (struggling with his convictions). Ohange £—— (with a 
suddenly-awakening eys). Yessir—wery thiraty sert o° day—wery ; 
thank ’ee, six! 








TH= BARD. 


_NCIENT bards were lucky mortals, 
Hip ite AD I Bk They were courted and caressed, 
a ta = And they sought Apollo’s portals 
RD) So — a a Rather elegantly dressed. 
ees | AM They might sing of Love or Glory— 
aA eae Any ceed thing they chose ; 

Now we tell another story— 

Tastea have altered, I suppose ! 


Lt’ m-—alas.i—a modern poet— 
Editors disdain my dreams ; 
And my coat is (well I know it !) 

Very shiny at the seams. 
When I write an ode or sonnet 
Editors are in a huff, 
Make absurd remarks upon it,— 
Say it isn’t ‘‘light’’ enough! 





I am getting quite disgusted 
With these superficial days ; 
There! At last! My coat has 
‘* busted,’’— 
Mary, I resign the bays. 
Give me sonnet, ode, and lyric, 
Let me lock them in my desk 
(Oh,”’events are most satiric !), 
I’m about to write burlesque ! 


Ny 
DICTIONARY 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 
Goopwoop Procnostications, &c. 
Henley, Saturday Week. 
To tue Epiror, Dear S1z,—The sun rose fair and rosy to make 

the world beautiful, and Trophonius rose, likewise fair and rosy, to 
make the breakfast. He made it, ate his share of it; then he lit his 
pipe and looked around him. The scene was lovely ; the trees, green 
with the greenness of early summer, swayed gently in the breeze—-the 
softly-rippling water glided laughingly by—the sun shone—yes, the 
sun shone; it was England, it was June, yet the sun shone; the 
birds sang merrily in the trees; all nature knew it for holiday time. 
It was the first day of the Henley Regatta. ‘Trophonius was now 
alone, for the crew preferred to take their pleasures without the ad- 
vantage of his company. ‘Ihey were a rough-spoken, but withal, a 
kindly set; they spoke disrespectfully of the prophet’s clothing— 
‘‘geedy” was the term—they looked askance at his glistening 
gossamer, and spoke in undertones, and grinned, but they left him in 
charge of the cigars and beer; yes, they were, withal, a kindly set, 
and they had left Trophonius in alone. He was musing thus :— 

The Goodwood Stakes! the Goodwood Stakes! 

Oh, see the book the prophet makes, 

He ecans the future by the light 

Of never-erring second sight ; 
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He scans the gaily-peopled course, 

And lightly spots the winning horse ; 
And some would tear him limb from limb 
As Pageant lands a pot for him. 


Yes, Trophonius was alone, the beer was finished. Lizhtly stepping 
into the craff moored near, he deftly picked his way across the 
thronged stream to the jetty-like structure on the tow-path side. 
Securing the boat to a pile, he lightly climbed the side with an agility 
scarcely to be expected from one of his years, and made his way to 
the town. All was bustle and excitement, gaily-dreaged ladies and 
handsome men, boating men of all sizes, with ribbons of all of the 
rainbow distinctions of all clubs under the sun; bunting flying from 
many a window and corks flying from many a bottle. The prophet 
piused at the portal of the ‘‘ Red Lion.” © * © ¢ Heemerged— 
his eye was fixed and solemn. ‘‘ Norwich ought to do it,’’ he 
muttered still thinking of Goodwood, and made his way to the bridge. 
It was a gay and happy scene, which even the questionable admission 
of the Americans to compete failed to blight, but Trophoniua cares little 
tor doat racing, He was, however, much struck by the graceful 
beauty of the American style—commencing in “spurt”? and ending 
in ‘‘pump.” The prophet wandered to the “ Catherine Wheel.” 
* * « © His eye was more fixed this time and more solemn. 
‘¢ Rylstone is the winner,’’ he whispered, and suddenly sat down—he 
did not wish to sit down, but he remained sitting—content, ‘Then he 
dozed gently. He rose with a start and pursued his way. ‘Ah, 
I shall back Mida—a moral,’’ and he chuckled. Somehow he reached 
the tent—he was very thirsty. Sadly he thought of the poet’s lines :— 
‘* Water, water everywhere, 
But what a stuff to drink !”’ 


Suddenly his lack-lustre eye lighted on a small square case. He 
dashed at and opened it. ‘‘ Hennessy’s!!’’ Placed there doubtless 
by the crew in his absence. He opened a bottle. ‘‘ Yes, Hampton is 
the horse,’”” he murmured. . . . . He opened another bottle. 
‘*Yes, Albert Edward, of course.” . . . . He opened another 
bottle. ‘* Harbinger?” He fell asleep then. Presently he woke 
with a start and a cry of ‘‘ Strathmore ;” then he opened another bottle 
—there were but six. He fell asleep once more, gentle murmurs on 
his lips, ‘‘ West JV’snd for first.’”” Again he woke—his eye was more 
fixed and more solemn than ever ; he crawled to the case—he opened 


another bottle. 
* ” . . e 


Tt was cold when he awoke once more. The sun was high in the 
Heavens yet. ‘Trophonius shivered. He tried to rise, but his back 
was stiff, and racking pains shot through his head. He looked round 
for his companions, they were not to be seen. He then noticed, for 
the first time, that the tent was no longer above him. Six empty 
brandy bottles and a broken packing-case were all that remained to 
show that he had not dreamed. He tottered to his feet; no boat in 
sight but a punt—evidently yarns property. It was no time for 
hesitation ; the prophet pointed to the lock, slowly and painfully. He 
sought the town. All was quiet. Nota flag to be seen, not a carriage 
in the streets, not a tent on the banks. One dismal ‘‘ Jack’’ thought- 
fully regarded the stream. ‘I'o him the prophet addressed himself. 
‘* Where are all the people?’’ ‘‘Gone, o’ comrse.”” ‘*Gone! how 
about to-day’s regattur” ‘‘ Regatta a’ Satumday?’’ Saturday! It 
all flashed upon him, He had slept through a whole day and two 
nights! And his dastardly companions had left him, an old, old man, 
defenceless and alone. It was too much ; he sat down on a stump and 
wept —Yours, Xc., TRoPHONIUs. 

P.S.—Having lost Friday’s racing, I am unable to give you an 
account of it after all.* 

P.S. 2.—How am I to get home? t 





Fresh as Paint. 
THERE is one thing which goes straight to the heart of the lounger, 
when he, as usual, leans against the nearest pillar-box and asks his 
friends ‘‘ If there is anything fresh that morning?’’ It is to be told 





Dum tacent, clamant. 


At the distribution of Lome on Saturday to the inmates of the Deaf 
and Dumb Asylum at Margate, several of the children are said to 
have spoken short sentences. We cannot quite understand how a 
deaf and dum) child can speak, but it shows that the training must 
have been most sound and the children deft/y dumb. 





Scientific. 
Orcanic Changes.—The succession of tunes. on a hurdy-gurdy. 











© ‘This is really oo bad, we can't stand it any longer. Trophumina, baying 
grossly neglected his duty, will oblige us by calling for his salary as soom as 
possibie, when we wi'l wirh him farewell —Ep. 

+ We don’t know and we don’t care.— Eb. 
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THe COMPLETc BUILDER.—(BY ONE WH) FAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
No. 5.—WAYS AND PASSAGES. 
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‘**Great Universe!’® says the —" ‘there is no side entrance 


Always make the very mort of your ground; leave no side entrance. ‘’Ere’s 
the dustman,’’ says the servant to the tenant. for him. 
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Lut at .cogth these little a rangements become somewhat tedious ‘Tuere!!!” gasps the tenant, “‘let him come through the drawing room— 
ana the coals too-—and everything else!” 
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+ 
CONGRESS.—THE LAST MEASURE. 

Gortschy :—‘‘I RATHER FANCY, MY LORD, THAT I HAVE THE ADVANTAGE.” 

Dizzy :—“‘ PARDON ME, BUT I THINK I AM THE BIGGER MAN OF THE TWO.” 
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THE SOMNAMBULISTIC EDITOR. 


I knew a fellow years agone 
Upon a magazine, 

He was its editor, and on 
Its cover could be seen 

The name of him of whom I sing, 
Whose mania was such 

He edited each blesséd thing, 
And edited it much. 

‘© Because when I was young,’’ said he, 

‘* My editors would ‘alter’ me, 

And so I do the same, you see, 
With conscientious touch.”’ 


So greatly would he exercise 
His privilege’s nght, 
That trum his coucn he’d often rise 
And do it in the night. 
And when the hours were getting smal), 
Devoid of any clothes at all, | 
He, in his slumbers, used to crawl 
And edit all his might. 


While in this energetic trance, 
With strict impartial will, 

Fuli often he himsedf would chance 
‘To suffer from his quill. 

Fulfilled his sleeping task, and when 
He back to bed had got, 

You couldn’t tell Ais efforts then 
From efforts which were vot. 

And so I’m very much afraid 

That other men were often paid 

For verses he himself had made 
And altered such a lot. 


Kite So. 


Onx of the most melancholy spectacles to be seen just 
now about the streets of London is afforded by the 
number of paper kites held fast by their tales to the | 
telegraph wires, and fluttering in the wind and rain until | 
they fall topieces. As instances of the sad consequences | 
of a too soaring ambition, and as a disfigurement to the 
metropolis, these derelict toys might be very fitly 
described as (h)eye soars. 





a ~ 
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(The Orleans Club, July 9, 1878.) 


Swellington jinds it difficult to cross the field. ‘*By Jove, A SECOND 


PLEvNA.”’ 
Old Gent, pleased with his position :—‘‘ Ha! na! Tuts 18 BETTER THAN 


Wuart was the most industrious period of the world? | PLAYING ONESELF SUCH WARM WEATHER, AND NO DANGER OF GETTING BRUISES.” 


— Tne B.C. (busy) period. | 





EXTRACTS FROM THE EXAMINATION - PAPERS 
OF A NAVAL CADET, 
Wuo Trustrep SoLety To THE LicuTt oF NATURE. 


Q. What is the punishment for an officer found sleeping in his 
watch P—4. I should say that he had already suffered very close 
confinement. 

Q. What are brigs?—A. They are called two-masted vessels, but 
they really have fore masts. 

Q. What is a ‘long splice’’?—A. A golden wedding. 

Q. To what purposes is the spar deck applied ?—.A. Boxing matches. 

Q. Tell me what you know of the ‘‘reconciling sweep.”—A. 
Never heard of him before. Don’t believe there is suchachap. A 
fellow like that would want folks to fight, instead of stopping them. 

Q. Where is the ‘‘ spanker’’? -.4. In Dombey and Son—Mrs. Mac- 
Stinger. 

Q. What is a ‘‘ gammoning hole’’?—A. A slopseller’s shop. 

Q. Describe ‘‘sheer wales.’?— 4. I never travelled in the Princi- 
pality, but I suppose it is where they do not speak any English. 

Q. What is a ‘‘ square body”?—A. A good fellow like ——, who 
always pays up when he loses. 

Q. What are ‘‘ whelps’’?—A. Cads like —— and ——, who can 
only remember a bet when they win it. 

Q. What is the “‘rake of a»mast’’?—d. In a merchantman often 
there is none ; tut there is very often a rake of a master. 

Q. What is the use of scuttles ?—_4A. To put coals in. 

Q. What does the ‘‘ badge’? show ?—A. That there is a cab-in. 

Q. Which is the most forward of the ‘‘ bends’’?—A. The Grecian. 

Q. What is the ‘‘ cat-fall’’?—A. On her feet. 


Q. What are ‘bolsters for sheets’? made of /—A. Bedtick and 


feathers. 


Gentlemanly bat, to little ball :—‘* Sonny I KNocKED you so HARD!” 


Q. What is a wrain-bolt ?—A. (Mistake in the spelling.) A 
stampede in a shower. 

Q. Where are the ‘“ flats’’?—A. They are not confined to any one 
particular part of the ship. 

Q. What are ‘ gripes’”’?—A. I was not aware that I[ should be 
expected to answer medical questions. 

Q. What is a *‘ guy’’?—A. I could show you, if I had a looking 
but I do not wish to be personal. 

Q. What do you understand by ‘‘ quick work’’?—A. The way in 
which I am answering this paper. 

Q. What is ‘‘the tuck’’’—A. That depends upon the amount of 


tick. 

Q. What is the meaning of ‘‘ without board’’?—A. ‘‘I am 
starving.” 

Q. What are ‘‘ partners’’?—A. Cannot recollect just now ; most 
probably they have something to do with the couxter. 

Q. What is a yard?—A. Three feet, or 36 inches. (I am sure 
that’s right.) 

Q. What are the ‘‘ steps of the masts’’?—A. That would depend, | 
should imagine, on the rate at which the ship was walking through 
the water. 

Q. What do you mean by coming ‘‘ tumbling home’’?— A. I never 
did, sir. I am incapable of such disgraceful conduct. Never was 
intoxicated in my life. I am an officer anda gentleman. At least, 
I am a gentleman, and I hope to be an officer.* 





Ride-iculous ! 
A HuNTING Parson should never ride a playful horse, or he may get 
into trouble with the Bishop for gamb(o)ling on the Turf. 


® The deceitfulness of human hopes is proverbial. . 
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TovcuinG a painter abroad-in-the-airfully 
Doing a rustic scene ; 

Picturing bushes and similar carefully ; 
Turning ’em up with green ; 

Nohow, however, concerning|\how gracefully 
He could arrange his hues, ' 

Putting at once in-the-likeliest-placefully 
Yellows and reds and blues. 


Liking to finish a picture completedly 
Off at a single go, 

Why he would labour un-changing-his-seatedly 
Dozens of years or so, 7 

Till you would wonder, with hope a-diminishing, 
When you would see the wight 

Thinking of having a notion of finishing— 
Similar, well you might! 

Oh, but the wonderful finish he put in it, — 
That was the grand affair ! 

Lor, in the thousandthest part of a foot in it 
Dozens of strokes to spare ! 

Under a microscope every inch of it 
Coming out lovely, big: 

Months he would occupy—making a pinch of it !— 
Over a single twig. 


Ah, and he carried it out so refinedly ; 
This an example be :— 

Seventeen beetles had, quite undesignedly, 
Perched on a distant tree ; 

While he was slowly and carefully tracing them 
All of them sneaked away ; 

Catching the lot and exactly re-placing them 
Took him one year, one day. 





Somehow, although he would labour with pluckiness, 
Also with likewise skill, 

Owing to singular run-of-unluck-iness 
Models would not keep still ; 

Even a titmouse alighting a-nigh of him 
On an adjacent post, 

Never would sit without winking the eye of him 
More than a month at most. 

Seasons, a-fleeting so rapidly, hurried him— 
(Daily they seemed to flit)— 

Having to fly to his memory worried him 
Out of his mental wit ; 

Bushes and trees—it was dreadfully mean on ’em— 
Puzzled and tried him so 

Wondering how many leaves there had been on ‘em 
Several years ago. 
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‘‘ Why, I could tinish” (he'd say), ‘‘ and no sham it is, 
Being so used to trees, 

Any big picture in—barring calamities— 
Twenty-five years, with ease.”’ 

Also, considering models delayed him so, 
Anyone’s senses teach 

Painting of pictures but wretchedly paid him so ; 
Seven-and-sixpence each. 

Once he was gaily, with much well-directedness, 
Painting an autumn day ; 

Leaves were a-lying with great uncollectedness 
In an unnumbered way ; 

He was a- working with neatness and natty-tude 
Carefully tracing out 

In its unstudied yet sculptural attitude 
Each of the leaves about: 


All but the last as he’d finished with skilfulness, 
Showing each stalk and vein, 

Blest if the autumn, with worritting wilfulness, 
Wouldn’t return again ; 

Covering those he had lately been slaving at, 
Recenter leaves would fall ; 

Then would the painter, his fortune a-raving at, 
Have to re-paint ’em all! 


Well, he’d been occupied many a year about 
Doing a woodland nook ; 

Counting the twigs and the buds of ’em near abcut 
Terrible pains he took ; 

Never of carefulness being a thrifty one, 
Laudable so to do; 

Seventeen million nine hundred and fifty-one 
Thousand and sixty-two. 





Just, you may say, as he'd finished it nicely, too 
(Year or so more, outside !)— 

Stepping back seven foot seven precisely, to 
Gaze at bis work with pride, 

Every tree in surrounding adjacency— 
(Those he had drawn of late)— 

Said and remarked with the coolest complacency, 
Furthermore begged to state :— 


‘‘ Having extended the arms of us tiringly, 
Equally would suggest, 

While you're a-viewing that picture admiringly 
How as we take a rest.”’ 

Similar, dropping rigidity’s proppiness, 
Suddenly down they sat, 

Taking of poses of elegant floppiness 
Easy ‘uns, too, at that. 


What's in a Name. 

In a case just decided at Malton, the plaintiff, a jockey and trainer 
named Rugg, gave evidence that in one racein which he rode, he 
administered a bucket of water to a horse to prevent its winning ; on 
another occasion he drew the nails from the horse’s shoe; and in a 
third race, he stated he ‘‘ pulled”’ the horse according to instructions 
received from the defendant whom he sued for £32 19s for services 
rendered. ‘These are somewhat startling revelations, but the most 
extraordinary part is the defence, which was, that there could be no 
claim for riding horses, because the plaintiff was not a professional 
jockey. We should have thought that anyone acting as the plaintiff 
did could hardly be called a gentleman rider. 


Medio tutissimus ibis. 
What sign in printing would signify the act of passing between two 
hostile armies during a battle ?—An * (a nasty risk). 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AT BERLIN. 
Ar tHe Borrer, tue Rapztwit Pavace, Jury 15rx, 1878. | 

I was a true prophet when I predicted the speedy return of the 
diplomatists to their native lands. There was something in the jaunty | 
tread of the envoys, as they passed me with a pleasant nod on their 
way to the Congress Hall, that spoke of ultimate success. Aye, sir, 
even the cheery creaking of their shoes precluded the notion that theirs 
was to be a bootless mission, whilst the decided leaning there was 
towards the end of the sitting to call only for sparkling wines pointed 
plainly to a satisfactory conclusion to their task. 

It has been curious throughout the Congress, in point of fact, to 
watch what I may call the variations of the Liquidometer. I positively 
could tell from day to day, even without listening to the conversation 
of the diplomats at my duffet, what was the prevailing tendency of 
events merely by marking what drinks were in special demand. A 
run on cold tea or iced lemonade, I noticed, invariably meant close and 
serious debate, in which it was necessary for every representative to be 
as cool and guarded as possible. A large consumption of aerated 
waters betokened two things ; firstly, that the diplomatists had been 
banquetting the previous evening ; and secondly, that rhetorical 
efforts were to be essayed rather than real business. Anything 
like an abnormal thirst for Jager inevitably preceded a sitting 
of purposeless and sleepy discussion, ending in an early adjourn- 
ment. I always knew, when the Prince President gave personal 
directions for a big jorum of milk punch or champagne cup to 
be prepared, that the Great Powers had decided to ‘‘do’’ one 
of the small states interested in their decisions. ‘Thus the cession of 
Bessarabia, the occupation of Bosnia, and the curtailment of Servia’s 
conquests, were all settled amongst mutual congratulations and senti- 
mental toasts. The very word ‘‘ toast,” by the way, suggests being 
‘done brown,”’ does it not ? and Roumania and the other small states 
must fully understand it does so ere this. 

But sparkling wines, as I have said, always meant festivity and 
jollity, just-as still wines implied stagnation and laek of progress ; 
and ‘when I found even the Turkish representatives treating their 
swite'to ‘*sherbet ’’—they always called for ‘‘sherbet’’ when they 
wanted Veuve Cricquot, out of respect to the Prophet and to save appear- 
ances—lI felt that the finale was clese at hand, and began to pack up 
the corks, heeltaps, wineglasses, grog-spoons, lemon rind, and other 
relics of my famous customers for transmission to this country. 

I officiated finally vesterday, and I am not ashamed to confess that 
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A WILL AND A WEIGE. 


Tue Mr. John Woodley, who was con- 
victed the other day of a systematic and 
original description of fraud, appears to be 
an ingenious and amusing sinner. His 
little lay was beautifully simple. Having 
to pay a certain toll upon a van-load of | 
goods, Mr. Woodley first had the waggon | 
weighed with the goods in it, and when 
it was drawn empty on to the weigh- 
bridge to ascertain the tare, he lay coiled | 
up in a hamper and was weighed with it. | 
It being objected to that Mr. Woodley’s 
weight should be included in the tare, 
he told a tare-a-diddle, and said he was 
weighed with the wain when it came 
in. The occupant of the hamper doesn’t 
appear to be hampered with overmuch | 
honesty, while it is clear that he had | 
made up his mind to evade payment of the 
toll, and we all know that where there is 
a will there is a weigh. 
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A Hackneyed Subject. 


Ir is stated that a Mr. Templar has | 
patented an instrument for registering 
cab-fares by means of a disc which denotes 
the distance travelled. We really cannot 
find words sufliciently landatory to sing 
the praises of this good, this very good | 
Templar, who ought to be Hansomly re- | 
warded. Cabmen’s fares have ‘hitherto 
been so obviously unfair that we hail this | 
discovery Of the disc as a dis(e)tinct boon 
to society. 
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I wept as I flavoured Prince Gortschakoff's barley-water for the last 
time, and mixed the Armenian patriarch’s rum-and-milk. Quite a 
mist-spread before my eyes, too, as I split the usual soda for our Karl 
and Marquis, and my Lord Salisbury remarked in a tone abnormally 
affable for him, ‘‘ Well, Herr Funz,’’—(they all call me Herr Furz, 
except: the junior Servian Envoy, who has a hesitancy in his speech, and 
addresses me as ‘‘ F-f-funts’’)—‘*and so we have come to an end of 
our spirited policy at last, eh ?’”’ 

‘©¥es, your lordship,’’ returned I, pouring out the cognac into the 
Earl’s glass as I spoke from a nearly empty decanter, ‘‘and my spirits 
are quite low at the thought of it.”’ 

‘“And yet,’ put in my Lord Beaconsfield with that cold, white 
characteristic smile of his, ‘‘ taking them at your contract prices, they 
were high enough in all sooth, Herr Funz!”’ ; 

And instead of answering I stooped to wipe away a tear with the 
corner of my apron, touched anew to find the Premier chatty and 
pleasant to the last. 

The Italian representatives bade adieu to me with all the warm 
enthusiasm of sons of the Sunny South, and Signor Corti, whose waggish 
proclivities: I have already mentioned, insisted on having one ‘‘ jingo”’ 
with me before starting for home. After some little discussion and a 
great deal of gesticulation, I found he meanta ‘‘ go of gin,’’ or gin ‘‘go”’ 
as he called it, and which it seems, he thought, was our national drink. 

I made M. Waddington smile amidst his tears by wishing him don 
voyoge to the land of his derth— for, well, as he was born in England, his 
berth in France is a better one still—and Count Schouvaloff who, 
Russian though he is, has taught me to brew beautiful tea, was not 
happy till he had secured, at.a fancy price, the corkscrew which I have 
need throughout the Congress. 

Speaking of relics, let me put you on your guard against spurious 
pairs of Gortschakoff’s goloshes, which are being offered for sale on 
all sides, the truth being that he is far too gouty to wear anything but 
flannel boots. 

I had kept one last bottle of champagne to drink to your good health, 
sir, and mine,.and it may interest you to know that even as I write 
two Roumanian noblemen and a Bosniac chieftain are warmly joining 
in the toast to the best of their guttural powers. 

In conclusion, let me only say I have, I hope, made Fun universally 
respected at the ‘‘bar of Europe.” In that hope I shall at any rate 
draw my increased salary with a light heart ; though when I say that, 
I of course only mean at any rate which will allow me to get some 
advantage out of the Exchange. 
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IN-SUBORDINATION. 


Diner {euspiciously) :—‘‘ AND DO YOU STICK “TO THE “TEETOTAL PRINCIPLES YOURSELF, 


Waiter :—‘*In susmemss, Yes, sIR—ALWAYS, etR! Iw Bustnmes I AM SUBORDINATE TO MY 
PRINCIPALS ; BUT OUT‘OF BUSINESS, SIR, IT IS DIPFERENT—MY PRINCIPLES ARE SUBORDINATE 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue farewell performances of Mr. Sam Emery at the Princess’s will | 
take place next month. Although these representations will be of a | 
polished, bright character, we very much doubt if there will be any 
Emery paper about. 

Astley’s is advertised as ‘‘ The Summer Theatre.” If the critics be 
correct, the exhibition of Miss Weber as Mazeppa is indeed a coo/ per- 
formance. 

Mr. Sothern says ‘‘ he wants rest.’’ 
is going a roundabout way to obtain it. 
visit to America. 


Mr. DOyly Carte is going to build a theatre on the Thames Em- | 
bankment close to the Sav oy. We expect the new edifice will be one | 


of the si‘es of London. 

Mr. Flockton, who is to succeed Mr. Farren as Sir Geoffry Champ- 
neys in Our Bvys, is alluded to as ‘‘a sterling actor.’’ We suppose 
from this he gets plenty of coin. 

It cannot be said that Mr. Terry is at home in every character he 
undertakes. He is now playing the tourist in Geneva, and is con- 
sequently somewhat ¢droad in this (to him) new part of the world. 


At the Olympic Miss Rose Eytinge, an American actress of great | 


her first appearance on the English stage as Nancy, in 


repate, makes 
Miss Eytinge shows 


a drama based on Dickens's ‘‘ Oliver T wist.”’ 
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We have no objection, but he | 
He is going to pay a flying | 
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—‘*Now, Mrs. B., will you cOME AND 8EB OUR APIARY ?”’ 
B. (who has been putting it off all the afternoon):—‘* Weit, Mrs. A., THE THING Is, You KNOW, I’mM—I'M RATHER AFRAID OF 


| strong dramatic power, but it is questionable whether this drama is 
not more suited to an East-end audience than to the frequenters of 
the Olympic. 

| Miss Glynn is giving a series of Shakspearian readings, the ex- 

| cellence and purity of which are well known. At each reading Miss 

| Stringfield recites a well-known poem; her voice is rich and clear, 

| and the evidence of culture is such as might be expected from the 

| benefit of such a teacher. 





Mr. Odell is about to introduce what he calls a Club Concert, and 
| with such powerful aid as he has secured, coupled with his own 
talent, the spec ought to prove a success. 





Madame Tussaud and Sons, with their usual activity, have added a 
group of the members of the Congress at Berlin, which will 
doubtless prove a great attraction. 
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IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a Con¥FIRMED IDYLLER. 





No. IV.—VICARIOUS. | 
OU ask me why I have the air 

y Of one in whom some secret | 

rankles ; | 

And why I slouch my hat and wear 

A cloak that reaches to my ancles ; 


And why I use my street-door key 
With ‘‘ bated breath’’ as though 
’twere treason ; 
And why I seem to take my tea 
For sor:.e portentous hidden reason. 





You gently hint there was a day | 
Your questions seldom met rejec- | 
tion, | 
And o-ce (you're good enough to say) | 
I rather seemed to court inspec- | 
tion. 





You call ‘‘a passable possession,”’ 
No thought (you say) obscured (as now) 


You say no secret dimmed the brow | 
My gently vacuous expression. 


You ask me to explain, in fact, 
The motives (which you fail in gleaning) | 
That make me do the simplest act 
With smiles of concentrated meaning. | 


Then learn I've been to see the play ; 
I love Olivia madly—very— 

And all my being since that day 
Is permeated with Miss Trrry! * 


Ex Nihilo Nihil fit. 


Ir appears that Dr. Nobiling, the attempted assassin of the Emperor 
William, belonged to a certain Russian sect denominated Nihilists. 
This of course clearly accounts for his desire to annihilate the venerable 
Monarch. As nothing has come, happily, of the base attempt, it | 
weuld appear in fact that ex nihilist nihil tit: which freely translated 
means that no good ean be expected of a Nihilist. We are afraid 
those Nihilists will come to no good. 


A Good Get Up. 
_ Aw electrical invention, exhibited in the Paris Exhibition, for call- 
ing servants is said to be very ingenious. We think if a machine 
could be constructed that would make servants ‘‘ get up’’ when called, 
it would undoubtedly answer. 


* Mystery! Oh, impossible, it cannot be—and yet-——.—Ep. Fvy. 
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_who had not received his Meed; besides, as His Majesty travelled 
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to eall and see her):—‘* Well, I think on the whole I am satisfied 
with your character ; you seem to be honest and respectable.”’ 


cleanliness is my delight, with respectability blend 
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A Persianal Matter. 


Tue Shah of Persia has disputed his little bill at Fontainebleau, 
which contained the fullowing items :—‘‘ 1,500f. for flowers, 60f. fora 
melon, and 5f. for a cigar,’’ &c. Frankly, these charges were exor- 
bitant, and we are not surprised that he considered himself a Persian 
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‘*incog,’’ it is but natural that he should object to be made so 
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‘* BLENDED.” 
Lady (who has received character of servant by post, and asked servant 


Servant :—‘‘ Yes, mam, I haves an honest 


” 


Da mam — 








DOTS BY THE WAY. 





SWEET PEACE. 


“We have broneht you back peace.”—Lord Beaconsficld’s speech to the 


multitede, Judy 16, 1878. 
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the wide world o’er, 


oyous tidings sing, 


more. 


bells, 
hill— 
that tells 
ehall fill. 


love ; 
Dry ndw the tears—Remove the weary 
load 
That grief around the bleeding heart 
hath wove. 


For, woe is me! a fierce and bloody 
strife 
Has waged too long and loud upon the world, 


And widow made of many a happy wife, 
And all the joy from many homes been hurled. 


The fertile fields laid waste and trodden down, 
The hamlets now in smoking ruins lie, 

Where ecrewhile plenty, see cold famine’s frown, 
And maid and mother terror-stricken fly. 


But now thy coming changes all the scene, 
For this cold night of darkness, fierce and wild, 
Comes sunny gladness with its golden sheen, 
Comes greeting laughter, happy as a child. 


The bugle’s blast, the deadly cannon’s roar, 

The clash of arms and savage shout shall cease, 
And all the clang of war be heard no more 

For thou art come to reign, sweet loving Peace! 


— 


Now young and old with merry hearts shall dwell, 
The pipe and tabor sound their simple strain, 
Full plenty teeming from the earth shall tell 
That thou art come to claim thy own again. 


Let now once more the stalwart and the strong 
Renounce the cannon and the fiery sword, 
That they may listen to thy silvery song, 
And laud thee as their chieftain and their lord. 


Let all the budding earth look bright and glad, 
The meadows like a flowery garden bloom, 

The mountain slope, with rich green verdure clad, 
With purple heather and with yellow broom. 


Let thy glad spirit rule the mighty throng! 
Let every nation now its mirth bells ring, 
Le’ all men sing the ever-joyous song 
That shepherds heard the herald angels sing. 


And flocks and herds shall join the song of praise, 
Full hearts shall sing of triumph and renown, 

For with thy coming come bright halcyon days, 
And on thy brow shall rest the laurel crown! 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 
My Artic, Bovioeye. 
Dear, Honovkep, anp Respectrp Epitok.—I am sure, sir, one 
possessing such tenderness of heart as ) ourself will be glad to hear that 
I have escaped from my unpleasant predicament at Henley. I did 
think at one time that the natura] kindness which distinguishes you, 
sir, and endears you to all your contributors (and to none more than 
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AIL now, sweet Peace! 
stretch out thy snowy 

. wing, 
4 With rapid flight fly all 
Let thy sweet voice with 


That thou art wiles of the world once 


From ‘every tower ring out the merry 
Let beacons blaze from every lofty 
Let banners wave for this glad news 
How thy sweet voice all human hearts 


In tokén send the olive- branch abroad— 
Send tender words and messages of 
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to poor ald well-meaning Lrophonius) would have led you yourself to 
extricate me. But it was only one more added to the long list of my 
mistakes. I had forgotten for the moment the many admirable 
qualities you possess which render you im constant demand in the 
glittering circles of fashion in the evening, no less than in those 
of literature during the day, leaving you no time for the wants and 
woes of an insignificant sporting contributor. I had forgotten it 
for the moment under the weight of misfortune, but I have never 
been guilty of such a dereliction before; indeed, my loudly- 
expressed and intense admiration of your administrative genius as an 
Editor, as well as your magnificent proportions and manly beauty, to 
say nothing of your condescending affability to the meanest of your 
contributors (by which I beg humbly to indicate myself), has rendt red 
me subject to constant raillery from the whole circle of my acquaint- 
ance. 

I will not harrow your feelings or waste your time with a description 
of the manner of my escape. Where I cannot praise I prefer to 
remain silent ; and the liberality of the representatives of the House 
of Lombardy in Henley, being conspicuous by its absence, offers 
small scope for praise, nor could I infuse much romantic 
attraction into the details of a long walk from Henley to Lon- 
don in the simple costume of trousers, shirt, and sockless boots. 
Enough, sir, that I reached the metropolis in that guise— 
minus the boots, which the pangs of thirst compelled me 
to ‘‘part with” on arriving at the outskirts of town. Entering 
the office of this paper—where my unusually airy costume created some 
little surprise, until I explained it by referring to the heat of the 
weather when, with the undeviating politeness of all connected with 
this journal, your cashier and office-boy expressed themselves quite 
satistied—I procured the small sum lying to my credit (which more 
than represents the value of my work, I1’m sure), and, after recruiting 
and rehabilitating, started that night for this spot. What a scene 
awaited my arrival! True it is, sir, ‘‘ misfortunes never come singly.”’ 
They always come ‘‘ marriedly,”’ and bring their wives and a whole 
troop of children. My iniquitous agent had absconded, not only with 
all the money for tips which had arrived in my absence—an immense 
sum, on the strength of which I borrowed an extra half-crown of 
your oflice-boy—but with everything he could lay his hands upon, 
including all the back numbers of The Cry from the Cave. This last 
blow has quite knocked me over, sir. I am regularly broken down. 
My hollow eyes and shaking hands are witnesses of my despair, and 
not the result of drink as many people suppose (pardonably enough, 
for my vicious habits are but too well known). I have endeavoured 
to express my feelings somewhat in the following Lament. 


Tue LAMENT oF TROPHONIUS. 
Proem. 


Oh great is the woe of the prophet Trophonius, 
And fierce is his curse on that agent felonious ! 





Oh, deep are the groans that proceed from the attic 
Where moonlight tints sadly the face of the bard, 
Oh, harsh are the expletives, stern and emphatic, 
In which he declares it is dreadfully hard. 
Oh, sadly he murmurs, ‘‘'l he season advances, 
The jockeys less frequently flourish their whips, 
And every moment decreases the chances 
Of anyone wanting prophetical tips.”’ 
There’s nothing remains but to helplessly languish ; 
The prophet is penniless—prospectless—down, 
And feels with the pangs of a torturing anguish, 
That innocent office-boy’s lost his half-crown! 


I remain, dear and respected sir, in utter misery, yours, &c., 
TROPHONIUS. 

P.S.— Perhaps, taking into account my present heartrending circum- 
stances, you will reconsider your decision as to my dismissal; the 
wild delight of working under so extraordinarily talented a person as 
yourself has so saturated me with an exultant pride that perhaps I 
have overstepped the bounds now and then in my exuberant spirits, 
but it has only been my fun, sir, and never intended to hurt your 
feelings, I’m sure. If you will only give me another chance I 
promise to adopt a different style in future. True, as you say, I am 
not much of a prophet, but I think I’m as good as any other and 
about as often correct. Do think of it.* Meantime may I presume 
to suggest dttalus as a good thing for the Leger? 


Verse and Verse. 


A GranpD féte of French poets is arranged to take place in Paris on 
the last Sunday in August. They manage these things better in 
France. ‘The fate of most English poets is anything but grand. 


* The tone of this letter, although a trfle fulsome, is much preferable to that 
usva'ly adopted by our Corresp :ndent, he may continue to write until further 


notice, but let him be careful.—Ep. Fux. 
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ODD ITEMS. 


A GREATiATRIUMPH. 
‘i. —BerorE_THE TRIUMPH. 

Mr. Ron.2a.nnver. What dozens of dirty chitdren there are run- 
ning about the streets, and throwing mud at people ! 

Mr. B. Lexver. Oh, yes; their parents are vicious, and won’t 
send them to the ragged sehool; but the School Board will alter all 
that when it’s once fairly established. 

Mr. R. Z. And what dozens of boys are taken up every day for 
stealing, and attempting to overturn trains, and other crimes! 

Mr. B. L. Oh, yes; they have nobody to look after them, and run 
wild; but the School Board will alter all that when it’s once fairly 
established. 

Mr. R. Z. And what dozens of stupid children there are, who do 
not seem to be able to learn, and turn out idiots ! 

Mr. B. L. Oh, yes; that is because there is no one to take them 
effectively in hand; but the School Board, &c., &c. 

Mr. R. Z. The ragged schools and the charity schools seem to do 
some good work, but I suppose there are too many children for them 
to deal with them all ? 

Mr. B. L. Yes; but the School Board, &c., &c. 

Mr. R. Z. Your little boy seems to promise to turn out a bright 
man ; I suppose you will be sending him to school soon ? 

Mr. B. L. Well, he’s onl five years old as yet; so I don’t wish 
to bother him too soon, as he is rather delicate ; I intend to send him 
to Eton, and then to the University. I mean him for the law. It is 
not many who find it easy to shine in the law now; but the School 


Board, &e., &c. 





II.—Arrer THE TRIUMPH. 
Mr. Ron. Zerver (ten years after). What an increase there is in 


GLOVES AND LOVES. 


Tue salon is entered, and I, | 
With gloves of the ‘‘ Water of Nile,”’ | 
Attention am focussing by 
My je-ne-sais-quor sort of style. 
But meeting a feminine friend 
Of average beauty above, 
As gaily my hand I extend— | 
I’ve split up my wretched kid glove ! | 
Scarce knowing whatever to do, 
Escaping, I hide on the stairs, 
And bitterly, bitterly rue 
Forgetting to carry two pairs. 
One cannot, this hour of the night, 
Procure them for money or love. 
There! clenching my digits too tight— 
I’ve split up my other kid glove ! 
A pair { might borrow of Brown, 
3ut then I’m unwilling to try, 
’T' would be such an awful let-down 
For one so exclusive as [. 
Yet back in the room I shall meet 
With physical frowns, moral shoves ; 
Get snubbed till I beat a retreat— 
Because I have split up my gloves! 
Who’s that in the corner with Flo? 
That good-looking fellow De Jones ! 
He’s breathing soft nothings, I know,— 
His looks are reflecting his tones. 
And she, if he happen to pop, 
May accept when he tells her he loves ; 
Which I am unable to stop— 
Because I have split up my gloves ! 
There’s Jenkins, a fellow I hate, 
A man whom [I cannot endure ; 
Eh! who is that with him? Why, Kate! 
Her hand is in his, I am sure. 
fis gloves, though appalling their size 
(They rival the colour of doves), 
Are holding a palm that I prize,— 
But there! I have split up my gloves! 
Well, here I shall have to remain, 
All chance of my dancing has fled ; 
And waiting the earliest train, 
I think I shall go up to bed. 
I'm cut out of Katie and Flo, 
So throw off all thoughts of my loves ; 
As up to my bedroom I go 
I throw off my pair of split gloves ! 
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| the number of dirty chudren runoing abuut the streets, aud throwing 

| mu | at people! . 

| Mr. B. Leever. Oh, yes; their parents turned out so vicious that 
the School Board gave up trying to make them send their children to 
school—too much trouble, so the School Board did not alter that. 

Mr. R. Z. And what an increase there is in the number of boys 
that are taken up every day for stealing, and attempting to overturn 
trains, and other crimes! 

Mr. B. L. Oh, yes; the School Board didn’t care to look after 
them either—too much trouble ; so the School Board didn’t, &e., &c. 

Mr. kh. Z. And what a tremendous increase there is in the number 
of stupid children who are unable to learn, and turn out idiots! 

Mr. B. L. Oh, yes; the School Board didn’t care to take them in 
hand because it would not be likely to get the grant for them ; so the 
School Board didn’t, &e., &c. 

Mr. R. Z. But the ragged and charity schools used to do some 


good work : 
Mr. B. L. Oh, yes; but the School Board has pushed them out 





| of existence ; you see the School Board did alter that ! 


Mr. R. Z. Um! yes. And how’s your little boy, who promised to 
turn out a bright man * 

Mr. B. L. Oh—a—well, he was very delicate. You see, I intended 
him to begin his studies at seven, but theSchool Board caught him at 
five and softened his brain in six months. 

Mr. R. Z. Oh, dear. You intended him to go to the University, I 


think? 


Mr. B. L. Yes, but he’s going to Earlswood instead now. 


Why is the priest when Le catechizes the children in Church the 
funniest fellow in the building ?—Because he is the guerist. 

ABEL, in Hebrew, means vanity ; and a belle, in English, has much 
the same signification. 
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“DISTANCE LENDS—.” 


Tourist (who wishes to make a diversion from the track) :—*‘ How FAR 1s IT 
FROM HERE TO BaLLINAGAR?’’ 

Irishman :—* Suure sy THe Pgat Moon, i1’s IVER A STEP LBSS THAN 
4 MILES THERE AND ABOUT 6} MILES BACK.” 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER —(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
Ne 6—STAIRCASES. 





2. Up goes the guest. For the first fiight all is safe and easy. 
3. But soon the ascent becomes more rugged and ste« p, and the ceiling lower. 


Zz VME ci dk a 
1. Such p easantry to be had out of staircases, too' 
the tenaut to bis guest. ** Mind the stairs; may you come down again!”’ 


Prifitea ov oue~ - - 





“Good night. old boy,” sobs 
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5. As for the servant, her easiest way is to swing herself ona rope down to 
the kitchen, tray and all. She may alight sately thus. 
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BERLIN TREATY WITH ANGLO-TURKISH SLUFFING. 





Dizzy, the Waiter:—““I HOPE YOU LIKE IT, SIR?” 
Mr. Bull :—“H’M, PRETTY WELL. IT MIGHT BE BETTER, AND IT MIGHT BE WORSE.” .% 
Dizzy :—** YES, SIR; CERTAINLY, SIR; AND I HUPE YOU’LL REMEMBER THE WAITER, SIR.’ } 
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‘No staff to instruct! What a blessed release !”’ 
He said ; ‘‘ I can work at my leader in peace.” 

He finished his copy, and then up the stairs 
Came trooping his newly-found writers, with theirs. 
As, each in its turn, their productions were read, 
The Editor glared with his hands to his head, 

For, letter for letter, beginning to end, 

All four were the same as the leader he’d penned. 
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THE MODEL STAFF. 


On, the Editor’s form was a-wasting away 
For he hadn’t an atom of rest in the day ; 
Oh, the Editor’s features were pallid and white, 
For he hadn’t a bit of repose in the night. 


The cause of his mentally wearing to bones 
Was Waggleton, Paggleton, Juggins, and Jones 


am. 





The wilfullest customers under the sun ; 
And daily contributors every one. 


The Editor’s ‘‘ lines”’ they were other than gay 
With each of ’em pulling a different way— 

Not each of his lines (as you'd gather, perhaps), 
But each of the wicked contributor chaps. 


That Editor’s paper, without any stint 

Was meant as a strictly Conservative print, 
But Waggleton, utterly blind to his frown, 
Went daily a-writing the Government down! 


The Editor’s rule for dramatical crit. 

Was ‘‘ Flattering eulogy, every bit,’’ 

And dreadfully, daily, his spirits were dashed 
As Baggleton bitterly slated and slashed. 


To Juggins the Editor often enough I : . . fe 
os SC n every possible way, with his own. “ai | 
sre ‘* Here are some people I want you to puff, - y a i oil © Cocaine sine y 
isguising the puff in your copy’s contents Hi; = > all; aes a4 
To look like a comment on passing events.” Nor ae Be re fae tibl a 4 
; or eve a& ale 
For fully the Editor knew that thead- Of clashing opinions appear in the print. oe : 
: 


Vertisers he puffed would be grateful and glad, 
And wouldn’t consider it wanting in thrift 
Po forward a little acknowledging gift. 


“My dy y 
py Vittey iD 


But, wholly ignoring the Editor’s list, 

That Juggins could never be got to desist 
From puffing away on his own little hook, 
And quite a collection of presents he took. 


The Editor once in the course of his work 
Had met with a party who'd talked to a Turk, 
So he—not to mention political views— 

Was always pro-Turkish in publishing news. 
But Jones, by a chance, was possessed of a far 
And distant relation who liked Caviare ; 

The Editor thus, in his journalist work 

Could never persuade him to favour the Turk. 


*€ Oh, world of affliction !’’ the Editor said ; 
‘* How sweet to be peacefully buried and dead! 
Oh, why do contributors poison my days 

By pulling persistently different ways ? 

‘* Oh, give me a staff,’’ he continued to groan, 
‘* With minds that exactly resemble my own, 
With strictly identical leanings, and views, 
And cunning perception in rendering news. 
‘Oh, give me the staff I have seen in a dream, 
Who hold my opinions on every theme, 

Whose daily productions, with cleverness fraught, 
Exactly re-echo my every thought.’’ 

No more did his sanctum resound to the tones 
Of Waggleton, Baggleton, Juggins or Jones ; 
The very next morning a party of four 

New writers appeared at the Editor’s door. 


‘** You needn’t instruct us !’’ they shouted as one, 
‘¢ We’re fully aware of the task to be done ;” 


’ The Editor smothered a satisfied smirk 


As each of ’em went to his separate work. 





Each day the phenomenon happened again, _ 
Each flashing conception that came to his brain, 
Each weighty deduction, each humorous quip, 
Each sentiment worthy of editorship, 


Each partisan argument grandly profound 
And utterly lacking in adequate ground, 
Each flicker of caustic political chaff— 
Appeared in the copy of each of his staff. 


He’d write on occasions some elegant, terse, 
Refinedly-rhythmic society verse ; 

But, lor, when the time for inserting it came, 
All four of his writers had written the same! 


’T was not that they copied so much as a word, 
’T was simply that similar notions occurred 
To minds of precisely identical tone, 


One little defect had the journal alone— 

It had a distinctly monotonous tone ; 

But, seeing each article printed enjoy’d 

Four mortal repeats, this was hard to avoid. 
How vainly and long did the Editor pray 
Those writers to leave him to go on his way ; 
In vain his attaching the pay of the lot, 

And swearing they copied—they minded it not. 


The sale of the paper grew dreadfully bad ; 
‘‘The Editor,” people repeated, ‘‘ is mad!” 
The sale of the paper went down like a stone, 
The Editor buying a copy, alone ! 


The Editor, smiting his breast with a thump, 

In rage and in agony, woke with a jump :— 

‘¢ Oh, bring me,’’ he sobbed, in affectionate tones, 
‘‘My Waggleton, Baggleton, Juggins, and Jones!”’ 


A Dramatic Note. 

‘‘ Lapigs and Gentlemen!” said the Premier, on Tuesday, ‘‘ Lord 
Salisbury and I have brought you back a peace which I hope will be a 
lasting one.’’ It is no secret in politico-theatrical circles that the 

iece alluded to by his lordship is ‘‘ The Berlin Treaty,’’ a drama 
ately rehearsed at the German capital with great care. It was 
adapted, it seems, originally from an idea contained in a Russian farce 
called ‘‘ San Stefano,” but the adaptators have so altered the piece in 
construction that its origin is scarcely perceptible at times. It was 
played for the first time at the St. Stephen’s Theatre Royal on Thars- 
day last, but it may be remembered that an imperfect version of a 
somewhat similar piece was produced some weeks since by the Globe 
company. We need hardly add that we heartily join with Lord 
Beaconsfield in wishing that the Berlin Treaty may have a long and 
uninterrupted run on the European stage. 


Copped for Copping a Copy. 

THERE was not a tittle of evidence which could convict Mr. Marvin, 
the F.O. writer, of larceny, and he was discharged on Tuesday last. 
It was a pity his prosecution was ever commenced, for the only real 
point against him was that he copied the Anglo-Russian Agreement 
with a ‘‘ steal’ pen. The statement that he was formerly in a convey- 


ancer’s office was not true. 


Operatic Bizetness. 


Tue opera season at Her Majesty’s concluded the other day with 
the Carmen. We suppose the carmen were brought into the house on 
this occasion to pack up and remove the properties, &c. The Carmen 
were succeeded by the c(h)arwomen, and they all had a Bizet time of 


it. 
An Open Qvestion.—Are Lancashire operatives accustomed to 
Peace-work ? 
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AN ALTERNATIVE. 


Cissy :—‘‘ Pa’s GOING TO BRING US HOME SOMETHING TO-NIGHT; I won- 


DER WHAT IT WILL BB.” 
Tommy :—‘* YEs, BUT SUPPOSE HE DOESN'T SEE ANYTHING.” 


Cissy :-—‘‘ Ou, THEN HE WILL BRING SOMETHING ELSB, OF COURSE.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER RECEIVES THE 
PREMIER. 


DowNING-STREET, Tuesday Night. 


Honovrs have fallen thick upon your Extra Special, sir, since he last 
wrote ; and though he does not at present send you his ‘‘copy’’ on 
baronial note-paper, yet he is so sure that some exceptional mark of 
the premier’s favour awaits him that he has already advertised in the 
Excnange and Murt for a second-hand coronet. 

Yes, sir, to resume the first person, I have had what the Yankees call 
‘‘a high old time’ of it since I left Berlin three days ago, permitted, 
by the premier’s great consideration, to travel, hamper and all, in the 
same train with him to Calais. I also crossed with him from that 
port, and it was I who, after an interval of keen suspense on the 
=r lp bore the news to our illustrious plenipotentiary that 

ingland was in sight. Most eminently gracious and characteristic was 
his lordship’s reply. ‘*So I should think!’’ were his exact words ; 
words that, methinks, will become historical, and be handed down to 
posterity with the, ‘‘ Up, Guards, and at ’em!”’ of the Iron Duke, and 
the, ‘‘ Kiss me, Hardy, I'm wounded !"" of the hero of Trafalgar. 

Being an ‘* Extra Special,"’ the least I c uld do was to ride on the 
buffer of the engine between Dover and Charing-cross, at which latter 
place 1 was able, thanks to my favcurable position, to slip nimbly off, 
and to actually join the distinguished company in welcoming home 
Lord Beaconsfield. In fact, two short-sighted dukes and the junior 
sheriff, near whom I alighted, took me for the earl himself, and 
wrung my hand, whilst an eager American spectator rushed up and 
deftly cut off my coat-tail buttons as relics before [ could explain. 

Ere I could do so, indeed, the train had stopped, and the sphinx-Jike 
face of the premier lighted up with pleasure as he stepped from his 
saloon -carriage into the midst of a crowd of his dearest friends, whilst 
cheers—the time being taken from me—rent the air, and very nearly 
split up a big flag as well. When I was not leading the cheers I was 
beaming, and when I was not beaming I was leading the cheers. 








THE PAST. 


Ifow swift recollection will oft 
Embitter the thoughts of the Past! 
When I was so foolishly soft, 
And fancied affection would last, 
Huilt up my; life on a sham— 
On Love that could never get cool ! 
{Sow very much wiser I am! 
Ilow could I have been such a Foo! ?] 


YT dreamt that I had but to let 
My words take a rhythmical flow, 
To be a new poet, and get 
The fame that I never shall knew ! 
I thought, in my juvenile way, 
The pen was the mightiest tool 
‘To make me ‘‘ the man of the dav’”’! 
How could I have been such a I*vo! ? 


But hopes, although some mpy be fled, 

Still spring in the credulous breast, 
To be, like the others, soon dead— 

Entombed in the Past with the rest 
And so I shall ever remain, 

Untaught in Adversity’s school ; 
And say yet again and again, 

How could I have been such a Fool ? 


‘* Your’e hid I see still.”’ 


Tue atten-pts to raise the Eurydice continues under 
the direction of Admiral Foley. It isa mistake to say, 
however, that the endeavours so far have ‘ Feley”’ 
failed. To say they have ‘‘ Foley’’ succeeded is also 
inaccurate. But why, oh, why, does not Mr. W. H. 
Smith send for H.M.S. Lyre and play upon our 
Eurydice’s feelings as Orpheus once did on his ? 


A real good Harry-er. 


WiMs.epon has distinctly shown that the best rifle to 
‘*harry’’ an enemy’s forces with is the Martini- 
‘‘Henry.”’” In point of fact it would prove such a 
‘‘harry-er’’ that it might be included amongst the 
‘dogs of war.’’ 


Light Literature. 
A psn is like a candle, useless unless it is (s)lit. 


How could it be otherwise, indeed, when I saw the great man, for 
whom I had opened so many big bottles of apollinaris in the land of the 
alien, safe on his native heath again, and trying to talk to the Lady 
Burdett Coutts, the Duke of Northumberland, Mr. Henry Chaplin, 
and the Lord Mayor at one and the same time! Contain my feelings 
I couldn’t and didn’t, and if the earl had not gone off when he did in 
his carriage with the Marquis of Salisbury, I should have jumped on 
the engine and made a little speech, I know I should, and just told the 
crowd how I had seen our wonderful Premier getting Count Schou- 
valoff into a corner (argumentatively, I mean) time after time, when 
they stood dmnking cold tea in tumblers at my duffet ; and how Prince 
Bismarck had once whispered to me something highly complimentary 
about him in Low German, which I, unfortunately, did not understand. 

As it was, however, 1 worked off my feelings a little by offering the 
American, who had cut off my tail buttons, a piece of the Premier's 
blotting-paper and two corks arawn specially on his account; then I 
rushed wildly after the carriages, determined to see Lord Beaconsfield 
to his own front door. 

Ah, sir, what a sight was that which met the premier’s eyes and 
mine! From Charing-cross to Cockspur-street stretched a sea of 
heads—to which the wavy hat-brims supplied the waves—and from 
which burst a loud roar of welcome as the foremost carriage came into 
sight. That was fame if you like, sir; and, even if you do not like, I 
fear, with all deference, it was fame all the same; and as I looked over 
the back of the carriage to which I was clinging so as to catch Lord 
Beaconsfield’s expression, I am nearly sure I saw his lips quiver with 
pleasurable emotion. And no wonder either ; for as I glanced up at 
Admiral Lord Nelson, it seemed to me that I saw a tear swimming 
even in that stony veteran’s eye; whilst Charles the First’s charger 
appeared to me to distinctly curvet as the Prime Minister went by. 

It was an incessant roll of cheering all the way ; and I felt proud to 
be hanging on, even ina ‘‘ whip behind ”’ suggesting kind of attitude, 
to a carriage in a precession that is fated to be historical. Per- 
sorally, though, I was not sorry when we turned into Downing- 
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street, where a fresh demonstration awaited Lord B., though neither 
here nor elsewhere en route had s band been stationed, a decided 
omission for which my own well-secant performance of ‘‘ See the con- 
quering hero comes!’ on the ocarina could, unfortunately, but 
partially make up. Je heard my little Jay, however, and smiled his 
thanks, though I was shaky with my high notes ; and that is enough. 

The crowd in Downing-street would not disperse until Lord 
Beaconsfield had shown himself at a window—it must have been a 
paneful effort after his long journey—and said a few words which I 
did not take down, as I was engaged just then in taking up the carpet- 
bagful of addresses our premier had received since leaving Calais. 

I have had no chance of pressing my claims as an organiser of 
something or another in Cyprus—barrel-organs, if there is nothing 
else left unorganised—to-night. ‘That I shall leave for the island ere 
the week is out though, you may take for granted; and I hope I may 
take my Government appointment as being the same. 











UNWITTING CALUMNY. 


Brown packs a ‘‘ Gladstone’? bag. There enters Jinns. 


Brown. Jinks, you are well arrived. Good Jinks, well met ; 
I purpose starting for a country house ~ 
‘To sojourn with some friends, most genial folk 
Of very boundless hospitality, 
And, being free to take a friend with me, 
I pray you come; I know you for @ man 
Whom truly one were proud to introduce ; 
A man of great respectability, 
Of purest morals, of «sthetic tastes, 
Of polished manners, fine accomplishments ; 
There is no circle which you would not grace! 
And fu: ther there are three fair daughters there 
And two fair cousins, with a host of friends, 
All fair ; and many genial fellows too 
Jinks. I feel I am indeed as you describe— 
(Although I do protest you flatter me)— 
Oh, I will come with pleasure ; let me go 
And get my luggage ready. (He goes out.) 
Brown. I inwardly confess that I am proud 
To air my friendship with so fine a fellow ; 
The presence of so talented a friend 
Reflects a sort of radiance on oneself. 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 

Tue production at Liverpool of Ready Money Mortiboy is very highly 
spoken of. We presume the merit consists in its novel construction. 

We thought that Lord Dundreary was a character that would never 
get worn out, but so it would appear to be, otherwise why should 
Mr. Sothern talk of reviving it. . 

Miss Wallis has engaged Miss Ethel Hope to support her in the 
provinces. We should have thought the support most essential was 
that of the British public, but suppose she is pretty sure of that ; at 
any rate, she is not without Hope. . 

A French actor named Mangé, while performing Gaspard in Les 
Cloches de Cornevil/e last Wednesday, had a diamond ring thrown at 
him. His acting is unquestionably of the brilliant order. 

It is rumoured that an autobiography of Charles Mathews will 
shortly be published, which suggests that the work in question may 
be somewhat of a naughty biography. 


(Then Jinks returns ; together they proceed 

To seek the hospitable country house ; 

And there they stay one month ; and then they take 
Tie homeward train ; and then again they talk.) 


Jinks. Oh, faithless friend! Oh, chum confided in, 
Yet so ungenerous! A lively thing 
To bear me to your precious country house ! 
Why as to hospitality, your friends, 
I could but notice, from the very first 
Resented my intrusion. They would point 
The finger and would whisper as I went ; 
Then, if by any chance I spoke a word 
To one of those fair daughters of the house, 
Her mother in a trice would bustle in 
With scowling brows, and drag her from my presence. 
As for the two fair cousins and their friends, 
If they should spy me half a mile awa 
Their lips would curl in scorn, with glassy eye 
Ignoring my existence, they would pass ; 
The fathers of these girls would cut me dead, 
And talk about me with an angry growl 
In corners ; all the guests possessing wives 
Would drag them off whenever I approached, 
And mutter menaces; my chair at dinner 
Was placed some feet away from all the rest, 
And either side of me there always sat 
A gentleman, who, when he caught my eye 
(In eommon with the other gentlemen), 
Would quickly lay his hands across his breast, 
As if to shield his purity from me! 
ze tell me anne was I avoided thus ? 
ave you—has any man— been whisperin 
Foul tales of groundless slander in their i. 
And setting them against me ? 
Brown. Gracious heavens ! 
Not I, at any rate! Why, bless my soul, 
I never spoke of you except in praise ; 
In fact, my tongue was eloquent concerning 
Your fine accomplishments and perfect taste ; 
I even went so far—(Let me confees 
I have a foolish yearning to be known 
As one in daily intercourse with lords) — 
I even went so far, when writing them 


From Beau Street. 


Tue worthy Chief magistrate at Bow Street indulged the other day 
in compliments, which, if emanating from one of his colleagues, might 
be justly termed Flowery. Inthe present case perhaps it may be 
more correct to say that Sir James Ingham, while sitting at Bow 
Street ; played the beau. The fair object of his worship’s gallanty, 
it appears, was a lady named Weldon, who, making some application 
to the Court, took it exceedingly ill that certain malign persons mis- 
understood and aspersed her. Sir James kindly recommended her to 
send her photograph to the disaffected parties, a hint that we are told 
the lady took with a smile, and retired. We canonly add, by way of 
comment, that Sir James’s compliment was excellently well done ; in 
fact quite beau-street-iful. 


A Tip for the Horse Guards. 


To order our regimental bands to play off any troops that may be 
ordered to Cyprus with ‘‘ Purtant pour la Syrie ?”’ The N.E. corner 
of Cyprus being but 60 miles from Syria, this tune will do very well 
till some one composes a Cyprus march. 


Toper-graphical. 

Ir is stated by a trade paper that 147,000,000 bottles of champagne 

were exported from France between 1867 and 1877, from the cultivation 

of more than 4,800,000 acres of grapes. We should like to see the 

statistics of how many headachers this represents. It is wonderful 
where the juice it all goes to. 


f’Ar this season of the year, when we are all thinking of going out 
of town, Mr. Fun begs to remark that there is a place for everybody 
and ashe is a great believer in everybody being in his right place, 
begs to suggest that— 

The best place for Military men is Batte. 


” ” the Great Unwashed is Bath, To tell them you were coming, as to give 

9 », Billiard players is Pood. Your name as ‘‘ Lord de Jinks.” 

” »” Milkmen is Chalk Farm. JINKS. Then ru1s, indeed, 

» ” Bad paymasters is Andover ° Accounts at once for their avoiding me ; 

” ” Politicians is St. Stephen's. And thts is why they came and dragged awa 

” ” peer eres Pi nao ° Their wives and daughters when I spoke to them! 
”? ” 7~ — 

Card clarbein ib Deal. I do not blame them—they are decent folks ! 





Arter all there is no difference in the official positions of Mr. Glad- 
stone and Lord Beaconsfield, for if the former gentleman is disestab- 
lished, is not the latter Diz established also? 

FP Wuar is the difference between a clergyman and a brandy 
distiller ?—One brings forth the fruits of the Spirit and the other the 
spirits of the fruit. ,; 7 


Tue other Sunday, during a thunderstorm, says the new per, 
- panic was caused among the congregation of Rt. John’s, line. 
ouse, by a great volume of water suddenly bursting through the 
roof. It poured over the gallery and deluged the area of the @hurch. 
- + + « The rector, the Rev. Mr. Charlesworth, at once stopped 
the service.” ‘Turned off the water at the main, of course ? 
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GOING TO THE CAPE. 


Jack :—‘* STaR-k-BOARD ! 
Bill :-—** Cann’? ’ELP iT, JACK. 


COUNSEL FOR COUNTRY COUSINS. 


Lonvon is famed for the deliciousness of its climate. A few 
fastidious residents may object to its occasional fogs ; but if a stranger, 
in one of the densest ot them, will endeavour to make his way on foot 
from Battersea-park to Bow-common, the pleasurable excitement he 
will experience will far more than repay him for his trouble. 

As the population varies from day to day, it would be absurd to 
give precise figures here. Should the stranger, however, happen to he 
in the neighbourhood of Capel-court during business hours, let him 
step into the Stock Exchange, and ask the first person he meets there, 
‘*What is the exact number of the inhabitants of the metropolis, 
according to the last advices?’ He will receive a prompt reply. 

The first and most natural action of a stranger upon his first visit to 
London is to lose his way. Let us strongly urge him not to solicit 
direction from a policeman. (nthe other hand let him apply to a 
cabman, and, first assuring the honest fellow that he does not wish to 
trouble him to drive him, ask the nearest route to the point he desires 
to reach. Under these circumstances. all the cabmen on the stand 
will readily volunteer advice, but, perhaps, the stranger may find a 
multiplicity of counsel bewildering. 

The social centre of modern London is Petticoat-lane. 
mornings the stranger will find it thronged with the rank and fashion 
of the East-end. 

Lambeth, lying low, and so possessing great facilities for the laying 
on of water, is the favourite resort of hydropathic patients. 
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A RUN ON SHORE AT FUNCHAL. 


BILL, YER POOL, WHAT D’'YER WANT TO RUN ATHWART MY BOWS For? ”’ 
Who's TO STEER BY THE HEAD?”’ 
Jack :-—‘‘ KetcH HOLD OF ’ER HELLUM, AN’ ‘8LEW’ ’ER ROUND.”’ 


Rag Fair, which all visitors from the country wish to see, is held in 
Old Jewry. 

Paternoster-row is the great mart for waste paper. 

In passing through Chancery-lane, the stranger should look well to 
his purse. The neighbourhood is chiefly inhabited by pickpockets. 

If our stranger be an economical epicure, bent on getting a big 
salmon for a small price, let him rise early and wend his way to Fish- 
mongers’ Hall. There is less chance of the market being forestalled 
there than at Billingsgate. 

The urn on the top of the monument marks the exact spot where the 
great fire broke out. 

In Pall Mall stands the handsome publishing office of the Atheneum. 

In what was once called Crockford’s, in St. James’s-street, may be 
seen a very interesting camera obscura. 

Tempora mutantur. It may astonish the country visitor to learn 
that wild oats are sown in what used to be the Haymarket. 

When you go to Crosby Hall you Cross by ‘‘ Bishopsgate.” 


. Sic Eunt Fata Hominum. 
A MEDICAL contemporary asserts that ‘‘ sick headache is the result 


On Sunday | of eating too much and exercising too little ;’’ but we believe that it 


' can be produced by walking about all day and eating nothing. At 
| least, such is the opinion of a funny deggar. 
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How to make your roof waterproof.—Try ceiling wax! 
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“IN ‘DOUBT,’ 


Squire :—*‘ You’D BETTER NOT GO TO THE FAIR, Par. 





IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConFIRMED IpYLLER. 


No. V.—*‘ FOLLY’S”’ BELL(E). 
Pie my career was a subject 





for gravity 
(Folly has, ever, 80 much that 
attracts), 
P’r’aps you will better conceive 
my depravity 
If I enumerate some of my 


"Tas 





acts. 
All my amusements were painfully 
boisterous, | 
Often I went to the theatre, 

then 
Went in for supper, all Chablis 





and oyster-ous — | 
Sometimes for ‘‘ fellows’’ and | 
‘‘ smoke’? in my ‘‘ den.”’ 


Suddenly came a revulsion mys- | 
terious, 
Colouring greatly my subsequent acts ; | 
Having become undeniably ‘‘ serious,”’ | 
Soon I'd distributed numerous tracts. | 
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Then I would seek out my neighbours and call on ’em, 
Point out their sins, and their motives besmirch ; | 

f£ver I’d groan at the vice among all on ’em— 
Sometimes I even attended a church. 


Who made me vie thus with grim Caledonians ? 
Folly’s fair Queen, incontestably, you ; 

All who’ve once seen you are strict Cameronians— 
J am a strict Cameronian, too. 
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Satire bites in Irish flattery just as salt seasons Irish butter. 
A Gatiey Siave.—A ship’s cook. | 
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NOT ‘ FEAR.” 


Micky FLYNN DOWN THBRE SWEARS HE'LL KILL YE!”’ 
Pat :—‘‘ AND HAD HE BEGUN FIGHTIN’ OF ME BEFORE YE LEFT, SOR?”’ 








ART AND ATMOSPHERE. 


Tue Lancet has discovered that the atmosphere of Burlington House 
is thoroughly vitiated, and in the vicinity of the refrethment-rooms 
absolutely poisonous. Conscientious toilers with catalogues who have 
spent an «wsthetic day in Piccadilly must be sometimes puzzled to 
account for the normal after-dinner dyspepsia. The secret is now 
divulged. It is the Academy Malaria that does the mischief. But in 
Academical affairs, as we all know, no sooner is a grievance aired than 
the R. A.’s are razing the noxious growth tothe ground. Accordingly 
the Burlington authorities have issued a postscript to their catalogue ; 
and this compilation, which costs only one shilling, will suftice to guard 
the delicate visitor against the most serious of the diseases that are pre- 
valent among the pictures. 

A few simple hints may be of service. 

Nine hundred and nine, a marine piece, should be studied through a 
telescope (telescopes on hire at half-a-guinea per hour) ; otherwise a 
severe fit of the blues might result. 

Miss Thompson’s pictures should be fumigated (they have been gas’d 
enough) before they are viewed. Scarlatina is the least of the evil 
results that might accrue from any less careful inspection. 

Millais will cause a certain malawe if the spectator is not well wrapped 


| up; and Frith invariably brings a rash forth in anyone rash enough to 
| approach without a respirator. 


Legros is fatal to everybody of a full habit. 
Nobody should enter Gallery II. who has any Leightont disorder in 


his system. 


The foolhardy student of Pettie is likely to find himself in a pettieful 
condition before Knight. 

N.B.—Condy’s fluid, taraxacum, and other patent specifics are 
sold downstairs where the umbrellas are kept, and occasionally given 
back. 

A Whistler will be found an excellent substitute for rhubarb and 
senna ; the dose (for an adult) is seven seconds and a half. 


Somgropy writes to inquire why tapping the face of the barometer 
makes the hand move. If anyone were to tap Ais face, wouldn’t Ais 
hand move ? 
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GLAD SUMMER TIME. 


Now in the lusty summer time, 
When sunny days are bright and long, 
We see the clustering roses climb, 
And listen to the chirping song: 
When grassy meads are bright and green— 
When flocks and herds browse on the lea— 
On broad fields ripening corn is seen, 
And leaves make music in the tree. 


Now in the sunny summer day 

The heart of man gives forth its praise 
That all the land is bright and gay, 

And full its golden wealth displays ; 
*~ pare field, and orchard fair, 

“here fruits hang ripening in the sun 

And in the heat of aeukie alee : 

Cool shady spots where brooklets run. 


When sinks the sun at close of day, 
And pale stars glimmer far above, 
That seem with silvery tongue to say 
Sweet messages from those we love, 
Then breezes softly play among 
The trees and cool the grassy ground, 
And music, like a distant song, 
To soft repose lulls all around. 


Then let man take of joy his fill, 

When summer sun is shining warm— 
When purple blooms on heathered hill, 

And scented air fills up the charm. 
The wondrous beauty that we see 

Full budding in its luscious prime, 
Invites to cull the sweets that be 

In manhood’s lusty summer time. 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER IN CYPRUS. 
(By SuBMARINE Wire.) 
Larnaca, July 30th. 

Herz I am, sir, as I told you I should be, ready to begin, as soon 
as I have recovered from the fatigue of my journey, my official task 
of taking a census of this interesting, if somewhat inert, people. That 
this undertaking will be a difficult one I have no doubt; for if it goes 
against the grain of Orientals generally to be numbered, how much 
mae it likely to go against the grain of the Cypri-oats, as they are 
called. 

But I will not anticipate, seeing that at present I have only gone so 
far as to engage my landlord to assist me, acting on the good old 
principle that you should never attempt to reckon without your host. 
This same landlord of mine is a most estimable Mussulman, who was 
so much impressed by the sight of the British coat-of-arms (coloured), 
which I had taken off a jar of pickles and stuck on my portmanteau, 
that he at once let me the whole of his house at an exorbitant rent, 
except its flat roof, on which he himself lives beneath the shade of a 
big tea-chest, like a spurious imitation of Diogenes. 

seing a Government Official, as well as your ‘‘ Extra-Special” Re- 
porter, sir, I was received by a guard of honour, consisting of the only 
two men that could be spared by Sir Garnet Wolseley, whom, how- 
ever, I had to leave on the beach, trying to form a hollow square 
according to the Queen’s regulations, whilst I followed the five 
natives, who had scrambled for and carried off my four articles of 
baggage, into the town. 


FUN. 


(Jury 31, 1878. 








The news soon spread that another British Government official had 
arrived, and the prices and the windows went up* all along the main 
street as I passed, ostentatiously using a Union-Jack pocket-hand- 
kerchief at frequent intervals. 1 had been recommended to Aboo Ben 
Hadji, my landlord, by the steward on board the steamer which had 
just landed me—though I was still at sea, I am bound to admit—and, 
as I have said, this wily householder promptly took me in and killed 
a fatted kid for me, right away, just as though I had been a Cyprian 
prodigal son. This island, 1 may mention, does not run to calves, 
though, as you may have seen, there are 400,000 goats and sheep here ; 
or, rather, there are at most not more than 399,997 here now, as I 
know personally of three which have been slain for my behoof—or, at 
all events, I have paid for three—since I arrived here. 

I do not know the language sufficiently well, as yet, to decide 
whether a Cyprian edition of this journal would pay, but directly I 
can make puns in the vernacular [ will try them on old Aboo Ben 
Hadji. Meanwhile, I am facetious to Sir Garnet, just to keep my 
hand in. For instance, coming on him this morning energetically 
directing a party of Engineers who were making a fine wide military 
thoroughfare, I shook my head and exclaimed, ‘‘ Ah, ah, Sir G.!”’—I 
call him Sir G. for short—‘‘ more acquisitions, eh? Not content with 
Cyprus, you are now determined to have ‘ Rhodes’ as well, I see !”’ 

All the commissioned officers laughed heartily at my quip there and 
then ; but the privates, and the sergeants and corporals, not being 
allowed to guffaw on duty, reserved their appreciation of it until their 
dinner-hour, when two of the men—subscribers to this journal from 
the first, I am proud to say—were so overcome by their pent-up mirth 
that they had to be smartly patted on their backs by the sergeant of 
the guard. 

I am convinced that this island has a great future before it. The 
cultivation of tobacco would give splendid returns for the capital in- 
vested. I am not sure it would not give good birdseye as well. Most 
of Sir Garnet’s staff lean to sugar growing, however, as is only 
natural. Sweets to the suite, don’t you see? 

Hundreds of Englishmen have arrived here too, whose object it is 
to excavate in search of archzological relics and remains. lt would 
be considered an indignity to use a spade for agricultural purposes ; 
but so long as you turn up the earth in search of old potsherds and 
mutilated statues it is not considered infra dig. I may add, however, 
that this is not at all the island in which to enjoy the otium cum dig. 
I defy a man who is fond of his ease to use a spade here. 

A theatre is to be opened in this town shortly; and we expect a 
supply of bathing machines, a circulating library, and a troupe of 
Christy minstrels by the next mail-boat. Meanwhile I am organising 
my machinery for taking the census, which will be a warm job, I feel 
certain. I was always good at figures, though, and doubt not I shall 
succeed in the long-run. It is this long run, however, that I dread so 
immensely, seeing the state of the thermometer. 


GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURS. 


AUGUST. 


In gardening operations you should, says an authority, now look 
behind you as well as before. If you can manage to do both at the 
same time, your success will be proportionate. As it is highly 
probable that we shall have either a succession of dry weather, of wet, 
or a mixture of the two, regulate your waterings accordingly. It is 
needless to say that you must water when you cam. And remember 
that the best breakfast for an amateur is a hot roll in the garden, and 
that he will not imperil his reputation by being seen there late and 
early in company with a rake. ; 

Visit the various nurserymen, and select their choicest specimens. Of 
course, if they will not let you have them, you must be prepared for 
the disappointment. By the way, are all amateurs aware that there 
is a brown stock? and that the richest stocks in the world are raised 
in a court in the very heart of the City, opposite the Bank? | 

To keep chrysanthemums dwarf for pots, constant shifting into a 
size Jarger has been recommended ; but constant shifting into a larger 
size would seem rather to be the way to grow a giant. 

Keep a sharp eye on foreign flags and crowns imperial. 

Plant cuttings about your house, if the respective Railway Com- 
panies have no objection. 

Remove runners from your strawberry beds. Indeed, we should 
not allow anyone even to walk on them. The British Queen is a fine 
strawberry, but for perennial plants to strike commend us to the 
British Workman. Nail your summer fruit, but do not get your 
neighbours to help you. You may use the shears on your yews, but 
we should not advise you to try themon your piloz. 


A Jevp1 Sprez.—A Thursday’s lark. 











* Are there wincows that go up in Cyprus? We have strong doubts as to this. 
Can our E. 8. R. be deceiving us ?—Eb. Fun. 
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MY THREE LOVES. 


Isangxua, and Clara, and Nelly, 
All bewitch in a different way. 
Belle is brown as a chocolate jelly— 
Clara, white as the snow-blossom’d May ; 
Nell is awfully wise! has learnt Latin, 
And read encyclopzedias through ! 
So the nicknames they’re known by come pat in, 
For we call them the Red, White, and Blue! 


Isabella is haughty and stately— 
Merry Clara’s abounding in ‘‘ go”’ ; 
They are both fond of riding, and lately 
Have quite been the belles of ‘‘ the Row.”’ 
Nell is modest, and shy, and retiring, 
And her eyes are deep, tender, and true ! 
No one possibly can help admiring 
One or other of Red, White, or Blue ! 


Of these three young divinities charming 
Deepest love I have always profest ; 

But ’tis really absurd and alarming, 
Not to know which I’m loving the best ! 

I’d wed all—but Society’d spurn it — 
So I can’t ; but if only I knew 

Which would take all my love—and return it— 
I would wed either Red, White, or Blue ! 


Something Beneath the Surface. 

AN UNDER-WATERMAN, named Thomas, walked across the Thames, on 
Saturday last, from Greenwich to the Isle of Dogs, along the bottom 
of the river. As no wager had been laid, much curiosity was felt as to 
why he had attempted the feat. We are led to presume, in the 
absence of exact information, that it was for divers reasons he 
did so. 


Tue BEGINNING OF THE Enp.—The letter ‘‘ KE.” 

‘‘T rear that you do not quite apprehend me,” as Dick Turpin said 
to his baffled pursuers. 

WueEn the driver of a four-wheeler puts the skid on, what insect 
does it resemble ?—The drag-on fly. 





Prevention is Better than Cure. 


| 

WE hear on all sides that hydrophobia | 
is likely to be very rife among young dogs | 
during the hot weather. The following | 
recipe for the prevention of that fatal 
malady is most efficacious :—On the tenth 
day after birth remove the puppies from 
the mother, tie their legs gently but firmly | 
together, put them tenderly intoa sack, | 
in which you have previously placed | 


several large stones, then take the sack \ \ 
and throw it into the nearest pond, keep- | \' \ 
ing it there for a space of time not exceed- | \ 3 
ing twenty minutes, after which operation | y 


the puppies will never have hydrophobia. 








By Your Leave. = 
AccorpiInG to a contemporary, chronic x = 
indigestion may be cured by chewing | SS 
green leaves while out of doors, and | \ 
swallowing the juice. Of course the ivy | \ «Mae 
or laurel leaf is not included, but the | 
variety of leaves practicable issonumerous | + 
that it may be truly said that no one need | 
suffer from dyspepsia if they choose. 
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Literary. 

Ir is not our practice to condemn any- 
thing unread, but we cannot refrain from 
remarking that the title of a new novel, 
‘‘His Last Scake,’’? suggests that it can 
hardly be called first chop. 





On Thursday Earl Beaconsfield began 
his speech as follows :—‘‘ My Lords—on 
laying upon the table, which I now do,’ 
which accounts for his opponents stigma- 
tising him asa mountebank. For a peer 
to lay upon the table does not appear 
dignified. 


| 
| 


A Public Thoroughfare. 
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INTERESTING INCIDENT. 
(Either witnessed or dreamed by Our Own Reporter.) 


IMpoRTANT GENTLEMAN, tith something of a 
magisterial air about him, discovered on the pavement. 


Tre Important GENTLEMAN. Well, I never. These bicyclists are 
getting more and more audacious every day! Here are actually 
a number of them riding their machines along the footpath. Here, 
I say, you! What do you mean by it? I'll give you in charge for 
riding along the pavement. 

Txe Bicycitsts. Oh, will you? 
know we are foot-passengers ? 

THe Important Gent. Foot-passengers? How dare you tell me 
such an obvious absurdity ? Why the notion’s insane! ia 

Tue Bicycuists. Is it? Well, we've been expressly described as 
such. Mr. Cook, the magistrate, said we were. 

Tue Important Gent. (to himself, ashe rapidly makes of). Good 
Heavens! So I did, in court the other day! Well, I suppose it is so, 
as I said it. (Goes home in confusion and finds a friend riding a bicycle 
round his drawing-room.) 


Perhaps you don’t happen to 


Class Representation. 

A METROPOLITAN ‘‘ burrow ’’ (Southwark), we understand, is to be 
represented by ‘‘ Rabbitts.’’ Acting on this principle we shall hear, 
we suppose, that ‘‘ Bucks”’ will in the next parliament have a Roebuck 
for member, that Mr. Lee Steere will represent ‘‘ Oxon,’’ and Hackney 
choose as its candidate some neighbouring mayor, whilst Newcastle 
will be represented by Cole. 


Wuar is the best thing for preserving health ?—Ba-thing. 

‘* DEPEND upon it,” as the man said to his coat when he hung it on 
a@ peg. 

Wuar the convict said when his respite arrived—‘‘ No noose is good 
news. 


WueEN isa corn like a racehorse?—When it’s at ten to one (a 
tender one). 

When a battalion troops the colours on a hot day, how does the Sun 
return the compliment ?—He colours the troops. 
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Workman :—** Tuey say AS RoYALTy’s BEEN A-WISITIN’ youR Crosi¥ ’ALL. 
Sandwich ;—*' Au, AN IT ORT TO BE A GOOD HAUL FOR THE Crospy.” 
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and energetic action of the local station 
Unscrupulous party actually caught in the act of helping himself to Jight and air within.ten miles of the Company’s line of rail! 
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THE DASHING CABBY. 


Her Majesty having been graciously pleased to make Lord Beaconsfield a K.G., we have much pleasure in making him a K.B. 
Cabby :—‘‘ Cyprus on ASIA Minor? Pur you DOWN IN NO TIME. BETTER JUMP INTO MY CAB, SIR.”’ } 
Mr. G.:—‘*No, THANK YOU; YOUR FARE’S EXORBITANT, AND YOUR DRIVING’S TOO RECKLESS FOR ME.”’ 
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Time elapses. The Berlin Congress, and certain other events, take place; then " 
SoLo ny ONE ENGuiisH Newsraver (Attherto a great advocate of the 
Government). 

Oh, ah! The Government, indeed! 
A lively party to be trusted ! 
We'd have the nation taking heed—- 

Lor bless our soul, we are disgusted ! 
They’ve gone and dropped a hint that we 
Have wrongly come by information ; 

They’ve done it, as we clearly see, 
To try and crush our circulation. 


STRESSED 
' 


Rg GY deggie ae 


+, 
ae 





a 
LT 










gE ve. 


~ 
MNT “se 
Nene Sez { 
we “*s 
ans -_ 
Se Ns | 
bs Ul ee 
\ =F 5 
n NW 
~~ . N 
(— Fy I- 
Yi ny ' 










| 
"4 | Oh, yes! The Government, indeed ! 
| A paltry lot—and small—and shoppy ; 
| They needn't think they will succeed 
| In cutting off one daily copy! 
We just ignore the hints they drop— 
We take no notice—we deny them ; 
To think, forsooth, that they could stop 
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Our circulation! We defy them ! te 
| em neal | | ‘¢ Desert our party?’’ Tell us then— ‘ es 
THE FIRST SHALL BE LAST.’ And that without prevarication— ox 
; os 29 ” Who cares about one’s party when ae 
Little Boy _ Mamma, what oe is Auntie’s new baby to me? It damages one’s circulation ? jita i 
Mamma :—‘‘ Your first cousin, dear. The Government—a pretty joke !— riod { 
Little Boy :—‘‘ Well, Ma, who is my last cousin? [Ma collapses. Has served us in the meanest fashion ; +4. f 
veces aa aaa ili aladdin aieaninitain tl Here, someone hold us! We shall choke— Raf 
Good gracious !—we’re in such a passion ! oe 
os 
THE PITH OF THE PAPERS. SoLo oF ANOTHER ENGLIsH Newsrapsr (also a great advocate of the ed 
Government). Lo . 
No. IV.—THAT PHARISEE AGAIN, The Government ? We scorn its ways— es 
ImprEssivB Cuorvus oF ENGLISH NEWsPAPERS. We hold it lightly—we pooh pooh it ! iw ae 
We don’t intend to fawn and praise ; ¥, 
We turn our gaze abroad, and groan Oh no—we’ve not been bribed to do it. ee 
With painfully acute sensations, We are not favoured, we repeat, « 
For how undignified a tone With special early information, 
Degrades the press of other nations! And thus enabled to compete fis 
Each journal’s egotistic strife, ; Unfairly as to circulation. bts 
And shamelessly incessant bawling, Tarr a 
To keep in view its paltry life, Of course there never could be such yA 
Are positively too appalling. A state of things as we’re describing ? 1) 4 
It makes an English writer sigh There never could—oh, very much !— _ 
To see this pitiful revealing Be such a state of things as BRIBING ? 
Of lack of any sort of high Let certain prints, with fulsome praise, 
And proper journalistic feeling ; Applaud the Governmental action ; 
He murmurs to himself, with pride Approving cheers we cannot raise, 
With any moral satisfaction. 


(His proper self-respect declaring), 
‘* How much more truly dignified And, as to coming from Berlin 
Our press appears ; beyond comparing ! ”’ ‘‘ With great ¢clat and colours flying,” 
We own we cannot see wherein 


Oh eared , They’ ve been successful, though we’re trying. 
‘¢The State—oh, dear, it isn’t fair !— | Perhaps success we may admit i . 
Some other print has gone and favoured ! ” When Government shall act with ‘‘ squareness,’’"— 
And then the energy and skill — And give ae the aa 
They quite defy our poor describing— Of its detestable unfairness. 
With which waees meee pegers will — 
Discover evidence of bribing! 
An English journalist would on A WARNING. 
To prostitute his pen by dealing Lapies and gentlemen in possession of opera- glasses are respectfully 
In cries so obviously born cautioned to be particular in seeing that the stupid things do not come 
Of jealously and injured feeling ! to pieces and fall to the ground, as, according to a recent case, 


if a policeman should happen to observe such an accident it might be 
very unpleasant for their owners; especially if they be mixed up with 
carriage company, say at Lord’s or Goodwood. A gentleman present 


He murmurs to himself, with pride 
Upon the circumstance reflecting, 


Our English press is dignified, 
And high in tone, and self-respecting. the other day at the Eton and Harrow cricket match had a most 
: harrowing experience of this sort, in consequence of his opera-glass 
It shocks us so to see the prints, coming in two and a portion of it dropping to the ground, wherefore 
The graceless prints of foreign nations, he was dropped upon by the police, and run in ona charge of theft. 
Are not ashamed of dropping hints We cannot sufficiently admire the originality of the logic that led the 
And damaging insinuations ; Force to this sagacious conclusion. After this, parties wearing spec- 
It shocks us that they so reveal tacles will have to be careful that the glasses do not tumble out in 
: And never seem to try to smother view of a policeman, or they may find that their possession of the 
The hate they obviously feel framework may lead to an indictment being framed against them for 
And jealousy of one another ; stealing ; while sleeve-links should be avoided lest the loss of one may 
It shocks us that each print invests, supply all that is wanting to the completion of a chain of criminating 
In all its Views and calculations, evidence. Gloves, too, must be altogether eschewed, since the acci- 
Its hohe especial interests — dental dropping of one and the discovery of its fellow on the owner’s | 
W ith more importance than the nation’s ; hand will be a prima facie proof of fellowny; protestations of inno- 
W 6 pride cence being in such a case regarded as mere *‘ kid.” | . 
‘*No sordid interests shall guide ee 4 
The English press’s course of action.’ ’ Answer TO A Law Stupent.—The Postman of the Exchequer de- ' } i 
s - . ‘i ‘ livers the Chief Baron’s letters, and the Tubman gets his bath ready. } 







































































HE SEASIDE SEASON. 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


THe Cave, Monpay THE 22Np—MornIina. 


My Derar anp Resprcrep Epitor,—The thoughtful generosity 
which you have so signally displayed in retaining me upon your staff 
in spite of the extreme provocation you have received at my hands, 
and of the fact that Iam ‘‘down”’—a circumstance that would have 
fired a meaner nature to bitter retaliation for past injuries—fills my 
heart with burning gratitude. 


leniency to the ‘‘ bread-winner’’; as it is, you must accept single 
blessedness at my hands. Bless you, sir, bless you ! 

My landlady (dame du terre) at Boulogne was becoming so inquisitive 
on the subject of her rent that I have become convinced 
that there is no place like home, and have ceased to reside at that 
fashionable resort. I have necessarily given up my agency also. 
Between ourselves, sir, it isn’t much loss ; the healthy desire for ‘‘ tips”’ 
once existing largely in the bosoms of my countrymen has greatly 
decreased of late, and betting commissions were few and far between. 
Nor did the Cry from the Cave seem to go off at all until my late con- 
founded agent took it off with him, and I only hope I may meet that 
gentleman one day in some quiet rural spot (if you don’t think I am 
going too far in saying so, sir). 

I have a few final remarks concerning Goodwood; I hope you will 
like them. 


Gallantly Chesterton comes to the fore, 
Zucchero isn’t behind ; 
Scarcely Roehampton can hope to do more, 
Forward Advance is you'll find. 
Sheldrake and Shotesham, back them who will, 
Who'll of Restorative stomach his fill ? 
Sweet are the Organist’s tones on the ear, 
Bury of Glaston has little to fear. 
Thus in the lines that Trophonius links 
Shows he the horse for your tin 
(Barring, his talented editor thinks, 
Others more likely to win). 
There, sir, is a clear prophecy and a sincere recognition of your | 
superiority in one. 
hat a beautiful ticket that was you sent me on Saturday with 
orders to go to the National Rifle Association Sports at Wimb Cana ! 
I couldn’t bear the thought of parting with it, and long did I 
hesitate to go. I wanted to have it framed and hung over 
my mantelpiece, between my school certificate for good con- 





The Gentleman who ‘‘ took his family down.’ 


I am sure my wife and family (did [ | 
possess those respectable adjuncts) would bless you fervently for your | 


| Adelphi. 


The Force of Habit. 


A MURDERER named Courtade, who has 
just been tried in France for shooting the 
plaintiff, judge, registrar, and clerk of 
the case in which he was defendant, has 
had a good word said for him in the 
indictment, which states that the accused 
‘‘is of a choleric temperament, and being 
an old soldier was accustomed to blood- 
shed.”?” The idea of excusing a man for 
wholesale murder on account of his war- 
like antecedents is hardly tenable, we 
should think, though it thoroughly bears 
out the sanguine-ary nature of the man. 
Without the French authorities think 
differently to us, they will not let him 
‘* old soldier’’ them. 


Less than Kin but More than 
Kind. 


Wirn reference to the Staff appoint- 
ments made by Sir Garnet Wolseley, it is 
mentioned as remarkable that he should 
be able to find amongst his circle of 
private friends all the men best fitted for 
the vacant posts. It undoubtedly says 
much for the intellectual calibre of his 
acquaintances; they must have been 
generally considered clever. 





Ir is stated that Captain Fred Burnaby 
is going to be married. We congratulate 
him; he has shown himself to be full of 
pluck and daring, and his works should 
now have a double claim upon the public, 
for besides being good at adventure he has 
, _ now gone in for miss-adventure. 








duct and my first design of a ‘* ground plan.”’ It was so 
neat (I mean the ticket, not the ground plan,—that was not 
neat at all) and blue, and it called me ‘‘ the Representative 
of the Fun newspaper’; fancy Trophonius ‘‘the Representative 
of the Fun newspaper!’’ I glowed with pride, but [ knew 
' nobody would take my word for it, so [ wished to retain the evidence. 
| At length it occurred to me that I might go and still not give it up— 
| at any rate I could get into the camp on those conditions, even if [ 
had to relinquish it at the sports enclosure. Well, sir, I went. The 
way was long, the road was dusty, the day was sweltering. I reached 
| the camp and—well, sir, I was very thirsty. I hope you won’t be 
-hardonme. I turned into the Pavilion and—you know my habits, 
| sir,—I—well I didn’t see the eports—and—I find [’m at home this 
| morning and I’ve lost that ticket. I've been very wrong, sir, and I 
hope you’ll look over it this time ; but if anyone complains that your 
| representative made a disturbance in the enclosure, you will know that 
it must have been the person who stole that ticket,—it couldn’t have 
been—Yours penitently, TROPHONIUS. 
P.S.—Beauclere is a good thing for the Leger. 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Iris stated by a contemporary that Cas‘e is to be revived at the 
Prince of Wales’s. We think it more likely that a new cast will be 
found for Diplomacy ; at any rate this house is always filled by Caste. 

Miss Lydia Thompson will give up playing burlesque and appear in 
comedy at the Folly in the autumn». We wonder whether the lady 
has lost her springy step ? | 

The actor who plays Bill Sikes, at the Olympic, is said not to be 
sufficiently brutal in appearance and manner to realise the character. 


| We should have thought he would have been very Sear/ely. 


The lessee of the Court having made £25,000, proves the Hare and 


_ many friends to have succeeded fad/eously. 


Mr. Henry Neville will shortly replace Mr. Charles Kelly at the 
The personator of Pierre Lorance should be a spirited actor, 
and there’s no doubt Mr. Neville’s spirits are, if anything, above 


| Proof. 


On the 5th August the new Theatre Royal, Wolverhampton, will 
be opened by Mr. Charles Collette, in The Critic. The management 
evidently believes in commencing with a good Puff. 


Why is the east wind like the man who illuminates our thorough- 
fares ;— Because it is a lamb-blighter. 


Why use two names? Isn’t a tuning-fork a pitch-fork ? 


[JuLy 51, 1878 
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FIDELITY. 


CERTAINLY was overbold 
When, down in that village in 
Devon, 
My youthful affection I told 
At scarcely responsible seven. 
I frequently perilled my soul 
By vowing we never 
Would sever. 
And now? Well, I think, on 
the whole, 
I love thee as fondly as ever. 





















It’s true you’ve to beauty no 


claim 
(A fact I’m inclined to make 
most of, 
For my case is somewhat the 
same— 





My beauty is nothing to boast 


OT) ; 
It’s true that you’re wanting ‘a style, 
It’s true that you never 
Were clever ; 
Yet still, though the cynic may smile, 
I love thee as fondly as ever. 


You've aged in an osseous way— 

They tell me my figure is portly— 
Your hair is decidedly grey, 

Well, mine will be vanishing shortly ; 
But why should the matters appal ? 

And why should I never 

Endeavour 

To (not having loved thee at all) 

To love thee as fondly as ever ? 


CELEBRITIES FROM HOME. 


LORD NOZOO AWAY FROM CASTLE ATREY. 


As, after a pleasant chat with the lodge-keeper’s wife, we turn up 
the broad path that leadeth, not to destruction, but to the house, and 
we look right and left at the wide meadow-land stretching on either 
side as far as the eye can reach, anda good deal farther, mingled 
feelings of envy and hatred of the landed class rise in our hearts as we 
recognise the fact that here is a man to the manor born, and that 
though our duty is to dwell upon his surroundings, our inclination is 
to dwell upon his estate. We go on, however, and twisting sharply 
round towards the servants’ entrance we come suddenly upon Mr. 
Corks, his lordship’s portly butler, basking in the genial atmosphere 
of a July morning and his own importance. He greets us warmly, 
and, in reply to our inquiries, informs us that his lordship is still at 
home ; but if we will come round to the pantry, we will discuss a bottle 
of his lordship’s best sherry and the Eastern Question, on which his 
lordship is a great authority, being, in fact, the only man who really 
understands it thoroughly. We accept his proffered generosity, and, 
while Jeames is told off to give us notice of his lordship’s anticipated 
speedy departure, we congenially give ourselves up to looking at men 
and manners through the medium of a repeatedly filled sherry-glass 
in company with Mr. Corks and Mrs. Overall, the housekeeper. Pre- 
sently Jeames comes and tells us his master has gone at last, and we 
forthwith wend our way to the rooms occupied by the family when 
staying there. After criticising the albums in the drawing-room, and 
looking in every cupboard and drawer in the bedrooms, Mr. Corks 
leads us, at length, into a chamber of noble proportions, the sides of 
which are literally built of blue-books. ‘‘ This,”’ he says, ‘‘is his 
lordship’s study.’’ Now, indeed, do we breathe the air frequently 
inhaled by the great man, or rather what he has left behind on going 
out. ‘* This,’’ continues Mr. Corks, ‘‘is his lordship’s favourite 
pipe.” We place it between our own lips. ‘‘ This is his lordship’s 
favourite penholder ; he will use no other—quite a fad on his part, I 
assure you.’” We grasp the pen between our plebeian fingers, which 
itch to retain it. ‘* This,’ remarks Mr. Corks, doing the host in his 
usual bland style, ‘‘is his lordship’s chair, and at this table he sits 
and writes his grand treatises on the Eastern Question, Hydrophobia, 
and Life in Death.”” We immediately seat ourselves on the honoured 
receptacle for men who feel inclined to sit, and after jumping up and 
down to test the quality of its springs, which are unimpeachable, we 
draw up the table and commence to overhaul the papers lying there. 

‘*'The Eastern Question,’’ writes his lordship, ‘‘ Hydrophobia, and Life 
in Death are more closely allied than would at first seem possible, inas- 
much as the rabid state of public feeling on the former is nothing but 
the penultimate in another guise, while the fact that although the 
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former may become a dead letter, it is but for a time, and its bursting 
forth into fresh vigour when it is forgotten and at rest will connect it 
with the latter.’’ ‘‘His lordship is a great man,’’ we remark to Mr. 
Corks, and after several more bottles of sherry, we take our leave. 
Just as we get outside the back-door Mr. Corks runs (as well as he 
can) after us, and says; ‘‘I say, don’t pretend as how it was his lord- 
ship himself you saw, as all the other fellows like you have done. No 


one believes it.”’ 
And we haven’t ! 


THE DIZZY HEIGHT. 
My Lord of B., you've played the gallant game 
Which many noble lords are yearning ‘‘ arter”’ ; 


Though Cypress branch comes drooping with your fame, 
You've won the highest trick—the Royal Garter. 


Well, wear it in its place about your knee, 
A girdle to make fast your silken stocking, 

Though in your climbing up the ape? tree ; 
The crowd may shout their ribald sneer and mocking. 


THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. XI.—THE CUCUMBER. 

Ir is a mistake to call the Cucumbine a Cow-cumber. For 
though we can get milk from the Cucumber as well as from 
the Cow, the Cucumber honestly makes its own, and cumbers no 
cows for it. Besides, cucumber’s milk does not even profess to skim, 
and the Cucumber thus makes no attempt to divide the butter trade 
either with the cows or the mud-butter manufacturers. 

The Cucumber is another unhappy vegetable languishing in 
confinement. It cannot, for its own sake, be allowed to go at large, 
for, out of confinement, it grows sadly wild. It is generally confined 
in an asylum of glass, in which each patient is provided with a separate 
cell. Under restraint the Cucumber developes into a long sentimental 
vegetable sausage. The Cucumber’s is a sad story. It suffers from a 
hopeless passion, and affords a touching example of misplaced affection 
for a beloved object from whom there is no return. Like Count Ray- 
mond, captivated by his fish-love, Melusina, the tender-hearted Cucumber 
lavishes its affections on the Salmon, that fishly pink beauty which 
comes out fresh every season under the guardianship of Mr. Paterson 
and Mr. Frank Buckland. The poor pining Cucumber spends all its 
time in evolving a plaintive fragrance, which calls evermore for salmon, 
and which, importunately, demands its equipage of pepper and vinegar 
to transport it into the beloved presence. When the happy moment 
arrives for the Cucumber’s release from its cell, it hastens in the afore- 
mentioned vehicle to the abode of the sweet temptress, and there casts 
itself down in weeping slices before the adored fish, shedding tears 
enough to swamp a Celia’s arbour. But the cruel beauty has no pity. 
Saucy Miss Anchovy is sure to be at the table, and the Salmon gobbles 
up the pair with the same impartiality as that exercised by the Whale 
when he swallowed Jonah along with the little fishes. Thus the 
Cucumber always ruins itself for the Salmon. The happy gherkin dies 
young, before it has acquired a taste for anything stronger than 
piccalilli. 

Few would believe the softheartedness of the Cucumber, for many 
have a tough and knobbly hide ; yet the knobbly ones are the best ; the 
tenderest hearts usually lie beneath the roughest waistcoats. Sunbeams, 
it is said, have been distilled from Cucumbers, but never in sufficient 
quantities to supersede moonshine, let alone sunshine. On table the 
cucumber invariably repents, and weeps over its past courses. If at 
all dilatory about its repentance, give it pepper. A cucumber never 
looks so nice as when in tears. 





What’s in a Name? 

Ir has been asked why the Admiralty saw fit to name our great 
troopships after large rivers, such as the Euphrates, the Ganges, the 
Jumna, and soon? The reason is plain, we think. When we send 
out reinforcements it is well that they should arrive not in mere 
driblets, but ina stream. Now surely, then, if they arrive in a river 
such as the Euphrates, the effect must be still more apparent. Could 


She 


there be a better way of swamping the enemy ? a 


Furious Driving. 
Ir has been said that one should drive a bargain as hardly as 
possible. But suppose the bargain be a horse—how then ? 


A Pian Spzaker.—One who is the reverse of handsome. 
Why is the career of a young lady immured within the walls of a 
convent a life long error :— Because it is a miss-spent existence. 
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— ‘HARMONY’? 


‘*CoME OUT FOR A GOOD LONG WALK. GIVE UP YOUR BOOKS. 
OF YOU, YOU ARE 80 BLUE.”’ 








WARM DAYS AND AN ICY KNIGHT. 


Tue name of J. P. Knight is one that railway travellers will | 
in future delight to honour, and doubtlessly his good health will be 
often drunk in the tumblers of iced water which, thanks to his con- 
sideration, are now to be obtained by 


principal stations on the London and Brighton line. We gladly hail 


this cool notion asa nice one in every sense, and quite agree that a | 


public monument should be erected to the general manager to whom 
we owe it, adding, as a suggestion of our own, that it might 
appropriately take the form of a ‘‘freeze,”” on which the thirsty 
traveller might be seen quatling the iced beverage in bas-relief. 


This glass of cold water is but an instalment, let us hope, of the 


amenities railway companies intend somewhat tardily to extend to the | 


public who use their lines. Who shall say that ere long waiting-rooms 
will not be provided with a well-selected assortment of the literature 
of the day, instead of the inevitable large-type Testament bound in 
sheep, and the somewhat personal religious placards hanging on the 
wall *—that refrigerators and vaporisers in summer, and foot-warmers 
and rugs in winter, will not be on hire, at nominal charges, at all large 
stations ?—that complete luncheons will not be brought round to the 
carriages en route ’—that compartments will not be efficiently lighted 
during night journeys/—that porters will not talk distinctly ?—and that, 
in short, a yeneral effort will not be made to treat the railway 
passenger as though he were a customer to be courted rather than a 
nuisance to be put down? Such exp ectations may see ‘may seem Utopian, but 


(adbury’s Cocoa Blocks below show the proportion of nitrogenous 
Fssence being ab- constituents in ea h 10u parts of \ various hinds uf 
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IN BLUE AND GREEN.” 


Why, GEORGE WAS SAYING ONLY THE OTHER DAY HE IS QUITE AFRAID 


‘* WELL, TELL GEORGE I AM AFRAID OF HIM, HE IS SO GREEN.”’ 


| then, so did the iced-water idea a few weeks ago. Now we have 
| this "boon granted, however, we can scarcely think it will be an 
| ice-olated one. 


JULY, 1878. 


Last moon impatiently did men complain, 

‘*O wherefore lags the summer, ’tis full time 

That she were with us’ In what favoured clime 
Thus lingereth she? while here chill mists and rain 
Do vex the earth, and fill our hearts with pain 

And gloomy bodings, lest the useful toil 
Of husbandry should prove a labour vain, 

And produce scant our hopes of harvest spoil.’’ 
Thus late we murmured. Now, o’er all the land 
We feel the summer’s breath. With kisses bland 

She fertilizes Earth ; her soft warm feet 
Leave fruitful plenty wheresoe’er they press ; 

And in her laughing train, the world to bless, 

Comes dove-eyed Peace with gifts and graces sweet. 


A LOVE-STRICKEN lass went into Mr. Lipscombe’s the other day to 
buy a philter. 

In hard winters we have sketing on the Thames, but all the year 
round there is Bowling on the Cly de. 





|Homax pathic f ‘adbury’ $ Cocoa Kasence. 
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A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. ‘fetes 
First Friend :—‘* Ou, By-THE-ByYE, I’m so sonny I was oUT WHEN YOU CALLED——.”’ Second ditto :—‘* Ou, NEVER MIND, I ” i 
First Friend :—‘*‘ Yxs, nut I am 80 vexep, I can——.”’ Second ditto:—‘*‘ Ou, DON’T MENTION IT; NO CONSEQUENCE, MY DEAR, RBALLY.’’ 
IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. GETTING UP. 
Have you brought my boots, Jemima?’ Leave them at my chamber- 
By a ConFIRMED IDYLLER. doom 
| Does the water boil, Jemima? Place it also on the floor. 
No. VI.—A VAUGHAN-TED CHOICE | Eight o’clock already, is it? How’s the weather; pretty fine? 
. | Eight is tolerably early ; I can get away by nine. 
: . ee east - oe — is | Still I feel a little sleepy, though I came to bed at one. 
oe OS FE See | Put the bacon on, Jemima ; see the eggs are nicely done! . 
1 a | It's ook angi surprising | I'll be down in twenty minutes—or, if possible, in less ;— 
iy Yq q e 9. Sy That I should be exactly what | I shall not be long, Jemima, when I once begin to dress. 
\ WAS WA\\\\ NS The world might term ‘‘a seedy Sue is gone, the brisk Jemima ; she is gone, and little thinks 
AS AW | lot,”’ How the sluggard yearns to capture yet another forty winks. 
cae Without dispute arising. Since the bard is human only—not an ay village cock— 
i i ) Why should he salute the morning at the hour of eight o’clock ? 
wy —_— a eve), But there’s a thing I can’t disguise Stifled be the voice of Duty ; Prudence, prythee cease to chide ; 
> \| A ean =— Which may elicit some surprise, While I turn me softly, gently, round upon my other side. 
Sl eal And even indignation. Sleep, resume thy downy empire; reassert thy sable reign ! 
a It is that, mean and underbred, Morpheus, why desert a fellow? Bring those poppies here again ! 
I'd yet a strong desire to wed . . ° e ° 
A deal above my station. | What’s the matter new, Jemima? Nineo’clock? It cannot be! 
. . ._ | Hast prepared the eggs, the bacon, and the matutinal tea? 
I thought it would be nice toclaim! ‘Take away the jug, Jemima, Go, replenish it anon ; 
The duty of some haughty dame, | Since the charm of its caloric must be very nearly gone.— 
So close on bliss it touches, | She has left me. Let me linger till she re-appears again. 
To see a Countess drive a moke | Let my lazy thoughts meander in a free and easy vein. 
And vend the cheery artichoke, After Sleep’s profounder solace, nought refreshes like the doze. 
And tremble in your clutches. Should I tumble off, no matter: she will wake me, I suppose. 
But all my views have changed of late, 7... . . ° °3 ? 
The Gaiety contains ‘‘ my Fate,”’ Bless me, is it you, Jemima? Mercy on us, what a knock! 
And blindly, since I’ve seen her,— Can it be—I can’t believe it—actually ten o’clock ? 
Though once I wished my bride to be I will out of bed and shave me. Fetch me warmer water up! 
A maid superior to me— Let the tea be strong, Jemima. I shall only drink a cup. 
I now desire Amina! Stop a minute! I remember some appointment, by the way. 
=e ’Twould have brought me mints of money: ’twas for ten o'clock 
to day. % & 
InpiGEsT1BLE Foop.—Cork hams. Let me drown my disappointment, Slumber, in thy seventh heaven! 
An Unaristocratic Lingact.—Penny-a-“ line ’’-age. | You may go away, Jemima. Come and call me at eleven ! 
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A SHAKESPEARIAN DITTY. 
UT an’ I were a tiddy-iddy boy— 
Nonny, nonny, hey nonny! 
Snaring hawks were all my joy. 
Nonny, nonino, hey ! 
The owlet cries ‘‘ Too-whit! Too-whoo! 
Oh, an would my love were true!”’ 
‘Then loudly cries the pert cuckoo, 
**Cuckoo ! cuckoo !”’ 


The sleepy owlet sitting on a tree— 

Nonny, nonny, hey nonny ! 
Solemnly he winks at me, 

Nonny, nonino, hey! 
He then repeats, ‘‘ Too-whit! Too-whoo! 
Oh, an would my love were true!”’ 
Again replies the pert cuckoo, 

** Cuckoo!! cuckoo!” 





——_—_ 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AT CYPRUS. 
At Anoo Ban Hanpsi’s, Avcusr 8, 1878. 


My stay :n this island, sir, is not likely, after all, to be very pro- 
tracted. Money goes fast here, though existence is terribly slow, and 
I am not getting on with the census} with anything like the facility I 
anticipated. My crafty landlord knows that he will lose meas a 
tenant when I have completed the numbering of the people of this 
city ; and he has therefore, instead of helping me in my task, placed 
unexpected obstacles in my path. It is entirely owing to him that I 
have counted one dancing dervish ten times over already, and omitted, 
on the other hand, to reckon several large families of Turks at all. It 
seems he has put it about that I am the new tax-collector, so that it is 
no wonder I tind so many households have just left for the other 
side of the island, and that the patresfamilias with whom I do manage 
to obtain an interview resolutely refuse to understand my mission, and 
try to frighten me from performing my duty by declaring, with a 
suspiciously identical vehemence of gesture and similarity of words, that 
they would gladly ask me in, had they not unfortunately a leper 
relative on the premises in a most virulent stage of the disease. 

Taking these things into consideration, sir, you will not be sur- 
prised, perhaps, to hear that by the time I had arrived at a total of 
3,472 (inclusive of the ubiquitous dervish) I had had quite enough of 
my new duty, and that I am now only awaiting a convenient oppor- 
tunity to place my resignation in the hands of Sir Garnet Wolseley, 
hoping that, full as they must be, there will be room in them for it as 
well. To tell the truth, handsome as was to be my remuneration for 
counting the Cypriotes, money is to be made over here much more 
easily just now; and I have availed myself of my position to start the 
first hotel in Larnaca worthy of the name, which I have called the 
‘* Beaconsfield Arms.’’ It is true that at present my guests have to 
content themselves with goat’s-flesh and the wine of the country ; but 
I have engaged a Greek as cook, who can do a kid steak to a turn, 
and who is not above dressing up in the attire of the neighbourhood 
when his work is done in the kitchen, and doing native dances in the 
coffee-room. 

I also personally conduct bands of tourists who stay at the 
‘* Beaconsfield Arms,” to the objects of interest in the locality, and do 
a roaring trade in Cyprian relics and antiquities. ‘There is such a 
demand, indeed, for chips from the Temple of Aphrodite, at Paphos, 
that I have to crack up not less than seven old bricks per diem, on an 
average, and I am hourly expecting that old Aboo Ben Hadji, my 
landlord, will find out the consequent inroads I am making on his back 
kitchen wall, and stop further dilapidations. 

I tried a culinary experiment for yesterday’s table d’/dte, having 
killed an old camel for the purpose of giving variety to the bill-of-fare. 
The hump, which I had understood was quite a delicacy, I had served 
up separately, and reserved for my best customers. But I regret to 
say that by the time the camel had circulated amongst the diners in 
the form of potdge, entré, and joint, there was no one at the table who 
had not ‘‘ the hump,’’—to use a slang but expressive phrase—and I 
had to hurriedly order up a goat, which we had fortunately got in 
pickle, to prevent a regular émeute in the dining-room. 

British enterprise will not leave me long alone in the field, though, 
that is very certain. Mysterious strangers are arriving by every steamer, 
with theodolites and dumpy levellers in their portmanteaus, and the 
most ambitious projects in their brains. A railway through the 
island, a harbour and docks at Famagosta, a Grand Hotel in this 
town, waterworks on a big scale, roads, bridges, precious stone mines, 
salt-fields, vineyards, kid-glove manufactories, a theatre, a church, a 
billiard-room, a bishop, a cricket ground, Turkish bath, gas-works, a 
school board, a couple of newspapers, a submarine cable, a co-operative 
store, a comic paper, and a public debt are already being arranged for, 
and I am, therefore, making my hay whilst the sun shines. 
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Anything you may choose to consign to me I will do my best to 
dispose of. But don’t, on any account, send goloshes. The island is, 
as it is, literally overrun with them, for a hundred dozen sent out last 
week by an enterprising maker have already melted, owing to the 
great heat. A great trade might be done in penny ices. ‘I'races of 
the worship of Isis still remain, indeed, so that it will be com- 
paratively easy to revive it, and induce the people to perform the 
pleasant rite of eating ‘‘ices’’ to the honour of the goddess! 

* * * * a 

Since writing the above I have been rudely shocked by the dis- 
covery of the flight of my Greek cook with my cash-box and the only 
silver tablespoon the establishment possessed. And I trusted him 
like a brother, too! Worse than all, he has bolted without doing 
anything towards preparing dinner, except killing the inevitable 
diurnal goat. And, in less than four hours, fifty-one ravenous guests 
will be demanding their evening meal. Can I stay and face their 
disappointment and wrath when they find they are expected to dine 
off pickled kids’ heels, and bread and honey? Never! I, too, 
will fly, and you will see your Extra-Special Reporter, sir, as soon as 
you do this, his last letter from the, to him, unlucky isle of Cyprus. 


FUN’S FARCES. No. 6.—CO-OPERATION. 


A Fakce rw Curonic Acts, as Piayep Dairy In Various Parts or 
. THE Megrropo.is. 


Discovered are CoMMITTEE-MeEn, SHARE- 


Scenzs.—Co-operatire Stores. 
They sing :— 


HOLDERS, §c. 


Permit us to remark that this 

Is the Co-operative Stores ! 
The building’s not at all amiss, 

Of the Co-operative Stores ! 
The members think they save a heap 

At the Co-operative Stores ! 
Their faith’s implicit, rooted deep, 

In the Co-operative Stores ! 
Whereas we're dearer than the shops 

At the Co-operative Stores ! 
Thrice ten per cent committee pops 
On ai/, from watches down to mops, 

At the Co-operative Stores ! 


Some things do truly cheap appear 
At the Co-operative Stores ! 
For soaps, and such-like, are vot dear 
At the Co-operative Stores! 
But only things that widely known— 
Out the Co-cperative Stores! 
Have one acknowledged price alone, 
Are cheaper in the price-list shown 
Of the Co-operative Stores! 


Enter the Britisu Pvustic. 





Tur B. P. This is the Co-operative Stores, I believe. Not being 
a member, I have no ticket ; neither am I a shareholde : 
Tue Committes. Oh, that isof no consequence. We shall be most 


happy to supply you with anything. A clock? Upstairs, please. 
Tue B. P. (upstairs, after fighting way to counter). I want to see 
some ‘ 
The Assistants cut him short, singing :— 


Goodness, gracious! what a crushing! 
Buying, bothering here all day ! 
Crowding, pushing, fighting, rushing, 
In a positive wanton way ! 
Oan’t you sce we won't be worried 
By your imbecile itch to buy ? 
We assistants can’t be hurried, 
So don’t trouble yourself to try. 
When we deem it fit and proper, 
Then your requirements we’ll attend. 
On your clamour put a stopper ; 
Take a seat till we condescend. 





An Ass. (after a time). Now, then, what do you want ? 


Tue L. P. What is the price of this French clock? Twelve 
pounds, eh! Why, I saw its exact counterpart in the Strand for 
£9 10s. I ought to get it cheaper here. 


Tue Ass. (laughing). You ought to think so, youmean. Every- 
body else does who comes here. 
Tue B. P. Well, but hang it! 


dearer ? 
Tue Ass. Well, you are —. 


come up and explain. 


If not cheaper, how is it it is 


(Zo gentlemen downstairs.)' Here, 
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Tux Coumieree, and others, rush upstairs, singing :— 

The profit made by selling dear 

At the Co-operative Stores ! 
Brings in a hundred thou’ a year 

To the Co-operative Stores ! 
This sum the shareholders divide— 

At the Co-operative Stores! 
And, censequently, so deride— 

Of the Co-operative Stores! 
The undertakings we convey, 

As the Co-operative Stores! 
In ‘‘ Articles’’ which sent our gay 
Association on its way, 

As the Co-operative Stores ! 
Which guarantee all profit made 

By the Co-operative Stores ! 
When all expenses have been paid 

Of the Co-operative Stores ! 
Shall go to lowering the priee— 

At the Go-operative Stores ! 
Of goods. But now, by self-advice, 
We collar the redundant slice 

At the Co-operative Stores ! 


Tue B. P. Thank you. I don’t think I'll have the clock now. 


Good day! (Sings) :-— 
Of all the examples of sad imbecility, 
Mixed with a confidence, blind in its bliss, 
The worst is evinced by the mental debility 
Shown in becoming a member of this. 
Because, for a privilege highly chimerical— 
Viz., to pay more than is charged by the trade— 
A premium (though it a good sum and spherical 
Cannot be termed) is obliged to be paid ! 


LITERARY. 

Amonc the numerous guides to Paris we now have 
the Comic Gaide to that wonderful city. It is ably 
translated from the French of Adrien Huart, cleverly 
illustrated with little sketches of character drawn as only 
the French can draw, and contains a lot of useful infor- 
mation. 

Mr. Tegg publishes ‘*A Comic History of Heraldry,”’ 
ably written by R. H. Edgar, who, in a humorous vein, 
gives some real information on a comparatively little- 
known subject, explaining the meaning and uses of the 
chief heraldic badges and signs. The work is profusely | 
illustrated with quaint drawings by W. Vine; it is | 
beautifully printed, and certainly a good shilling’s 
worth. 


A Staggerer. 

A new and very original definition of drunkenness 
was elicited last week at the Down Assizes, when a Mr. 
Thomas Leary deposed that ‘‘if he fell he would con- 
sider himself drunk, but if he staggered he would not 
consider himself drunk.’’ We hardly think this rule 
would hold good in London, for we believe it is very 
common with cockneys to be ‘‘rolling drunk.’”’ Mr. 
Leary’s downy definition is, however, right in one 
respect, for it is perfectly true that every man who gets 
drunk must fall—in the social scale. 


Measure,for Measure. 


Some of the astronomers observing the recent eclipse 
of the sun, after some trouble discovered an object of 
‘¢ four and a half’? magnitude. There are hundreds of 
commoner observers within hand’s-breadth of the ‘‘ Sol’s 
Arms,’’ who have discovered ‘‘ four-half’’ magnitude 
without any trouble, though its magnitude may have 
brought trouble upon them. 


——— rr 





Passing Notes.—Those of the Bank of England. 

A Sloping Grounp.—That occupied by Welchers. 

A Mvcrpgrovs ADVERTISEMENT.—‘‘ Families  re- 
moved,”’ 

THe CuasHinc or Cympats.—Using a mixed 
metaphor. 

On a recent parade of the —th Regiment, a sergeant 
reported to his officer that he detected spitting in the 
ranks, but that he could not indemnify the man. . The 
gallant fellow no doubt meant identify. 
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And so I’m convinced that this pseudo society 
Is but a shop, as its practices show ; 

As such, its advantages (and with propriety) 
Operate most for the good of the Co. ! 


Tur B. P. retires in disgust. (Great piling-on of more profits, and 
| stuging of their celebrated song. (rand Dance of Co-operation, and 
CURTAIN, 





VERBAL SLANG. 

A Frencu journalist has taken the trouble to arrange a conjugation 
of the verb ‘* To sleep ”’ in current slang or argot. It begins thus :— 
PRESENT TENSE. 

Sing. Plural. 
Tl dort . - - - Nous cassons notre canne 
Tu pionces - - - - Vous piquez votre chien 
I) tape de l’oil - - - Ils roupillent 
Taking an English verb in a similar way: ‘‘To run away,”’ Wt us 
say, we should have— 
Present Trnse. 


Sing. Plural. 
Trunaway-  - - - We walk our chalks 
Thou hookest it - - - Ye or you cut your sticks 


He bolts” - - - - They slope 
_ Or one more example—the passive verb, ‘‘ To be drunk" — 


Prisext Tunse. 
Sing. Plural. 
I am drunk- : - - Weare three sheets in the wind 
Thou art all mopsand brooms Ye or you are squiffy 
He isserewed = - : - They are tight. 


Further tenses may be supplied at will by the ingenious reader. 
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LIVE AND LEARN. 


Mr. Stubbs :—‘‘ Werit, Mrs. Mites, I pon’r THINK WE CAN OBJECT 
TO IT, SINCE THEY SAYS IT’8 FOR THB ADVANCE OF SCIENCE.” 

Mrs. Miles :—‘*‘ Weit, I wovuLp NoT ORJECT TO YIVISECTION IN THE 
LEAST, YOU KNOW, IF THE ANIMALS WERE DEAD.” 
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AT THE FOREIGN OFFICE.—A GREAT SECRET. 
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“* Husb,”” eaid am official at the F. O., “I havea diplomatic document of great ‘‘Tet us speak in a whisper. Here it is. We had better close the 
importance. Its contents are a profound secret! Can we be overheard !”’ shutters.” 
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Hullo,” said the official next in bigness, ‘‘ all the confidential clerks are bury; And they found somebody at once, and paid him tenpence. 


there is no one to copy this document. Messenger—run out and call in the And after ail THis precaution the secret actually leaked out / f # 
firet person you see to copy this secret and important memorandum,” 
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DECORATING HIS IDOL. 


DIZZY, THE FLOWERY, AND HIS LITTLE ATTEMPT TO EXTINGUISH THE OPPOSITION IDOL, AND GLORIFY 
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FROM BAD TO WORSE. 


Young Gent (who has been away from home some time):—“ Well, 
cook, and how are you ?”’ 

Cook :—‘‘ Only moderate, sir, only moderate; the fact is I often 
wish I was dead,” 

Y. G. :—‘** I’m sorry to hear that; but you should mind what you 
say, cook; you know it might be ‘out of the frying-pan into the 
fire.’ 9 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


PersonaL Matrers—SrartTitinc Discrosures!—TROPHONIUS TAKES 


THE PLEDGE! ! 
The Cave, Monday. 

HonovuRED AND ENLIGHTENED Sir,— Having had no communication 
from you, and being told you were not in when I called last ‘week— 
you always wsed to be in on Tuesdays—I am afraid you are rather 
offended at the manner in which I represented you at Wimbledon. I 
am confirmed in my opinion by the behaviour of your office-boy and 
cashier—subordinates faithfully reflecting the minds of their superiors, 
—the former treated me with extreme haughtiness, whilethe latter became 
quite offensive over an extra sixpence which I tried to prove (and still 
think) my due. 1 should scarcely, therefore, take the liberty of 
addressing you at this time had I not information of unusual interest 
to communicate. You have often (and justly) complained of my 
intemperate habits—complain, sir, no more. JI have taken the pledge. 
No sooner had I done so, sir, than 


There swept a tide of bitter woe 
Through Truman, Hanbury and Co., 
And Bass was sunk in deep despair, 
And Allsopp said he didn’t care, 
But looked of hope bereft ; 
And soon the keen observer found 
That publicans for miles around 
Were forced to close their empty shops, 
And folks who vended malt and hops 
Were ruined right and left. 


This act of mine, sir, may strike you with surprise. ‘‘ The man 
who signs the pledge,’’ I have said—and said frequently, ‘‘ is little 
better than the habitual drunkard. He confesses to a weakness—that 
of not knowing when to stop—which degrades him to the level of the 
lower creation. The man who don’t know where to stop is a man to 
be despised.’”? Don’t think me inconsistent, what I have done was 
not done willingly. J was cheated into it. 


And they who made the pewter pots 
Bewailed their unrewarded lots, 
And gentle barmaids heaved the sigh, 
And pot-boys dried the tearful eye 
Upon the apron’s edge. 
They were a painful sight to con 
With all their ‘‘ occupations gone,’’ 
Because Trophonius had hurl’d 
Despair and ruin on the world 
By signing of the pledge. 
But perhaps you would like to hear how it occurred. I was sitting 
alone in my chamber, when my meditations were disturbed by the 
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entry of two persons towards whom I have always felt a strong dis- 
favour on account of their contemptible temperance principles. My 
dislike was somewhat modified, however, on learning that their sole 
errand was to invite me to drink. Iam not proud, sir, I hope, and 
sinking all personal feeling, I followed them. They proposed ‘‘ makin 
a night of it,”’ and it was not my place as guest to oppose them. 
Public-house after public-house was visited, and tap after tap tried. 
and although I despised my companions for drinking such stut! 
as lemonade, ginger-beer, plain soda and ditto seltzer, 1 was careful 
not to betray my feelings, as it would have been ungracious, and they 
were very liberal to the Prophet in the way of whiskies and brandies— 
sixes every one of them. ow, I don’t know how the question arose, 
but they began to dispute the possibility of writing one’s name after 
six glasses. is was enough for me. I had had twelve. I called 
loudly for pen and ink, but they suggested we’d better go to a quiet 
place they knew of, and not make a public thing of it. Finishing my 
whisky I followed them like a lamb. They led me down a bye-street, 
under a dark arch, and through a door, over which glimmered a feeble 
lamp, embellished with some legend which I couldn’t make out at the 
moment, into a low, dark room, at the end of which was a table with 
ns and ink, a number of large cards, a large book, and an old bald- 
eaded gentleman. To this table my companions led me, placed one 


of the cards before me, and gave me a I signed my name. 


‘** Well, you've certainly managed to do it,’ said one of my friends. 
‘* And none too soon,” remarked the old gentleman. I didn’t know 


what he meant, but I smiled upon him, patted his bald head, and retired, 
leaning on the arms of my two companions. I remeniber no more 
till I awoke in the morning in my own bed, with a headache, and the 


‘large card staring me in the face from my pillow. Horror! There I 


saw my signature—unsteady but indisputable—attached to a declara- 
tion never to touch spirituous liquors! I had been sold—I had been 
cheated into signing the pledge. But they had to intoxicate me to do it ! 
—Yours, soberly. TROPHONIUS. 

P.S.—Red Archer is my selection for the Leger, but I'll take 7,000 
to 1 against Maximilian. : 


AFTER DINNER]! 


‘‘A sophistical rhetorician inebriated with the exuberances of his own 
verbosity ’’--Lord Beaconsfield’s Speech at the Banquét, July 27,1878. §«-. 





ORDS! Words! 
of these 
_ Lord Beaconsfield [’twas after dinner] stated 
That Gladstone has such various degrees, 
They make him often quite inebriated. 


Drunk with choice words in many shades of speech, 
And reeling wild with eloquence elated, 
Then bringing down his bludgeon witha *‘screech,”’ 
While Ben shrinks back from him that’s to 
inflated. 


O shocking! Fie! that gentlemen should dine 
So plentiful, nor note their sad condition ; 
And stagger under weight of lusty wine 
That is— exuberant wild rhetorician. 


Aman may have too much 





And now, my worthy Lord of Beaconsfield, _ 
The words you said were very smart and telling ; 

But do they, upon calm reflection, yield _ 
Applause to you? To us they are repelling. 


Unworthy of your justly high renown, 

Your fame, not young, but fairly tried and olden, 
To hurl such words upon the veteran crown 

Of him whose work for England’s good is golden. 


‘‘ SHORTHAND WRITER disengaged after 6 p m., is open to an engagement to 
attend concerts on moderate terms. Good amanuensis.” 

Tus would appear to be an application of the system of Phonography 
(Pitman’s) that has not hitherto been tried. And yet when one 
comes to think of it why should not a shorthand writer take notes ata 


local concert ¢ 


‘‘The American bishops were in every instance coupled to English prelates.’’— 
Observer. 
‘¢¢ CovpLep !’—forbid it!’ cry High Church and Low Church, 
‘‘ We Hatcham recall, and do not feel elate.’’ 
‘Yes, ‘ Coupled!’ ”? in turn exclaim Broad Church and No Church,— 
‘¢ Petruchio’s coupled to termagant Kate !”’ 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue next novelty mentioned for the 
Lyceum is the spectacular drama of the 
Vorsican Brothers. Cunsidering this house 
is celebrated for the regularity with which 
the ghost walks, it is a piece which should 
be specially adapted to it; added to which 
the play has ever been Acan-ly appre- 
ciated. 

The Vaudeville Company has been 
strengthened by the engagement of Miss 
Myra Holme. We venture to predict a 
number of ad- Myras, for Our Boys believe 
in Holme, sweet Holme. 

Mr. Jefferson is said to be playing at 
San Francisco in a version of the broad 
French farce, Baby. It is very odd that 
a piece which is dJroad should invariably 
have a lon7 run. 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
Mr. Hare is about to give up the Court 
Theatre. It certainly seemed strange 
when it is paying so well that he should 
think of leaving, although it must be 

| admitted that Mr. Hare is naturally of a 
retiring disposition. 

Miss Jennie Lee (Mrs. Burnett) has 
recently presented her husband with a 
daughter. Welcome, Zee-tle stranger ! | 

Miss Clara Hutchinson has taken the 
Aquarium Theatre, her opening piece 
being That’s Why She Loved Him, by Mr. 
H. Such Granville. The title is the least 
bit awkward, because, if the piece i3 a 
failure, and the theatre closes, the 
manageress will hardly like to attribute 
the circumstance to Trat’s Why Sve Loved 
Him. 
| The production of Uncle Tom's Cabin at 

the Princess’s on August 3lst is expected 

to make a sensation with the hundred real 
negroes. The thing is where will they 

Stowe them? They will turn everything 

Topsy-turvy. 
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Something like Enjoyment. 
| Werrres the reporter of the Stockton 
Examiner, ‘‘The programme of the Ex- 
celsior Choir was well selected, and drew 
a numerous company together. Two of the | 
male vocalists betook themselves to a " 
canoe which lies upon the ornamental 
water, and after a series of peculiar 
manoeuvres landed on the terra firma 
beneath the water. The remainder of the 
evening's entertainment was equally enjoy- 
able.” No doubt of it. 


Catering for Royalty. 

‘* In honour of the visit of the Princess 
of Wales, a garden party will be held at 
Sandown Park. Special provisions have 
been made for rendering the affair a great 
success.”” The Sportsman omits to state 











ce | 
SOLD AGAIN.” that the ‘‘ special provisions’’ comprised 
"Arry :—‘*I say, Misrgr, 1s THIS A JOKE?”’ a large supply of the Rabbits peculiar to 
Solomons :—‘‘ No, it arn’t. It’s a PLATE.” (Arry subsides. oe rene any, Se many Maley of 
NEW READINGS OF OLD PROVERBS. | Vicar-ious—Very. 


Ir is stated that the Vicar of Lower Milton, Stourport, has taken 
exception to the colour of a pair of trousers which were worn by one 
If 7 purse contains no money, of his curates while officiating, and the result is that the curate has . 
Fill your mouth with stolen honey. had to leave. This certainly reads like a piece of tyranny upon the 
He who hides may find a hider. part of the Vicar, and we trow, sirs, that to make it incumbent for a 
Smell a pine and pass it by, curate to leave because his unmentionables do not please his clerical 
You'll want a pine before you die. superior is ‘‘a custom more honoured in the dreach than the obser- 
A horse in the four-in-hand is worth two in the ’bus. vance.” We consider it a disgrace to the cloth. 
The waiter often puts the carte before the ass. | $$$ — ______ 
Sa |. Maya man without being accused of pedantry descri is wi 
Farm Narvrnz.—She gives to every plant its dew. | his altar ego? ' "7 mre wie 


Bic corns grow in little boots. 
He pays dear for ‘‘ the dust ’’ who licks it off shoes. 


“ho gta fe ea 


ene aes 
<a a eee a lay ra y A 
3 BR tia SA Ba ts Sek PS 








Ava. 7, 187&.) 
——— 


LAW OF ‘COPYRIGHT. | _ 


LG Y friend Mr. Bletheram Bounce 
was a genius of the highest order, 
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that is, in his own estimation. 
He was an author by profession, and 
could write poetry by the mile with 
comparatively little effort; like all 
truly great men, he had some peculiar 
notions. One of these :— 
He considered 
degrading drudgery that 


of a paternal Govern- 


in thé field of literature, 






é they might live in decent 

a RF, = comf ithout th 
Sa), atx? comfort | withou e 
STINE!’ «= grinding “necessity of 
) D sat) 4; working for hire, and 
PS eg only write when and how 


they pleased. 


go A ae . . 
exe eB Se i Notwithstanding these 
nD RZ ‘ wild notions, my, friend 


AP ititititin td) 
— | Bletheram weg a 
faniy hardworking fellow, and lost few opportunities of eaming 
moxey. In the omrse of ‘‘ business’? he happened to dome 
across a certain mam rejoicing in the mame of Gruater, who kept 
shop for the sale of pork, better, andsuch like articles. For this 
worthy man Mr. Boumce undertook to produce a poem, lauding the 
superiority of ‘‘ bosh” over butter produced entirely from the milk of 
the cow, to be used as an advertisement by the said Grunter. , 
Now, Bletheram Bounce, Esq., charged such a price for the piece 
of work that the poor butterman opened his eyes and rubbed his head 
not .a little; but the verses wene well done and well suited to his 
purpose, so he paid the money with as little grumbling as might be 
expected under the circurnstances, for it seems to be the nature of some 
men (and Grunter was one of them) to grumble at the price of every- 
thing they have to pay for, unless, indeed, they areunder the impression‘ 
that the article is worth double the price, and then even there is a 
shrug of discontent that they do not get a discount off for cash. 
Time wore on; it is immaterial now whether i€ was three or twelve 
months after the transaction between these two men, when one evening, 
after the labours of a long day, as Mr. Grunter sat quietly in the small 





‘ parlour behind his shop reading an evening paper, his eye lighted 
a upon pram of poetry. Now this worthy butterman, since he had 
4 invested money in the purchase of a real original poem, came to the 
‘ conclusion that he had a natural taste for that class of Kterature, and 


consequently read every scrap that came in his way. In the present 

instance he folded down the paper, and settled himself more com- 

fortably in his chair that he might enjoy the treat before him; he had 

weed barely four lines when he jumped from his seat as if he had been 
ot. 

‘* What was this?’’ Mr. Grunter took off his spectacles and polished 
the glasses with the greatest care, then adjusting. them to.a proper 
focus, again took up the paper and read. Was it possiblef Yes; 
there in large clear type was printed his poem—the poem he had 
bought and paid for ; and here, without leave or :liberty, permission 
never having been asked, someone had appropriated. his property to, 
his own use. The thing was perfectly abominable, and, in Mr. G.’s 
eyes, as gross dishonesty as if a stranger had come into his shop and 
carried off a leg of pork without paying for it. He did not so much 
object to the poem being printed in the paper, but’ that it should’ be 
d:e without his sanction was abominable. : 

(‘rxdually, since the purchase of these verses, Mr. Grunter had come 
to ]}«.k upon them as entirely hisown work, and whatever merit they 


to regard Bletheram Bounce as having had any part in the matter 
beyond the mere writing it out, and, as he remarked, ‘* That wasn’t 
werry much, yer know, was it now?’’ He was now fairly wild with 
indignation at seeing his property unscrupulously hypothecated by 
another, and vowed with many hard words how he would vindicate his 
rights and show those ‘‘ newspaper people” he was not a man to be 
trampled upon ; whereupon rather recklessly, consulted a short, 
thick, dark-coloured bottle which stood upon the table by his side, 
bearing upon its broad breast the initial letter W, after which he 
stumbled off to bed. 

‘Lhe next morning he was up betimes, and as soon as Convenient went 





paar EN SE OS SO SS a ee tie a he TO Nk a Spee en EGS Bo ame a = 
i : ees ; gt vas + Cee eS Pe 2 - ° 
* RRS Ried? ees se 





it most 


a literary genius should 
be compelled to exercise 
his great gifts to procure 
daily bread ; further, that 
it was the bounden duty 


ment to grant to all toilers 


being men, of genius, a 
sufficient- pension that» 


might possess was due to himself alone; so that he had somehow ceased-}—-- 
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ofi to see Mr. Bounce on the subject. He was received by that gen- 
tleman with the calm condescending urbanity of a prince, and, 


addressed in a voice that suggested the grating of a costermonger’s 
a 























































barrow, was bade be seated, and say to what cause the poet was 
indebted for the honour of this interview. 

Grunter, in as few words as might be, explained his business, and, 

with much excitement, said, ‘‘ What I wants to know, Mr. Bounce, 
is hew this eer comes about, yer know ?—how this eer comes about ?”’ 
he repeated, bringing the palm of his hand heavily down upon the 
table. 
The poet very quietly, and with much dignity, explained that he had 
only disposed of the poem in question that it might be used by Grunter 
for the purpose of advertisement, and thé law of copyright gave him 
the power to use it in any other way he choose, and he had not hesi-~ 
tated to avail himself of those rights the law accorded him. 

The shopkeeper stéod for one moment as if undecided, then, tan- 
fully gathered up his papers, and, nodding his head to the “= said, 
in a quiet subdued tone, “Perhaps you are right, sir; I did net leok, 
at it in that light; I dare say you are right,”’ took his departure, and 
slowly returned to his own home, 

For several days after the event just recorded, Mz. Grunter pre- 
served a quiet: meditative demeanour, and was oeeasionally heard 
muttering to himself words that sounded like—‘* Well, we'll see!”’ 
‘4 - I shall certainly try it on ; yes, and then we shall see,”’ and so 
ior. nm. 4 ei 

One day, “in the fullness of time,” my friend: entered Mr. 
Grunter’s shop, and purchased a pork chop. Gruntér,waited fpon his | 
customer with great politeness, and when handing- the ,care- | 
fully done up in paper, he said, looking with a sly twinkle-in bis eye, 
‘You are going to cook this chop, I suppose, Mr. Bounca AY 

The poet, a little puzzled at the remark, said, ** Well; yes; that 
certainly is my intention. Yes; my object in purchasing this chop is 
to cook it; what then ?”’ Sa 

‘Oh, I beg your pardon, sir ; I only wanted to know, you know.”’ | 
So saying, the butterman politely bowed Mr. Bounce out of the shop, | 

Grunter followed him home, and saw the chop cooked ; for, with an, 
eccentricity not unfrequently found in the high-class genius, DY 
friend a fancy to cook this article of food himself. All was 
prepared, and placed upon the table; Bounce seated, knife and fork 
in hand, was ready to begin operations, when Grunter dashed into the 
room, and seizing the cooked chop, carried it off with all the speed he 
could command. 

Bletheram Bounce, Esq., sat dumbfoundered. ‘‘ What wasthe meaning” 
of this? Grunter must be mad.’’ Assoon, however, as he recovered from 
his surprise, off he went in hot pursuit. On reaching the shop he saw 
another customer of Grunter’s standing by the counter quietly eating 
his cooked ehop. The poet was furious, and démanded to Know the 
meaning of this outrageous conduct, when Mr. Grunter, with a bland 
smile, said, ‘‘ He had only sold Mr. Bounce the chop for the p 
of cooking it, and he presumed the ‘ law of copyright,’ whatever that 
might be, would give him the power, after it had been cooked. of 
using the chop in any ther way he chose, and he had not Hesitated to 
avail himself of that privilege the law accorded him.’’ . 

Foolish Grunter ! to fancy that a law which protected the creations 
of a man’s ‘brain would equally apply to pork chops. He persisted’ he 
was right; Mr. Bletheram Bounce tol hjmn’ he was wrong. And 
more, that he was a thief! The consequence was that a gentleman 
learned in the law enforced Mr. Bounce’s explanation of the subjact by | 
giving dunderheaded Grunter three months with, ‘‘ hard.’ 
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A FRAGMENT. . 


‘* The poor man rejoices.’’— Tupper. ry 








Prats not to me‘of poverty—its enervating joys— j 
Such themes may pleasure giddy girls and unreflecting boys ; 
But J can see no pleasure in misfortune’s biting gust, — 

And scorn the meretricious bliss of living on a crust. 

An empty larder may be wild and unexampled joy, 

But after half a year or 80 T fear it’s apt to cloy ; 

I much prefer resplendent scenes and *‘ halls of dazzling light,” 
And dainty little dishes to entice the appetite. 

I’m fond.of good society exalted and refined : 

__1 like to ride in carriages whenever I've a mind. 

Give me these solid comforts.and a rank amid the ‘‘ upper,” 
And destitution’s happiness I leave to Mr. Tupper. 





! ! Pot and Kettle. | 
Ix the recent correspondence between the Hon. W. E. Gladstone 


and the Earl of Beaconsfield ‘‘ human nature ’’ comes ort ‘‘ rather” 
strong. Is it not sad to‘see two of the greatest—the two 
men of thetime ag senators bandying words that, but fdr their polish 
and quintessence of bitterness,: are really'in substance no better than 
we could hear tn Billingsgate? ‘“ Ta 

your swords.” | | 
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“a bu. MORAL FROM MACBETH. A 
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ae hed hea). GRY IS yy (88M oo Help feeling sad for Duncan, : 
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The lesson read who run can; 
Viz., don’t accept each strange invite, 
And lock your bed-room door at night. 
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Change of Name. 
Somerset Hovsg is to be re-christened 
Somersault House in consequence of the 
numerous ‘‘ headers’? taken from the 


| adjoining bridge. 
Vit Uy ii, f ——— a 

: oe ME eee dah} From Wood Green. 
| Nik A. x. 7 Our little boy says he knows where the . 


green wood tree is that his sister is always 
singing about ; it is in his Noah’s ark. 


/// JAAR ENN ger 
X J ifhisisaleaes SS i ihe eee ee 
y ne —SS ee , Tue reason given for the demise of 
1/ 3 iP SY Pe | ki Piccadilly in its last number is awfully 
, VA GAM ZW hy _ funny. ‘‘ The change in the weather has 

- _ been too tempting. Everyone is going 

away. This is the worst of such a staff 
' as ours, which will only work at ‘its own 

sweet will.” The Editor would be left 
quite alone.”” We can understand the 
staff objecting to work if there are no 
readers, but the Editor’s complaint is 
opposed to all literary precedent. We 
WN WYWIN YY never yet heard of an Editor who objected 
BEN APRON. Vy! to be left quite alone. 
a NY TERE have been numerous splits in the 
camp at Wimbledon. (N.B.—Soda splits.) 
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THE SEASIDE SEASON. | Quvugry.—Was the Wimbledon beer a 
Another gentleman who ‘‘ took his family down.”’ | taken down in the rifle barrels ? “ 
na 
f # 
not b-lush-ious. Its excesses tell upon its constitution; the Melon is ¥ 
THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. | a bedding-plant, and requires to have its bed warmed, and not to be : 
ee called in the morning. The Teetotal, or Water Melon, is, however, j 
No. XII.—THE MELON. believed to be a completely reformed vegetable. But that is all owing La 
Or course a Melon isa Lemon. Philologically speaking, the ‘‘Lem”’ | to Sir Wilfrid Lawson. be 
of ‘‘Lem’’-on is an obviously manners LSeanan, of me —————_—————— te 
‘« Mel” of ‘‘Mel”’-on; ‘*‘ Lem” is only ‘‘ Mel”’ wards, and this a be 
once explains how the sweet mel of the Mel-on has been turned into NEW DEF INITION S IN LAW. fe 
sour /em-onosity. Everybody knows lemon-choly to be the same kind; Criminat conversation.—Thieves’ Latin. PS 
of choly as melon-choly. The Melon is not only a Lemon, but an Writ of attachment.—A love-letter. _ 
apple. The Greeks, who were by no means usually hard-up for words, Cullatio bonorum.—A feast of good things. 
declined to have more than one word for apple and sheep, and that Colour in pleading.—A negro barrister. 
word was ‘‘Melon” (ujA\ov). They recognised no fundamental Common pleas.—‘‘ Couldn’t help it,’’ ‘‘ Not my fault.” 
difference between a melon, an apple, and a sheep. They saw that| Property by confusion.—Purses prigged in a row. 
sheep had a hopeless tendency to stray ; they saw, further, that it was Simple contract.— Undertaking to supply a member of the Long 
a melon-choly tendency ; and at once referred it to a manifestation of | Firm with goods. ; 
the great melon-choly cause of all straying—viz., the apple, or vege- | Lineal descent.—Fall of the clothes-line. 
table Appol-yon. The Romans had a far less charitable opinion of the | Animals domite nature.—Husbands. t 
apple a to think of calling it a sheep. They thought the apple | Embracery.—Sweethearting. te 
more knave than fool ; and instead of having one word for apple and | Socage.—Early childhood. iG 
sheep, they preferred to have one word (maium) to designate Apple and | Freehold én futuro.—A castle in the air. be 
Evil. | Marriage of idiots.—Nine weddings out of ten. : 
Thus the Melon is seen to be a suspiciously-descended vegetable, | Judices ordinaris.— Bad -looking judges. re 
being constructed ef apple, lemon, mutton, and malice. It takes after; Compulsive loan.—‘‘ Your money or your life.’ ba 
the flesh. The fleshiness of is proverbial, but the Melon isthe| Primary conveyance.—‘“‘ First cab !”’ . j 
tleshiest of all vegetables. Its flesh is white, red, yellow, or green, | 
accerding to what it has taken to disagree with it. It is asad ex- | 2 
ample of the penalties that attach to gormandising. Most of the | WueEN does a baby-farmer prove more than a mother to her infant ¥ 
melons are a shocking sight, their skins being covered all over with | charge ?— When she is its (s) motherer. Rs 
warts, or else cracked into ribs and furrows; their complexion is| Tuer seems to have been some difficulty about ‘*The Dear Meat os 
aldermanic ; their habits are freely corporate. The Melon blushes, as| Bill.” We would suggest that the question be settled by a joint i | 
well it may ; but it blushes inside, not out. If it did not b-lush it could | committee. : } 
ns 
Tsarcee bring’ sb. constituents in enc N00 para of vari-uy ings ef | 3 | 
solutely genuine, Cocoa. [Homeopathic Cadbary’s Cocoa Essence. 1a C Oh} : | 
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Grace and Maud (who have been rowed down the river by their admiring relatives):—‘‘ WeLL, THANK YOU FOR PADDLING US IN SUCH CAPITAL 
STYLE, AND WE ARE NOW GOING TO CALL ON THE F'1TZBOODLES AT THE GRANGE, AND LOOK IN AT THE ReEcTORY, WHERE WE MAY PERHAPS 
TAKE TEA; BUT WE SHALL NO DOUBT BE BACK IN AN HOUR OR TWO. 

[ Dismay of Bob and Cyril, who had looked forward to no end of a time with their fair cousins. 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. | MEMS FOR DINNER GIVERS. 
By a Conrrrmep IDYLLER. Breap should be cut in squares, but if you do not live in a square, 
ie my - it in a street. Pulled bread should be provided for 
. an cheese, but two guests must not pull at one loaf. 
VII.—ALL FOR-LAWN. An abundance of lights is cenieae to the success of a dinner party, 
MUST confess, with some distress, | but livers may be dispensed with. 
The doom of single-blessedness _ Let the carver have an edge to his knife, that he may not have one 
Appears to hover round my head to his temper. However blunt the other knives may be, your right- 
And mark me for its own. principled guests will feel that they must not steal them. If, how- 
I should be glum were that to come, ever, you suspect any person of appropriating your cutlery, politely 
Although there certainly are some request him to forkowt. 
Who have uncharitably said The carver ought to distribute the gravy impartially. This does 
The fault is mine alone. not, however, apply to splashing. 
An authority states that the carver should supply the plates, but 
My wish, they say, for mere display this must be inconvenient when he does not happen to keep an 
Alone retards my nuptial day, earthenware shop. = 
But not an item I’ forego The same authority directs waiters to remove articles from the table 
Of all the wedding feast. as fast as they can lay hands upon them, but they will probably more 
My bride must place before her face than anticipate your wishes in this direction without orders. It will 
A veil of most expensive lace, be found economical, as well as convenient, to let the waiters serve 
Her jewelled dress must backward the wine rather than allow your guests to help themselves. For their 
flow own sakes the attendants will take care not to give bumpers. 
A dozen yards at least ; If there is any dish you do not wish to be touched, direct your cook 
; ; to give it an unpronounceable name inthe menu. Your guests thea will 
Then noble wines and costly pines, not like to ask for it for fear of making a mistake. 
And meats on which one seldom dines, It is not considered inhospitable to give a guest the undercut. 
The breakfast- table must possess, A carver is often called upon to make cross incisions, but he is not 
The whele of which must be required to cut into the conversation with cross remarks. 
By dukes (who'll ‘‘ wait,’”’ I beg to state) A host always breathes more freely when he knows he has a little 


Served up on gold and silver plate ; spare room, but a ema)! back parlour will be no advantage to you in 
Ard tien I won’t be wed unless this respect. 


A BisHorp marries me. iti aaa eae. 
In peace we invest our own— in war, other people’s— capitals. 
Wuicu is the best of tLe four seasons for arithmetic ?—The summer. Wuart fruit is equal to two fish >— The cod-ling. 
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No. XIII.—THE RADISH. 


Tere are two sorts of Radishes—the horse Radish, and the human 
Radish. The human Radish is a hot-headed young radicle, and is 


very pungent in the mouth. Like the rest of the Radicals, the human 
Radirhes are a divided party—they consist of Long-heads and Round- 
heads—but they all alike stand on their heads, with their green feet 
in the air. This they do because, believing the world to be constructed 
upon the upside-down principles of Conservatism, they can get a more 
impartial estimate of it when topsy turvy; that being the true right 
way up. Many of the radicles display the red colours of Communism, 
but some of the turnip-heads are white and colourless, and are called 
Whigs. These sorts get woolly or else tough as they get old. The 
aged Radish is not venerated. The Radish was originally an Asiatic 
vegetable, and its first importation into Europe should have roused as 
much opposition as did the importation of Indiaa troops to Malta. 
Bat to say that we had no more business to bring the Indian troops away 
from their home than to transport the Indian Radish from its native 
land, though quite true, is very ‘‘ radicle’’-ous. 

The horse Radish is not a radish ; and it is certainly not a horse. It 
is called these two things, both and either of which it is not, in order 
that the ,ublic may be justly avenged on the market-gardeners for 
being asked to call it Armoracia rusttcana. Though a dumb vegetable, 
the horse Radish has a very convincing way of demonstrating its 
injured feelings at being scraped. It has a sting which bounds up the 
human nose and punctuates it warm. Bullocks won’t eat the horse 
Radish along with the rest of the grass; for it excites disagreeable 
forebodings in their minds, and disturbs their intellects, and unfits 
them for the quiet fulfilment of their destiny of roast beef. 

There is a nigger Radish, black as soot; and there is a Japanese 
Radish that grows on small trees (as most things do in Japan, including 
wearing apparel), and grows right way up, Tory-fashion, which, as 
before explained, is the upside-down of all true Radishalism. 





THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Arreros of the Old Stagers at Canterbury, a contemporary says that 
Mrs. Leigh Murray and Miss Compton go down. This sounds to us 
the least bit premature. If the ladies in question were not to act well 
we should doubt if they would ‘‘ go down.”’ 

It is said that Mr. Soutar, having returned from the seaside, has 
resumed his duties of stage manager to the Gaiety. We cannot help 
thinking this a most Sourar-dle arrangement. 

The new piece at the Park Theatre is endowed with the topical title 
of The Treaty of Peace. ‘This ought to suit the public ‘all to pieces,” 
and be a regular treat, eh ? 

‘Ihe management of the Lyceum will, we understand, shortly pro- 
duce Joaquim Miller’s play, Zhe Danites. When it is produced we 
trust it will run for many a day and nights. 

At the end of the season at the Royalty, Miss Fowler is said to 
have taken an affectionate farewell of her company. Does this mean 
that she kissed the male members of her troupe? If so, it would 
doubth ss have a salu/e-ary ettect. 

The Marylebone Theatre has produced a posthumous drama of the 
late Watts Phillips, with the title of 4 Go.den Fetter. We expect it 
will contain a good proportion of guilt. 

The latest novelty at the Grecian is a drama called The Green 
Lanes of Evgland. The subject is decidedly a fresh one, and we 
dcubt not will be Eag/ely relished. 





Tue latest novelty in photography is the portrait of a /ady taken 
in her bathing dress. We cannct compliment this personage on her 
g(od taste in dress; in fact, we think she ought to have been * well 
shaken before taken,’’ or perhaps after she had submitted to this 
sergeical operation. 





_——— — 


ADVICE TO THOSE WHO CANNOT AFFORD TO GO TO THE SEASIDE.— 
Make a C at home and then make a dash under it! 


enough to come and keep me company but yourself— you'll do any- 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


IMPORTANT CORRESPONDENCE. 
From Tropuonivs To THB Epitor or Fn. 
‘Tur Cave, Wednesday. 

EveRr-CoNnsIDERATE Epitor,—Having landed heavily over Good- 
wood by backing Norwich (my selection, you remember), 1 am not 
particularly in want of cash, so, if you'll allow me, my dear sir, I'll 
refrain from sending copy this week. There is no Sporting Intelli- 
gence of any interest to convey, and I have received the enclosed 
pressing invitation from an old chum. The prospect he holds out 
is too attractive to resist. Iam off this afternoon by boat.—Yours 
ever, ‘TROPHONIUS. 
P.S.—If you think of putting anything on the Leger, keep your 
eye on Bonnie Scotland. 

P.S. 2.—I will send you some grouse. 
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(ENCLOSURE. ) 
From Mr. Joun Hices to Tropuonivs. 
Sueitinc, Guenrusky, Aug. 2nd. 
You Otp Rerronate,—I’ve just rented a fishing stream here, 
along with a moor, fora month. ‘There’s been nothing but scorching 
sun for the last six weeks, so there isn’t much of my stream left, and 
shooting doesn’t commence until the twelfth. The only occupants of 
these premises are myself, my landlady (who smokes and snufis and 
talks a gibberish I don’t understand), and her son, who is generally 
practising the bagpipes. The eatables are vile and the cooking eccen- 
tric. ‘The whisky isn’t bad, but one has to go next door (which is 
fourteen miles away) to get it, and there’s no conveyance. I’ve been 
here a weck, and I seem to yearn for society ; nobody would be fool 
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thing for money*—so I enclose you a ticket trom London to Leith by 
boat (which I think preferable to sending cash 7). At Leith post- 
office you will find a letter containing directions for getting here and 
P.O.O. for railway tickets, &c., and I'll tip you half-a-sovereign for 
every week you stay. Mind you come, you old hunks; you may 
guess how desperately Iam in want of companionship when I send 
for you.—Yours truly, Joun HicGs. 


RES fo. pence a 





From THE Epiror or Fun to Troruonivs. 
(By Special Messenger.) 

Can’t do without copy—set about it at once and let me have it this 
evening—all nonsense about invitation—must put it off—can’t have 
any of your shirking. 

* * * * * 

Trophonius had left two hours before the arrival of the messenger, 
who immediately hurried to the wharf, reaching it, however, only in 
time to see the hull of the vessel disappear in the distance. We will 
keep our eye on Bonnie Scotiand, and we hope for Trophonius’ sake 
we get those grouse ! 





Latest INTELLIGENCE. 
Fripay Nicut.—We have just received the following telegram :— 
‘¢ Trophonius, Awnoddin Station, N.B.,to Editor, Fun Otlice.—Just 
arrived here; big grey hills all round, air damp; only one house and 
a church besides the railway station; no conveyance to Sheiling ; as 
far as I can understand, a man that was here ‘ust now is gone to find 
something that may do, I think he said it was a kuddikuirt. I don’t 
in the least know what that is. More anon.”’ 
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Invidious Distinctions. 

Ir is all very well for Mr. P. A. Taylor to continue his annual 
motion for the abolition of corporal punishment in the army, but why 
draw the line at the corporal? Surely the sergeant and the private 
should be equally exempt from the lash ? 
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+ As if I couldn’t sell the ticket, if I wanted to cheat.—T. 


neo cia I 
: t 
Tally Ho! 

In reference to Cyprus a contemporary states that there are plenty | 
of foxes on the island. We might have known that any arrangement t 
of Lord Beaconsfield’s would be /ox+y in its nature. | : 
At Dieppe the arrangements of the Casino fétes are to be under the | E 

management of Mr. Bias. Their success would, therefore, seem tobe | 

questionable, since these affairs should always be conducted without i 
Bias. ; 
‘* A main ELEMENT. ’—Salt water. | h 
* So I will, sir, there’s no de ate pans > » | w 
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THE DAY OF REST. 


‘‘Dear me!”’ said the bishop; ‘‘dear me! I really think I must 
recall some of those missionaries I despatched to ‘Timbuctoo, 
there’s certainly more heathenism at home than abroad. The 
idea of requesting me, a prelate of the Established Church, to signa 
petition for opening museums and picture-galleries on the Sabbath! 
This must be seen to!’’ And the very next Sunday morning the 
bishop’s high-bred horses, in their splendid harness, driven by the 
stately coachman, drew up with the beautiful carriage, with the 
gorgeous footmen behind, at the doors of a certain church in a dirty 
street in the heart of the East-end of London; for the bishop had de- 
termined to convince the lower classes how wicked it was of them to 
want picture-galleries and museums opened on a Sunday. And, out 
of compliment to the bishop, the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Sheriffs, 
also with fine horses and carriages and servants, attended the church 
in the dirty street, so as to show the vulgar people a good example. 
And, after the Lord Mayor and the Aldermen and the Sheriffs, who 
looked, oh, so beautiful! in their furs and gowns and gold chains and 
lace, had called themselves ‘‘ miserable sinners,’’ and so on, the 
bishop got up in the pulpit and preached such a lovely sermon! With 
the exception of the Lord Mayor’s party, the congregation was com- 
posed, chiefly, of very poor people who worked from daylight to 


dark, from Monday morning to Saturday night, in noisy, close, | 


stuffy factories and workshops, often all day by gaslight; wretched 
souls whose only picture galleries were the print shop windows, to 
whom green fields, and flowers, and fresh sweet air were blessings to 


be enjoyed once or twice in a lifetime. So, looking down on the sea | 


of upturned sallow white faces, with deep sunken eyes and pallid lips, 
the bishop told them how dreadful it would be to open museums or 
picture-galleries and such like on a Sunday, that it would involve at 
each phace the labour of perhaps half a dozen people ; and he pointed out 
to them that, Sunday being a day of rest, it was very wicked to go 
rushing about by trains and steam-boats, and that if they did sothey’d 
go toa climate where the temperature’s above 100° in the shade in 
mid-winter. But he didn’t tell them about Some One who walked 
through a cornfield on a Sabbath day a long time ago and rebuked the 
hypocrites who chid His friends for plucking ears of corn ; perhaps he 
didn’t think of that, or of Him. 

After the last grand carriage had rolled away from the dirty street 
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| and as they didn’t like to be wicked and go into the country and 
| ramble down green lanes and hear the birds singing their hymns, and 

as the publichouses were the only places open, they went and sat in 
| them all the evening, and, as they got very drunk, had a fight or two 
to pass away the time. 

The bishopdrove home toluncheon and then took his wifeand daughters 
to the Zoological Gardens, where everybody who saw him bowed to him, 
and said when he had passed, ‘‘ What a good man tie bishop is, and 
how well he preaches to the—the lower classes, you know?’’ And 
the Lord Mayor, who went fora drive round Richmond way with 
some friends, dropped in at the Orl—ns Club, where they made up a 
jolly game at pyramids, after they had started the ladies outside to 
play croquet and lawn tennis, and just as the Lord Mayor had gota 
ball dead over the middle pocket, somebody mentioned the bishop's 
name. 

‘* Ah,” said the Lord Mayor ‘‘ what a clever fellow, what a good 
| fellow he is! I heard him preach this morning, and it was delightful 
| to hear him impressing, with the full force of his eloquence, upon the 
| common people how essential, how indispensable, it was to their 
| social, their moral, and their spiritual welfare, that they observed with 
| due regard the sanctity of the Day of—Rest ! marker.”’ 





LAW OF EMPLOYERS AND EMPLOYED. 


_ A MontTH’s warning does not mean that during a whole month the 
| party warning must be giving it, for this would be inconvenient to all 
| parties— especially tea-parties. 
Livery-servants on quitting service must deliver up their liveries. 
| A negro footman, having given up his, has no right to reclaim it on 
the ground that he has made de livery. 
| The books say that when a servant buys things for an employer's 
use, the master is bound to see them paid for; but ’twere better the 
master saw that his servant paid for them, which is a very different 
matter. 
An action will not lie against an employer for giving an unfavour- 
able character of a servant, but, no doubt, the servant will. 








The Glass of Fashion. 
Why is Canada not able to see so well this month as she will be 


the poor people went home thinking of what the bishop had told them ; | next /—Because she has not her Lorgnette! (Lorne yet !) 





DEFINITIONS. | 
Wuat’s a solicitor P— 
One that men visit or 

Write to when wanting a loan. | 
And what isa barrister ?— 
One of Old Harry’s ter- | 

Restrial corps, ‘‘ Devil's Own.” | 


What’s influenza ?— 
T’ll tell you—’tis when, sir, 


Your sweetheart, a pretty Chinee, says: 
dt 





‘‘ But for dis heavy dew = ag 
Gladly I’d stay vid you,”’ ae oe 
And bolts in a volley of sneezes! PS | y x 
ieee . me en A i) SN 
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Curious Ornithological Facts. Tite \ ee || 

Kites, by the half-dozen together, have aM . a 
been seen hovering over Hackney Downs, 
and last week a spoonbill was picked up 
outside a Cornhill silversmith’s. Night- 
jars, too, which the local bird-dealers say 
cannot be traced to them, are very common 
in St. Giles’s. 
Anomaly. 

At the end of the Dee you find the sea, 
but ought not the C to come before 
the D? 





A Memper of Parliament has written 
to a contemporary stating that Major 
O'Gorman never smokes. This is peculiar, 
for a gentleman of the Major’s colossal 
proportions invariably puffs a good deal. | 

Wuat the barrister says to his case | 
when the Long Vacation arrives: —‘‘ Brief, | 
let me be!’’ and the ghost of his native | 


hamlet rises before his eyes. BETWEEN US.” 
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WARDER AND WATER. 


Keeper (who looks after the river): —‘‘ Yes, puT YER CAN’T TELL ME WHAT'S THE DIFPERENCE 


Gardener :—‘‘ No, I punno.” 


; Fe . ‘ T ’ “ 
Wuen cows are themselves good milkers, | Keeper :—‘* Wei, THERE AIN’T NO DIPFERENCE, EXCEPT WHEN YOU'RE A-WATERING THE 


what is the use of employing dairymaids ? 


GARDEN, AND THEN I’M A-GUARDIN’ THE WATER.” 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER—(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
; No. 7.—BOLTS AND BARS. 
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And then your bolts and things! An inexhaustible source of fan. ‘ Bolts!” ““No!” you say; “I'ma Builder.” ‘Oh, ah!” eays the Ironmonger. 
says the Jronmonger to whom you go: “* yes—something of this sort !” *“* Something of this sort? Fifty to the ounce, 
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Then the tenant’s first care, on entering into tenancy, is to see that all the ‘*B:;cery careful,’ he saya impressively to his servant, “that you bolt 
shutters have been provided with bolts. every bolt at night. Then we are safe.”’ 
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* Yes,’ he murmurs to himself, ‘* one can sleep with confidence when one knows “Toere! Woata star; these ’ere shutters do give yer. Ijest put my 
that all the belts are eecure4!”’ finzer agia it ani down it went and give me quite a turn! ” 
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COMPLIMENTS BEFORE PARTING. 


Lord B. :—“ I Trust, SiR, THAT AT OUR NEXT MEETING I SHALL NOT FIND YOU SO inebriated with the exuberance: of your own verbosity.” 


:—‘* AnD ] HOPE, SIR, THAT you WILL NOT BE SO FRIGHTFULLY INTOXICATED WITH YOUR OWN SUCCESS.” 


G. 


Mr. 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AND THE 
COMMISSARIAT. 
On Boarp H.M.S. Srmoom. 


1 must tell you, sir, of an experience I had just as I was leaving 
Cyprus, because I think it may be of use to my country to know how 
the commissariat department of its gallant army works in times of 
peace. How it used to work in times of war it will still doubtless 
remember, thanks to the ‘‘ Extra Specials’? who did the Crimean War 
four-and-twenty years or so ago. You must know, then, that the very 
day before I left Larnaca, three steamers arrived there from Malta 
with stores and supplies of all sorts for the troops in our new island. 
How badly they wanted them you may judge from the fact that there 
was notasingle pepper-box amongst the whole of the soldiers, whilst I 
know from personal observation that the one Dutch-oven in the camp 
at Larnaca was hors de combat with a big hole in it. 

You may imagine, therefore, how eagerly the arrival of the steamers 
was awaited, and how great a rush there was to the shore on the morn- 
ing of their unloading. Every regiment had sent its quartermaster 
and a detachment of soldiers to look after its interests, and, as it hoped, 
to bring back to it a supply of the numerous articles it required. 

Everyone set to work with a will to get the cargoes ashore, and 
though there was at first a natural feeling of disappointment when it 
was found that the first steamer had brought, seemingly, nothing but 
mail-carts, there was no cessation of toil, the prevalent notion being 
that something more generally useful would soon be reached. 

You may say that surely the captains of the steamers knew what 
they had brought in their holds, but indeed they did not; neither, for 
that matter, did the commissariat people at Malta know what they had 
put on board. They had pitched so many boatloads of miscellaneous 
stores on to the decks of the steamers, and that is all they knew on 
the subject ; so that the process of unloading was as exciting as it 
is to dip into a bran pie at a fancy fair when the enterprising dipper 
may draw out a pen-wiper, a doll, a wool mat, or a match-box. 

By the time we had got ninety-three mail-carts ashore, however, 
despair filled the hearts of the less sanguine of us; and when it was 
found that the next strata come upon consisted of washing-machines 
and pickaxes, something akin to consternation prevailed. Great 
credit is due to Sir Garnet Wolseley. At a time when it seemed hope- 
less to expect to come upon anything but pickaxes and gun-carriages, 
which were brought up out of the hold literally by the gross, this 
gallant officer cheerily suggested that the second steamer’s cargo 
should be tapped. No sooner said than done, and with a hearty cheer 
the fatigue parties set to work in a new quarter. 

The excitement was most intense, as we awaited the first signs of 
the contents of steamer No. 2, and I shall not soon forget the loud 
cheer that arose from the eager throng of soldiers and officers as a case 
of preserved vegetables and a puncheon of rum swung up into sight. 
But, alas! it was a misleading beginning, and the next minute’s hopes 
were dashed down to zero again as an intimation was received thata 
vein of wheelbarrows (without wheels) had been struck. Never in my 
life have I seen so many wheelbarrows (without wheels) as were, after 
two hours’ hard work, ranged along the quay at Larnaca, and never 
have I gazed on such chagrin as that with which this interminable 
array was regarded by the hungry troops. 

By force of contrast the succeeding cases of 1d. bottles of hair-oil 
and anchovy sauce were warmly welcomed, though, by the quantities 
sent of these articles, it would seem that the Malta authorities had 
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thought that even wheelbarrows might be made palatable if suffi- 
ciently soused in them. ' 

It would be tedious, though, to detail all the disappointments and 
false hopes experienced ere the discharge of these cargoes was com- 
- How what we fondly hoped were sacks of peas turned out to 

pipe-clay ; how for three gross of pewter pepper-boxes, ground 
cinnamon was sent in mistake for pepper-pods; how beeswax had 
been substituted for blacking ; and carraway-seeds sent in a sufficient 
quantity to sow the whole of the arable land in the island. All these 
and a hundred other blunders you must excuse me from dwelling on. 

You have heard, of course, that the 93 mail-carts are useless, tent- 
pegs having been forwarded with them instead of linch-pins; but 
perhaps you don’t know that the tents to which these pegs belong have 
been sent to the Cape with the linch-pins we are in want of. 

Shirt buttons and mottled soap have been sent here in quantities 
sufficient to last for the next 33 years at a fair calculation, whilst of 
mustard and baking powder there is just enough to last, with economy, 
for five days. 

Never, in fact, has the commissariat shown itself more utterly 
wooden and incompetent. What do you say, for instance, to three 
sacks labelled ‘‘ Pearl Barley ’’ being found to be full of rusty hooks 
and eyes, and five bales of so-called blankets turning out to be emery 
cloth? All that one regiment succeeded in securing for its immediate 
needs were three dozen boxes of steel pens, a case of tinned lobster, 
two 7-lb. boxes of candied peel, and a cask of soda! 

But I have said enough to call attention to this serious point, and I 
hope the home authorities will take the matter up seriously and at once. 


MEMORIES. 


A rew old letters bound with silken string, 
Fruits of a woman’s hand, yet bold and free, 

The ink all faded, as though Time’s sad wing 
Had passed the shadow from it on to me. 


I take them from the desk where long they laid 
Again to scan them, and recall a face, 

The motive fair of airy castles made— 
The same inhabitant in ev’ry case ! 


Those day- dreamt buildings, crumbling into air ; 
For I was poor, though hopeful, striving on; 
When cometh what would make our castles bear, 

The occupant we builded for has gone. 


Where rests she now ?—if living, does she know 
Once more I think of her as wont to do? 
’Hap she is hoping I am happy, so 
All J can hope is, she is happy too. 


Back to the letters. This, the first she sent; 
The diction differs much from this, the last— 

The last that I received before I went— 
Reiterating love that’s dead and past. 


And yes! this piece of tissue must contain 

The golden lock from that bright sunny crown. 
Well, let me look upon it once again— 

Bah ! fling them back again—this one is Brown ! 


IN THE PRESS. 


Quite Wrong. By the author of Just Right. 

Figs from Thistles. By the author of Honey out of The Rock. 

Wreathed Dances. By the author of A Garland of Hops. 

A Bookkeeper’s Biography. By the author of the Life of A. Clarke. 

Sunday Refreshment for Thirsty Souls. By a Bona Fide Traveller. 

A Hamper of Fish. Companion volume to The Basket of Flowers. 

Siz Weeks in a Bed-room. Sequel to Ten Nights in a Bar-room. 

Key to Locke. Messrs. Ward and Co. 

The Spotter’s Son. By the author of The Planter’s Daughter. 

Feeding the Ducks. Ly the author of Bread upon the Waters. 

The Ring Dropper. By the author of Gems by the Wayside. 

Up ina Balloon. By the author of Rising in the World. 

Conjugal Courtesies. (Plates.) Sequel to Etiquette of Courtship. 

The Stolen Gown. By the Rev. A. Mackonochie. 

The Turncock. For Christmas, in the Lamplighter series. 

The Alderman in Chains, and How to Carve Him. By the Cz®r cf 
R*ss%a. 

An Autobiography. (Numerous woodcuts.) By an Ex-Prime 
Minister. Independently of its subject, this book is interesting from 


the fact that it has been written on post-cards. 


Iris said that morphia will not poison apes. We know severa! on 
whom we should like to try the experiment. 


‘¢ Figures’? ory Spgsecu.—Imagery. 
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MUST ASK TO HAVE.H8 


(Driver has pulled up for a drink.) Potman :—‘*‘ Now, THEN, STOUT AND MILD.’ 


TO MY MUSE. 


Mvsr, you see the sunny weather ? 
Look ; we have the summer here ! 
Let’s go out of town together ; 
Don't be lazy, there’s a dear! 
Just a country ramble only, 
Somewhere not so very far ; 
= Street and square are sad and lonely. 
What a Cockney girl you are ! 





London is Utopia, Missis, 
In the winter —in the spring ; 
But on such a day as this is, 
Home becomes another thing. 
Ever blithely, ever gaily, 
And in raptures ever new, 
Have I sung its grandeur daily— 
Thanks, my tender Muse, to you 


Fresh from London and its praises, 
I may steal one sung, it seems, 
For the buttercups, the daisies, 
And the meadows and the streams. 
Will the gentle reader credit 
Our bucolics second-hand ? 
We will try, and yet I dread it— 
We were safer in the Strand. 


Out of London I'm a baby ; 
This attempt is very rash. 
I shall make some error, maybe, 
’T wixt the elm-tree and the ash. 
I’ve no other Muse to call on. 
True are you, so true remain, 
Put your bonnet and your shawl on. 
Quick !—or we shall miss the train. 


i! 
} 


~ Lh H Hel 
ri i on Ui. 
. 1 Nybe 


t 


CYPRIAN RHYMES. 


Enauanp did a grand day’s work 
In occupying Cyprus. 

She helped to re-establish Turk 
And from the map to wipe Russ ; 


Who will not fail though, if he can, 
To meet, when plots are riper, us, 

For Kars, Batoum, and Ardahan 

| Are nice sets-off for Cyprus. 


| © Dining (extra-‘ordinary’) with 
| Her Majesty.” 

“Tur Rev. George and Mrs. Prothero, and 
| Captain Thomson, Her Majesty’s yacht Victoria 
| and Albert, had the honour of dining with th 
—— Queen and the Royal Family yesterdcay.’’— Daily 

NG, _—_Eaéitt:_will be seen from this, that her Ma- 

4| JZJZNK\G jesty’s hospitality extends to her ‘‘ships”’ 

as well as her ‘‘shepherds.’’ This is right 
for her to do. ‘*She’s got the ships, 
she’s got the men, and gives them dinners, F 
too.”” Though it is difficult to understand j 
how the yacht got its ‘‘ knees’’ under Her 
Majesty’s ‘*‘ mahogany.” 





Tue Fauna of Australia is not so unique 
as has been imagined. In Surrey we have 


’ 


) e (6 Var we ’ ’ ? . ” | ° 
Testy Old Gent :—‘‘ You KNOW THIS SORT OF THING WON’T DO FOR ME. seen a (water) Mole, and Laughing Jack 
. . ° * ’ * ° * . - . 
Driver :—‘‘ Ou, WELL, YER CAN AVE ANYTHING ELSB YER LIKE, YOU KNOW; BUT NOBODY | asses are common throughout the United 


AIN'T ASKED YER WOT YOU'LL ’AVB YET.” 


Kingdom. 








Worldly Wise. 


THE Whitehall Review and the World are at loggerheads, and the | 
former journal has stigmatised the Editor of the latter asthe ‘ Bill | 
We wonder why Mr. Edmund Yates has | 
Is it because he is unccmmonly gocd at a| 
Roland for an Oliver, and is also possessed of a remarkably gocd 


Sikes’’ of Journalism. 
been thus styled ? 


A Con. ror BecGInners. —When is a man like a mountain f—When 
he’s Snowed-on ! 


A Te(a)rrible Trouble. 


A rubsLic meeting was held on Monday to settle the question of tare 
on hops. As the season is just commencing it was thought to bea 
fitting Acpportunity to decide this weighty matter. For ourselves, we 
always believe in an allowance for fair wear and tear. 


Mr. Proctor’s article in the current number of The Contemporary 
Review, ‘‘ The new crater in the moon,”’ will cause Irishmen to take a 
strcng interest in that planet. They will never be able to do without 

‘**a dhrop of the craytur.’’ 
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SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED AUTHORS. 


eke 


By tug Avutuor or ‘' 93,” ‘*Tue History or A Grime,” &c., Ke. 





CHAPTER I.—Sgaxrcuino. 

HE was lost! In this world nothing is 
lost! Itis only mislaid. She was Miss 
Lade: yet she was lost! Where was 

she? She was in London. London is in 
England. It is a great city—as large as 
Paris! It is as hard to discover a person 
in London as ‘‘ to find a needle in a bottle 
of hay.’’ This is an English phrase. They 
bottle hay, and rack it, like wine! It is 
made into chaff. The people are fond of 
chaff. The Scotchman lives on oats, the 
Irishman on potatoes, the Englishman on 
chaff. 

Tom Harry sought her. He wanted to 
marry her! He hoped she also wanted Tom 
Harry. But he had lost her. He knew she 
was in London, therefore he was in London. 
They gave him chaff. He could not find 
the needle in it. She was his needle. He was a Pole—an English 
naturalized Pole. He would stick at nothing to find her. ‘They 
were true to each other as Needle and Pole! but were now as far 
apart as two Poles! 





He inquired of many. 





CHAPTER II.—Cum Grano Satis. 


The world is always large. Society is small. But Tom Harry and 
Miss Lade were in the world. They were notin Society! He had to 
seek her out of Society. Endeavour to catch a globule of mercury in 
adrawer. It flies—it escapes—it separates into atoms—it joins again 
and rolls away—it is lost—it is found—it is never secured! It eludes 
you—it is a demon—a wild spirit that vanishes as you think you grasp 
it! So was Miss Lade to Tom Harry! He thought that he saw her— 
but she became invisible' He could not find her. She found herself— 
it was in furnished apartments ! 





CHAPTER III.—Arirumeric. 


He hadaclue! But what was a clue in so wilda maze as the great 
London? In Paris the police would have found her. In London 
there were, at that time, no police. They were ‘‘reserved forces,”’ 
and had been called out in case of war! When so used there are no 
police. The authorities then make constables of the prisoners. It is 
a maxim of English law, ‘‘Set a thief to catch a thief.’’ But Miss 
Lade was not a thief—except that she had stolen the heart of Tom 
Harry! This was not a legal felony—therefore the police could not 
catch her! The clue was a piece of paper found in her room in Paris. 
On it was written the number 31”? and ‘‘ London.’”? That was all! 





CHAPTER IV.—CrircuMamBIEnT. 


How to find this number 31? That was the problem. Tom Harry 
had graduated at Oxford—not Cambridge. This was the error! 
A Cambridge man would have been able to calculate the probabilities, 
and obtained a result. Tom Harry had to discover her equation. 
She was X (an unknown quantity). He was A, but he was + C 
(that is minus cash)! The postulate was that A—C+B=X. What 
was the B in the equation ?—probably a book. What book ?—decidedly 
a London directory! He bought one. Itisa large book—a heavy 
one! Hecould not carry it—yet it was a necessary work of reference. 
Difficulties must be conquered. Man was made to overcome them! 
Tom Harry succeeded! He purchased a ‘‘ single’’ perambulator—not 
a ‘‘ double’’—one they double up! The leaves of the directory were 
doubled down. Therefore the perambulator and the book were in 
accord! He wheel’d about his book. It was his child !—he had bought 
it! They allow this in England, where they sell wives at Smithfield ! 
He found his way about. This child was his guide! Is not childhood 
the very best and purest guide to manhood? and does not manhood 
only lead us into a second childhood? But among all the numbers 
‘‘ thirty-one,” he had not found her! He was in a fog. She was 
mist. He was in a London fog! It was dark and thick as Erebus! 
But he could not see e’er a *‘ bus.” They could not run; nor could 
he. He had lost Miss Lade—he had now lost himself! He asked a 
sweeper of crossings where was he? He was told that he was ut the 
corner of the Park of Hyde! It was true. 





CHAPTER V.—Wuar Happens 1s Aways THE UNFORESEEN. 

There are dark periods in the history of nations. It is the same 
with individuals. It wasso with Tom Harry. He was at the Park 
of Hyde—at one corner of it! It was a place to hide in—hence the 
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Was she hidden there? It was a natural thoughé. He would 
search it, and would find her! But how? He knew not the way! 
Here steps in Fate, which governs all things. It was a policeman! 
There were only two left of the reserves—one to guard the Tower, 
where the Queen resides; the other in charge of Constitution Hill, 
which is by the corner of Hyde Park. Under ordinary circumstances 
the police of London are not permitted to talk. They are only allowed 
to say, ‘‘Move on!” This is the Englishman’s watchword! The 
Americans have the same, in effect; they say, ‘‘ Go ahead e The 
policeman in charge of Constitution Hill was absolved from this rule 
by an Order in Council. It was an important office. ‘The preserva- 
tion of the Queen and Constitution (which is kept on the Hull named 
from it) is of the greatest national consequence. Therefore the 
policeman was a high official, and allowed to speak. Tom Harry 
addressed him, explaining his position and quest for Miss Lade. The 
policeman pointed to his collar and the figures on it, exclaimed—‘‘I 
am number ‘31’! Miss Lade lodges with my wife!’’ The clue was 
right! She was found! 


name. 


FINIS. 





TO A CERTAIN MP. 
Marcus, with kerchief all awry 
And hair unkempt and glassy eye, 
And clothes that never fit you,—hence ! 
Well chosen were you, as I live, 
Most fitting representative 
Of your unwashed Constituents. 


DEMOBILIZATION DEMORALIZATION. 


‘* On Saturday morning a continued disbandment of the Reserves stationed at 
Portsmouth Garrison took place, and about a thous:nd more men were despatched 
to their homes. Some 300 of them from the outly'ng ports of Gosport were 
marched to the dockyard to take passage in the Cymra for Dublin. The men 
on the march had behaved in a very riotous manner, and just before arriving 
at the dockyaid they broke through all restraint,” &c., &c., &c.—See the daily 


papers. 

The Reserves being a band of men whom the Queen has delighted to 
honour, we are bound in the interest of the service without a-band-on 
to give our honest opinion that the men being disbanded were 
already /oose, and, therefore, in their state of disbandment were not ina 
position to break ‘‘ through all restraint.’’ ‘The public must not judge 
of them, either as a trained band under discipline, but rather as *‘ free 
lances,”’ doing a little skirmishing on their own account, or at worst, 
an ‘‘ awkward squad ”’ leading a forlorn hope. Still, for the honour of 
all concerned and the peace of sweet Erin, we will pray, From all such 
Reserves kind Heaven preserve us. 


Whip ’em all Round. 

Tue controversy between the advocates of Birching versus Boxing 
on the Ear continues to rage. It is noteworthy, however, that only 
the old boys have spoken in favour of either method of scholastic 
punishment. It is distance that lends dimness to their view of bunches 
of twigs from the tree of knowledge and applications of the hand which, 
if bestowed now, after long (y)ears of cessation, would probably provoke 
the old fogies into taking sides with the Marquis Townshend, and ‘‘ M, 
A., Cambridge,’’ who advocate the entire abolition of corporal punish- 
ment ir schools. Why not havea public exposition of the two systems, 
under the patronage of Sir John Astley? ihe experiments to be per- 
formed on the persons of the elderly controversialists, the referees to 
consist of a committee of schoolboys? ‘‘ M.A , Cambridge,” writing to 
the Daily News, draws attention to the fact that, ‘‘ recently three strong 
men (or brutes), parson, curate, and schoolmaster, flogged in Herts.”’ 
It is singular that wherever such punishment begins it invariably ter- 
minates unhappily there. 


How to Live for Ever. 


Ir the members of the Alexandra’s Pride Lodge of Good Templars 
are desirous of retaining that benign influence over benighted Finsbury 
which they are known to possess, they will hasten to secure in per- 
petuity the sweet savour which is redolent in the eloquence of Brother 
Herring. In order to assist in the rescue of the perishing at Wood 
Green, Brother Herring ‘‘ urged that moderation was indefinable. He 
was told that before he had been an abstainer for three months he 
would be a dead man. He had abstained for nine years, and could not 
die for the life of him.’” We can imagine how the perishing of Wood 
Green would grin at this. To them, henceforward, the Tupperian 
phrase ‘‘ as dead as a herring’ will have another and nobler meaning. 


Gramatically Relaxed. 
Ir is said that the Cyprian ladies dye their hair toa fine brown 
colour by means ofa plant called ‘‘henna.’’ This accounts for the 
climate being pronotaced hennavating. 
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FORGIVE AND FORGET. 


Standing Boy ( patronisingly) :—‘‘ Don’t kneeL, Tommy, I’ve 
TO FORGIVE you FoR.” 

Kneeling Boy (surprisedly):—‘* Wuat! NoTHINK ! 
GOTTEN THAT AWFUL LICKING | GAVE YOU ALREADY, HAVE You ?”’ 





THEN You’ 


A QUEER QUERIST QUERULOUS. 3 
Dizzy, to ourselves. i 
Humpeu!! Where's the ducal coronet E 


That Bizzy promised [ should get ? 
What ? only win a garter 
For all my trouble and my toil 
In snatching Cyprus for a spoil 
And chaining up a Tartar!!! a 
Bah ! 
Then there’s that bugbear Gladstone, too, | 
And his ‘‘ inebriated’’ crew, | 
With ‘‘ devilish” intentions, } 
Flinging their firebrands into Greece, | 
And mouthing in the face of Peace 
About ‘‘ insane conventions.”’ 
Bah !! | 
And Derby ! even he must try 
To dab his finger in the pie 
And poison all the gravy ; 
Say nothing more about it, Fun, 
We’ve done our best for everyone, 
‘‘ The Army and the Navy.’’ 
Bah!!! 
P.S.—Carnarvon now is ill at ease !— 
Well, were I Mephistophiles 
At Brumdemonium’s ‘‘ caucus,”’ 
With Sal to play the Belial part, 
We'd overturn their apple-cart, 
Though Johnny strove to baulk us. 
Bah!!!! 


| A ‘‘ Waity’’ Notion. 

An enterprising manager has determined to do away 
with the long ‘‘ waits’’ between the acts of pieces at 
his theatre; and he is making arrangements, we hear, 
by which the audience will be treated to Christmas 
waits between the acts instead. We think it well to 

prepare the public for this coming terrible ‘‘ blow!” 
| 


A Quizzer. 


NOTHING W uar is a bare-faced lie ?—A truth clean shaven. 


Wuere Mopet Men anp WoMEN MAY BE FOUND.— 
At Madame Tussaud’s. 


VE FOR- 


——— = 








WATER WAG(TAIL)ERY. 


An interesting ornithological story comes to us from the South 
Coast. A pair of water wagtails, it appears, have lately built their 
nest in a third-class carriage upon the railway, making daily journeys 
to and from town, and under these peculiarly moving circumstances 
are rearing a young and promising family. The lady wagtail aceom- 
panies the family mansion on its travels, while her lord remains at the 
station, taking up a temporary abode on the telegraph wires, chirping 
‘* Here stands a post,’’ and of course sending and receiving telegrams 
from time to time as to how the world wags—also how the little 
wagtails are enjoying their ride, and when they may be expected home 
todinner. At either end of the journey, Mrs. Wagtail, upon passing 
the wicket, is accustomed to say ‘‘ Season,’’ and the ticket-collectors, 


no doubt, knowing her to be a wag in her way, merely wag their heads | 


and affect to believe the tale. Many speculations have been hazarded 


as to the guiding motives of the Wagtail family in preferring to | 


travel third-class, which happens to be the more remarkable a choice, 
inasmuch as, belonging to the genus Motacil/a, it has been suggested 
that they moght ha’ siller enough to travel first. Doubtless, however, 
the cares and expenses of a young family are sufficient to dictate the 
more economical rate of conveyance, while the scandalously high price 
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| of everything at the seaside, especially lodgings, to say nothing of 
| their discomforts and the rapacity of lodging-house cats, accounts 
| clearly enough for Mrs. Wagtail’s preference for being always on the 
|'move. The story, on the whole, is interesting from a scientific point 
| of view, as establishing the fact that the water wagtail is a bird of 
| passage—that is to say, of passenger trains. 


_Josephine, to her Bold Captain of the 5th West York 
Militia. 
I’vg got thy gold and thou may’st go, 
I’ve made thee pay for saying ‘‘ No”’ ; 
Had'st thou said ‘‘ Yes”’ thou’d’st kept thy money, 
But I’) not quarrel with thee, honey. 


| Tus Dead Sea is very salt, but on the coast of Kent you can find 
| Sea-salter. 


: NOTICE !—Next week, 
THE HOLIDAY DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


PsrorusELy ILLUsTRATED.—ONE VPENNY. 


| Homeopathic Cadbury's Cocoa Easence. 
and other pre- 
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venience of theatre-goers. 


but outside the house also 
he has a shining light. 

At the Opera Comique 
a new satirical sketch 
against the China mania 
has been produced by Mr. 
George Grossmith, entitled 
Cups and Saucers, which 
suits the audience to a 
Tea. 

Messrs. Chas. Wilmott 
and Clarence Holt will 
shortly re-open the Duke’s. 
Mr. Holt’s reputation as 
a tragedian is undoubtedly 
suggestive that this house 
may once more be found 
doing a /egitimate business, 
and as Mr. Wilmott has 
long been the proprietor 
of the Occidental Tavern, 
he certainly ought to un- 
derstand the public taste. 

Mr. Byron’s new piece 
for the Haymarket will be 
entitled  Covnsctence-money. 
This ought to be a success, 
for the Exchequer always 
benefits by conscience- 
money. 

Lord Newry has taken 
the St. James’s, and Mr. 
and Mrs. W. H. Kendal 
will, it is said, be his 
tenants-at-will. The lady 
ought to make a splendid 
manageress, for she would 
always have a Wii/( Kendal) 
of her own. 

The great success of 
Queen's Evidence is mainly 
due to the water scene, 
which is said to be the most 
thrilling sensation ever 
witnessed. Naturally, in a 
lock scene, everyone would 
be on the ‘‘ gui-vive.” 

The fire at Mr. Fred 
Vokes’ residence last Mon- 
day burnt out the rear of 
the house. This is a fact, 
he was rearly burnt out. 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue popular Gaiety has re-opened under the management of Mr. | 
John Hollingshead, who has done so much for the comfort and con- | 
As a further proof of his desire to please | 
his patrons, he has not only engaged eminent artistes inside the theatre, | 
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VIEWS OF POPULAR SEASIDE PLACES. 





PEG WELL. 










| If Mrs. Vokes had a good deal to say on the occasion it is not 
| surprising, as her wardrobe was utterly destroyed. 


An a Bridge’d Sentence. 
Frances Matrgy was fined 40s. on Saturday last at the Hammer- 


emith Police Court for a 

ing a baby-farming estab- 
lishment contrary to law. 
The defendant is described 
as aged and infirm, but we 
think she was old enough 
to know better than half 
starve and neglect the 
children she engaged to 
nurse, as it was proved she 
had done. It is certainly 
a fine idea to let her off with 
the payment of forty shil- 
lings—a sentence, we main- 
tain, utterly inadequate for 
the crime of this old bear, 
whom we would severely 
punish as a Nurser Major, 
though by no means one of 
the heavenly order. 


A-peer-ent to all. 

Ir seems that the local 
pronunciation of Beacons- 
field is Beckansfield, hence 
the familiar nickname of 
‘* Becky.’’ Of course those 
who thought it originated 
from the Premier’s simi- 
larity to the heroine of 
Vanity Fair cannot be 
censured, for if the noble 
earl is ‘‘ Becky”’ by name, 
he is ‘* Sharpe” by nature. 


Singular Sympathy. 

Watitina for dinner 
makes the saliva acid, and 
it has a similar effect upon 
the temper. 


Sootuinc Tuovcut.—If 
you wish to pay your debts, 
you have paid them. Your 
creditors cannot deny that 
there has been pay-meant. 

A Rartway Rervection. 
—The lamp may be dim; 
nevertheless, it is not 
pleasant to have a pair of 
snuffers in the carriage. 
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GOING FOR A HOLEDAY. 
Jones :— Weir, Bauown, AND WHAT SORT OF QUARTERS HAVE YOU GOT?”’ 
Brown (who is only able to get a miserable stuffy dirty back bedroom) :—‘‘ QUARTERS YOU CALL IT, MY BOY; COME AND SEE IT~—WHY, IT’S A 
COMPLETE (W)HOLE.”’ 








———— 


| Populi recti.—People who really come down for the sea air.® 
SIME VERY UNCOMMON OBJECTS OF THE SEASIDE. Populi non relegens ludum.—VPeople who don’t read our seaside 
Navieulator verax —The truthful boatman, who doesn’t say he’s | number.? 
going to sail directly.' B+ ie ee 
Agrestis non disstmulans.—The landsman who doesn't affect to be HONOUR TO WHOM HONOUR IS DUE.” 
rautical.* 
lu gus remex exper'us.—The cad who knows how to manage a boat. 





A prioce can mak a belted knight, 
A ma quis, duke, and a’ that; 


Cancer affabilis.—The obliging crab that walks into the pocket- But an honest man’s ab»on his might, 
handkerchief spread open to receive it. Guid faith he maupa fa’ that.— Burns. 

Vu1g9 placida.—The young lady who waits her turn for the bathing What stronger brea>tplate than a heart untainted ?—Shakespeare. 
machine, and never declares she was there first.° — ne 

S tiatus puer.—The little boy who knows when he has had enough Goop eo lord ? 
refreshments of all sorts.* es : : : ’ 7 

Puella provida.—The young lady who has got a bit of ’bacca about | There's nothing like good honest dealing, 
her when a poor boatman asks her for it. Aut ae thy views with mine accord, | 

Beatus nauta.—The poor boatman who has got some ’bacca of his I < Sue, Wonet Saaee Soe Seow <faeleng 
own, Po 

Turba miserata.—The pitying crowds who sympathise with the B Inaction is acutely painful ; 
sorrows of Channel voyagers. ut ss it not consoling, when ‘ 

Verus .E. hiopie cantator.—The true melodist of Ethiopia.* We no more suffer the disdainful ? 

Civis candidus.—The cockney cad who doesn’t pretend to be any- (CARNARVON to Denby.) 
body else. I thank thee much, my noble earl, 

‘omis orientalis. —The courteous East-ender, who forbears to say For all thy generous thoughts about me. 
‘* Whoa Emma!” every time he meets a lady. The flag that we elect to furl 

Mendaculi fide’issimi.—The mendacious friends who, after fibbing to Is stainless, and thou wilt not doubt me 
each other in town about going on the Continent, meet on Engtish If I predict the day will wake 
sands and embrace. | When those who branded us with treason 

Paterfamilias feliz.—The contented family man who doesn't want to Will laud us that we did not ‘* make 
get back to town.® ; | The worse appear the better reason.” 

Viator plicabilis.—Thoe easy-going visitor who doesn't grumble at Derny. And yet I feel inclined to chafe. 
everything.’ CaRNARVON. For that, my lord, I cannot chide thee. 

Cimex sidigena.—The native nuisance that wasn't brought down from Dersy. But in mine honour [ am safe. 
London. Carnarvon. Then ‘take the good the gods provide thee.” 
' Very uncommoner, * Most uncommonest. * Quite too awfully uncommon. * These are the true mermaids and mermen of society, held by many to be 

an * Uncreated, > Quite unkoown altogether apocryphal. 
* Takes a lot of finding. * Supposed to be now extinct. * Specimens may be sent to 153, Flee.-street—carria,e paid, 


SSS 





il tnd 
eaten el 





Ave. 21, 1878.] 


rw: 





‘“A COMPLETE REST FOR THE BRAIN.” 
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**So, here is the Railway time-book; let us see where 
we can go, and when.”’ 


Saath fists Y/ 


‘** Ah! here is a train which leaves London at 9 a m., and arrives at Ha: bourmouth two honrs 
before ; and here is another which catches another which starts long before it arrives; ard 
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here is another which leaves London at 1 p m., and arrives at the middle of its journey 
at 12 30 p.m., calling at the end of its journey on the way; and here’s —.”’ 
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So he just settled himself to puzzle the matter out, and — 





* Hullo! ’? he said, sudden!y ; “‘ why, the month's up, and I must return to my work ; 
but I’ve given my brain a: ice rest.” 
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‘WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS.” 


First Yokel :—** WHAT BE THEE DOING OF, JEAMES?”’ 
Second ditto: —** Norutna. Wuat BE you ?” 

First ditto :-—‘* MINDING THE CHILDREN.” 

Second ditto :—‘* WHERE BE THEY? ’’ 

First ditto :—‘* DaNGED IF OI KNoW.’’ 








SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


TrRopuontius (N THR HIGHLAND3—A MIDNIGHT RID8—A HUNGRY 
ARRIVAL—PREPARATIONS FOR GROUSEB-SHOOTING. 


My pear nuTSassgnaca Eprror,—I beg to enclose you the following 
DIARY OF MY LIFE IN THE HIGHLANDS. 


Friday, August 9th.—The Kuddikairt has come round (it is a donkey- 
cart, and should be spelt, [ have since discovered, ** cuidy cairt’’). 
[ts owner agrees to drive me to Sheiling therein for ten shillings. It 
is the whole sum I possess, but perhaps Higgs will ‘* part’? when we 
arrive. It is growing dark as we start. Atvter a while the driver and 
I are silent. Conversation is not carried on under favourable circum- 
stances when the parties to it have to repeat each sentence several 
times before they can make themselves understood—it is, in fact, rather 
tiring ; we drop it after the first half hour, and [| fix my attention on 
our road. I soon discover it to be very hilly and not altogether free 
from boulders, consequently our journey consists of a series of rushes 
down hill—during which I am in danger of pitching head-foremost on 





| 
| 
| 


| We make for the sound, and rattle at the back door. 





| hunger! 


to the ‘‘cuddy's’’ back—alternated by slow scrambles up—during | 


which [ have to cling to the ‘cairt’’ like grim death to avoid 
slipping out behind. There is an ‘*up’’ precipice of an unknown 
height on our left, and a ‘‘down”’ precipice of an unknown depth on 
our right, which makes turning a corner at the bottom of a hill exciting. 
Every now and then we jolt and sway across a rustic wooden bridge, 
devoid of railing, under which a rush of white water roars from the 
unknown height to the unknown depth. Iam cold and hungry and 
sleepy, and my portmanteau is nota comfortable seat. Nothing breaks 
the silence but the rattle of our wheels and the patter of the **cuddy’s”’ 
feet. The tall firs are solemn and gloomy. Visions of ‘ reivers”’ 


and **caterns,’’—which | believe to have been a kind of robbers—tales | 


of travellers lured to mountain fastnesses and robbed and held to 
ransom flit before my mind’s eye. I steala look at my companion. 
He is burly and strong—we are far from human habitation—and I am 
an old, old man, weak aud defenceless. ‘True I have little that is 
valuable in my possession, but how do I know what is without value to 
a Scotchmanr Even as I gaze he seems to loom large and terrible, 
then he waves about and becomes indistinct ; there is a low rumbling in 
my ears—I hope we are on the right road : ° . ° ° 

I wake with a start. We have stopped, and the driver is leaning 
— me! What is he saying? Is he demanding my money or my 
ife t 





| to-night as people are coming. 


| money. 


If I could only get at that gun that I have borrowed for the | 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


| PARLIAMENT PROROGUED. 


Now Parliament's closed and the season is done, 
Each M.P. is glad of a rest ; 

The fearful quick pace that the Session has run 
Has tired out the strongest and best. 

The worry, the rancour, the wear and the tear, 
And all the long speeches are o’er, 

Now every member is free from his care, 
And off to the ‘‘ moor”’ or the ‘* shore.”’ 


Away to the shooting, the fishing, and all 
The fun that gives joy to our life ; 
There lazily loitering forget the shrill call 
That summons them on to the strife. 
Where parties contend with fierce battle of words, 
And sit till the dawn of the day ; 
How glad they must feel ; while they slaughter the birds, 
From strife in ‘‘ The House”’ they’re away. 





THE NAVAL REVIEW, 
AvGustT 13TH. 


Tue elements, so legends say, 
Would not the Danish king obey, 
And Spithead’s maritime display 
Shews equal churlishness to-day 
To Royalty’s accustomed sway. 
That they should say so sternly ‘‘ Nay’ 
To prayers from pens and lips ; 
That rain and haze should intervene 
| Thus to spoil what was to have been, 
Marring the programme and the scene ; 
For, as our readers all have seen, 
The ships did not sail past their Queen, 
But, hiding bravely her chagrin, 
The Queen sailed past her ships. 


A Lawyer’s Rovurg.—Via Sligo. 


| 
| 


shooting! Hush! ‘* Way’re theer,”’ he says. With some difficulty 
I discover that he means we have arrived at our destination. I take 
a look round and find we are in front of a long low one-storied house, 
thatched and white-washed. ‘The windows are dark, and everybody 
appears to be in bed, but a faint wailing sound proceeding apparently 
from the back of the premises, falls upon my ear, recalling my native 
City-road, where I see in imagination a hard-featured young 
woman in a kilt who dances the sword-dance to gentle strains, 


| discoursed by a gaunt highlander. Some one is practising the bagpipes. 


We rattle for 
several minutes without effect. The pipes are deafening, and I am 
rapidly growing frantic, when there comes a lull. We rattle 
desperately and long, and with better success. A red-headed youth 
opens the door. From him I learn that Higgs has been in bed since nine 
o'clock, so I have to pay for the ‘‘ cuddy cairt’”’ myself after all—I 
hope its owner will enjoy his ride back! ‘There is nothing to eat, I 
find, except a half basin of cold oatmeal porridge and a couple of 
tough cakes the youth calls ‘‘ bawps,”’ and I am nearly dying of 
It’s too bad of Higgs, but there’s nothing for it but bed I 
suppose. The aspect of my room somewhat mollities me; it is neatly 
furnished and of decent size ; the dressing table is well appointed, the 
mattress is ‘‘spring,’’ and a comfortable dressing gown reclines upon 
an adjacent chair. This is really very attentive of Higgs. Five 
minutes more and I am fast asleep. 

Saturday, 10¢h.—Woke to the sound of pipes. Higgs very grumpy 
at breakfast—says I ought to have been here on Monday, no good 
coming now—lot of fellows coming to-night for the shooting. Don’t 
like to mention the ten shillings for the ‘‘ cuddy cairt.’’ It seems that 
bed-room wasn’t ‘meant for me either, (I’ve seen mine, it’s a sort of a 
loft, with slanting roof—hope nothing startles me in the night as if I 
sit up rather suddenly my head and the ceiling will come rather 
sharply together.) We set to cleaning guns for Monday. Higgs seems 
surprised that I have brought one. The red headed youth has gone 
somewhere for eatables. Higgs says J’d better cook the dinner 
I didn’t bargain to wait at table 
though and not have mine till after. He says I d better not come into 
the smoking room either, as his friends are particular who they mix 
with! Dash his impudence! I'd go back at once, but I’ve no 
Perhaps the grouse will make up for it—l’ve made rather 
advantageous arrangements with a London poulterer. 

I'll let you know how I get on next week. Meantime I should say 
Cyprus is a good investment for the Leger.—I am, &c., TroPuonivs. 
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ARTER THE SESSION.—COOLING THEIR NA 


Mis. Britannia :—‘‘ NOW THEN, DUCKEY, KEEP Y¥ 
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NAUGHTY LITTLE TEMPERS. 
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EEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT.” 
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SEASIDE SONG TO A BELOVED ONE. 
By A LoITERER oN THE BEACH. 
(For ALusic.) 
shrimp, 


Mm 
y, The red, red shrimp we buy, 


But if you would the reason know, 
I cannot tell you why. 


love is like the red, red 


My love is like the firm, firm cod, 
That in the streets they sell, 
But pray don’t ask me to explain, 

[ really cannot tell. 


My love is like the flat, flat sole, 
Che sole so nice when fried, 
But ask me not to tell you why, 

I couldn’t if I tried. 


My love is like the gay, gay crab, 
That backwards makes its way, 
But where is the similitude, 
I really cannot say. 





Oh, say what is she like 


My love! 
That’s not all scale or tail ? 
Alas! I fear my only love 
Is very like a whale. 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER IN THE ISLE 
OF THANET., 


When asked to furnish you with some brief reminiscences of the 
South Coast watering-places, sir, I at once determined to refresh my 
memory by a flying visit; so I took a cab, which is the next thing 
to taking a fly, you will admit, and told the Jehu to drive me to 
Margate jetty. He could not have been more surprised if I had told 
him to drive me out of my senses; but after some explanation, aided 
by the exhibition of untold gold in my carpet bag, he undertook the 
job, and after adventures, which I reserve tor my book on the ‘ Inner 

ife of a Cabbing-it Correspondent,’’ he put me down at 
MarGare, 

Where I at once took measures to put up at the Royal. I found 
this favourite watering-place much as usual, though on the whole, 
perhaps, a little more so; and I say a ‘‘ little more so,’’ because it is 
quite possible to have a big mor-ceau. The water, as it generally is 
off the pier, was of a ‘‘jetty”’ green, and the breezes blew, whilst 
the numerous copies of this journal I saw on the pier were as un- 
doubtedly read, as the cockney, whose hat blew off into the sea, was an 
unlucky wight. 

Such colourable suggestions, however, are not what you want, I 
expect, and I must confess I myself felt tempted to begin an ode to 
the place, had I not been summarily stopped by conscientious scruples 
as to the legitimacy of making Margate rhyme with ‘‘ target.’’ 

To fall back on prose—not rugged prose like Carlyle’s, thank good- 
ness !—I will at once add that Margate was full, though not so full as 
I have known it. There was that memorable season, for instance, 
when, after searching for sleeping quarters—for even in those days, 
sir, I did nothing by halves—for weary hours, I had to choose 
between a billiard-table and an oyster-bed, whilst my friend had to 
be content with a top long drawer, the ‘‘ crib’’ that had been offered 
him having turned out to be anything but voluminous, although it 
was a volume from Bohn’s Classic Authors, translation series. 

The great guns of Margate are naturally found at the Fort, the 
lodging-letting garrison of which would doubtless charge a foreign 
invading force as boldly as they do their fellow-countrymen. All the 
Margaters, indeed, try to make their Haul by the Sea, or out of it; 
and, not content with thus turning the ‘‘C” to account, they also 
make their ‘‘ A,’’ as they call it, whilst the sun shines. 

My landlady went so far on one occasion as to charge me extra for 
candles every time I had a ‘“‘dip.’’ This system of extortion soon 
drove me away, and, though I had not then, as now, a cabman to 
drive me, there was a growler in each case, and in each case that 
growler came in due time to 

RAMSGATE. 

There was a time when the East Cliff at Ram’s-gait was very 
much like a sheep’s walk. Nous avons (that is, Mr. Davis and I) changé 
tout cela, and there is no English watering-place that can show any- 
thing equal to the Granville and its Marina. ‘‘ Ah," thought I, as I 
drove up to the door of the hotel just named, ‘ people no longer come 
to Ramsgate for merely Thanetary reasons.’ ‘hus musing, two 
eee servants came out and begged to be allowed to assist me to 
alight. 
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“Thank you!’’ I replied; ‘‘I never smoke before dinner !’’ and 
the liveried ones at once spread the news that your extra-special re- 
porter had arrived, and begun to let off his quips already. 

Staying in the hotel long enough to convulse the excellent manager 
with my jokes—several sodas also split in consequence of my face- 
tiousness—I went down to the sands, and began taking notes behind 
a bathing-machine. The rumour at once got about that [ was Mr. 
Frith making sketches for a new picture of Ramsgate sands ; and all 
the girls began, forthwith, to assume elegant attitudes, and say, 
‘‘prunes, potatoes, and prisms!’’ to themselves, whilst a wandering 
vocalist remained shaking on an upper note till he almost choked. 

But as you are aware, sir, I am not a painter—as I told you on that 
memorable occasion when you desired me not to darken your office- 
door again—and what I was doing behind the bathing-machine was 
simply to pour out my soul in verse, thusly :— 

At RAMsGATE. 


Once again the poet stands 

With his feet on Ramsgate sands, 
And he sees in rows of chairs 
People sit in groups and pairs, 
Gazing on the ocean blue, 
Listening to the niggers, too, 
Posing for their photograph, 
Midst a show’r of harmless chaff ; 
Watching men the rope-trick try, 
Whilst they nuts and ices buy ; 
Laughing, chattering, who but they, 
Whilst their olive-branches play ; 
Now endeav ring shrimps to grab, 
Chasing now the bow-kneed crab, 
Digging ditches, building forts, 
Castles raising, making ports ; 
Burying their papas in sand, 
Riding donkeys down the strand ; 
Happy in their elfin glee, 

Oh, that one of them were he 
Who with pain and pencil stands 
Watching them on Ramsgate sands ! 


Pardon me, sir, for dropping a tear at this juncture; but the sight 
of an urchin throwing sea-bottles at his nurse was too much for me. 
It was my favourite amusement as an urchin ; and I longed to seize & 
spade and fall to work making sand Cypruses with the rest, till, at 
last, quite overcome, I rushed back, and, getting into my cab without 
calling the driver, was driven back to London by the force of my 


newly-aroused feelings. 


SONNET ON THE SHINGLE. 


HE waves roll in with a solemn sound 
And the shingle rattles adown the 
beach, 
The urchin builds him a sandy mound, 
And maidens waver while lovers 
beseech. 
The sun sinks low in the far, far west, 
And the gold gleams glint o’er the opal 


tide 
While she that is fairest and dearest and 
best 
Is silent and tremulous close to my side. 
The young moon flickers across the wave, 
Our tongues cannot utter the thoughts 
‘ that rise, 
Our voices are dumb as the silent grave, 
As we gaze in amaze in the fathomless skies. 
But the wind blows cold o’er the starlit sea, 
And we think we’ll go home and have shrimps for tea. 





Oh Law! 


In .entencing the call boy, Tucker, who was charged with stealing 
£90 from the Opera Comique, the Bow-street Magistrate thought fit 
to make some remarks which, to our thinking, hardly fit the case. 
Mr. Vaughan said he awarded the lenient sentence of 21 days’ 
imprisonment because the prisoner seemed ‘‘a sharp, promising lad.”’ 
A boy who succeeds in embezzling so large a sum from his employers 
may possibly be sharp, in fact, comparatively speaking, he is a 
sharper, but we should hardly consider him a promising lad, judged 
by his recent performance. We have no wish to carp at justice being 
tempered with mercy, but your raison a’étre, Mr. Vaughan, Vaughan’t 
do; it looks as though the injunction to indifferently adminster Justice 
had been too literally obeyed. 


A slight Aguatntance—One who cuts you in the street. 
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BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE. 


Juliet :—** Won’? YOU WALK DOWN TOWN WITH MEF” 


Romeo: —‘* COULDN'T THINK OF IT, MY LOVE; I’VE GOT TO DO THIS PIPE— | 


AND ANOTHER!”’ 


FUN'S GUIDE TO THE SOUTH COAST. 


_N.B.—We are only able to furnish a few extracts from the forth- 
coming work which will, in so many Fundamental particulars differ 
from all existing guide-books.— Eb. Fun. ] 

HASTINGS. 

(Hotels : Ho! tell them not, there’s such alot. Four-horse breaks 
leave daily for Fairlight Glen and Lover’s Seat. But do they come 
back, that is the question, or break up en route, and branch P) 

We cannot consider this town from a sanafory point of view, for it 
returns two Liberals to Parliament, but there is a eamera obscura on 
the pier from which it may be considered from any other point of view 
for fourpence (children and the working classes half-price.) 


Judging by the fuss it has lately made about its railway station, its” 


Jines Fave not fallen to it in pleasant places; but it has a Prince 
Albert Memorial and a Russian Gun, which must be seen to be believed. 


Its pier is a noble one, with a concert hall at its extremity—a Hall , 


on the Sea, in effect, the building being made waterproof by the free 
use (f concert-pitch. 

Amongst its many sources of interest are the shares of the above 
yler company, its ruined castle (in very bad preservation, although 
thousands repair there every ecason), its Aquarium capital (as well as 
its capital Aquarium), and its fisherman’s quarter in the old town. 





HAYLING ISLAND. 
(Hotel: There is but one, so you can’t miss it.) 


Unless you have been to Havant the chances are that you haven't 
been to Hayling, for it is at Havant you change for the healthy and 
happy island in question. Hayling, indeed, ought to be the reigning 
favourite amongst thore who like health and strength and rural plenty 
and solitude, combined with a splendid sea and an expanse of shore, 
+e which all the children in Hampshire might be turned out to play in 
safety. 


Bournemouth has its fir trees and Hayling Island has its furze also 
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‘doing so, indeed, thence it got to becalled Hayling Island; anda 


[Ave. 21, 1878. 





| MY PRINCE’S COMB. 


By ANGELINA GUSHINGTON. 





‘‘ The Shell Comb supplied for the use of the Prince last Friday 
is for sale.”’— Bristol Paper, July, 1878. 





I wave it! my Beauty! my Treasure ! 
My Prince’s own tortoise-shell comb ! 
My happiness nothing can measure 
Except by this Pride of my Home! 
My heart ever joyfully blesses 
The chance that enables me now 
To use the same comb for my tresses 
That circled round Royalty’s brow. 


I found—and it fully convinces 
My reason, that Fortune is kind! 
Some hair (guaranteed) of the Prince's 
The teeth of my Treasure entwined 
Still deeper this dipped in my pocket— 
I loved with the money to part ; 
| I’ve got them enshrined in a locket, 
And wear it just over my heart. 


| One only possession would heighten 

| My joy in the relic I've got ! 

| How greatly my life it would brighten 
Had I—but alas! I have not— 

His Brusues! O could I but get them! 
I'd gladly pay anything down! 

| And promise [ never would let them 

| Touch aught but the hair of the Crown. 


THE RESULT OF ‘ EDUCATION.” 


Dizzy had a little flock, 

As all of you must know, 

And sure wherever Dizzy went, 
That flock was sure to go. 


From the advertising columns of a conterporary we 
learn that a west-end hairdresser ‘‘ supplies artificially 
| perfectly natural-looking eyebrows, 21s. the pair, for- 
| warded on receipt of P.O.O. with colour desired.”’ 
| After this who shall say that ‘‘ Nature is above Art”’ ? 
| Itis very sad to think that after admiring the wondrously 
| arched brows of some fair (or dark) damsel that her very 
archness is false. 


| 


and beach, with rabbits enough to make it a thriving burrow right away. 

' It has its country-lanes, also, its apple orchards, its native oysters, and 
its rose-embowered cottages, most suggestive of a cottage-loaf to the 

lazy. 

To attempt to hail an cmnibus in this peaceful island would be ure- 
less, but you can be hailing ships all day long, if you like. ‘lhe 

| original inhabitant of this charming spot used to spend his time in 








Hayling island is most certainly to be preferred to an ailing main- 
land. 


THE EXCURSIONISTS. 


A SKETCH AT A WELSH WATERING-PIACF. 


Crimson and olive-green the seaweed lay 
On wet grey boulder, 

Two lovers lingered in the sunlit bay, 
Her rest, his shoulder. 

Leftwards the crags stood out so bold and grim, 
And reft asunder ; 

Rightwards the purple mountains, tender, dim, 
With soft mists under. 

Silent they sat, all steeped in deep content, 
In love unspoken, 

Fanned by a breeze which bore the seaweed scent, 
The sea’s love-token. 

* * « * ” 

The wavelets warned them, as they rcse and fcll 
O'er seaweed slender, 

That time and tide were bidding them farewell 
In accents tender ! 

He started up and scanned his watch with pain! 
(Alas, poor lovers !) 

They few, in haste, lest they should miss the train, 
Like s‘artled plovers! 
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‘“NAME AND FAME,” 


Child :—‘‘ Ma, DEAR! WE MUST BE GREAT PEOPLE! HERE IS OUR NAME UPON A BOAT 


'99 
. 


Ma :—‘‘ Ygs, DEAR; THE OWNERS SELECT THE NAMES OF ‘GREAT’ OR ‘ FAMOUS’ PEOPLE FOR TH&IR BOATS, AND THB ‘ DARLINGS’ Hive 
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ALWAYS BEEN THEIR GREATEST ‘ PETS, 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConrrrMepD IDYLLIR. 


No. VIII.—TOTO CHEZ TATA. 
HE change in me (they said) 


was plain 

When first I saw La Belle 
Héié ne - 

|| ‘His former haunts” (they said, 
in pain) 

‘* No longer serve to claim him.”’ 

/ (And if, as ancient tales aver, 

That Paris ran away with her, 

With that proceeding I concur, 
And anything but blame him.) 






I also loved with all my soul 

A person called La Perichole, 

I saw her, and the sight the whole 
Of pale existence coloured. 

Then I'd a passion little less 


Duchesse 
(And I perceived, I must confess, 
In Fritz, a hopeless dullard). 


I've lastly felt my longings go 

Towards a ae thin g i ee 

Whose gentle words in music flow 
Staccato and con moto ; 

And if you say I’m false for this, 

And call her an unworthy miss, 

Then I with haughty emphasis, 
Deny the thing in Toto. 


For one they styled Z2 Grande | 








MEDITATIONS AT THE CAT AND DOG SHOW. 


| Sxovtp it rain cats and dogs, ’twill be a catastrophe. 
| Is there not partiality shown in furnishing visitors with a cat-alogue 
| only ? 
Why two judges for cats, and only one for dogs? However, in 
| him, the very De’il (Dalziel) has come to judgment. 
| There are large cats here, but none, methinks, large enough to have 
| necded to be conveyed to the Show in ‘‘ separate compartments.” 
| Considerate arrangement.—‘‘ Suitable pens’’ are provided for the 
| cats and dogs—doubtless that they may write to the secretaries if they 
| have any complaint to make. 
| Many young persons are present. Will it foster their love for 
tidiness to find that prizes are offered for ‘‘ litters ’’? 
| How much like a strong-minded maiden-lady is that contemplative 
blue tabby. 
| Surely the Rev. W. K. W. Chafy-Chafy, when he sent in that 
| name as an exhibitor, should have written it Chaffy-Chaffy. 
| Of Mr. Hurry, who takes the first prize in the first class, it may be 
said that he hurries to the front. 
Long-haired ‘‘ Sankey ”’ looks moody. 
Of all the cats, methinks, the Manx are the most amiable. They 
| bear no tails. 
| Mr. Plummer’s short-haired cat, which ‘‘ will take water for rats,”’ 
must, I should imagine, be either purblind or insane. 
Ladies, as a rule, detest snub-noses; how is it, then, they make 
such pets of pugs ? 
Complain not of the voices of the cats. You cannot deny that they 
make you mew-ssick. 
For him who needs to be toned up the dogs provide their bitter 
bark. 


Tue recent row between the Vice-Chancellor and Mr. Glasse, Q.C., 
was of course highly discreditable to both. The Vice-Chancellor’s 
rage was, it seems, something terrific, and when he left the court he 

| looked just as though he had had a G/:sse too much. 
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| bon THE ADVENTURES CF MR. SCATTERBRAIN.—‘O. IV. 
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nw . ° | ya: 
we Mr. 8. is beguiled into buying a goose. Which he finds rather heavy Here’s a shilling for you, my boy, to The ragamuffin does so—to the 
to carry. take this home. delight of his aged parent. 
; [P.S.—Mr. 8. had quite forgotten to gire his address. 
. 
a DELIV’RY ! Yes! Brighton may behold us yet! The Czar is giving way, 
mF LH Bie ie Manes — | And big Bulgaria is halved! What wilé Ignatiett say ? 
e ; é ——— YMN. ¥ DMLACAULAY ' INOR. | The ‘lurks will keep the Balkans, and will fortify them, too ; 
vi Now glory to Her Majesty, from whom all glories are ! And now at last we see Sir Stafford Northcote’s ‘‘ bit of blue!”’ 
: And glory to Lord Beaconsfield, who wears the blue gar-/ar ! | No war-ship in the Dardanelles will fly a Russian flag, 
Now let there be the merry sound of music on the piers, While Magyar occupation on revolt must put the drag.” 
iB Let yachtsmen spread their canvas with no dread of privateers. The war-clouds break like other ones before a Biscay breeze, 
3} Again let rapture light the eyes of all our muslin'd daughters, And Margate yet shall welcome us to take a month at ease! 
And let our children shout with glee while paddling in the waters. The Anglo-Turkish treaty’s clause about ‘‘ Protectorate” 
Let Scarborough and Ilfracombe send up a welcome gay On Muscovite aggression has imposed a final ‘‘ mate.” 
fs ‘To all the happy visitors who want a holiday! _ ‘Amelioration ’’ a la Russe is stoppered to the Czar ; 
And let us take a holiday ; our energies relax ; | And who has done it? Beaconsfield! the Knight of the Gar-tar ! 
No 7 . rf ( > r rg 7. t - . . > > n , oe a. e 
| vor dre ding War 68 Hnminent, with bloated income-tax Right well has fought Lord Beaconsfield to chase our fears away 
by. Come gaily to the seaside all, a holiday enjoy ; | , 
TS : oo oe, Tee And careless we can turn our thoughts towards our holiday. 
“ No foe to paraly se our trade, our interests destroy. But let us not while spending it fore at r meed of thanks 
- Hurrah ! Hurrah! Lord Beaconsfield’s averted it so far a ia ee ae 
eg ae ~he/ : . To that accomplished gallant knight who, risen from the ranks, 
; Hurrah! for our Deliv'ry and the Knight of the Gar-tar | ; . ge : eo 
© . : _ Had never let his efforts for a single moment cease 
Oh! how our hearts were beating when, not long ago, in June, Till he could send us on our autumn holidays in peace! 
¢ We wondered whether German bands would play another tune. So where shall we be journeying ?—to Paris or the Lakes, 
y If autumn would as usual behold us on the piers To Switzerland, Killarney, er the rugged Land o’ cakes? 
bs Enjoying balmy breezes all devoid of care and fears ; To Norway for its fishing, or to Brussels for its band 
i Or witness many happy homes a prey to grief and pain, Or shall we rusticate at home in this our native land 
+ Deep mourning for the darling ones they’d never see again. But whersoever we may go we ll thank our lucky star 
‘ -~ . en the nares mah a antagonistic aims, We put our trust in Beaconsfield, the Knight of the Gar-tar ! 
ith Russian, Austrian, reek, anian, Turkish clai ; ° 
ths nn en trian, and Greek, Roumanian, Turkish claims, =| yao 1 Boarding-house proprietors! Ho! keepers of hotels, 
We saw the turban’d Pacha brood, the curses of their land ; r : . 
Mi alse Seis sted ge ‘de ee gona tg wd Up, up, and quick be doing, and receive the snobs and swells! 
U And Gortschakoff was in the midst, a goose-quill in bis hand ; Ciena’ ielite dieae. ts maar tell, Sane eee nae ace ceniie : 
+f And as we looked on them we thought of Lom’s empurpled flood, Young ladies c rl fri nd Jook killi a on it de.”? 
ie Of Osman Pacha’s wounded foot all dabbled with his blood ; ORR eee Sees Foe See See ; i oe ” | 
an eee Se ; Come, fashionable loungers, come, discard the ‘‘ chimney -pot | 
if And then we thought no holidays for us, this year, there are, hoa : t i d pug ; aboard some friendly yacht | 
hoe But trusted in Lord Beaconsfield, the Knight of ‘he Gar-tar ! nee Py oe Oe ee ee er | 
Pe ; ae 7 Come, city men, put up your books, take families and wives, 
He? Von Bismarck came from Kissingen where he'd been taking rst, And go and revel in ozone, and lengthen out your lives. 
tes While o'er the Palace Radziwill, there waved the Eagle's crest, Remember all to whom this summer’s holiday we owe! 
rs He looked upon Count Schouvaloff, a wink was in his eye, And J to Cyprvs for my long vacation mean to go! 
is He looked upon the Pachas and his nose went up awry. | Hurrah! Hurrah! through Beaconsfield no foe our joy shall mar, 
ie Right graciously he smiled on us, and then he said, said he, | Hurrah! for our Deliv’ry ! and the Knight of the Gar-tar ! 
Ff: **Good day, my Lord of Beaconsfield' good day, Lord Salisburee! | 
te And if this Congress hap to fail, as fail full well it may, | 
a2 Let's get the failure over quick, 7 want my holiday !”’ | A Sweet Conundrum. 
Fhe We thought this year no Scarborough will see us on its Spa, | Why ought confectioners to advertise largely /—Because they are 
kal But put our faith in Beaconstield, the Knight of the Gar-tar ! associated with puff piste. 
att anime a seiseelcenesnentiaaaniteums — = 
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WORDY WARFARE. 


‘¢ You've burnt the lease instead of the will,”’ 
She cried, and her voice was shaking ; 

‘<1 have,’’ said he, ‘‘ but yet we can still 
‘the will for the deed be taking! ”’ 


’? 


** You’ve brought us to an alarming strait, 
She cried in her angry clatter ; 

‘* Although,”’ said he, ‘‘ you may rant and rate 
Words, words, my love—but no matter !"’ 








** You hate for me to assume the truth,”’ 
She cried, and she sneered it smugly. 

‘<I do, my dear, for I know, forsooth, 
The truth’s so commonly ugly !’”’ 


, 


‘* By you yourself all the rest you judge,’ 
She cried, and her tones were heated ; 
And he replied, as he murmured ‘‘ Fudge! 

You don’t, you are too conceited ! ”’ 


‘¢ A head you have, and so has a pin,”’ 
She cried in a voice to fright one. 

‘¢ Precisely so,”’ he said, with a grin, 
‘* And, consistently, a bright one !”’ 


‘* To talk too much you're given, [ see,” 
She cried, and away was walking ; 

‘* No! talk, my love, is a gift to me, 
Not—I am given to talking'”’ 


A (Woolwich) Garden Party. 


CapTain Wenss attempt to swim for 36 hours has 
been pronounced a failure by all but the People’s Caterer, 
who, it seems, considers it a great success. There is no 
doubt that he should be an authority, as no one better 
knows how diflicult it is to keep one’s head above water 
for any length of time, and of course, as proprietor 
of the North Woolwich Gardens, he was in the swim, 
and thereby did a good stroke of business. 


A Hint. 
You get a small glass of Lager beer in the Strand for 
threepence, but if you pronounce the g soft it will be Shy 
larger! (N.B.—The perpetrator of the above has since 
committed suicide.) S/y 


A Taxine Person.—The policeman. 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConrrrMep IpyLuex. 
No. IX.—CAUGHT. 
OW oft the — re 


thought 
Emitted in our youth 
Is vividly before us brought 
In all its bitter truth! | 
How frequently our lot to dish 
And cover with a pall, 
(In words) we rashly wish a wish | 
We never wish at all. | 
When I was innocent and young, | 
By bodings undeterred, | 
I often musically sung | 
‘I would I were a bird.’’ 
Yet none who dreaded laughter’s 
fire 
Had ventured to ascribe 
To me an actual desire 
To join the feathered tribe. 


A 





But Nemesis disturbed my rest, 
She seized my youthful act, 

And what I only wished in jest, 
She made me wish in fact. 

Ah, Nelly Gwynne, you've sown a seed 
That's flourished since we met— 

‘*T would [ were a bird,”’ indeed, 
And in the Fow.en’s net. 


VOL. XKVIICI, 





NOT KNOWN HER LONG ENOUGH !—I DON’T KNOW HER WELL ENOUGH !—I]——. 


ENOUGH ’ 
FOR ANYTHING! ”’ 


‘“ NOT IMPOSSIBLE.”? 


Boy :—“I Furrt with Miss May!—I covuupn’r po rr'—I Have 


’? 


Gurl :—** You WICKED BOY, YOU HAVE KNOWN HER TO BE ‘ WELL 
—ALL YOUR LIFE; AND I’M SURE YOU KNOW SHE’S ‘LONG ENOUGH’ 








SUNDAY EXCURSIONS. 


A sTRIcTLy religious (or, at least, they think so) society has just 
been founded with a view to putting down every form of Sunday ex- 
cursion. In spite of pious Scotchmen and philanthropic lords, it is 
felt that there is still a good deal too much Sabbath excursing going 
on. ‘The society has enrolled a corps of devoted detectives, who have 
nobly given up going to church three times every Sunday in order to 
look after the people who wilfully and wickedly don’t go to church at 
all. Men in low neighbourhoods who make Sunday excursions round 
the corner in shirtsleeves, with large jugs in their hands, will be 
watched and reported. Mothers who take the baby into the square on 
Sunday afternoon will be immediately taken before a magistrate and 
charged with Sunday excursing—Policeman X cursing—or rather, 
swearing that this ere woman was taken in the hact and is an old 
hoffender. 

Cabmen, taking up Sunday fares, will themselves be taken up—and 
fare badly. ‘Telegraph boys, bearing messages betiding life or death, 


| will be stopped and incarcerated until the question of life and death is 


ended. If a few people are killed or live heartbroken because of the 
reform, it will be their own fault. They shouldn't allow their friends 
to make Sunday excursions into another world. 

The members of this estimable society will meet every Saturday 


and take their yachts over to Cowes, and return to Sabbatarian 


business on the Monday. 


Tue Standard has had the courage to call Mr. Charles Reade 
‘*lunatic.’”’ Considering that the novelist is a lawyer, it certainly 





| seems rather a mad thing to do, as he is sure to read it, will doubtless 


mark it, and the Standard may arn that he won't inwardly digest it. 

Ir is said that the Government is going fo take steps to lessen the 
expenditure for military and naval purposes. This is one way of 
mounting the /adder of fame. 
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JAL REACING. 
‘* The Rude Four-Fathers of the Hamlet sleep.’’— Gray. 


A NEW POETIC 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


GetTTinc up uNDEk Dirricuttrgs— DisaproIntTMENT—ON THE Moors 
—Inprénitrgs—A Pian ror Revence—Svccess! 

Dearest Eprror,—Along with three brace of grouse I send you the 

continuation of my 
DIARY OF MY LIFE IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

Monday, 12th, 8.50 a.m.—Glorious day for the grouse—or rather, for 
the shooters—rather a é6ad day for the grouse I shouid say. Sun 
strikes through my window (which is a sort of glass trap-door in the 
roof) right into my face. I wake with a start and stretch my arms 
above my head, my knuckles come into violent contact with the ceiling ; 
I start up with the pain, and my head suffers in a like manner. Con- 
i grow more wary. Sliding sideways out of bed I alight on 
the floor, and caretully assume a sitting posture. My head does not 
touch the ceiling. I crawl untill reach the loftiest part of my chamber 
and slowly rise to the perpendicular. I fit. In this position I 
attempt to perform my morning toilet. Contusions of the head and 
abrasions of the elbows, however, soon induce me to relinquish the 
attitude and go about with my back bent ina seeming decrepitude which 
would discredit even my age. Down to breakfast. Higgs meets me 
at bottom of stairs and says I'd better not go into breakfast room 
yet, they’ve not quite done. I say, ‘‘ What of that ?’’ Hesays, ‘* You 
don’t expect to breakfast with us, do you?” (Oh, if [only had the money 
to get home!) I gulp down my rage and sav **Of course I do; how 
shall [ be in time for the shooting else?”’ He says, ‘Oh, that don’t 
matter ; you can’t join the shooters, you know, the Vy wouldn’ t like it; 
besides, I want to lend your gun to Lord Popperley, his hasn’t arriv ed 
yet. You must see to the lunch, too, and help bring it out to us.”’ 
And he walks off. Then I goin for this sort of remarks :—‘“ ! 
eo ey;—!e ee} But I'll be even with him yet. This last 





outrage is tee much. 

12.15.—Half way up brow of a hill—pufied. Hamish (the red- 
headed youth) and I are bringing up the lunch in two hampers—one 
eatables, one drinkables. Mine is the ¢ ‘atables—I don’t care to carry 
the drinkables—l’ve signed the pledge. Hamish has gone on, and I 
sit brooding on Higgs’ conduct. I'm flinging stones about viciously 
to relieve my rage. How am I to satisfy that poulterer, too? 


Suddenly—-** whirr ! whirr!’’ ‘Two grouse ' Mechanically I 
‘let fly.” Down comes one—the other escapes. I get ex- 
cited; I stamp about the brushwood in all directions; bird after 


sme I may be poaching. 


bird rises; I bag four brace before it strikes 
- Hamish told me,— but I 


Sut no, this is part of Higgs’s moor, I know; 
doubt whether Higgs himself would like it. I hide the birds for the 
present under a large boulder, which I mark. ‘Then I shoulder my 
hamper and join Hamish. Higgs is more brutal than ever at lunach— 
calls me ‘* Troffy,’’ and makes me help to ** wait.’” Then he says I'd 
better go back and prepare dinner. I glare, but go. I will be 
revenged' Irush homeward boiling into rage. A thought, sudden 
and brilliant, stops me. Hooray! I’ve got it! A pensive smile 
illumes my countenance—all is peace within. I go quietly home, 
borrow a shilling and a stamp of the landlady, enclose a tele graphic 
message and fee to Awnoddin Station and place it in the post bag. 
Then 1 prepare dinner cheerily. 

Tuesd y, 13th.—Aim quiet in my mind. Receive greatest indignities 
with asmile. At Hives’ suggestion I clean the knives and boots this 


TUN. 
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I also unlock letter-bag and place letters on their owners’ 
Higgs seems surprised, but evidently thinks he has 
made me *‘ keep my place.’ I wear a sardonic smile, but he doesn’t 
notice it. Carry lunch as usual. Hamish goes on. I rest. Six 
brace this time—coming back I kill three brace and a half more. Hide 
them with the rest. 

Wednesday, 14th.—Pack my portmanteau before leaving bedroom, 
leaving one side empty. Saddle Higgs’ best horse unobserved. 
Letter—registered—for me in answer to telegram in post bag—five 
sovereigns— (thought you wouldn't fail me, ever thoughtful editor). 
Shooters go out. Lord Popperley’s gun has come, but I don’t even 
hint a wish to join the party. I consult time-bill. Pack Hamish’s 
basket and send him on first—tell him I'll follow when I’ve packed 
the eatables. There isn’t any eatables. I’ve taken care of that, and 
I've sent the landlady for some eggs—she’ll be gone some hours. I 
bring down my portmanteau and muke for the marked boulder, ‘‘ bag’ 
a few more birds—pack them in empty part of portmanteau— two-and- 
twenty brace in all. Heard Higgs say they would shoot over this 
part to-morrow—afraid hell find it rather thin! Get portmanteau 
back and fix it on horse—mount and away !—gunin hand. I have a 
ride of three heurs and a half—shall just catch train. Hamish won’t 
expect me for half-an-hour— Shooters won’t reach him for an hour. It 
will take him an hour to get to Sheiling, another to go back with the 
news, and another for them all to get back for the chase—by that time 
I am speeding away! There will be no lunch for them-— no dinn-- 
cooked—nothing to cook. Aha! Mr. Higgs, I think I am revengeu. 

Thursday, 15th, Aberdeen, 8.30 a.m.—Got here last night late— sent 
Higgs’ horse back from Awnoddin by the owner of the ‘‘ cuddy cairt.”’ 
Told him Higgs would give him five shillings. Ha! ha! ha? Hooray! 
I’m in such spirits. it's raining like mad! and how dreadfully 
dismal they must be at Sheiling. I’m just off by the 8.50 from here 
—shall be at the Cave to-morrow early. Just had a plain seltzer in 
the refreshment-room served by a neat, pleasant young person with 
an eyeglass in her eye! 

Topaz is not a bad horse for the Leger, but I shouldn’t back him for 
first if 1 were you.—Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 


morning. 
break fast - plates. 


THE PROFANE PARSON. 
A Tae in Five Cuarprters. 
Cuarter I, 

Oncg upon a time, in the dark ages of the Nineteenth Century, 

there lived a eentleman who held a commission in the Army. 
Cuarter IL, 

But he had serious scruples as to whether it was right or wrong to 
kiil his fellow-creatures at the bidding of cthers, or, in fact, whether 
it was not a crime to kill his fellow-men at all. 

Cuarrer IIT. 

He decided that it was a crime, notwithstanding the glitter and 
tinsel thrown about the murderous profession; so he sold his com- 
mission and entered the Church, thinking that as he was an intelligent 
man, and not a mere machine, he might do more good to humanity in 
that line than in the other dine. 

Cuarter LY. 

One day, discoursing to a rustic congregation on the folly of using 
profane lan guage, he told them that he himeelf was once e guilty of the 
same folly, ‘and addicted to the same vice, but that he had completely 
conquered ‘the habit. 

CHAPTER V. 

A fiying insect, hearing the boast, winked his eye at the congrega- 
tion, and thought, ‘‘I’ll put him to the test.” So, making a circuit 
round the gentleman’s head, he ’lit upon his nose. 

‘*See!’’ said the reverend gentleman ; ‘‘ here is an illustration. At 
one time I should have sworn awfully at this fly—but, look now.”’ 
Raising his hand, he said gently, ‘‘Go away little fly, go away.”’ 
But the fly only tickled his nose the more. 

The reverend gentleman, raising his hand with some vehemence, 
madea grab at the offender ; and, being successful, opened it to throw 
the insect from him, when, in extreme disgust, he exclaimed, ‘S Why, 
d—n it, it’s a wasp !”’ 

Horror of the rustic congregation, failure of the illustration, and 
Tue Enp. 


From Canada. 

Tue advent of the Marquis and his Princess is looked forward to 
with pleasure throughout the Dominion. The happiness of the vice- 
regal pair would have left nothing wanting could they but have 
brought with them a pair of lorgnectes. 


‘* Among the Births.”’ 


‘*Mrs. Butter of a daughter.’’ A case of Butter and 


On such a day, 
Bred. 
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LONDON-SUPER-MARE. 


(By Our Own Excurstonist.) 


Bricaron is above all others the place to please-a discursive tourist, | 
for he is able whilst staying there—don’t you see ?—‘‘ to return to bis | 
Muttons,’’ asthe saying is, as often as he pleases. I, for instance, am 
a discursive tourist, and I have returned to my ‘‘ Muttons”’ twice , 
since twelve at noon, for a lemon ice and a glass of claret-cup respec- 
tively. 

I don’t mean, you must understand, to maintain that Brighton is | 
peerless as.@ seaside resort. How could I mean so, indeed, when by 
looking out.of my window at the Grand I-can distinctly see two of her 
piers P At the same time, however, Brighton has so gone up in public 
estimation of Jate years that her downs in no-wise affect her prosperity, 
except it is to add ‘to it; whilst the fact that so many ‘‘rum fish ”’ 
are to beween within the borough actually increases her popularity 
with the public. 

Some swy ‘that the Brighton season is in November; but as a matter 
of fact, as a visit to the beach will convince the most sceptical, 
Brighton always has her ‘‘ seas on,”’ so that there is no necessity here, 
as there is in some more tidally-influenced places, for the Episcopal | 
visitor to bring his see with him when he comes. 

Brighton, too, can always boast of her Pavilion—a place where the 
excursionist can spend a shilling—and her Aquarium, where he can 
spend a happy and fishy day ; whilst for those visitors who are never 
content unless in ‘hot water or beneath a wet blanket, Brill’s famous 
baths continue to exist. ‘The viokent demagogue, too, may find 
pleasure in paying his twopence to tread a ‘‘pier ”’ beneath his feet; or, | 
by walking towards Beachey Head, he may see another “‘pier’’ hang- 
ing on chains, without paving anything at all, except attention. 

The visitor may, in brief, get everything he wants at Brighton, 
except fish for domestic consumption; and this he would do well to | 
bring down from London, whither it is sent from Brighton beach by 


the early morning trains. 





DEFINITIONS. 


Say, what is the son of a gun ? 
Qh ! that is easily done— 

The infant dear 

Of a volunteer. | 
His father’s a ‘‘ rifle,” and ‘thus it is clear | 
That he is the son of a gun. 





Who, prithee, are stage villains >— 
Suburbans, do not frown, 
They're men who own vid/as within 
An easy stage of Town. 





Wuart is a stockbroker ? 
He’s sometimes a croaker, 
And then he is nicknamed a bear ; 
If again he a bull is, 
And works at the pullies, 
My advice is to buyers— beware. 





Wuart is the definition of a ‘‘ good friend at a 
pinch ’’?—One who assists his neighbour when he’s 
(s)nuffin’. 


Like Cures Like. 

A sprcieic cure for wife-beating has been found at 
last. A miller living near Coleford who had beaten 
his wife has been lynched by ahout 40 women, who 
flogged and then dragged him to the parish pond, where 
on his knees he protested penitence and supplhicated for 
forgiveness. Although these 40 strong-minded, and 
doubtless strong-armed, ladies were apparently un- 
familiar with the principle of ‘‘ snaviter in modo,”’ there 
can be no doubt of their belief in ‘‘ forty-ter in re.” 








In reference to the execution of the lad Nokwai on 
board H.M ship ‘‘ Beagle,’”’ a contemporary has an 
article entitled ‘‘ Justice at Sea.’’ From the severe 
comments of Mr. Gorst, Q.C., on this case we fear that 
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| 
| military music and dashing escorts for she-questrians who crowd the 
| King’s-road. Bath-chairs, too, are plentiful, nor are artists lacking to 





The presence of a cavalry garrison in Brighton provides it with 


draw them ; but exeursionists complain of ‘the want of public tables, 
which, with the eotsehes sociales (evidently a comfortable sort of sofa) 


| they see so often spoken of in the Paris papers, they would like to 


have placed liberally on the beach. 

In addition to sea-lions and sea-horses Brighton has its mayor, who 
is, we believe, an ex-afishyo directing the aquarium, and a corporation 
who, with rare self-denial, allow a turtle to remain alive within their 


| jurisdiction. 


Contractors, strange to say, are enlarging the confines of Brighton 
in all directions, for the more they ‘contract ‘the more they extend. 
Rents, meanwhile, are going up eo high that even attics are affected, 
and fresh trains full of visitors are going down ‘as fast as the London 
and Brighton Company can despatch them. Brighton, in fact, is a 
rising place, with not only a flourishing theatre, but a ‘‘ stage ’’ coach, 
which drives an unusually fast trade. The town can also boast the 
well-known brandy-ball seller, whose resemblance to the Premier is 
enough to strike one “-dizzy,"’ and the faithful Lord Munster, to whom 
Brighton seems to be the ne plus U/ster of existence. 

But it is time we returned to our Muttons for another ice, leaving 
the public to study Brighton's other pleasing features for themselves. 





For Scientists. 

Tue following diagram of the two great epochs of the world will 
show that the universe is, alphabetically considered, still in its in- 
fancy :— 

A.D. 
B.C. 
the first four letters only having as yet been brought into request. 


Tre Foture Lirrtes Game or Canapa.—LZorne tennis. 
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ANYTHING BUT, 


justice was very much at sea. 

On Sunday, contrary to expectation, the services at 
St. James’s, Hatcham, passed off without any disturb- 
ance. We are very glad that the people were not 
incensed. 


Brown and Jones (thinking to have a bit of a lark: with the ** Bohhy 7P.9 oan 66 I 
SAY, Bosny, WHEREAROUTS Is THE WorkKING Men’s Crus HELD?” 

Bobby :—* WorkING Men’s Crus ?—n'm—yov sep, I arn’r A WORKIN G 
MAN, SO I puNNO.’’ 
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- First Loafer (to Second) :—** There's a feller a-dyin’ ov starvation jest First Guardian (to Second) :—‘*‘ Oh, by the way, saw a very curious sight coming along— 
‘ round the corner—can’t git inter the work’us; rum go, ain’t it ?”’ fellow actually dying of starvation on the pavement; very interesting thing to see.” 
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First Charitable Lady (to Second) :—‘* Would you believe it? There was a dreadful man First Boy (to Second) :—** Oh, I say—-such a lark; bin a-lookin’ 
so shockingly vulgar as to be dying of starvation as I drove here!”’ at a cove a-dyin’ o’ starvation!’’ 
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Extract from subsequent newspaper report :—‘* The unfortunate man was at length conveyed to the Workhouse, where he expired immediately. Great 
excitement and indignation prevail in the neighbourhood.’’ 
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GETTING INTO BAD COMPANY; LET ME 
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John Bull:—“I AM SORRY, MY DEAR AMEER, TO SEE THAT YOU ARE 
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Jones and party, returning to lunch fatigued and famished, find their place occupied. 











7.—APPEAL! 


'TERM-TIME. 


FUN’S FARCES. No. 


A Farce 1n Disrnterestep Acts, PLrayep DurinG 


SCENE: A Court of Law. Discovered are JupGceEs, Counser, Usuens, fe. 
They dance round, singiig— 
Now Courts of Justice may not be 
The very best of places 
Where one may calculate to see 
No suitors with wry faces. 
They never have been famous yet, 
As confidence-inspiring— 
As places where you're sure to get 
Whatever you’re desiring. 
They may, when taken as a lot, 
Have earned this condemnation ; 
But surely one of them does not 
Deserve the imputation. 
That one is this. And so at it 
We judges are indignant. 
Dispense we wisdom here, and wit, 
In manner quite benignant. 
The archives of our court will prove 
(They’re worthy of perusal) 
: None coming here appeals to move 
Have met with a refusal ; 
No suitors ever made appeal 
From lower courts’ decision 
Without effect ; we always deal 
To ev’rything revision. 
No suitors ever came in vain— 
Our grace is unrelaxing, 
But what they always could obtain 
New trials for the axing. 
Enter Tue British Pvnstic. 


Oh, I ve lost a number of cases down below, and I 
I base my application 


Tus B.. P. 
want you to grant me new trials for the lot. 
on the grounds of 

THE JUDGES. 

rules. 

Tue B. P. For the whole lot ? 

Tue Jupces. Certainly. 

THe B. P. Oh, my! /(Sings./ 

Your o' erwhelming condescension 
Gratitude must need impart : 

[I can’t find me words to mention 
How I thank you from my heart! 





Oh, never mind the grounds. You may take the 


Other courts are unrelenting, 
Never granting what you pray ; 

Inconsistently dissenting, 
Obstacles throw in your way. 


Always keeping one delaying 
Sifting all the cons and pros, 





| Won't decide, while you are paying 
For your whistle through the nose! 
May I ask, without your deeming 
Me as too impertinent, 
Why you’re so obliging, beaming, 
Affable, benevolené ? 

Tue Jupces. Hum! Well, this is a free country, isn’t it? And 
the law is for the protection of all, isn’t it? And anyone with money 
encugh has the grand privilege of claiming it and going to law, hasn't 

‘he? And if you do, counsel have the privilege of unrestrainedly 
-imputing the most disgraceful things to you without a shadow of 
| foundation, haven’t they? ‘Then listen! (They sing.) 
Why do we in each appeal 
Brought up here by you 
Always by our mighty seal 
Grant a trial anew ? 
Why do we with kind intent, 
’Ere we acquiesce, 
Hear pro forma argument 
Ending up with ‘* Yes’’? 
Well, listen. Our plan we will let you know 
(We challenge you in it to pick out a flaw) : 
Our granting the trials you want will show 
Another ** five thousand”? thrown into the law ! 


(fue B. P. takes himself off aghast. Great jubilations and granting of 
Fresh trials. Grand illumination by legal luminaries, and CurTAIN.) 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 

In giving the cast of Gretchen, by Mr. W. 8, Gilbert, which will be 
played at the Olympic, a contemporary says, ‘‘ Faust, naturally Mr. 
Neville.” Of course we understand that Mr. Neville would play 
naturally, but surely the other characters will not be represented 
unnaturally ? 

In engaging Mr. William Farren for the winter season of the 
Lyceum Mrs. Bateman is said *‘to have made a good move.” We 
should like her to stay where she is. 

Mr. James Albery will, we understand, furnish the Christmas 
piece for the Alhambra. We shou!d have thought that would be done 
by Messrs. Lyons. 

The old comedies represented last week at the Crystal Palace by the 
Chippendale Company are spoken of as having been well put on the 
stage. We suppose there was a supply of Chippendale furniture. 

A new comedy by Mr. Evelyn Jerrold will be produced next season 
at the Strand, entitled Cesar’s Wife. We presume the morale of 
this piece will be above suspicion. 

The Christmas Pantomime at the Prince’s Theatre, Manchester, will 
be Puss in Boots, by Mr. Robert Reece. ‘That it will be successful 
it is only Reece-on-able to expect. 

The latest American folly (or piece of folly) is a play called 
Billiards, in which a real game is played by Adams and Sexton. 
The subject does not strike us as being opposed to dramatic treatment, 
since a play must necessarily be full of eves. 
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AtMASTERPIECE BY POYNTER. 


Facetious Old Gentleman :—‘**‘ ARB YOU AWARE, MY GOOD MAN, THAT YOU ARE DOING A 


VERY RUDE THING?’ 
Son of Toil (sulhily):—‘* Wuat po you MBAN®’ 
F. 0. G. :—** Wuy, WERE YOU NOT TAUGHT AT SCHOOL THAT 
point 2?” 


, 





The Key of the Street. 


A CORRESPONDENT writing to a daily paper to suggest some efficient 
means of promptly summoning aid to a fire, proposes that a neat 
telegraphic contrivance, similar to that in use at the fire-engine stations, 
should be let into the wall at certain points in the streets, and the 
co.ustable on duty be provided with the key. We have inquired of two 
or three actives and intelligents as to what value the possession of the 
key of the street by a policeman on night duty would be in the emer- 





IT WAS VERY rude to 
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THE STUDENT. 
(Not quite literally rendered from UHLAND.) 


Wuen from first-front Borough lodgings 
To the backyard I had fled, 
Whilst the costers shrill were shouting, 
Studious in my Lancet read 
(Of a lot of things in—itis, 
This at King’s, and that at Guy’s, 
(Mine own Hospital), and—osis— 
(As I read I felt so wise) ; 
Whilst I fingered fancy guineas, 
Wrapt in silver-paper round, 
Flung up was a next-door window ; 
Oh! my heart gave such a bound! 
Raining looks of love upon me, 
What a Beauty saw I there! 
How [I envied that day’s journal 
Corkscrewed in her auburn hair ! 
But too soon her mother followed ; 
In curl-papers, too, was she ; 
Ugh! the Gorgon! May I treat her 
When she gasps in pleurisy ! 
But, in spite of all her scowling, 
I resolved to have my way ; 
By the dusthole in the backyard 
For my Love in wait I lay. 
Lectures, subjects, both neglecting, 
All the summer session long, 
To the backyard went [ daily 
With my meerschaum and my song : 
All the songs [ knew of chanted, 
Telling of a lover's pain ; 
Till at last she came and answered, 
And she often came again. 
Yes, she came, and, roselike blushing, 
Called me her own darling dear ; 
‘* But dear Ma,”’ she added, faintly, 
‘* Won’t give her consent, I fear.’ 
When I sang ‘‘ Pop goes the weasel”’ 
Snoozing Ma, on sofa laid, 
Oft rushed out, but Alice soothed her, 
Said an organ just had played. 
But a day came, bright yet dreary 
(Would that Ma were in her grave) ! 
When I made my wonted signal, 
No reply those loved lips gave. 
Only an old toothless maiden 
Raised the sash and shrilly cried, 
‘*’Tis no use, sir, that there screechin’— 
They’ve a-gone to the seaside.”’ 
Gone for ever was my Beauty, 
And had left no word for me; 
How I wished that Ma was drownded, 
Drownded in the deep, blue sea ! 
What the watering-place they went to 
Alice ne’er had chanced to say ; 
When I asked, the toothless maiden 
Gave a grin, and ran away. 
But I guessed that it was Margate, 
So at once I took the train, 
Vowing, till I'd found my Alice, 
Lancet ne'er to read again. 
Pipe I took for my companion, 
And beneath each balcony 
Smoked and sang with bitter anguish, 
‘‘Oh, my Alice, come to me!”’ 
But she came not ; and in dudgeon 
Back to Southwark soon I went ; 
There, my landlady astounding, 
All the long vacation spent. 
But the answer, yearned for answer, 
Ne’er again I heard next door ; 
Only the old maiden chuckled— 
‘** Alice won't come here no more.”’ 





gency referred to; but, without going into that matter, they appeared 
to think that they have quite enough as it is of the implement in 
question. 





Mr. ATrennogovGHu is naturally indignant at the accusation of 
Lord Truro that every pawnbroker keeps a smelting apparatus on the 
premises. He says the practice has been discontinued for many years, 
and our esteemed relative—the Universal Uncle—objects to the insinua- 
tion that when a thing is popped it goes to pot. 
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OLD BADGERBOY. 
OME few years ago, while I yet basked 
onthe verdant, not to say green, side 
of twenty, Gregory Badgerboy was 
the bane, the Jdéte noir of my life. 
Gregory was a member, a very warm 
member, of the firm of IT itzsplutter, 
Bang, and Badgerboy, general brokers, 
of Mincing-lane, and Il was a junior 
clerk in their establishment ; and, seeing 
that nothing I ever did or said seemed to 
meet with Badgerboy’s approval, and 
that what he called my ‘“ infernal 
stupidity and carelessness ’’ had on more 
than one occasion thrown him into a fit 
of passion bordering on apoplexy (for he 
was very fat and choleric), was it not 
surprising that I should feel somewhat 
uncomtortable previous to inquiring of him if I could be spared for my 
annual holiday, and if he would increase the amount of my salary ? For, 
after mature deliberation, I had arrived at the conclusion that fifty 
pounds a year was not an amount calculated to support me in a style 
at all bordering on luxury. 

It was just my luck: the day was exceptionally hot, I had made 
one or two exceptionally stupid blunders, and Badgerboy was in an 
exceptionally bad temper. Still there was no help for it. Titz- 
splutter had years ago retired from the firm, Bang was fishing in 
Norway; so, having screwed up my courage, I determined to ask 
Badgerboy to raise my ‘‘ screw.”’ 

‘* Yes, sir! ’’ he replied to my request fora holiday, with a polite- 
ness that was about as pleasant as anyone else’s swearing, ‘‘ you may 
take two weeks holiday ; in fact, for all the use you are, you might 
take a perpetual one.”’ 

But when I mentioned my wish for an increase of salary, the 
crimson of his nose deepened to purple, the veins in his forehead 
swelled like cords, his eyes dilated, his very hair seemed to rise. The 
storm was gathering ; ere it could burst I retired. 

‘‘Away from the madding crowd” of Mincing-lane; the sea and 
the sands for the City, the cliffs for cashbooks, unlimited ’bacco for 
Badgerboy. What a glorious exchange! 

Who she was I knew not, but I felt certain that the young lady 
who drove a small pony-chaise each evening along the cliffs, and 
who gave me a glance each time I met her from a pair of eyes as blue 
as the sea below, was the dearest girl in the world. Oh, how I envied 
that quadruped! With such a mistress I could have trotted on for 
ever; but he was a pony—lI a donkey. 

But, stupid animal—(I am apostrophising the short-eared one)— 
what could have induced you to have bolted in that ridiculous manner ? 
Another ten yards, and you would have gone over the cliff, from 
where the bathing machines look about the size of the Noah’s arks in 
the Lowther Arcade. 

But when she leaned, half-fainting, in my arms, calling me in the 
orthodox fashion her ‘‘preserver,’’ pony! I almost blessed your 
stupidity. 

The silver moonbeams kissed the bosom of the sea, the rippling 
wavelets kissed the lonely sands, the evening zephyr kissed her waving 
hair, and, following the general example, [ kissed her lips. ‘*Clem- 
entina,’’ I murmured, ‘‘ be mine!’ and while she promised to be her 
Septimus’s for ever, the saucy little wavelets seemed to laugh at the 
repetition of the old, old story. 

She had duly introduced me to her elderly mamma, and in their 
society [ passed every evening during the remainder of my stay at 
Winkleton. Into their sympathising ears I poured details of my 
hopes, my sorrows, and my fears. But one thing surprised me greatly : 
the particulars of Badgerboy’s behaviour towards me appeared 
only to umuse them; when i expected sympathetic sighs they only 
smiled. 

Time sped on, and, my holiday ended, I sped off; back to town, 
to drudgery, and to Badgerboy, who seemed to grow more fiery 
every day. I, too, filled with memories of Winkleton and Clementina, 
became more careless than ever. Who, thinking of the light of 
her dark blue eyes, could have remembered the prices of Russian 
tallow ? who, dreaming of her sweet smiles, could bestow a thought on 
sugars ? 1 

A crisis came. Badgerboy had been growling at me all 
day. Abstracted partly by his bullying, and partly by thoughts of 
Clementina, I had e a serious blunder. Badgerboy sent tor me, 
and I went to his room, determined to give him notice before he 
should have time to pay me that compliment. I entered. Wonder 
of wonders! there was Clementina—my Clementina—leaning over 
Badgerboy’s chair, with one arm encircling his neck. 

‘*Clementina !’ ‘‘Septimus!’’ And in an instant there was a 
concussion, followed by a sibillant sound strange to hear in Badger- 
boy’s room. 


































‘‘ What the etcetera does this mean?” asked the astonished Gregory, 
looking redder than I had ever hitherto seen him. 

‘“Tt means, uncle dear, that this is the young gentleman who saved 
my life: and you, a very ill-tempered, naughty, cross old uncle— 
and, if you dun’t thank him, and be as kind to him as you are to me 
and everybody who really knows you, I shall be very, very angry 
with you !” 

o 

From that day Badgerboy (I now call him ‘* Uncle Greg’ ’’) and I 


* e * * 


a jolly fellow. . 


SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED AUTHORS. 
ADVICE. 
By THe Avutuor or ‘‘ PotLosorpHicaL Proverns.” 





Or KNOWLEDGE. 


Nations and peoples, O list! list to the words of the Teacher. _ 
Solomon’s after the age. Our schoolboys know far more than he did! 
He never read a telegram in his daily paper at breakfast, 

Or took photographic portraits of the beautiful Queen of Sheba ! 

Or dined on American beef, or blew up his wives with gun-cotton ! 
Therefore, talk ye no more of the wondrous wisdom of Solomon, 
But open your ears, and listen to the knowledge of later ages, 

Open your ears, O people! and list to the words of the Teacher. 


Or Acts. 


That which thou findest to do, do it when most convenient. 
What need not be done to-day, defer thou until to-morrow. 
Life is already too sbort for using without necessity. 

Leave the work to to-morrow—to-morrow will have to do it! 
So making time to-day that else might be lost for ever. 


Or MARRIAGE. 


Never was great thing done by doubting and hesitation. 

Think! if you stop to consider, the golden moments are flying ! 

Plunge in at once like a man, nor stop on the margin shivering ! 

How many men, do you think, how many confiding women, 

Would ever have entered the state matrimonial called the holy, 

Had they not plunged at once, not taken time to consider ! 

Taken time to reflect on the grave responsibility 

Of trying to swim life’s stream with a fellow-creature dependant ! 

That stream where loaves may be scarce, and fishes not very abundant. 
Or CoNTENTMENT, 

People of old were wont to sing in praise of Contentment. 

Oh, shortsighted and wrong ! Contentment will never make progress ! 

Great things wait to be done. Even to stand stlll contented, 

Is much the same sort of thing as if you were retrograding. 

Little reason have ye with yourselves to be contented ! 

Sign of self-satisfied minds, which see not beyond the present. 

Cast it asidefrom your path! Away with the down-drag Contentment! 


Or UNDERSTANDING, 


These are the words of the wise. The voice of a nation progressing. 
Open your ears, O people! treasure these sayings, and do them. 


FISHY FACTS. 


A Con’s head is sometimes part of a cod stale. 

Fresh mackerel is invariably mackerel, but stale mackerel is often 
smelt. 

Stale smelt, however, is never, under. any circumstances mackerel. 

A fisherman’s gross returns are the same usually as his net takings. 

Strange as it may seem, serious fishermen prefer a ‘* jolly’’ boat, 
since for a boat to be ‘‘ jolly”’ implies it is water ‘‘ tight.” 

Though fishermen are in the habit of using anchors of all shapes 
and descriptions, the Custom House authorities sternly forbid the use, 
under any circumstances, of an ‘‘ anker of brandy. ’ 

Fishermen, as a rule, are all artists, or, at any rate, good draughts- 
men. A fisherman who could not draw a net would indeed be an 
anomaly. 

They are musicians also, the cast-a-net being their favourite instru- 
ment. 

They never sing ‘‘ Weel may the keel row!’ however, because 
they know very well that it is the oar and not the keel that performs 


this operation. 


What Next. 


A TRADESMAN in Fleet-street has in his window this advertisement : 
‘‘ A Beer Boy wanted.’’ If he had said he wanted a Sout Boy, we 


could have understood it. 


A ConsexvaTive Countay.—A ‘ Terra ’’-tory 
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have been on very different terms, and, as a senior partner, he's quite 
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THREE COURSES. 


Young Lady :—‘‘I aM GLAD TO SEE YOU OUT AGAIN, GILES; 
SORRY TO SBB YOU COMING OUT oF THE ‘ Kino’s Heap.’ ”’ 


Giles : —‘* Wert, Miss, THe Doctor HE SAID, YOU'LL NEVER BE RID 0’ 
THAT GOUT O° YOURN TILL YOU KBEPS HOUT 0’ THE ‘ THREE FIsHEs. 


THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


—  — 


No. XIV.—THE BEAN. 


Tue Bean is of course a bean-ine creature. It annually distributes 
a large percentage of wholesome, but not very delicious nutriment to 
man and beast. But its bean-evolence undoubtedly intitles the bean 
to be described, in the language of provincial newspapers, as an 
esteemed and highly respected inhabitant, and a constant subscriber. 

We are credibly informed that there are people who enjoy the per- 
fume of a field of beans in the summer sunshine ; we can only remark 
that these eee must be confined to snuff-takers, who recognise in 
the scent of the beanfield the familiar odour of the snuff-box. 

The non-existence of the bean was an essential principle of ancient 
Egyptian belief, and in their abstruse mysteries the priests taught that 
the deen cannot continue to be, because when it has been it has gone. 
This is profoundly true. It has been so ever since. The being of a 
bean that has been can never be. Nevertheless, the bee always 
comes after the bean; and whenever a bean observes bees in its 
immediate neighbourhood, its one serious reflection is, ‘‘To bee, or 
not to bee—that is the question.’’ 
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SIMPLE LESSONS IN SCIENCE. 


Force is that which sets a body in motion, as, for 
instance, the police force, which makes a body move 
on. 

There would be no heaviness in the world if it were not 
for gravity. Corollary: Never forget to have your 
Fun. 

A solid body would not get much good out of Mudie’s, 
since it obstinately insists on keeping the same 
volume. 

A liquid violently resists all attempts to force it into 
close confinement, spreading itself out so as to make its 
surface level; and many liquids communicate these little 
peculiarities of theirs to those who imbibe them. 

When anything is weighed in water it suffers a loss 
of weight. This is especially true in the case of salt. 

A pound avoirdupois is exactly equal to 7,000 grains. 
Take a pound of sand and count. 

When bodies become heated, movements a little back- 
wards-and-forwards take place, as you must have seen 
for yourself in the case of a street fight. 

Heat causes a copper rod to be extended, and it has 
the same effect on a policeman’s staff. 

It is erroneous to suppose that the barometer is used 
as a yard measure in ascertaining the height of a moun- 
tain, or that the Bramah Press has anything to do with 
the car of Juggernaut. 

Most physicists teach that noise is the result of a 
single blow given to the ear ; music, of a series of blows. 
In our own experience, however, we have observed that 
noise was the result in both cases; in the latter more 
unmusical, even, than in the former. Experimentum fiat 
in corpore vili. Box a small boy’s ears, first singly, and 
afterwards repeatedly, and you will soon see, or rather 
hear. 

Attraction and affinity are synonymous in chemistry, 
but in life we often find that the greater the affinity, 
the less the attraction. 

Some precious stones are called cats’ eyes ; diamonds, 
surely, might be called cats’ claws, since they scratch 
every body. 

Sessions neatly divide all bodies into conductors 
and non-conductors, but in the world there are bodies 
who, although they never mounted the monkey-board 
BuT was | Of an omnibus, nevertheless are cads. 


Ask the Builders. 
Is water on the brain the result of a tile being loose? 








very little alacrity about it. But the Yankees, who are notorious for 
rousing creation, got hold of a kidney bean, and roused it into a 
Scarlet Runner, and taught it to hurry, and to run, and to speed up a 
stick like one o’clock. We get all our fastest vegetables from 
America. 

That was a famous sort of bean that produced Jack’s celebrated 


sky-beanstalk, but it is now out of print. 





Nothing like Leather, 


Ir Julius Cvesar had made the celebrated ‘‘ hides of March”’ into a 
tough leathera jerkin, he would have stood a better chance against 
the daggers of his assassins. 


To Revisionists. 


Ir is suggested that, having regard to their distinctive characteristics, 
the entities now known as the o hant and butterfly would be more 


fitly named ‘‘ heavy-clump ”’ ‘* flutter-by.”’ 


A company is said to be being formed for the Improvement of 


Cyprus. Capital, one million. Judging by the recent exodus to that 


The Bean was originally a slow and serious sort of individual, with | place Cyprus will be improved by the million. 
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A MORNING CALL. 


Emily :-—‘‘Ou! I am 80 GLAD TO FIND YOU AT HOME, GERTRUDB; I WISH TO INTRODUCB TO YoU THE NEW County SuRveyor, 
9 


AND—— 


Gertrude (slightly deat) :—*‘ Tue Countess or Ayrk! I AM sURB WE ARE VERY PROUD TO WELCOME HER LADYSHIP, AND SHALL HOPE 


TO IMPROVE OUR ACQUAINTANCE.” 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By A ConrikmMED IDYLLER. 


No. X.—SIC ITUR AD ASTRA. 
HIS sordid earth upon me jars 
(And I am careless how I show 
it) 
A poet longs to reach the stars— 
And I’m a poet. 


They shine, those stars, so coldly 
calm, 
Above our tawdry, old-world 
bubbles, 
It seems, up there, there must be 
balm 
For all our troubles. 


I’ll seek some hill, sky-reaching 
far. 
For from a hill the stars are 
plainer— 
One Hit I know that isa “‘ star;’’ 
Could I attain her ! 


I’d meet all troubles with a sneer, 
My fingers snap at Madam Fortune, 
And dare the Fates, with reckless jeer, 
To more importune. 


I hate distresses very much, 
I wince whenever evil strikes me, 
And as for grim affliction’s touch, 
It much mislikes me. 


VOL. XXVIII. 


[ The visitors have doubts as to their own identity. 


Yet struggle with misfortune’s chills 
I’m very sure I shouldn't care to, 

If Carouine were ‘‘all the H1Lis 
The flesh is heir to!”’ 


GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURS. 
SEPTEMBER. 


As soon as you can get bulbs from a nurseryman, plant them, but 
remember where you put them. If a hyacinth grower wishes to raise 


| the Mercury, let him plunge the bulb (of his thermometer) in a hotbed. 


Spent tan is sometimes used for covering hyacinths, but if you can- 
not procure that, a spent tanner or two (on sand) will answer the same 
purpose. The choicest tulips sometimes yield very meagre blooms; if 
you would secure a plumper, canvas them. It is a mistake to suppose 
that the Parrot tulip is a variety of the Poly-anthus. The poetic 
Narcissus has a ring of purple round the eye, but such a mark is not 
now considered an increase of beauty. To check the degeneracy of 
jonquils, take them up. Remember that when the Autumn crocus 
comes out, the Spring crocus must go in. Put snowdrops in your 
borders ; an old water-butt will do for the rain drops. A garden 
ranunculus can be raised from a buttercup, and also, if you put in 
earth enough, from a butter dish. 

Roses may still be budded. As to choice of roses, for hedges we 
should recommend the Banksian, and for general out-of-door growth 
the Ayr. French roses are said to do well in London, but we consider 
the Provence more suitable for the provinces. If you cannot get 


| white Burgundy at your nurseryman’s, order it at your wine-mer- 
| chant’s. A cabbage rose makes an appropriate button-hole for a 
| tailor. The rose being much given to ‘* sporting,”’ keep a sharp eye 


upon its shoots. 


A .icut Bustngss.—The gas company’s. 
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96 FUN. 


THE UNIFORM CONTROVERSY. 


oe E have received a multitude of 
letters from all classes of persons 
upon the above subject, express- 
ing diversified opinions, from 
which, withour usual impartiality, 
we present our readers with the 
following selection :— 

Tue HeapgaTer or PuHeUnn. 

Zur,—’Avin red in th’ toimes 
a letter from a Loine orsifer 
Komplaynin’ about zum Varmers 
refusin’ to zit down with a private 
sojer, I begs to state my opinyuns 
on the pint. I got my persishun 
to mayntayn, and d'yer think my 
laberers "ud tutch there ’ats to oi 
if they seed oi, a man of propitee 
with a kounty vote, a settin’ at 
meles with a feller as mite a bin 
a laberer ‘isself? Noe; iclamea 
cocial pursishn, an’ menester 
keap itt.—Yours hetsetrer, 

Wirtem Wvrzet. 





Tue Eppyrim or Fvw. 


Sir,—I was shokt to read the account of a comun soljer’s per- 
sumshin in setting down with respectible peple in a hinn. I’m an 
hassistink in a draper’s shop, and as sich ‘as a position to maintain. 
I believes in the patteryottic motter, ‘‘ we’ve got the ships, we've got 
the men,’ and cettyrer; but my konservativ pollyticks says, ‘‘ give 
me carste.’”” The men are all very well to fight the Russians, and 
give us something to cing about, but they ain’t quite the Stilton to 
mix with, and never ort not to be admitted into no lunchun bars, 
or the seleck parts of musickalls, where I, with other gents, pass my 
layshur heveninks.—Yours truly, "ENERY O8KYNGS. 





Mr. Inspgcxtur Fun. 

Sir,—The indeasensy of that ’ere full private’ Wotsisname in a 
ceating of ’imself at the farmer’s tably doty, up there in the North, 
is just of a pece with the bloomin’ imperence of his com- 
merades ‘ere in the mertropoliss, as is a continyally insiniwatin’ 
theirselves into respectiable fammyles, and a laying sege, as the 
millingtery term goes, to the ‘arts of the fair secks, as is the special 
objecks of the admirashun of us pleecemen. Sir, I admires and 
applords they farmers for their sperrit and self-respeck in a kickin’ out 
that there low private from their mist ; and what | wish is as the gals, 
the bells of our kitchings and aireys, would take patten by ’em, and 
keep them ’umbugging swaddys at a proper distance. Which, thanks 
to the interroduckshun of the ‘elmet inter the Force, the distance be- 
tween us and them has bin made much leveller, but might be more. 
— Yours actively and intellygenkly, A. Wun. 





dere Mr. phun,—the owdacious condick of them dratted stuck-up 
haggericultooristes in re-fusin’ to sit down to meels with a decent and 
hinoffencive cavulree soldgere beats all them bulgarian trossyties, as 
we've heerd so much on, all to fits; and all becos he was in yuneform. 
The hidear! This comes of heducating the masses. this do; and 
precious fine masses you’ve got for your munny. Why, if this ’ere 
sort of thing don’t stop, there ’]l be some snobs bimebi as ’ll think 
theyselves too good to sit down with A BEDLE. 





Tue Eprror or Fun. 

Dear Captain,—The name ‘British Soldier” is glorious in every 
land but one—that one, to its shame be it said, is his own. Do those 
who look down on private soldiers remember that the laurels of Blen- 
heim, Waterloo, Inkerman, Balaclava, and other justly-vaunted 
victeries were reaped by the rank and file? Have Englishmen for- 
gotten the old maxim that ‘‘every soldier is a gentleman’’? When 
the dogs of war begin to bark we are ‘gallant fellows,’’ ‘‘ heroes,” 
‘* Spartans,’’ and so forth ; in times of peace we rank scarcely a step 
above the common hangman. They manage these things better in 
France. Here the private is regarded as a mere machine, there he is 
a possible general.—Yours to command, Private Stix. 














An Alternative. 
Ir you wish your sons to escape the entanglements they might fall 
into in the “Isles of Beauty,’ 
* Plain.’ ”’ 


send them to the ‘Cities of the 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AND THE 
SEA-SERPENT. 
Fort Wiiu1aM, N.B., Aug. 31st, 1878. 


I nave not forgotten the earnest and anxious tones, sir, in which 
you bade me adieu when but a short week ago [ set out on my perilous 
and exciting search for the Great Sea-Serpent. We both of us felt 
what neither cared to confess, the daring and dangerous nature of the 
expedition, and the fact just come to my knowledge that you insured 
my life for a heavy sum, in your own favour, on the eve of my depar- 
ture shows conclusively how justly you appraised the risk I was about 
to run. 

In spite of all, however, I have persevered, well knowing what 
undying fame awaits the discoverer of the mighty mystery of the dull 
season I have named. But let me get on with my narrative. 

I am abusing ro confidence, I think, in referring to the short para- 
graph in the Fort William Gazette and Oban Mercury, which led to my 
being sent on my present quest. That the issue of this paper for 
August 24th contained an intimation to the effect that the Rev. Mr. 
A , a clergyman of Kent, whilst fishing off the coast of the West- 
ern Highlands, had observed a marine monster with a head and mane 
like a horse, and a snake-like body, the extremity of which was 
literally lost in the distance, will surprise no one, for the Rev. Mr. 
Someone, with a cure of souls, as a rule, in the home county, men- 
tioned above, or an American skipper, or an officer in the P. &O. 
service, has been a witness of the vagaries of some such a creature 
every dull season for the last fifty years at the very least. But what 
is contrary to experience is the enterprise with which you, sir, having 
read the above paragraph, sent me off to make personal researches on 
the West Coast of Scotland. How hurried was my departure you 
know quite well. Just time to cram a revolver, a copy of Burns’ 
Poems, a keg of spirits of wine (with a view to the ultimate bottling of 
my prize), and a kilt into a portmanteau, and that was all ; and within 
four-and-twenty hours of your first summons I was pacing the shore 
of the loch on which Fort William is built. ‘ 

My eager enquiries en route for the Rev. Mr. A——, of Kent (a 
somewhat vague address if you come to think of it), had so far proved 
unavailing, and at Fort William itself the only strange parson in the 
place turned out to be a Particular Baptist divine, who was much 
scandalized at being asked if he was a church clergyman of Kent, and 
showed me a ¢tebag full of tracts in favour of disestablishment, 
which he told me, confidentially, he was going to take to the top otf 
Ben Nevis, to be thence scattered by the four winds of heaven. 

Finding the tracking of the Rev. Mr. A , of Kent, so difficult, 
I changed my tactics and catechised the local fishermen on the sub- 
ject of the marine monster with the horse-like head. One intelligent 
man, Angus MacYocklleton by name, remembered well that his 
grandfather had once seen such a creature off the Isle of Mull; but 
that was twenty-seven years ago, aud the old man had died of de- 
lirium tremens the week after he met it. So this item of news did 
not assist me much, nor did I gain anything by a visit to Ballachulish 
where I was told there lived an old boatman who had had great ex- 
perience in such matters, for, on arriving at Donald Dumpy’s craft, I 
found the ancient mariner in question dead to all earthly attairs except 
the chewing of tobacco. He Aad his bright days, his step-daughter 
informed me, but I had not hit upon one of them. If I came again 
the Monday week following, however, old Dumpy might be more 
communicative, she added. But, on the other hand, as she was 
bound to admit, it might be one of his violent days, when he flung 
bottles at all who came near him, so my chance in this direction is 
not at all brilliant. 

But though not successful, so far, in the object of my journey, I 
am still sanguine of ultimate triumph. That I am in the right neigh- 
bourhood for discovery, I feel sure, for whilst searching for the great 
sea-serpent I have come incidentally upon well nigh all the lesser 
natural phenomena that make this dull season famous. On three 
distinct occasions have I been entreated to turn aside from my search 
and inspect, with a view to purchase, if I liked, a five-legged calf. 
As to the enormous gooseberry, I am writing these lines within hail 
of a bush which has borne two already, this season, as detailed in the 
Bannavie Express and Ben Nevis Courter; and there was a shower of 
frogs within six miles of here last Tuesday. Not twenty miles from 
here, neither, is the quarry where the toad is found regularly 
every September in the block of granite ; and | have been introduced 
to a farmer whose pear-trees blossom twice a season, as often as not. 
At this very moment a country-woman is waiting below to give me 
the refusal of a kitten with two heads; and I have, as it is, purchased 
a monster potato that weighs 3lbs. 50z. You will understand, there- 
fore, that 1 by no means despair of performing the task you set me, 
and to-morrow morning | start in the boat I have hired to prosecute 


my search in earnest. 














Wuar little flower is preduced by the union of two agricultura 
implements ?—A rose-bud (harrow-spud). 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Mr. Burnanp’s new comedy at the Gaiety, entitied 
Jeames, having reference to a footman, it is only probable 
that there will be some ca/f-love exhibited, although we 
feel sure the most fastidious. will have no occasion 
plush. 

Mr. W. H. Stephens will open the Royalty next 
month with Memories, a new comedy, in which Miss 
Agnes Leonard will appear: We trust Mr. Stephens’ 
Royalty memories will be pleasant. 

During the Kendale’ provineial tour Mrs. Kendal 
will play the part of Dora with a #ong, and introducea 
guitar accompaniment. Her presence in this piece has 
always been instrumentaé to its success. 

The part of Mephistophiles im Mr. W. S. Gilbert's 
version of Faust will be played by Mr. Frank Archer. 
As this arrangement isthe author's suggestion, Mr. 
Archer will, doubtless, be-all of a quiver ; but we should 
think he would shoot the part capitally, and will doubt- 
less make a hit. 

Mr. George Honey has changed his programme at 
the Strand, and is now playing in comedy and extrava- 
ganza. The Ambassador from Below strikes us as a 
devilish good ti'le. 

The opening of the Olympic is fixed for the 23rd inst., 
when The Two Orphans will be revived. This is a piece 
that cannot be played once too often. 

The entertainment at the Globe includes Les Cloches 
de Corneville, and a new domestic drama by Joseph 
Mackay, Mavfair and Ragfair ; this is undoubtedly a 
strong bill of fare. 


Drury Lane opens on the 28th with a new play by 


Mr. W. G. Wills, with Miss Wallis and Mr. Edward 
Compton in the leading parts. The company is a strong 
one, and, of course, where there’s a Will(s) there’s a way. 
Mr. Righton, who is now playing Perkin Middlewick, 
is said to play it well. Of course, he wouldn’t play 
it sé. 
—————= ee 


A Colourable-Statement. 


AccorDING to the Court Journal the fashionable colour 
for the coming season is to be Bordeaux, the hue of the 
well-known wine of that- name. As it isan accepted 
axiom with ladies that they may as well be out of the 
world as out of the fashion, we expect it will be a 
case of whine with all who cannot indulge in Bordeaux ; 
and as blue is to be the contrasting colour, we would 
huemorously remark ‘that if that cannot be attained they 
will look uncommonly due. 
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THE. EFFECTS OF THE LATE RAINS. 


First Read Sweeper:— Sap THING asour Brut, am’r iT? Been ovT or 
WORK FOR THREE MONTHS,” 

Second Ditto :—‘* WELL, AND NO WONDER§ HBS ALL VERY WELL AT THE 
dry, BUT HB AIN'T OLD ENOUGH TO MANAGE THE slush; WHY, HED DRUWN THE 
PEOPLE.” 








BEANS. 


I am awfully bothered by something I hear, 
People say at the club and at mess! 

Explanation I'd'ask, but that chafling I fear, 
So [ try at its meaning to guess. 

And I often attempt with a day at a race, 
Or an evening at pool or at loo, 

This curious remark some connection to trace, 
But have found it impossible to ! 


And whatever I do and wherever I go, 
In the country, in town, orat sea, — 
This most horrible phrase keeps annoying me 80, 
That my life is a trouble to me. 
. a oJ * . 
Hurrah! [I believe that at last I have hit 
On the way to obtain what I need, ; 
I’ll practise at ‘‘ Bean-feasts’’—they’ll certainly fit 
Me for any amount of this ‘‘ feed.”’ 
And if anything can, this is surely the means 
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For next morning (I cannot conceive what it means !) 
They all tell me, ‘‘ Old fellow; you cannot stand beans!”’ 


When at school I was ‘‘ nowhere” in classical lore, 
And my play I preferred tomy work ; 
Any learning at all I considered @ bore; 
And my lessons endeavoured to shirk! 
But I seem to remember Pythagoras-taught 
(If I’m right in the dogma and man) 
His disciples should nevertat-beans.- P’raps I ought 
To adopt this philosopher’s plan— 
If I only was sure it was this that it means 
When my friends all declare that I ‘‘ cannot stand beans !”’ 


When with Lady Diana I hunted all day, 
She won both my heart and the brash ! 
And I thought ’twould be good, in a sportsmanlike way, 
To goin and win witha ! 
But a something or other that evening oocurred, 
(I’m sure the champagne was too dry), 
For she wouldn't allow me to whisper a word, 
And there seemed to be scorn in her eye, 
As she said (I am mad to find out what it means !)— 
‘* Sir, I never know’people who cannot stand beans.”’ 


ag 
al ? 2 * 


To prevent people saying ‘‘ I cannot stand beans !’’ 
Ee —_—_—_—_[_—[—==_=Z 
A Boatiful Idea. 

Mr. Fow.zr, the American who lately essayed to cross the Channel 
_ in a pair of canoe-like water-boots some 11 feet in length, will doubdt- 
| less hear numerous opinions of the efficiency of his invention. But 
one thing he caunot.deny about it, whether he be successfal or not, 
| and that is, thabe Aas put his foot in it. 


A Common Mistake. 


A Brut received'the Royal Assent last session which hadfor its 
_ object the Proteetion of the Commons of England. Now, self+preser- 
| vation is nature’s first law, we are aware, but surely the: Commons of 


| England are safe enough to need no such Act, and would haveshowed ie 
| more consideration in passing a bill to protect the Lords, who are se ; 
| threatened with destruction by the Radicals. ij 


* 
A Misapplication of Terms. hee 
To call a young lady who sedulously selects the dances in which she ; + a 
4 2 


| will take a part a hop-picker. 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AND THE 
SEA-SERPENT. 
Fort Wiiu1aM, N.B., Aug. 31st, 1878. 


I wave not forgotten the earnest and anxious tones, sir, in which 
you bade me adieu when but a short week ago [ set out on my perilous 
and exciting search for the Great Sea-Serpent. We both of us felt 
what neither cared to confess, the daring and dangerous nature of the 
expedition, and the fact just come to my knowledge that you insured 
my life for a heavy sum, in your own favour, on the eve of my depar- 


ture shows conclusively how justly you appraised the risk I was about 
to run. 
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THE UNIFORM CONTROVERSY. 


| ZZ E have received a multitude of 
letters from all classes of persons 
upon the above subject, express- 
ing diversified opinions, from 
which, with our usual impartiality, 
we present our readers with the 
following selection :— 


Tue HeapgaTer or PuUNN. 
Zur,—’Avin red in th’ toimes 


a letter from a Loine orsifer 
Komplaynin’ about zum Varmers 
refusin’ to zit down with a private 
sojer, I begs to state my opinyuns 







In spite of all, however, I have persevered, well knowing what 


undying fame awaits the discoverer of the mighty mystery of the dull 
season I have named. 


But let me get on with my narrative. 
I am abusing ro confidence, I think, in referring to the short para- 


graph in the Fort William Gazette and Oban Mercury, which led to my 
being sent on my present quest. That the issue of this _ for 
August 24th contained an intimation to the effect that the Rev. Mr. 
A , a clergyman of Kent, whilst fishing off the coast of the West- 
ern Highlands, had observed a marine monster with a head and mane 
like a horse, and a snake-like body, the extremity of which was 
literally lost in the distance, will surprise no one, for the Rev. Mr. 
Someone, with a cure of souls, as a rule, in the home county, men- 
tioned above, or an American skipper, or an officer in the P. &O. 
service, has been a witness of the vagaries of some such a creature 
every dull season for the last fifty years at the very least. But what 
is contrary to experience is the enterprise with which you, sir, having 


on the pint. I got my persishun 
to mayntayn, and d'’yer think my 
laberers ’ud tutch there ’ats to oi 
if they seed oi, a man of propitee 
with a kounty vote, a settin’ at 
meles with a feller as mite a bin 
a laberer isself? Noe; iclamea 
cocial pursishn, an’ menester 
keap itt.—Yours hetsetrer, 
Wirtem Wvrzer, 


















Tue Eppyrtie or Fn. 


Sir,—I was shokt to read the account of a comun soljer’s per- 
sumshin in setting down with respectible peple in a hinn. I’m an 
hassistink in a draper’s shop, and as sich ‘as a position to maintain. 
I believes in the patteryottic motter, ‘‘we’ve got the ships, we've got 
the men,’’ and cettyrer; but my konservativ pollyticks says, ‘‘ give 
me carste.”” The men are all very well to fight the Russians, and 
give us something to cing about, but they ain’t quite the Stilton to 
mix with, and never ort not to be admitted into no lunchun bars, 
or the seleck parts of musickalls, where I, with other gents, pass my 
layshur heveninks.—Yours truly, "ENERY OBKYNGS. 





Mr. Inspgecktur Fun. 

Sir,—The indeasensy of that ’ere full private. Wotsisname in a 
ceating of ’imself at the farmer’s tably doty, up there in the North, 
is just of a pece with the bloomin’ imperence of his com- 
merades ‘ere in the mertropoliss, as is a continyally insiniwatin’ 
theirselves into respectiable fammyles, and a laying sege, as the 
millingtery term goes, to the ‘arts of the fair secks, as is the special 
objecks of the admirashun of us pleecemen. Sir, I admires and 
applords they farmers for their sperrit and self-respeck in a kickin’ out 
that there low private from their mist ; and what I wish is as the gals, 
the bells of our kitchings and aireys, would take patten by ’em, and 
keep them ’umbugging swaddys at a proper distance. Which, thanks 
to the interroduckshun of the ’elmet inter the Force, the distance be- 
tween us and them has bin made much leveller, but might be more. 
— Yours actively and intellygenkly, A. Wun. 





dere Mr. phun,—the owdacious condick of them dratted stuck-up 
haggericultooristes in re-fusin’ to sit down to meels with a decent and 
hinoffencive cavulree soldgere beats all them bulgarian trossyties, as 
we've heerd so much on, all to fits; and all becos he was in yuneform. 
The hidear! This comes of heducating the masses. this do; and 
precious fine masses you've got for your munny. Why, if this ’ere 
sort of thing don’t stop, there ’ll be some snobs bimebi as ’ll think 
theyselves too good to sit down with A BEDLE. 





Tue Eprror or Fun. 

Dear Captain,—The name “British Soldier” is glorious in every 
land but one—that one, to its shame be it said, is his own. Do those 
who look down on private soldiers remember that the laurels of Blen- 
heim, Waterloo, Inkerman, Balaclava, and other justly-vaunted 
victeries were reaped by the rank and file? Have Englishmen for- 
gotten the old maxim that ‘‘every soldier is a gentleman’’? When 
the dogs of war begin to bark we are ‘‘ gallant fellows,”’ ‘‘ heroes,” 
** Spartans,”’ and so forth ; in times of peace we rank scarcely a step 
above the common hangman. They manage these things better in 
France. Here the private is regarded as a mere machine, there he is 
a possible general.—Yours to command, Private Sri. 


An Alternative. 


Ir you wish ed sons to escape the entunglements they might fall 


into in the * 
* Plain.’ ”’ 


sles of Beauty,’ 















send them to the ‘ Cities of the 


read the above paragraph, sent me off to make personal researches on 
the West Coast of Scotland. How hurried was my departure you 
know quite well. Just time to cram a revolver, a copy 
Poems, a keg of spirits of wine (with a view to the ultimate bottling of 
my prize), and a kilt into a portmanteau, and that was all ; and within 
four-and-twenty hours of your first summons I was pacing the shore 
of the loch on which Fort William is built. 


of Burns’ 


My eager enquiries en route for the Rev. Mr. A——, of Kent (a 


somewhat vague address if you come to think of it), had so far proved 
unavailing, and at Fort William itself the only strange parson in the 
place turned out to be a Particular Baptist divine, who was much 
scandalized at being asked if he was a church clergyman of Kent, and 
showed me a carpet-bag full of tracts in favour of disestablishment, 
which he told me, confidentially, he was going to take to the top of 
Ben Nevis, to be thence scattered by the four winds of heaven. 


, of Kent, so difficult, 





Finding the tracking of the Rev. Mr. A 


I changed my tactics and catechised the local fishermen on the sub- 
ject of the marine monster with the horse-like head. One intelligent 
man, Angus MacYocklleton by name, remembered well that his 
grandfather had once seen such a creature off the Isle of Mull; but 
that was twenty-seven years ago, aud the old man had died of de- 
lirium tremens the week after he met it. 
not assist me much, nor did I gain anything by a visit to Ballachulish 
where I was told there lived an old boatman who had had great ex- 
perience in such matters, for, on arriving at Donald Dumpy’s craft, I 
found the ancient mariner in question dead to all earthly attairs except 
the chewing of tobacco. 
informed me, but I had not hit upon one of them. If 1 came again 
the Monday week following, however, old Dumpy might be more 
communicative, she added. But, on the other hand, as she was 


So this item of news did 


He had his bright days, his step-daughter 


bound to admit, it might be one of his violent days, when he flung 
bottles at all who came near him, so my chance in this direction is 
not at all brilliant. 

But though not successful, so far, in the object of my journey, I 
am still sanguine of ultimate triumph. That I am in the right neigh- 
bourhood for discovery, I feel sure, for whilst searching for the great 
sea-serpent I have come incidentally upon well nigh all the lesser 
natural phenomena that make this dull season famous. On three 
distinct occasions have I been entreated to turn aside from my search 
and inspect, with a view to purchase, if I liked, a five-legged calf. 
As to the enormous gooseberry, I am writing these lines within hail 
of a bush which has borne two already, this season, as detailed in the 
Bannavie Express and Ben Nevis Courter; and there was a shower of 
frogs within six miles of here last Tuesday. Not twenty miles from 
here, neither, is the quarry where the toad is found regularly 
every September in the block of granite ; and 1 have been introduced 
to a farmer whose pear-trees blossom twice a season, as often as not. 
At this very moment a country-woman is waiting below to give me 
the refusal of a kitten with two heads; and I have, as it is, purchased 
a monster potato that weighs 3lbs. 50z. You will understand, there- 
fore, that 1 by no means despair of performing the task you set me, 
and to-morrow morning I start in the boat I have hired to prosecute 


my search in earnest. 





Wuart little flower is preduced by the union of two agricultura 
implements ?—A rose-bud (harrow-spud). 
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THINGS? THEATRICAL. o) | | 

Mr. Burnanp’s new comedy at the Gaiety, entitied 2 th Wie wa be TE | Hoa _ | he 
Jeames, having reference to a footman, it is only probable Wi, 1, Mi pt = 
that there will be some ca/f-love exhibited, although we 
feel sure the most fastidious. will have no occasion 
plush. 

Mr. W. H. Stephens will open the Royalty next 
month with Memories, a new comedy, in which Miss 
Agnes Leonard will appear: We trust Mr. Stephens’ 
Royalty memories will be-pleasant. 

During the Kendale’ provineial tour Mrs. Kendal | 
will play the part of Dora with a song, and introducea 
guitar accompaniment. Her presence in this piece has 
always been instrumental to its success. 

The part of Mephistophiles im Mr. W. S. Gilbert's 
version of Faust will be played by Mr. Frank Archer. 
As this arrangement isthe author’s suggestion, Mr. SS) | li 
Archer will, doubtless, be-all of a quiver ; but we should WwW A ES | (eet) 
think he would shoot the part capitally, and will doubt- Mepee | \h aE tessieral; 
less make a hit. 

Mr. George Honey has changed his programme at 
the Strand, and is now playing in comedy and extrava- 
ganza. The Ambassador from Below strikes us as a 
devilish good ti'le. 

The opening of the Olympic is fixed for the 23rd inst., 
when The Two Orphans will be revived. This is a piece 
that cannot be played once too often. 

The entertainment at the Globe includes Les Cloches 
de Corneville, and a new domestic drama by Joseph 
Mackay, Mavfair and Ragfair ; this is undoubtedly a | 
strong bill of fare. 

Drury Lane opens on the 28th with a new play by 
Mr. W. G. Wills, with Miss Wallis and Mr. Edward | 
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Compton in the leading parts. The company isa strong | vee 
one, and, of course, where there’s a Will(s) there’s a way. | =e, oe 
Mr. Righton, who is now playing Perkin Middlewick, | = 2 
is said to play it well. Of course, he wouldn’t play aan abe 
it i. —— is 4 
ESE : =” 
| VW FB 
A’ Colourable-Statement. | a 2 = mes 
AccorDING to the Court Journal the fashionable colour anf es wae 77s 
se coming season'is to be Bordeaux, the hue of the mo 
well-known wine-of that-name. As it is‘an accepted E. H TE RAINS. mF 
axiom with ladies that they may as well be out of the : Toe Speers OF THE be : ‘ne B 
world as out of the fashion, we expect it will be a First Read Sweeper :—“ Sap THING ABouT Brut, Am’t 1T? Been ovrT or % 
case of whine with all who cannot indulge in Bordeaux ; WORK FOR THRBE MONTHS,” 3 
and as blue is to be the contrasting colour, we would Second ‘Ditto :—** WELL, AND NO WONDER$ HB’S ALL VERY WELL AT THE t 
ennine very ee if that cannot be attained they dry, BUT HB AIN‘T OLD ENOUGH TO MANAGE THE slush; WHY, HE'D DRUWN THE , 
ook uncommonly due. PEOPLE.” 
BEANS: | And whatever I do and wherever I go, ' 
I am awfully bothered by something I hear, an es spin” 2 yc ting Yo Yamane! Soe eunen Seine A 
People say at the club and at mess! | hak saer Tike te oe. i. it , 
Explanation I'd'ask, but that chaffing I fear, | y . be ; - ‘ Fy 
So [ try at its meaning to guess. ° : : 
And I often attempt with a day at a race, Hurrah! I believe that at last I have hit 
Or an evening at pool or at loo, On the way to obtain what I need, | ba 
This curious remark some connection to trace, I’ll practise at “‘ Bean-feasts ’’— they'll certainly fit 
But have found it impossible to ! Me for any amount of this ‘feed.’ 
For next morning (I cannot conceive what it means !) | And if anything can, this is surely themeans 
They all tell me, ‘‘ Old fellow; you cannot stand beans!”’ | To prevent people saying ‘‘ I cannot stand beans! . 
When at school I was ‘‘ nowhere” in classical lore, | eee a 
And my play I preferred tomy work; A Boatiful Idea. bx 
Any learning at all I considered @ bore, | Mr. Fowrrgr,.the American who lately essayed to cross the Channel 
B on my lessons endeavoured to shirk! | in a pair of canoe-like water-boots some 11 feet in length, will doubt- 
“I ' Ma cigbt ie the deal oe | less hear numerous ouinions of the eficiency of his ae But 
I } i cannot ' i , uccessf t 
“~ — should nevereat.beans.. P’raps I ought | pe retary Sager rtd paged —— s alii 
o adopt this philosopher’s plan— | : os 
If I only was sure it was this that it means A. Common: Mistake: 


When my friends all declare that I ‘‘ cannot stand beans !”’ ; , . 
A Bit reeeived'the Royal Assent last session which had for its 


When with Lady Diana I hunted all day, object the Proteetion of the Commons of England. Now, self#preser- . 


sneer are ada ay, | get we sor, say th’ Gm 
’ ’ 
' 


England are safe enough to need no such Act, and would haveshowed 


To goin and win with a rush! | reste em ; i oe 
. | more consideration in passing a bill to protect the Lords, who are ae 

or arate ed, | threatened with destruction by the Radicals. ; 
’ j “i 3, 
For she wouldn't allow me to whisper a word, : : : <3 
And there seemed to be scorn in her eye, | A Misapplication of Terms. Se 
As she said (I am mad to find out what it means !)— To call a young lady who sedulously selects the dances in which she ey a 





‘‘ Sir, I never know’people who cannot stand beans.’’ will take a part a hop-picker. +4 
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LUGGAGE WORSHIP. 
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5m ** Boote,”” sobbed the newly-arrived Hotel-Visitor, ‘t why did the Landlord send me up, So the Dake cunningly sneaked out, returned by the next omnibus, 302 
a under the care of the sub-deputy- under-supernumerary-scull+ry-maid, to the worst etuo. by a pile of other people’s luggage. 

ef)! attic in the hotel! Iam a Duke and very nch—I want a suite of rooms! ”’ 

**It's a ‘cos you've on’y got one little portmanter,”’ said the Boots. 

+ ro RA lway dea, sd — crane 
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** -hankee, And the mad rage ef that Landlord! 





**] wil, sen?’ wonr Ines: up instantly.’’ he said, revere" tially. 
“ve only one ] tue portmanteau,” said the Viste. 


——. 
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AUSTRIA’S DINNER A LA RUSSE. 


HOW HE TRIED TO SWALLOW BOSNIA AND §HERZEGOVINA, AND HOW THEY DISA‘ 


REED WITH HIM. 
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FUN’S FARCES. No. 8.—CONSERVANCY ! 
A Farce in Contrnvovs Acts, 4s PLarep Datry Near Tower-ui1t. 


Scene: No. 41, Trinity-square. Discovered are ConservaTors, Lock- 
MEN, SUPBRINTBNDENTS, §¢. hey danee round, singing— 
Ou! we're the Conservators of the Thames—of the Thames, 
Of otherConservators, parent stems—parent stems ; 
And all the day long an ambiguous song 
We sing, and its burden is funny ; 
Which comic refrain we disdain to explain— 

It’s ‘‘ What do we do with our money ?”’ 
We want to quadruple the fees and tolls — fees and tolls, 
And bring in the money in larger rolls—larger rolls. 
A bill in the House, with this purpose dubbed—purpose dubbed, 
We tried to insinuate, and were snubbed—and were snubbed. 
Oh, lots of our locks are nigh falling down—falling down, 
Our weirs unprotected for folks to drown—folks to drown, 
Our banks were a ruinous sight to see—sight to see, 
With refuse and weeds where the stream should be—stream should be. 

Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! 

Wouldn't you, wouldn’t you like to know— 

Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! 

Where does the money we capture go? ; 
Though pleasure-boats caught in their swell will sink—swell will sink, 
At launches that travel too fast, we wink—fast, we wink. 
Our banks from the source to the mouth are white—mouth are white 
With gentlemen bathing from morn till night—morn till night. 
The practice we never attempt to stay—’tempt to stay, 
Till ladies from boating must keep away—keep away. 

Oh ! isn’t the river in just a state— 
A state of existence sunny— 
Conservators having who won't relate 
The way that they spend the money ! 


Enter Tue Britisu* Pusuic. 


Tue B.P. I hear you are alive to the irregularities which I am 
here to complain of, so I need not recapitulate. As you are aware of 
them, may I venture to inquire why you do not attempt to remedy 
them? ‘I'he river is as neglected as any common ditch—do you hear 
me? (They look superciliously at him through their official eye-glasses. ) 
Why don’t you answer? I permit you to take tolls from vessels, 
boats, waterworks, moorings, &c., to keep the river in order with— 
why don’t you reply? Why don’t you do it? It is my river, not 
yours. I am here to insist on an explanation. (Sings.) 

Why don’t you answer, instead of ignoring, 
Calmly ignoring the fact of my presence ? 
Presence you ought to be duly respecting, 
uly respecting, not riding rough-shodden, 
Shodden with pooh-poohing nails o’er your master, 
Master who wants an account of his stewards, 
Stewards who seem to do naught for the money, 
Money they get, which they ought to be using, 
Using for keeping the river in order ; 
Keeping it free from the weeds and the rubbish, 
Rubbish and weeds, and the scandalous bathing, 
Bathing, and seeing the lockmen aren’t longer, 
Longer than half-an-hour passing my boat through ; 
Passing my boat, and then putting the tow-path, 
Putting the tow-path in decent condition, 
Decent condition ; not trying to cabbage, 
Cabbage an Act to quadruple their income, 
Income already possessing, be stating, 
Stating and showing the manner they spend it ! 
(They return no answer. Exit Tue B.P. in high dudgeon. Then they 
burst forth, singing.) 

Whack- fol-de-rol-de, whack-fol-de-diddle, 

Just let us, just let us put forth our riddle ; 

Just let us ask in accents of honey— 

What do we, what do we do with the money 7? 


(Grand repetition of refrain. They all dance round, while the Thames 
gets worse and worse, and CURTAIN.) 


BRUIN TO BEAKY. 
({rutu and Honour, if you please, 
Peace, you said, was ‘‘ Bright's disease ; ”’ 
Yet, if ‘* Peace with Honour’s”’ right, 
It is Johnny’s ‘* Honor Bright.”’ 


A Vague Address. 
Mr. Bott, on leaving his lodgings, stated for his landlady’s infor- 
mation that he was going to live in Elsewhere-road. 
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Tue party whom this represents 

Is one of England's foremost gents ; 
And who is that, do you suppose P— 
Why, no one /ess than Poet Clothes ! 
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THE COMP VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. XV.—THE CELERY. 


Tue Celery is not a high-caste vegetable. It is only a cultivated 
form of the common ditch-born Smallage, an offensive, evil-odoured 
weed, which some benevolent horticulturists took out of the gutter and 
experimented upon with culture until they succeeded in developing it 
into a great and white stick. A meeting was then called, at which the 
new name, Celery, was publicly conferred on the reformed reprobate, 
Smallage, who was exhibited in his new and clean clothes. The band 
pune selections, ac-celer(y)-ando. Across the hall was stretched a 

anner bearing the following tastefully-illuminated motto, ‘‘Smallage 
had no knowlege; Celery is the best smellery.”” After a bountiful 
tea to the school-children, a testimonial presented by his friends and 
admirers informed Smallage that the name ‘‘ Celery ”’ had been selected 
on account of the brilliant ‘‘ celerity’’ he had developed under generous 
treatment. On learning this, Celery, late Smallage, who had hitherto 
maintained a becoming gravity, and who had risen to return thanks 
before he knew exactly what was coming—immediately split himself. 
Hence the custom of bringing celery to table split. 

But all the culture in the world will never get the original nature 
out of a vegetable. So Celery, born and bred in a ditch, insists to 
this day upon living in a ditch, just the same as when he was Small- 
age ; though, to assuage the feelings of his kind patrons, the horti- 
cultural ditch is now called a trench. 

The celerity of Celery is abundantly manifested in the extreme 
rapidity of its cellularisation. It will make a thousand cells while a 
whole hive of bees is getting the roof on No. 1, Wax-terrace. The 
Celery is an industrious and business-like vegetable, and, instead of 
gadding about after public admiration, it keeps underground, does its 
work in the dark, and produces large sticks of white scrumptiousness 
in a workman-like manner and in a comparatively short time. With 
encouragement, it will manufacture half a yard and more of prime 
salad-stick, and ‘‘do it,” as the treadmillist observes, ‘‘on my head’’— 
a head of celery being well-known to be its foot. 

Celery was invented in order to meet the requirements of bread and 
cheese, and to countermine the machine-made pickle trade. The 
labour is cheap, for Celery works without salary, while machinery 
won’t. The consequence is that Celery has been brought down within 
the reach of the very lowest of the population—even underground, the 
cellar-sellers sell Celery in their oan 

N.B —Biled celery is no ’count. 





A morro for an enthusiastic eronaut.—‘‘ Air-or-naught.”’ 
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CES ENFANS TERRIBLES. 


Partner (during interval of quadrilie) :—‘‘I HorpR WE SHALL HEAR YOU 


SING TO-NIGHT, Miss WARBLES.”’ 


Miss W.:—‘‘T rear I CANNOT, BECAUSE MY TIRESOME YOUNG BROTHER 
HAS LEFT MY MUSIC AT HOMB AND BROUGHT NOTHING BUT MUSIC-HALL 


DITTIES INSTEAD.”’ 





SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Tropuontus AwnNouNcEs HIS RetuxN TO Town, AND ANSWERS A_ 
Frew L&Trers. 
Tue Cave, Aug. 19th. 


My Dagar anp Lona-surrertnc Epiror,—Once more ‘‘ my foot is 
on my native heath (Newmarket)—my name’s MacGregor "’—only my 
foot is on no heath whatever, whether native or otherwise, being, in 
fact, lightly posed on a magnificent new Brussels carpet (a present 
from my numerous lady admirers), with which the Cave has recently 
been adorned; nor am I at Newmarket, there being nothing in par- 
ticular going on there just now to call for my presence, as the merest 
tyro in racing matters will tell you; and, as for my name being 
MacGregor, I have too much confidence in your common sense to sup- 

you capable of believing such a thing for a moment possible. 

‘o, sir, I merely wished to indicate, by means of ‘‘ classical allusion "’ 

and quotation not more than usually inapplicable, that I have reached 
home again after my short but eventful trip to the North. 

Toa man of your varied experience, dear Editor, ‘‘ it goes without 
saying ’’ that letters have accumulated in my absence. A selection of 
these [ now propose to answer. 

But first let me attempt to express with what feelings of remorse I 
came across a message of yours, which, it seems, arrived immediately 
after my departure for Glenfusky. I hope you will accept my most 
grams apologies for no; attending to it. Had I known the 

ntic young man whom I| noticed just as we started dancing wildly 
on the wharf, gesticulating with a paper and shouting, ‘: Come back, 
you old blackguard !’’ was a messenger of yours, I should have insisted 
on the captain’s putting back at once, or lowering a boat for my use. 

I now proceed with my 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Apa anv A Bsirsr.—I dare say you czm’t make head or tail of my 





| mi OW A ! 
net 
men. 


progperes. 
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_ PLANTER’S PUNCH! 
| A West Inpian Recipe. 


A wine-glass with lemon juice fill, 
Of sugar the same glass fill twice, 
Then rub them together until 
The mixture looks smooth, soft, and nice. 


Of rum then three wine glassfuls add, 
And four of cold water please take. A 
Drink then you'll have that’s not bad— 
At least, so they say in Jamaica. 


Ear! ’Ear! 

At Hinkley on Tuesday three lads were found guilty 
of breaking op¢n six missionary boxes belonging to the 
church, and were sentenced to beimprisoned and birched. 
One of these sacrilegious young wretches was named 
Arthur Wheat, which cognomen is strangely suggestive 
of thrashing. Wehope they boxed the ears of Wheat, 
for that would be sure to go against the grain. 


Clearly So. 
Tus Emperorf,Wilhelm having been recommended 
mud baths at Teplitz for rheumatism, we cannot see 
why the noble Thames cannot be utilised for this pur- 
pose. At any rate no Englishman ought to go abroad 
to be cured of this malady when he can be alleviated 


in his mudder country. 





Marry, Come Up. 

Ir is asserted that, in consequence of his marriage, 
Lord Carington is about to resign his commission in the 
Blues. Of course his lordship ought to know his own 
business best, but we can assure him it is no uncommon 
thing for married men to be tn the blues. 


Men of Metal. 

Tue lead from the roof of Temple Bar is to be made 
into commemoration medals for the Common Council- 
We always were very much given to Civic 
dignitaries, but now they will have an additional 
charm. 

Ir you took your ulster toa French laundress to be 
cleaned, what Canadian province would she probably 
mention P— Nova Scotia (no vash coats here.) 

Men or Sounp Princip_es.—Musicians. 











I'm often affected in the same manner by them myself, 

ut I take no notice of it, and it seems to pass off. Buy next week’s 
Fun and see how you like my final notes on the Leger, If you don’t 
like them get the next number and so on, and trust to time. 

Stk Witrarp Lawson (at least, I think so, but it isn’t signed).—I 
deny your right to pass strictures on my repeated fits of intoxication, 
but I cannot help remarking your extreme one-sidedness ; you entirely 
ignore the fact that I am frequently sober. Besides, if you read your 
Fun regularly you would know I have taken the pledge. 

A Scertic.—I pity, but cannot help you. Scepticism is the vice of 
the age. If you don't believe I killed those grouse as I say, I am 
sorry for you. It may be an impossibility, dut J did it. 

Joun Hices.—I Hullo! This is my John Higgs' He’s 
found out about the grouse, and uses awful threats! His horse hasn’t 
been sent back, either, and he’s going to prosecute me for stealing 
it! Ohlor! Here—Il’m off.—Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS. 


P.S.—Glengarry, Leger. 


RANK AND FILE. 
‘¢ I’m b-but a Shoeblack, Sir, I know, 
Yet I will let you see, 
Like D-dizzy even I can crow, 
F-for I am a K.G.”’ 
Thus said a little cove one day 
With quite a swellish stutter, 


To our P.D. upon his way ; 
‘©A Kni-knight Sir of the Gutter.”’ 








Ar the Brighton Annual Licensing Sessions the chief constable 
stated that drunkenness in that town was on the decline. We are 
glad to hear it, but not surprised, the consumption of drink is often 


associated with repid decline. 
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HEN I was young and vigorous and healthy, 
W I knew not what it was to pine or sigh ; 
j The world seemed made for me when I was 
wealthy. 
I wonder why ? 


I was a child of pleasure never sated, 
With all the happiness that gold could buy ; 
By beauty courted, smiled upon and féted. 
I wonder why ? 


At last there came a dreaded fatal day, 
And I was ruined! Things had gone awry! 
My friends? some nodded but most looked away. 
I wonder why ? . 


Each crony now seemed changed into a mocker ; 
Each beauty passed me with a scornful eye ; 
‘** Out,” was the answer where I plied the 
knocker. 
I wonder why? 


Then sickness came, accompanying sorrow, 
And lonely on my lodging’s bed I’d lie; 
Praying, for me, there might be no to-morrow. 
I wonder why? 


Not quite deserted yet! Life’s sweetest treasure— 
One gentle loving face was ever nigh ; 

And this is what I missed when racing pleasure. 

I wonder why ? 





PARIS ON STRIKE. 
From Ovur*Sprcitat OBSERVER. 


1 AVE been stoned at Blackburn by recalcitrant mill-hands; I have 
been metaphorically sat upon in the new Law Courts, not by Sergeant 
Buzfuz, but by vengeful masons who objected to my quoting John 
Stuart Mill and the ‘‘ Wealth of Nations,” because they comprehen- 
sively said it was all rot; I have been in lovely Napoli when the 
lazzaroni struck, and there was nobody to lie about the quays and 
church-steps and make the place look romantic for Cook’s tourists ; 
I have sat among the Himalayas when the punkahs struck; 
and we had to cool our feverish foreheads with more brandy pawnee 
than was good for us; I have been in America when the policemen 
struck, in Ireland when the Irish struck—the policemen ; but Paris in 
a striking condition was ere this to me unknown. 


(I am informed that this is the orthodox method of beginning a’ 


special correspondent’s letter ; but the editor has no eye for picturesque 
writing, and he won’t let me fill the usual three-quarters of a column 
with reminiscences of things that might possibly have happened to me.) 

A la rigueur you can do without all the striking gentry [ have men- 
tioned ; but cara Parigi (another Special habit) is absolutely impossible 
at the present moment. I speak not of the heat, sir, forI am de- 
termined to be original; I speak not of the Exhibition, for I intend 
to be amusing. No, sir, Paris is rendered uninhabitable and altogether 
like London, by the absence of things which in Paris are necessary to 
one’s very existence. Paris lacks its cochers and its garcongs. Paris, 
or, at least, the most essential portion of Paris, is on strike, and 
general inconvenience is the disorder of the day. I don’t quite know 
why, but Paris is a place where you want a cabman and a waiter at 
every step. You can’t live without them. You are always appealing 
to them. They are the friends of your bosom, and the foes of your 
small change. And Paris possesses them no more. And even at the 
outset I saw that things were all altered, and the Golden City of my 
youth was enshrouded in the pall of dark desperation. 

(Again the editor arrests the winged fancy in its flight. He doesn’t 
know that this is the Special Poetic Highfalutin’, as distinguished 
from the Special Highfalutin’ Retrospective.) 

I arrived at the St. Lazare station, thankful that the engine had not 
struck. I had with me the modest and compact camp equipage of the 
professional explorer, who must hold himself ready to start for San 
Domingo, or even Clapham Junction, at the shortest notice. Such as 
it was, there was nobody to carry it. The porters had all gone out to 
look at the cabmen striking. hen I mentioned a vehicle I was 
grinned at. The cabmen on strike were all conveying the waiters on 
strike to problematic restaurants where somebody not on strike could 
hand a dish or flourish a napkin. 

I waited thirteen hours for a conveyance, and then, saying I was 
Mr. Joseph Bradlaugh Arch Chamberlain, of the Birmingham Caucus, 
pledged to support strikes anywhere, I prevailed upon a eocher, who 
was going to his public meeting, to take me a few yards on my 
way for three thousaud francs—in sovereigns. After depositing my 
traps in a waiterless hotel, where I had to go down to the cellar in 
order to get the bottle of Roederer my cabman insisted upon as a right, 






I went to the mecting already mentioned. It was quite modorate in 
tone. One cocher proposed that, as republicans, to whom the liberty 
of the subject was dear, none of them should ever take as fare a man 
whose political principles they didn’t like, or a lady who hadn’t a 
good complexion and pretty feet. It was also decided that no pour- 
boire should be less than a franc, and all ‘‘ fares "’ offering coppers to 
a cocher should be prosecuted. cts Sale 

In a cabless city I had to walk five miles to the Waiters’ Strike 
Committee. There they said that to call a waiter three times in forty 
minutes shuld be considered a capital offence ; and to give him less 
than two francs fifty for each bock he served ought to debar you from 
the services of all the class of waiters. 

I had to walk to my hotel; and there serve my dinner myself—I 
think I shall return to-morrow. 


LOST AND SAVED. 
An Ipyt or THE Gamina TABLE. 


No casual observer would have thought that fair-haired blue-eyed 
man, with a saint-like face, abstractedly twanging the Jews’ harp, as 
he gazed at the sunlit landscape, was the notorious Fred Martyn, 
gambler, roué, swindler, rogue, and vagabond. 

He was alone with his victim, Herbert Clitheroe. They had played, 
and deeply, throughout the night, and Herbert had lost his temper, 
his money, and his head, but now slumbered gently and sweetly as a 
babe in its mother’s arms. 

Fred Martyn softly laid aside the Jews’ harp, and, abstractedly 
taking up a pack of cards, carefully stowed away in his sleeves a few 
aces and kings. 

‘* He has still two-and-sevenpence in postage stamps,’’ muttered the 

mbler. 

e Then he shook his sleeping victim. Herbert stirred, and his youth- 
ful lips sighed forth the solitary word, ‘‘ Betsy.”’ 

Fred Martyn started violently. Roué and rogue as he was, his 
fresh cheek blanched, and for a second a grey haggard look came over 
his beautiful face. 

‘‘T, too, once loved a Betsy,” he sighed ; and his eyes assumed a 
weary wistful look as if they would peer back into the past, that past 
when perhaps even Ae was innocent. ‘‘ Betsy! That word has saved 
him ;’’ and he quietly returned to the pack the cards he had a moment 
before secreted. ‘‘I cannot cheat a man who loves a Betsy,’’ he 
murmured. ‘‘ Besides,” he added, after a moment’s thought, ‘‘ Besides, 
he’s such an unutterable duffer ; I can easily beat him without.”’ 

The consciousness of a noble action imparted an additional beauty 
to his saint-like face as he roused the slumberer, and in a few minutes 
the pair sat opposite each other, Herbert's two-and-sevenpence in 
postage stamps, and a new pack of cards between them. 

The excitement was thrilling, but how could a mere novice, for 
Herbert was little more, hope to hold his own against such an opponent 
as Fred Martyn. 

In less than an hour the thirty-one postage stamps were transferred 
to the gambler’s pocket. 

‘¢ Ruined! Ruined! !”’ shrieked Herbert Clitheroe, wildly waving 
his arms above his head, and the next moment he fell senseless to the 
floor, but as he fell the quick ear of the vagabond caught the one 
word ‘‘ Mother!”’ gasped in a tone of the deepest despair. 

Fred Martyn was a bold bad man, but a tear stood in one of his 
angelic eyes as he surveyed the ruin he had wrought. ‘I also once had 
a mother,” he muttered, and acting on a sudden generous impulse he 
took one of the stamps he had just won and pressed it on the soft and 
clammy hand of his victim, where it stuck. ‘‘ Half-a-crown is enough 
for me,”’ he cried, his voice fairly choked by emotion, and not daring 
to look behind him for fear the sight of the stamp might unman him, 
and lead him to undo his noble deed, he fled from the house into the 
open country. 

And as he fled the gorgeous sunshine played about his golden locks 
until it seemed as if a glory surrounded his saint-like features, and as 
he rested on a stile and played a soothing melody on his favourite 
instrument, the birds trilled in nature’s chorus and helped to gladden 
his weary lonesome heart, and the gambler, roué, swindler, rogue and 
vagabond for once was happy. 


Hint to Artists. 


Tue Cannibal Islands are the best places to go to for evening 
studies, as they are celebrated for their sons eat effects. 


Caution to Mothers. 


Do not let your boys go birds’-nesting. If they capture the sparrow, 
they may also catch the thrush. 


A MISANTHROPE recently remarked at a farmer's dimner that, 
however the butchers might grumble, he was always sure, whenever 
he came to market, to meet with a lot of fat beasts. 
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J GETTING THE PULL OF IT. 
: Policeman :—‘'‘ Now THEN, CABBY, PULL IN THERE A BIT; D'YER YEAR, PULL BACK !” 
‘ Cabby (who has stood a good deal of bullying already) :—‘‘ PULL IN, PULL OUT, PULL THIS WAY, PULL THE OTHER! Wuy, I SHALL PULL THE 
ts BLESSED ’ORSB’8 "ED ORF IF I PULL MUCH LONGER.” 
is 
i! ; _ later on that ‘‘ Lord Harris upon this made a cut off McIntyre for 
| CRUEL CRICKET: A GALLIC PROTEST. |four!’ Bravo! my lordship. It deserved him and worse, this of 
! SO THE SDITOR OF FUR, _ defenceless maiden the savage attackes. But what of the cannibals, 
: LeycesTERRE Squarg, Sept. 2, 1878. | sare, whom for he cut? We may eat frogs; you eat MclIntyres, 
a Sarz,—I am what it arrives to you to call a Parley-rous and a | n'est ce pas? Voild. : a 
4 frog, but it does me proud, sir, to know I Lave the heart of me in the | But more had to come thene is, for I also read that—‘‘ At this point 
‘ what you call droit vlace. | Mr. Yardley hit both the bowlers all over the field, cutting them with 
( y ) P y g 
impunity, till he was himself bowled off his legs. ” 


‘*Yessur,”” as say your garcons, I have the feeling kind sympathetique, | 
as we call him, and my heart has the bail over with—with—ah !— | 
I forget what you goto name him, but no mattare '—-since, sare, I 


peruse your pappers of the sports of old England, and of the game of | when it is cutting always comme ¢a. But crickets isa manly sport, 
‘‘ crickets,” as you call him, in particulare. say you. No—no,I hate him! for I love maidens, and like not to 


Sare, it ‘has never arrived to me to see one play this sport, and I | have cuts off the fellow sportsmen of mine, for choice. Away go with 
Nevare! Jamais! For what I go to | you! he is a brutal sport, be is for savage barbers the very game ; but 
for Christian gentlemen nevare !—nevare '—Tout 4 vous, 


JuLEs TETEDURE. 


Vhat savages it comes to all them to be, and allwheres the same 
when it is the crickets. No wonder it gets the blood of you up, 


have the hope I never shall. 
peruse is too much—‘‘ kevite too offly showcking,” as says the young 
demoiselles of you—and it shudders me to think of him—the a 


ee 
ae 


crickets, I mean. Look 
sentement this weak past, an have no more of the wonder that 


a 
me 


. 


you, sare, what I read in one pappe | 
vile 


of him, the crickets game, suchly :— 

Firstly, this answer to me is read so ‘‘ McIntyre then bowled a | 
maiden over ten times in succession, amidst loud cheers !’’ 
gx There, sare! does not the blood of you overboil to peruse of this | 
wretch—this miscreant? Oh, how felicitated I was to arrive to see | 


SAUCE FOR THE SALMON. 


Srvce rank and titles nowadays are quite the rage and passion, 

A little more strong-mindedness Sir Goose will be in fashion ; 

In days of Baron and Sir Loin, hog’s buttock made Sir Gammon, 
And we may have Sir Lobster now that they have knighted Salmon. 
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' IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By A ConriRMED IDYLLER. 





a 


No. XI—*“WIND AND RAIN.” 


F there’s a thing in this wide, 
wide world 
That leaves my brain in a state, 
With all its nerves and fibres 
unfurled 
To hold the intensest hate, 
And burn my heart with a furious 
pain, 
That thing’s the sight of a 
show’r of rain. 


nd 


Th ne oe. te ee ee 


I quite abhor the drizzle and 
sleet, 
I loathe the thunderous kind, 
And in this thing, I needn’t 
repeat, 
I never shall change my mind. 
If in my head I’m passably sane 
il in rain. 
And yet this hate (a paradox this 
I greatly delight to show) 
Is just the cause of the perfectest bliss 
Twas ever my lot to know 
His cause for bliss is palpably plain 
Who all his days sees Evetyn Raynz! 


¥or though the rain we greatly detest 
That rains on our outward part, 
There’s none object (or they’ve not confessed) 
That Rayne should reign in the heart ; 
And in my heart, I’m happy to say, 
‘*The Rayne it reigneth every day !”’ 
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Fussy and partially deaf Officer, inspecting stables :—‘‘ Au, SMITH, WHAT ON EARTH HAVE YOU BEEN CLEANING YOUR HARNESS WITH ?”’ 
Officer :—‘* AH, THEN DON’T DO IT WITH THAT AGAIN; 8EB HOW IT ROTS THE LEATHER.” 








Ape-palling. 

Tue latest Indian advices inform us that a village near Calcutta has 
been invested by a large party of baboons, who have taken complete 
possession of the place, living with excellent ape-tites on the fat of the 
land, and making themselves a regular apey tamily at the expense of 
the villagers. The local constabulary being quite unequal to deal with 
this mob of roughs, the assistance of the Calcutta police has been 
invoked to move on the obnoxious visitors, or run them in in the event 
of their continuing recalcitrant. We feel for the annoyance and 
disgust of these ape-ridden folks, and if it be any comfort to them to 
know that they are not singular in their affliction we might claim a 
fellowship of suffering with them. ‘There are a great many baboons, 
gorillas, and various monkey tribes at large in London and other 
English ‘‘ villages,’’ whom the country could very well spare, and 
would cheerfully exchange with our friends in the Empire for an equal 
number of their specimens, with a liberal discount. We hope to see 
a committee promptly formed to carry out this object, which has 
hereby our free permission to place our name upon its list of 
patrons. 


Breakfast on the ‘‘ Briny.”’ 


THERE’s many a slip 
*T wixt the cup and the lip, 
Especially when you're on board of a ship. 


The Railway Company’s Postulate. 
Let it be granted that cur line may be made from any point from 
which we wish to start to any point to which we wish to go. 


Tue Dirrerexnce.— Unlike the alderman who devours him when he 
has become an alderman in chains, the turkey-cock gobbles when he 
is not eating. 

‘‘Tus Mad Hatter’’ wants to kmow whether hops were not 


| introduced into England, at the time of the Conquest, by a French 


dancing -master. 
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UR privilege’ _ oof 
living 
Is bought with 
many woes, 
A cold—as sample 
giving— 
Is ‘‘paid for through 
the nose !’’ 
But one there is in 
rigour 
All other woes 
above, 
Assailing with a 
vigour— 
The malady of 
Love! 
However, it is 
stated— 
No matter of sur- 
mise— 


From evil it is fated 
For benefits to 
rise. 
From ev’rything a 
changing 
There, sure as fate 
must be— 
To good from evil 
ranging 
Will do 
Q. E. D.! 


it— 





So, reasoned thus together, 
This malady, you’ll find, 
Willi lead to marriage tether, 

Or something of the kind. 
And yet I am the sample 

Of Logic’s ridicule, 
Exception’s sad example 

For proving out the rule! 


Why shouldn’t I rejoice in 
‘The changing from the base fF 
Because it has no voice in 
My odd unhappy case. 
Why should it be deferring 
Its benefits to me? 
Instead of one preferring, 
Alas ! I worship three ! 


Each happy laughing maiden, 
As good as she is fair, 
Is comfortably laden 
With consol, stock, and share. 
Three sisters’ eyes I bask in, 
Yet, though I could, I find, 
Have either for the asking, 
I can’t make up my mind ! 


My love, peace-killing, restive, 
Might doubtless be confest 
To her whose way's suggestive 

Of liking me the best. 
’Tis terribly enraging 

That loophole isn’t clear— 
To each I’m as engaging 

As each to me is dear. 


Was any lover ever 
In such a wretched plight ? 
Kind readers, do endeavour 
To set the matter right. 
A couple of them wooing, 
And leave me only orne,— 
The only way of doing 
What really must be dore ! 


From Cannon Row. 


Exam. Question. What is the origin of the expression ‘‘ A won at 
Lloyd's ’’ f—Who was ‘‘ A’’ ?—What did he win >—And what games 
are mostly in vogue there f 








Weeps run up fast in the garden, Lut not on the racecourse. 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AND THE 
SEA-SERPENT. 
Orr THE NorweEGIAN Coast, Monday, Sept. 9th. 


Srea-Serrents, Sir, have their foibles and fancies, like the rest of 
us, and one of these is to curvet and dash through a large quantity of 
salt water. On reading up a work on these marine snakes, indeed, 
written by that eminent authority, Mr. Henry Lee, I was staggered 
to tind that one of them was once observed by a certain Mr. J. Miller 
and his friends, long since defunct, to be doing its level best (in a very 
curved kind of way, however) to cara-cole to Newcastle. After com- 
ing upon this remarkable trait in the character of the sea-serpent, I 
was prepared for well-nigh anything, and your well-meant telegram 
delivered to me on the quay at Fort William a week ago, and 
counselling me to ‘‘ Try Norway!”’ was acted upon forthwith, just as 
though it had been a theatrical stage and I a travelling dramatic 
company. 

I bad not in the meantime, I must confess, come upon either the 
Rev. Mr. A , of Kent, or the marine monster with the equine 
head that had so disturbed his equine-imity. (N.B.—I only say 
‘*‘ equine-imity,’’ because the reverend clerical gent was out riding 
on the sea-horses on the day of hisstrange vision.) Three times had 1 
been lured away to far distant islands by highly-coloured accounts of 
peculiar marine captures, which turned out in two cases to be big 
congers, and in the third the funnel of a traction-engine, cast ashore 
after a violent storm. During my voyaging in and out the indented 
coast I was borne down upon by both Colonel Malcolm and Lord 
Colin Campbell, canvassing in their respective steamers, with all 
sail set, of course ; and as 1 had no vote I impartially promised it to 
_ sides, and was duly fetched by two steam yachts on the polling 

ay. 
This was not finding the sea-serpent, however, and I was about, on 
my own responsibility, to seek in other seas, when your despatch gave 
fresh force to my impulse, and sent me flying along at ten loop-knots 
an hour (I always prefer loop-knots when sailing, as they are so much 
easier to slip in case of a gale) towards Aulesund, where it seems a 
monster with a dog’s head this time, and a scaly bark which no re- 
spectable hound would own, had been remarked gambolling amongst 
the breakers by a Christiania journalist, M. Baetzman, who, by his 
name, ought to be a good cricketer. 

To track this interesting press man to his home was a work of difli- 
culty, but I didit; but he had taken to his bed the day after seeing 
the ‘* kunecephalous ’”’ monster, I found, and refused to see me, though 
1 sent up a decidedly local name on my card, copied from the 
shop-front of a neighbouring dairyman. 1 see now that if by chance 
the name I chose was that of the very dairyman to whom M. Baetzman 
owed, it may be, a long score for milk, his refusal to see me, and his 
eccentric wish, as I thought at the time, that I should take a packet of 
Norwegian coins he sent down, and go, are explained. 

In default of an interview | bought all the Jocal journals and stood 
out to sea again, keeping a special look-out for the trunk studded with 
brass-headed nails, with which the hound-headed monster was said by 
one Christiania print to be provided. 

The following morning I[ was hastily roused from slumber by the 
skipper of my craft*, Angus MacYockleton, and, with a ‘‘ Hist, mon ! 
Jest lookie yon!’ he pointed with his snutf-stained forefinger Sou’ - 
west by Nor’. South-west by Nor’ I looked; and, there gracefully 
careering in the lambent rays of the morning sun (or 1 am almost sure 
they were lambent ones), a mighty canine head, with a long tapering 
body attached. It was a moment of deep and awful suspense, and 
not at all considerate of MacYockleton to strike there and then for 
wages. 

but I was in no mood to be cross at trifles, for there, within easy 
sail, Sou’-west-by-Nor’ of us—a Sou’-west-by-Nor’-ness our little 
craft every moment reduced in its proportions—there, I say, now 
sinking under and now topping the foam-crested billows—tfor the 
foam-crestedness I can vouch to the Herald’s College, if necessary— 
was—well, what do you think ? 

Why, the sea-serpent, which had been seen by the Christiana 
journalist, of course, say you ! 

Well, so I thought at first, but on getting close up I found it was 
just no sea-serpent at all, but the wooden figure-head of the good 
ship Buli Dog, of Bideford, with her jibboom attached by a chance 
piece of cable. 

P.S.—I am hastening home under a heavy spread of canvas, to 
take part in the City Clerks’ and Physicians’ Fees controversies. 








From the East. 


Tue income of our friends who are ‘‘ something in the City,’’ may 
be very properly a matter of uncertainty to us, but there is no doubt 
they are in E.C. circumstances. 

* I beg to say that my having a skipper for my craft, by no means implies that 
I need another wan to command my temper.—Y. E.S. R. 
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THE STRANGER. | 

Tue City was at its busiest. It was 12 o'clock quite, it might have | 
been half a minute past, but that’s a secondary consideration, when a | 
tall handsome man might have been seen—no, noI think that’s been | 
said before—when a tall, handsome man was seen viewing the Mansion | 
House and Bank of England with feelings of wonderment. The 
stranger was not dressed in the ordinary acceptation of the term; of 
course he had clothes on, but his appearance, like the weather, was 
decidedly ‘‘ sloppy,”’ and his bronzed face and long beard went far to | 
further the idea that he had just arrived from some distant c/imd, or | 
possibly from a Colonial ‘‘ run.’’ 

So thought Mr. Fox Sharper, a smart-looking man about 40, who 
had all the appearance of a man about town, in fact, who looked like 
a swell with very mobile features. He had been eyeing the stranger 
for some time, and at length spoke ; he didn’t speak at length, but 
shortly remarked that ‘‘ he’d make a bet that such buildings couldn't 
be matched anywhere.’’ 

‘* All very fine,”’ said the stranger. 





OFF WOOLWICH, SEPT. 3, 1878. 
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Brconse the bauble for awhile ! 
Be mufiled for a space, ye bells! 
The jester’s lip hath lost its smile, 
The motley breast with sadness swells. 
* * a & * 
The morn broke fair, the day was bright, 
Too bright, too bright, to close in gloom ; 
In peaceful calmness waned the light. 
Ere dusk had deepened into night, 
Five hundred souls had met their doom. 
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‘ After this Mr. Sharper volunteered much information as to the A thing of life, she speeds along, ef 
angers of London life, pointing out how necessary it was for anyone Wh he shi ; a 
unaccustomed to its ways to beware of swindlers, related how he | ere past the ships the river flows. at 
himself had become a prey, and finally proposed a visit to a neigh- | The seamen, list’ning to the song <.- Sy 
—— a — od ‘a dette eal Raised by the careless, happy throng, a3 
e stranger willin assented, several glasses were drank an cor ‘Det a a aa 
paid for by Mr. Sharper, "who —s Le hn gheonge ow — be = | Ory “There the * Princess Alice’ goes ! TF 
uest for the day. Drinks were follow y dinner, dinner by : ' hee ee 
billiards, at which little game Mr. 8. professed himself a novice and = ga mom oe = - . i 4 
played like one. After this they proceeded to the Canterbury, Mr. © singers, ceasing, hold their breath— on 
Sharper still insisting upon paying for everything. At last the stranger A crash! Then twice four hundred cries, Mi 
thought he must be going. Mr. S. pressed him to accept the hospi- In one wild clamour seek the skies ! - 
tality of his roof, ng in aa Surely then cocaine ys — * * e ° a £ ? 
he had never met so delightful a companion before—he must see him , Ss 
again. The stranger said he should be most pleased, and, with a A plunge from gladsome life to Death ! i; : 
singularly significant smile, handed his pasteboard, on which was x 2 
inscribed Albert Tomlinson, Detective Office, Scotland Yard. a 
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‘Go TO BATH!” 


Wovutp you know a place where Beauty 
May be always seen about, 

And ‘‘ the waters’’ do their duty 
To rheumatics and to gout ? 

Go, youth’s golden oats to sow there— 
Go, to crop life's lattermath— 

Upon any pretext, go there ! 
Go instanter !—‘* Go to Bath!”’ 
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In old days of cards and dicing 
It was called a wicked place ; 

Now its attributes enticing 
Are its innocence and grace. 

Yet (for censures more than praises 
Stick like plaster to a lath) 

People think that ‘‘ Go to blazes !”’ 
Means no more than—‘‘ Go to Bath!” 


All exploded, old world notions, 
Not akin to modern ways ; 
Now you quaff nepenthe potions— 
Live a round of dreamy days ; 
Time will here, in loving pity, 
Waft you on his smoothest path— 
Life runs easy in the City, 
Built on springs!—So ‘‘ Go to Bath!”’ 


An Odd Turn-out. 


Accorpinc to the Belfast papers, ‘‘ Mr. John Rea, 
the well-known solicitor, was dragged out of Court 
twice, by order of the mayor, Sir John Preston, J.P.’’ 
We should have thought a more dignified means might 
have been adopted towards the offending lawyer, no 
matter how grave his misconduct. Although constables 
were employed to eject Mr. Rea, we doubt if he were 
able to see the force of the proceeding, for it was Rea-lly 
too bad, and, in the words of one of the characters in 
Money, we would say, ‘‘ Decency, Sir John, decency !”’ 


— 
tated Oo —— 
OS he Oe 
~ — ft / ’ i rf in 
- ~ = . : - 7 "iy 
> =—- = JF A 
aie en : - - ‘ ' ; i L 
LLL LLL LLL LLL LL LLL CCC tt ett tat 
- er ee a 
. , . 
> 


Ty 
| 


Hh 


LT tt 


MN 











i r. Tae CC pet 

An Irreclaimable Plundere . GLOSSING IT OVER fs 

Tue blackbird has been called a great thief, but as . e 
for the redbreast he is always a robin. | Country Frame-maker (to Artist):—‘‘ Au, Mrs. Brown, NEXT poor To iif 
a YOU, HAS GOT SOME VERY GOOD PICTURES ; LEASTWAYS, THEY VE GOT A VERY hae 

Literary CHaracters.—The alphabet. NICE GLOSS ON THEM, + 5 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER —(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
No. 8.—THE DOOR-HANDLE SPREF. 
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Oh, and door-handles too! You say to your genera! Piumber-Carpenter-Painter-Labourer- So the Tenant, having entered, asks a friend to look at his 
and-Man-of-a'l-work: ‘* Here are the handles; but mind you don’t put them on fill the new houze. ‘* Come on, old fellow,” says he, “I'll 
day before the Tenant enters, as they aren't warranted to bear more than a week’s wear.” show you the rooms.’’ 
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= Hutlo! ’ ways he, ** here's the handl: off the drawing-rovm ‘** Why, here’s the bed-room door handle eff too! Cuan’t goin there. I'll just pocket all 
door ; 80 we can’t get in there.” the handles tbat come off and show ’em to the Landlord!’’ And he collects a good pocketfu). 
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‘I m afraid we m ust have a quietem«ke on the stairs, old boy,” ‘ Well, good-bye,”” he rays, **surry you cou du't sce the rvoms ; but Lm determined Vl show 
he saye, ‘‘ as We can tget into any 100m. ‘em tothe Landlord! Which he does, the Landlord experiencing the utmost surprive. 
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PAUL PRY AND THE PUBLICANS. 


Sir E. Henderson :—‘‘I HOPE I DON’T INTRUDE?” 





RY MUCH.” 


s 
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YOU INIRUDE VE 


GOOD DAY.”’ 


Pubtican :—** YOU DO, SIR. 


Sir E. Henderson :—‘‘ THEN IT’S OF NO CONSEQUENCE. 
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FUN’S FARCES. No. 9.—THE BANKRUPTCY LAWS. 


A Farce IN eNE ConsoLipaTep “ Act,’? AS Piayep DaILy 
THROUGHOUT THE KINGDOM. 


Scene.—A Court of Justice. The necessary JuvGE, and the equally w- 
dispensable PLAINTIFF and DEFENDANT, §¢., discovered. 
Tue Puatntirr. Permit me, in a manner brief, to say 
I took the summons out you’ll hear to-day, 
On purpose to recover what I paid 
For execution of a contract made 
With the defendant, eighteen months ago. 
The contract was, as you shall duly know, 
That he completed its conditions when— 
(Equivalent for which he collared then)— 
I called upon him. When I did, he stated, 
With thumb to nose, that he had ‘‘ liquidated !”’ 
And, as he liquidated, surely you 
Received the dividend that was your due ? 
Tue Praintirr. No! And to prove the truth of what I’ve said, you'll 
See here am not mentioned in the schedule! 
Why, when you knew it, proved you not the debt ? 
The thing had all been settled. 
The Gazette 
No doubt contained accounts of his petition, 
Noting its filing, meetings, composition. 
Tue PxiarntirF. But then 1 never see it—that’s the fact. 
Tue JupGe. Then you're the loser, so directs the Act. 
Though neither scheduled nor a notice had, 
I fear your debt’s incontinently bad. 
You’re bound to look in those official leaves ; 
So says the Act— ; 
THE PLAintIFrY. An Act that’s framed for thieves, 
A premium for persons doing wrong. 
Tue Derenpant. Permit me to explain it in a song. 


Tur DEFENDANT'S song. 


Now when a debtor wishes 
To shuffle out of debt, 
He duly goes and fishes 
Among his fishy set ; 
To constitute fictitious 
Big creditors he aims, 
To swamp the unsuspicious 
And dona fide claims. 
We file our intimation, 
On which the clique prefers 
Arrangement’s liquidation 
Outvoting all demurs. 


If those who’re bona fide 
Contain a ‘‘ nasty” dun, 
We happily decide he 
Shall not appear as one ; 
Omit him in the schedule, 
No notice gets he then— 
Gazettes not being read you’ll 
Perceive by one in ten. 
And when he comes to claim for 
(Too late) his little debt, 
Is told he is to blame for 
Not reading the Gazette ! 
I would have found for you, if but I saw 
In the defendant's case the slightest flaw. 
Nonsuited ! 
Tue PLAINTIFF. Is this Justice ? 
THE JUDGE. No, it’s Law! 
(Exit PLAINTIFF in despair. Great rejoicings among rogues and swisdlers 
in general. Grand framing of more Acts for their especial use and 
benefit, and CurTAIN.) 


THE JUDGE. 


THE JUDGE. 
THE PLAINTIFF. 
THE JUDGE. 


Tue JuDGE. 





Chicken Hazard. 

Two lads, at Leamington, have been sentenced to fourteen days’ 
imprisonment for stealing half-a-dozen eggs. This strikes us as un- 
necessarily severe, even for so fow/ a crime, but of course it will be an 
eggsample to other boys, and one they will doubtless /ay to heart. 


Athleticism Extraordinary. 
A youTH at an awkward age and not remarkable for tact, has been 
cautioned not to speak, because whenever he opens his mouth he “‘ puts 
his foot in it.” 


{r is estimated that the Caffres killed im the recent Cape war cost 
£125 a head. This is certainly a nobby price. 
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FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 2. 
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The ‘‘ individdle”’ (so to speak) 
Whose portrait we present this week, 
Indisputably seems to be 

A sufferer from /at-trophee. 


THEATRES. 

Tue production of Uncle Tom’s Cabin at the Princess’s and at the 
Aquarium, with such a peculiarly-selected troupe, is an event that can- 
not fail to attract public attention to a large extent. If it has anything 
like the success it has had in America, it will be entirely due to the 
freed niggers who sustain so prominent a part in the performance. 
The dramatic incidents may be well selected from the original work, 
but they are not well put together—a difficult task no doubt where 
such prominence had to be given to banjo-playing, to coons, to bones, 
and the Plantation Festival. There is much in the piece that will not be 
cared for by the general play-going public, but that very element will 
catch another and very large class, the followers of Moody and Sankey. 

At the Surrey a good old-fashioned melodrama, The Green Lanes of 
England, by George Conquest, has been produced. The play has had 
a long run at the Grecian, and will doubtless attract large audiences at 
its new home. 

At the Globe Les Cloches de Corneville has been produced in a highly 
satisfactory manner, after having a long and well-deserved run at the 
Folly. 

We have much pleasure in calling attention to the first ‘‘ Gaietx 
Matinee”’ of the season, which will take place on Saturday, Sept. 
14th. Mr. Hollingshead promises to introduce for the first time in 
England, the Dampier Children, of ‘*‘ Helen’s Babies ’’ celebrity. This 
perenne is to be given for the benefit of the Hospital for Sick 
Children. 


The Church. 
Can it be that the Establishment will be conterminous with the life 
of the present Primate? So it would appear if there is significance in 


the following combination : 
(Prel) A.C. (and 8S.) TAIT. 


To Westminster Clergymen in Want of Assistance. 
‘‘A SHAVELING,”” who dates from Millbank, states that, as soon as 


his time is again at his own disposal, he will be happy to take as many 
Church Services as he can get for nothing. 





A cuorr singer, named Mrs. Maud Giles, has recently sung €0F 
three hours without resting her voice, and she professes she can im- 
part the secret of her endurance to her pupils. tf we may be allowed 
a voice in the matter we would suggest that it will be necessary for 
Mrs. Giles to train her audience likewise, as to listen to anyone singing 
for three consecutive hours will decidedly be a feat of endurance. 
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THE SUBURBAN BUS. 





Irate Old Gentleman :—‘‘ It’s POSITIVELY DISGRACEFUL, CRBEPING AND 
CRAWLING ALONG IN THIS MANNER; STOPPING AT PUBLIC-HOUSES FOR GLASSES 





” 
. 


OF ALE 


Driver (unmoved):—** You’vE GOT A LOT TO HOLLER ABOUT, YOU HAVE; 
WHY, YOU'VE HAD A HOUR AND THREE-QUARTERS RIDE FOR SIXPENCE, AND 
NOW YOU'RE NOT SATISFIED. WHY, IF YOU'D TAKEN A CAB, HED 'A CHARGED 


YER FIVE BOR. 


AMERICAN TIMEPIECES. 


Deak Mr. Fun,—Will you let a poor lad who thinks he has been 
done, give a grumble? My means are more limited than my desires. 
Time is money to me; the timekeeper at our place is uncommon strict, 
and so I have long wanted a watch, but I couldn’t afford to buy one, 
even an aluminium. You may guess, then, I was pleased when, at 


the coffee-shop where I get my dinner (that is to say, when I can run | 


to a tightener), in more than one of the papers that stand up for us 
poor folk, I saw advertised, American Timepieces for a Shilling, 
Post Free, Fifteenpence, balanced action, steel works, size and shape 
of an ordinary watch. So I went without my dinner till I saved the 
money for sixteen stamps, and then I sent fifteen of them to the 
gentleman for one of his pocket timepieces, size and shape of an 
ordinary watch, Aftera bit the postman brought mea little parcel 
with a penny and a halfpenny stamp on it; so, anyhow, the gentle- 
man nobbled half of the 3d. I sent him for postage. 

And what do you think there was inside, sirs Why, a plaything 
for a babby! A little bit of a sundial, swinging about on what, I 
suppose, they call a magnet, dalanced action, steel works ! 

A fat lot of use that will be to me at night, or when it’s cloudy, or 
when it’s sunny, either. When l’m in a hurry, I can’t stop to clap it 
down on the pavement, and go down on my hands and knees, and 
wait till it’s done swinging. I can’t say whether it tells true time 


when it és still. Anyhow, it isn’t the same as the clock at the Works, | 


or the churches either. 

I shouldn't like to have my real name put to this, because the chaps 
at our place would chaff me. So, perbaps, Mr. Fun, sir, you'll let me 
sign my lamentation,—Your obedient servant, Jxxemy Dippiev. 


Ir is no crime for a maimed beggar to ask for arms. 
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TH= SHOW PLACE. 


Au! Mrs. Custodian, how do you do? 
We wish you a very good morn, 
We’re anxious to list to your narrative to 
This house where a poet was born. 
Oh thank you extremely—of course we'll step in— 
We’re quite in a hurry to hear you begin. 
(The open mouthed wonder we’ll give without end 
Your tale is intended to raise— 
It’s stilted delivery serving to lend 
A grace to its triteness of phrase — 
And quite understand it as part of your plan 
‘To get through the matter as soon as you can. 


For us it’s considered the regular thing, 
sy all that I’ve noticed or heard, 
To follow you over the place in a string 
And never to utter a word, 
Dut list to the tale to us glibly addressed, 
And do all we can to be very impressed). 


Oh, this is the room where the family sat ? 
And these are the tables and chairs ? 
And this is the place where he hung up his hat ¢ 
And these are his slippers in pairs ? 
And this is a staircase ? Hi! Don’t let us stop, 
She says he was born in a room at the top. 


So thisis the room? It’s possessed of a door— 
A very remarkable sight— 
I see it has walls and a ceiling and floor 
And windows to let in the light. 
You really don’t say so? The chair where he sat! 
Well, thank you, I shou/d like to sit upon that. 


I notice the furniture, ceiling and walls 
And windows (including the frames), 
Wherever the eye of the visitor falls 
Are covered with letters and names : 
I’d put up my own but there isn’t a space— 
How dreadfully people disfigure the place! 
That’s all? Then allow me to Certainly, ves, 
We'll write in the visitor’s book. 
Those photographs are very fine I confess. 
Good day—Here’s more coming to look— 
Your narrative’s very impressive I vow, 
(I scarcely remember a word of it now: ) 
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As the spirits make so many mistakes, a rectifier 


| 
| Opening for a Distiller. 
might surely do a good business among the mediums. 








THINGS THEATRICAL. 
Ir is stated that Mr. Phelps is thoroughly restored to health, and 
will shortly appear in Mr. Richard Lee’s play of Cent per Cent. This 
is welcome news, more especially as the new piece from its title is 


bound to be of an interesting nature with Mr. Phelps in the principal 


character. ; 
The new comedy with which the Folly reopens is entitled Weed. 


We hope Mr. Henderson will be equal to the occasion, and not forget 
that for weeds to daw well a certain amount of puffing is inevitable. 

Stars and Garters, a new burlesque, will also be produced, with 
Miss Lydia Thompson in the chief part. Wedo not want to be un- 
kind, but Stars and Garters is eminently suggestive of Orders. 

Mr. Hermann Vezin will shortly replace Mr. Neville as Pierre 
Lorance in Proof. This is literally true, for Mr. Vezin is not so tall 
as Mr. Neville. 

The success of the spectacular version of Uncle Tom’s Cabin, at the 
Princess’s, is said to be owing to the novelty of the d/ack performers, 
and yet a critic states that the piece bids fair to run to Christmas. 
We will only remark, did you Eva ? 





‘Yes’ or ‘* No.” 


YE nympbs who muse on wedding chimes, 
When asked, mind what you say ! 

‘* No” you may say a No. of times, 
But ‘* aye’’ will last for aye. 


The Verb ‘‘ Amo.’’ 


Putative Woop.—A-Mary-Ann-do. I think she luves me. 
Txentative Moop.—A-muti-i-am-bo. I will try to love her. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


TROPHONIUS ENDEAVOURS TO PLEASE ALL PARTIES. 
' BricutTon, Monday. 

My own, my only Editor (I have just taken up my quarters here out 
of the way of Higgs—hitherto, I have eluded him safely, and he’ll 
never think of looking for me here.)—Some of my correspondents, 
sir, have complained that my turf notes are couched in so different a 
form from what is usual, that they are quite unable to follow their 
drift, until events, by showing the winner, indicate my selection. It 
is, of course, my business asa contributor to your columns to do my 
best to satisfy subscribers, therefore, I beg to present my remarks this 
week in two forms. For the perusal of those who prefer my usual 
style I have supplied verse, as follows :— 


NOTES ON THE LEGER. 
LEGER-BLY TRANSCRIBED. 


Come, seek with me, and don’t demur, 
The breezy course of Doncaster, 
And see the prophet, in a trance, 
Adjudicate each horse’s chance 
With nicely balanced skill. 
Observe him smile upon Beauclere, 
He'll win, if run upon the square, 
Unless he’s passed by Insulatre, 
Who'll do so, and he will. 
But, softly ; how about Jannette ? 
I hardly think she’s beaten yet. 
Can Chtlderie not win the day f 
And is it lost to Castlereagh ? 
Is Queen of Pearls no longer queen ? 
And Master Kildare foremost seen ? 
/nval, you able are to do 
The most inval-u-able crew. 
And Bonnie Scotland keeps its place, 
And Attalus the post is near, 
While fierce Glengarry makes the pace, 
And Cyprus costs us all too dear. 
And see, Red Archer hits the mark, 
Nor shines the Zopaz in the dark. 


While for those who are pleased to object to that form of prophecy 
—though it is of great antiquity—I give a few remarks in somewhat 
the approved style, as thus :— 


FINAL NOTES ON THE ST. LEGER. 
TO THE EDITOR OF ‘‘ FUN.” 


S1z,—A close and careful examination of the weights for the great 
Doncaster event, coupled with a due appreciation of the previous per- 
formances of the animals entered, lead me to anticipate a keenly- 
contested race. Beauwelerc, the present favourite, is a fine animal well 
put together and a free mover, fully justifying his ition in the 
betting, and, although I do not feel ahesaed to naalans upon him 
myself, a horse about which backers will do well not to take liberties. 
Should Childeriec come up to the post fit I shall quite expect him to 
carry off the palm, but he will find . dangerous rivals in Insulaire and 
Jannette, both the French horses having gone on in the right way 
since their last performances, the lady having a little the better of it, 
perhaps ; nothing they do will surprise me. Mazimillian, who stands 
at good odds, is worth attention, and, bar accidents, ought to take a 
pene position ; but the Duke of Westminster's chance would be 

etter, in my opinion, were Red Archer, Inval, and Topaz out of the 
way, though these will doubtless find foes worthy of their steel in 
Bonnie Scotland and Glengarry. I should be very much inclined to 
give Attalus as the winner, were I by any means sure of his staying 
powers ; as it is, with Cyprus and Castlereagh against him, his chance 
is diminished, though by no means annihilated. At the same time I 
strongly advise backers not to overlook Master Kildare and Queen of 
Pearls. From these remarks you will see that I most fancy the 


chances of 
CHILDERIC or INSULATRE, 

with JANNETTR and Bonniz ScoTLanp, perhaps, to accompany them 
home.—I am, &c., TROPHONIUS. 

P.S.—I reopen this to say that just as I was going out to post 
this I saw Higgs round the corner. I bolted before he saw me; but 
this is dangerous. I shall leave here to-night. How could he have 
found out where I was ? 


Amenities Ancient and Modern. 


O.p styLz.—I pause for a reply. 

New do.—I enclose stamped envelope for a reply. 
Old style.— My skiff is on the shore. 

New do.—My hansom’s at the door. 


Siens or THE Times.—Dial and pointers. 





FUN. 
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The Clerk having promised £5 to anyone who would get him a good 
place, the Office Boy brings one and wants the money. 





GOING TO SLEEP. 


Let the taper be brought me! I'll saunter to rest, 
It is twelve by St. Mary-le-Strand. 
With my day’s heavy labour no longer opprest, 
My relief and repose are at hand. 
I can slumber supine in ten minutes or less— 
After silently closing my door, 
And consigning the manifold parts of my dress 
To a mountainous heap on the floor. 
* * aa * ae 


What a blessing to bask in this Eden, and muse 
(Amid sheets of a pure snowy white), 
Where no toils and no troubles can come to confuse 
Placid sentiments born of the night ! 
To reflect, in a mild, metaphysical vein, 
While the stars from yon firmament peep ! 
But the chimes of Saint Mary’s are at it again— 
It is one! Let me get me to sleep. 
e 7 » o . 
There's a magic in sleep. It has quaintly been said 
That it ‘‘ wraps a man up like a cloak.’’ 
(Which is one of the truest remarks that I've read, 
Though ’twas probably meant as a joke). 
And the sweet Swan of Avon, in Henry the Fourth, 
Hath some similes equally new.— 
There’s a clang, there’s a clamour! The wind’s in the north, 
And Saint Mary proclaims that it’s two ! 
- o 4 * * 
Were I stung by my conscience, or bodily pain— 
The neuralgia, perchance, or the gout— 
The unpleasant occurrence would amply explain 
All my writhings and rollings about. 
But, though tranquil in spirits and scathless in frame, 
Not a chance of one wink do I see.— 
There’s another dread summons—by Jove, what a shame ! 
Who'd have thought it? That clock has gone three / 
. - * . 
There’s a charm about brooding on figures, I think ; 
Yes, I heard of it ages ago. 
Into dreams of delight you unwittingly sink 
When you’ve counted a million or so. 
I will try it. ‘One, two;” yes, it soothes you, no doubt, 
But I’ve come to eight hundred and more ; 
And the bells of Saint Mary’s are still crying out, 
And the hour that they mention is four / 
* ° ° ° 


Though that remedy failed I can find other means 
My long vigil to cheer and beguile ; 

I will sum up in order the Kings and the Queens 
That have reigned o’er this tight little isle. 

There was William the First—I can surely contrive 
To remember the next on the roll.— 

But, no matter—Saint Mary insists that it’s five '/— 
I'll get up and go out for a stroll. 
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( | \ ARV AN 
Young Lady (reading) :—‘‘ Ir WAS A LONG TIME AGO r 
Child (innocently interrupting) :—*‘ How toncP Was IT As LONG AS THESE LoGs?”’ 
ascertain weak places for an attack on the Scots’ encampment. But 
THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. one of the Norse spies clapped his naked foot plump down = a vigorous 
: a ” young Scotch Thistle, and felt for the moment just for all the world 
No. XVI.—THE THISTLE, 'asif he had trod upon a vegetable torpedo. He began to scream 
Tue Thistle is a vegetable which we could almost contrive to do | Jiminy, and raised music for himself to dance to. His screams, of 
without ; in some places it finds its way to table, the young leaves course, exposed the ambush; the Scots arose and fell on their enemies 
being eaten as salad, or boiled and served as ‘‘ greens.”” The gardeners, | and discomfited them. 
fond as they are of ‘‘improving’’ vegetables, have concluded to let | The Thistle gives milk, but not so willingly as it gives prickles, and 
the Thistle alone. In fact, most people, except donkeys, let the Thistle , the consequence is that the Thistle does a very small dairy trade. But 
alone; the Thistle prefers to be let alone; and the Thistle knows how thegreat virtue of the Thistle is its downiness. Itisanexceedingly downy 


to give people ‘‘ what for’’ if they won't let it alone. It always acts piece of green. Farmers are by no means prejudiced in favour of the 
up to its family motto, nemo me impune lacessit. Properly to appre- | ‘Thistle, and are not men who would be likely to flatter it, nevertheless 
ciate a Thistle a man must be an ass. But should you at any time there is not a farmer but will admit, whatever else he may say to the 
desire to appreciate a thistle, you have only to go into a wheatfield, , discredit of his enemy, that the Thistle at least ‘‘ knows his way 
choose a good healthy specimen, and, having made your selection, | about.”’ 

grasp it with the effusive warmth of friendship, remarking, ‘‘ This'll 
do.’” Your reply to the reception given you will probably be ‘‘ Thistle 
don’t!’’ The three Great British classes of Thistles are known as the 
This-le, the That-le, and the Tother-le. There is also a foreign sort 
sarcastically called the Blessed Thistle, on account of the cussedness 
of ite taste. 

The thistle once did the Scotch a good turn, and they have ever 
since adopted it as their national emblem. The Scotch Thistle has no 
stem and is a groundling. (nce the Norsemen came on the Scots at AtTHOUGH Father Time has only one lock of hair, yet the Sun god 
dead of night, and halted while their spies were endeavouring to is Balder. 


MAJOR O’GOURMAND. 


A BELLICOSE sounder 
Ablaze in a tiff, 

Whose huge eighty-pounder 
Goes off with a pif. 








Cadbury's Cocoa Blocks below show the proportion of nitrogenous 





Kesence being o6- constituents in each 100 partes of various kinds of 
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GRUMBLING GUBBINS. 


Old Woman (showing visitor over show-place):—‘* Yxs, Miss! 
THEY CALLED 71M, Miss. 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By A ConFIRMED IDYLLER. 


No. XIL—A NELL OF HOPE. 


INCE ever I saw it, your face 
Has wholly deprived me of 
rest 








= And forced me to travel from place 
aw unto place 
ete Pursuing a singular quest. 


For, knowing your face as you do, 
Of course you will clearly 
divine 
As soon as it fell on my privileged 
view 
I yearned to be making you 
mine. 


I saw but one way to my end; 
Remorse to the winds having 
OR es : AN hurled, 
SAQWte “Fg . I packed up my bag, and I fully 
— intend 

To wander all over the world 
Until I encounter a man 

Whose caution is decently dim, 
And then I’]] endeavour, as soon as I can, 

To get some advantage of him. 


And this, I must hasten to state, 
Will have to be yielded me, too, 

But needn’t be very important or great— 
The slightest advantage will do ; 

Because, I believe, at a pinch, 
I’d manage uncommonly well 

If someone would only concede me an inch— 
For then I could collar aN-xs.u ! 





VOL. XXVIII. 


GUBBINS, HE DONE ALL THE CARVIN’ IN THIS ’OUSB. 
WHIcH GRUMBLE WELL HE MIGHT, A-SETTIN’ A-CARPENTR&RIN’ IN THESE ’ERR DRAUGHTS ALL DAY, PORB FELLER!” 


| half of some kindly object. 


GxruMBLIN’ GUBBINS 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Drvury-LANB will not open with Mr. Wills'’s new play, but witha 
revival of The Winter's Tale, which will be well told by Messrs. Chas. 
Dillon, Kkyder, Compton, and J. C. Cowper. Mr. Beverley will also 
furnish some telling scenery. 

Miss Ellen Terry will play Ophelia at the Lyceum next season. 
We expect Mr. Irving will be more than ever given to TZerry-ble 
mannerism. 

Miss Marie Bates may literally be said to play Topsy ‘‘ down to the 
ground,”’ for she stands on her head and turns head over heels. With 
her it is a case of Topsy-turvy. 

Miss Lisa Weber has been appearing at the Standard Theatre as 
Dick Turpin, it being stated that this is the first time this character 
has been played by a lady. We think that the assumption is per- 
fectly justifiable, considering that the highwayman was undoubtedly 
no gentleman. 

Mrs. Bancroft has been reading Bleak House at Pontressina in be- 
We have always understood that the 


popular manageress will go a long way to do a charitable action, and, 


} 


| 


| 
' 


although abroad on this occasion, she seemed thoroughly at home. 
Sadler’s Wells Theatre has passed into the hands of Miss Kate Bate- 

man (Mrs. Crowe). The recent lessees of this once-popular theatre 

have been so unfortunate that if this lady succeeds in her new venture 


| it will indeed be something to Crowe about. 


What Good Templars may not do. 


Take any port in a storm. 
Wear ‘‘ screw’d boots.” 
Use an ale brush. 


Only the Leased Difference. 
Tue difference between farming your own land and that of another 


is merely a(p)pa(y)rent. 


Cuarr.—Food for horses; favourite amusement of asses. 
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A MATTER-OF-FACT SCOTSMAN. 
Old Aequaintance (to Celtic friend) :+-‘‘ Dear me, Cameron, this 
can’t be you! Bless me! I beard you were dead and buried long 


ago.”’ 
Cameron :—‘*Eh? Na! It must pe some other man, surely ?”’ 


annie ee a ae 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AT BOULOGNE. 
Bov.Locnr-sun-Magr, Wednesday, Sept. 11. 

Tus is no time, sir, as you so characteristically expressed it, for 
harbouring designs against our opposite neighbours, especially as they 
are designing a harbour over against us at Boulogne, which bids fair, 
when completed, to altogether alter the conditions of the Channel 
passage. So I am here to prove the entire entente cordiale existing 

etween the two nations, and to assist in the inauguration fétes, which 
are so very preferable to those other Fates we wot of, with the very 
classical names of Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos, which I throw in 
just to show how I have my Lempriére at my finger-ends. 

I am ina predicament to begin with. I have been assisting at so 
many fétes, that I really have forgotten already the order of the 
various items in the festive programme. Since Sunday dawned, 
my life has been made up, to the best of my recollection, of al fresco 
concerts, inaugural dinners, open-air balls, municipal processions, and 
fireworks on a most lavish scale. I have embraced more local maires 
on both cheeks than I dare attempt to remember. I have returned 
thanks for this journal in my best French, with appropriate calembours 
worked in, at least three times a day on an average. I have patted 
M. Léon Say on the shoulder, chaffed M. Freycinet, and, greatest 
achievement of all, actually danced a quadrille with one of those burly 
fishwomen with the snowy-white caps, who are so notable a feature 
in this coast-town. 

The whole ime has been decked with flags—and I’d much sooner 
be in a town decked in this way than in a steamboat, unless the flags 
were very stiff and waterproof—and the triumphal arches I have passed 
under are so numerous that I must needs pass over them in this brief 
account without further mention. Stay, though; there is one, con- 
structed principally of big brown fishing nets, that I cannot allow to 
go unnoticed, it has such a very “taking” style of itsown. My 
speech at Monday's banquet is not reported in the English press, I see ; 
It came on too late in the evening, I suppose ; but [ was assured by all 
around me that it also ‘‘came off’’—to use an expressive idiom—in 
grand fashion. I spoke in several languages, now dropping into 
French or English, and anon, encouraged by cheers, rising into the 
classical tongues of the ancient world. There is nothing, I find, that 
puts life into one’s remarks like a little of the dead languages. My 
speech was made extempore in reply to the toast of this journal and its 
representative ; and, as far as I remember, I said something like this: 
—Monsieur le Maire, Mr. Alderman Staples, Sir Edward Watkin, 
M. Léon Say, Ladies and Gentlemen: There is one thing that it is 
more difficult to return even than a borrowed umbrella, and that is 
one’s thanks to such a brilliant assemblage as that I see before me. 
(A laugh.) Nay, donot laugh! I may write in Fun, but I speak in 
earnest ; and I am proud of my position to-night. This is a great 
occasion. (C’est ca! C'est ca!) Other ports may have their dock- 
yards, Boulogne is to have its dock-acres! (Cheers.) The Latin poet 
observed, as we all remember, ‘‘ Non eujusvis est Corinthum ire!” 
Well, for my part, I am notat all sorry that the Latin poet was right. 
Knowing what I do of Corinth, I am very glad it is not my lot to go 
there. (Hear, hear!) But, Mr. Maire, it is the lot of everyone, who 
is anyone, to come to Boulogne; and you are making noble efforts to 
receive them. You may send us your cheap clarets, but here will be 
& port worth our while to come over to France even to see. May it 
soon be ready for inspection! (At this point the worthy Maire felt 
obliged to quitthe chair and come round tc me and embrace me, a 
mark of preference that I fear caused pain to Sir Edward Watkin.) 

I said a great deal more, but I refer those eager to read my remarks 





FUN. 
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verbatim to the Boulogne papers. ‘The festivities were carried on toa 
late hour. I also was carried on the shoulders of two brawny fish- 
fags to my hotel, preceded by three brass bands which had got mixed, 
but still insisted on playing distinct tunes, and the local pompiers in 
full uniform. I then appeared on the balcony surrounded by blue fire, 
which my landlord obligingly held out of window on a fire shovel. | 
wish you could have seen me at that moment, sir, for I fancy you 
would have doubled my salary on the spot. I am just off to the fina! 
banquet, so no more. 


‘THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.” 
(Dedicated, without permission, to Professor Wanklyn and Dr. Hassaii / 


Nor for me the wild rapture of pimply port-drinkers, 
Not mine the delight that’s derived from ‘‘a nip” ; 

When J quaff ’tis with wise, philosophical thinkers, 
Into Advertised Waters my beaker I dip. 

Then, hither, Good Templars, the Virtues’ exemplars, 
And pledge me in Royat and Vals and Grand Grille: 

Drink deep, there’s no question ’twill quell indigestion, 
And drive away gout—if it don’t make you ill. 


For him that’s rheumatic there’s slumber ecstatic, 
So vows—in suspension—the Naiad Celestine ; 
While the waters of Taunus, Sangrado hath shown us, 
Infallibly cure croup, toothache, and spleen. _ 
Ye, Argyle’s Duke blessing, with ardour distressing, 
Quaff, quaff frequent bumpers of lively Bourboule, 
’Tis a certain corrective, and none would detect if 
’T was from vineyard of Mumm ora gooseberry foul. 


Bellthall, Saratoga, Orezza, and Pougues, a 
Wild whirl of waters to blend in a bowl! 
With a dash of St. Moritz or Harrogate ; for’it’s 
The last touch that stirs up the Good Templar’s soul. 
Pull, pull at your Pullna, boys, a brim full na- 
Tive rummer ; then take of P nt 4‘.a wee tot,” 
And, if you can bear it (you'll like it; I swear it), 
Wind up with a tumbler of Frederickshall—hot ! 


Now Wanklyn unfair is to Apollinaris, 
His old love is off, and he’s on with the new ; 
Adelheidsquelle or Ems is mere fizzle, and ‘‘ them’s his 
Sentiments ’’— Rosbach's the gen-u-wine stew! 
But let Wanklyn and Hassall (name smacking of wassail !) 
Agree while they differ, our goblets we'll clang ; 
We festively fall back on Homburg or Schwalbach, 
Grow wild on Wildungen and bold on Bussang. 
When, at ‘‘ Waters’’ a duffer, you groaningly suffer 
From overnight Janos, or Bonnes, or Carlsbad ; 
Sick—sated with Kissingen, cloyed by Koumiss-ing—then 
Know that a pick-up can always be had. 
Say, you're chippy at dawning, as proved by your yawning,— 
‘Those pains in your waistcoat, that crick in your back— 
(Owing p’r’aps to Contrexeville, me always it makes ill), 
There’s instant relief in a quart of Kreuznach. 
Then, with unfevered brows let us calmly carouse 
On Hauterive divine—meek and mild Condillac ; 
Sir Wilfrid shall bless us, Cowen, M.P., caress us, 
While we do without whisky and never touch sack. 
No stout from the Liffey to make one feel squiffy, 
So courage, interior! let nothing appal, 
While we pledge Britain’s daughters in Advertised Waters, 
And win the approval of Exeter Hall! 


Handsome is that Handsome does. 
A uANDsoME clergyman is physically incapable of taking an 
appointment as chap(p)lain. 


Self-Contradictory Fact. 

WueNn you have spent your last florin you can boast of a lack of 
rupees. 

Maxim. 

Iv an author is ‘‘screw’d,” it does not follow that his writing is 
(s)crude. 

An Irishman, showing off before a stay-at-home countryman, 
boasted that when he lived at Dundee he could always get a cup of 
Tay for nothing. 

Bettinac tHE Cat.—A Frenchman talks of his Jdelle-mére; an 
Englishman of his cat of a mother-in-law. 

SopriqugtT ror A Larcg Lovisa.— Unlimited Lov. 
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forty-nine tickets for pit, stalls and hoxes, putin by mistake, the great 








A PAPER CRUSADE. | Refurmarof the Stage can't accept the protestation literally. 

T. T., of ‘* T.’’ (whoever does not recognise him never read Society ; 
sera and oe to be ashamed of themselves), has set his foot down > maa 7 
about theatrical orders. The order of the Go to Bath is the one Mr. | 
John Hollingshead has recently sent him. But the letters he got from a ie a ‘ fete * 
authors, from managers, from actors, and, above all, from ‘ paper ”’ | ao for Benjamin! Hurrah! 
hunters must be a caution even to Veracious Tommaso. | , V Ro conquered Alexander * 

The managers’ round robin represents that it is not robin’ them all W hose eatraps, Sultan, Osar, and Shab, 
round to ask for paper. They rather like it. The house was always | Obey a oad great commander 0. 
full, of course; but where was the advantage of being a manager if | Hurrah ! for he has done the trick, 
you couldn’t oblige your acquaintances’ acquaintances now and then ? | act a ons tak is as 9 

| , ? a . ‘ 


And then there was that confounded dress circle—which wouldn't look . 
full if you put all Piccadilly into it? This being the nature of all | impervious end uncrushable. 
dress circles, Veracious Tommaso cannot answer. The Californians love a coon 
The authors are stiffer; they say that none of their friends and | Thats spryish and unguessable 
relations would ever see their play if paper was abolished. And as it And having got a golden spoon 
is obvious that the families of dramatic authors would be deterred from And notion irrepressible,— 
dramatic authorship by the spectacle of their disgraced relatives’ They've sworn our Ben o’ bricks shall hold 
effusions, this plea must be admitted even by Mr. Labouchere. | Which makes him inconselable, 


The Public—though their opinion doesn’t matter much—say that | A veritable brick of gold, 
all the salt of theatre-going would be eliminated from the process, if For proving incontrollable. 
paper be no longer forthcoming. Paying one’s humble seven-and- 
sixpemee at the door unhinges one for hissing. One gets quite id -_ 
7 . . ee | ‘‘ The Watch-You-May-Call-It !” 


with the piece when one has paid to hear it ; and if the chief pleasure | 
in theatre-going is not the grumble one gets out of it, the B.P. would | ‘It athway guards, as arule, carry large watches, but they cannot 


like to know where pleasure is, save at Rosherville Gardens. | ‘the watches we mean) compete fer a moment in size with those some- 
The actors are the only manly correspondents of Mr T. T. of T. | times taken to sea by the British mariner. Nor do we allude to the 


Their letter states that they are thoroughly sick of ovations. They _ captain’s chronometer, but to the timekeepers of the crew. the dimen- 
would like to act quietly. They don’t want mobs. Theclique disturbs | sions of which may be imagined when we remind our readers that it is 


them. They hate the idea of distributing orders to their friends, | not an infrequent occurrence to find a sailor asleep in Ais watch / 


and—— siiinstihtiallmatiatanscnciiamncidaail 
But as the envelope which contained their protest had in it also | Tue Eeu’s anvics To THE E_vers.—Don’t get into a stew. 





MY WIFE AND WORK. | 
A Summer Ipyt. 


My true Love was lazily lying 

In shimmering shades of the limes; 
My wandering senses were trying 

To tell her the news from the Times ; 
But ever wild fancy was flying 

To her upon leve-laden rhymes. 


No matter what statesmen are doing 
In empty political strife ; 

While round usthe pigeons are cooing, 
And doves kiss my darling—my wife ! 

St. Anthony’s self had gone wooing 
Had he seen the queen of my life! 


But though if I linger with beauty, 
Life’s idyls deliciously thrill ; 

I must leave my dear for my duty— 
For ‘‘ billing ’’ won't settle a bill! 

Or die, as did Cato in Uti— 
Ca, only for ‘‘dagger”’ read ‘‘ quill’’! 


Love wreathes us with somnolent poppy— 
But hard work is Adam's bequest ; 

And Life’s sea is always too ‘‘ choppy ”’ 
To leave us a calm day of rest ! 

So, love, I must goand spin ‘‘ copy,” 
Till dinner comes out of the West! 


Nt 


A Report of the Canon. ‘ih 

Tue Rev. Mr. Farrar, of Westminster Abbey, has had _ 
his photograph taken dressed in full canonicals, and with 
his hands clasped us though in prayer. It does not say 
much for the purchasers’ taste, but, as a matter of fact, 
this new Canon goes off very well indeed. 


A New ‘‘ Dneistern ’”’ Question. 
A PBASANT woman has dug up in a field at Michalkov. oS -_ —--— — a 





on the Dneister, a treasure said to be the regalia of } a Ra 
C,rus the Great. This is rather a novel and surprising os —s — 
hie r ‘ 
case of Cy-rue in urbe ‘HOW ARE YOU OFF FOR SOAP,” 
Pitching it Strong. Theatrical Gentleman :—‘‘I constiperR Co-operative Sroxe= * GRBAT 
Wuen may you look for pitch darkness ?—When Boon, Mr. LanpLoRD; WHY, WHAT'S A PROFESSIONAL MAN LIKE M{SELP TO 
the night is (s)tar-ry. po? My wirg SAVES SIXPENCE A POUND ON SOAP.” 
—— Landlord :—** Wet, IP THATS THE ONLY THING YOU SAVE MONEY ON, 


PironasM.—A green flat. I SHOULDN’T THINK IT MADE MUCH DIFFERENCE IN your INCOMB!”’ 
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OVER FORTY. 


Captain Mornis indited a line long ago 
To the ‘‘ sweet shady side of Pall Mall.”’ 

(Tis a region I can’t say I very well know, 
Or—in all probability—s/al/.) 

Be it mine a more personal topic to try, 
Which has rarely been hit on before. 

I would sing the delights and the pleasures that lie 
On the sweet shady side of two-score. 


After dreading the advent of dull middle-age 
For the last half-a-dozen wild years, 

How I welcome it now! The repose of the sage 
Has demolished those juvenile fears. 

I am flippant no longer, but gravely serene ; 
All my frolics and follies are o’er. 

I can claim the respect of the gushing and green, 
On the sweet shady side of two-score. 


You should look at the reading I daily go through !— 
For, when at it, I never can stop. 

Metaphysics I’ve studied—and history too— 
Till my mind was all over the shop. 

It annoys me to feel that there once was a time 
When I looked upon books as a “* bore.”’ 

I regard such a sentiment quite as a crime, 
On the sweet shady side of two-score. 


What a notable change in the hours that I keep— 
What a change in the things that I drink ! 

At eleven, p.m., I betake me to sleep, 
Or repose on my _ to think. 

My refreshments, of spirits—of wines—and of beer— 
Which, alas! were so frequent of yore, 

Are all banished, and only in visions appear, 
On the sweet shady side of two-score. 


At the ball or the banquet, the concert or dance, 
I’ve a freedom that none may dispute. 

The old women with unmarried girls look askance, 
And their unmarried girls follow suit. 

Either waltz or quadrille with aversion I see, 
They are capers I loath and abhor : 

But could anyone seek for a partner in me, 
On the sweet shady side of two-score ? 


Let your sentiment-monger go cant by the page 
On the pleasures of childhood and youth ;— 
He may chant the delights of decrepit old age, 
And be just as remote from the truth ;— 
For the source of contentment we rarely can touch— 
(Pray reflect on my words, I implore.) 
Till we come to be rather—dut not very much— 
On the sweet shady side of two-score! 


GIRLS OF THE PERIOD. 


AccorpinG to a Society Journal, two gentlemen were travelling the 
other day on the South Western line in a smoking carriage, and were 
somewhat disconcerted by the entrance of two ladies into the compart- 
ment. They were bewailing their lot in a stage whisper, when 
suddenly one of the ladies produced a liliputian cigar case, and both 
the damsels regaled themselves with small cigars. We do not know 
what the gentlemen thought, but we should think under the 
circumstances that we were in a decidedly fast train. The offenders 
were said to be ladies by birth and position, but their behaviour in the 
position recorded inclines us to think that some persons are included 
in the category of ‘‘ ladies’’ who should be weeded out. 


Ir is said that several doors in the upper corridor of a West-end 
club are often labelled ‘‘ Engaged,’’—a statement which certainly 
looks as if the occupants were having a game at railroads; and from 
the rooms being situated at the top of the house they cannot help 
playing high—at least, this inference is undoubtedly on the cards. 

The South Eastern Railway are running special cheap trains for 
hop-pickers, at 2a.m. This thoroughly bears out the saying that if 
you want to make money nowadays you must get up very early in the 
morning. 

Ar Borth Church in Wales they succeeded the other day in drawing 
out a snake from a hole by playing the harmonium. There can be no 
doubt after this of the musical merit of the Organist ; he is indisputably 
a charming player. 

‘Tur Mad Hatter’’ wants to know whether people who live at 
Stonehouse may throw glass bottles at other people's heads. 


FUN. 
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FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 3. 


This person here, the bard opines, 
Shall have no voice in his designs ; 
For he’s a man—I do not joke— 
Whose projects always end in smoke. 


CLERKS’ GRIEVANCES. 

TaentTicus writes he ‘‘ wants more salary and a hot lunch at one 
o’clock ; the salary to be progressive, the hot lunch to be digestible.’ 
He thinks there are ‘‘ other things absolutely necessary for a clerk’s 
comfort,’’ but he starts with these two ‘‘ sine qui nons”’ and wishes he 
may get them. 

Junius Brutus sends us a letter written in his own blood (or red 
ink) which we can’t read. 

Joun Tuomas wants more salary but doesn’t care much for Talen- 
ticus’s hot lunch ; would rather have a cold one and two suits of clothes 
a year. ‘‘ On my present honorarium” he writes, ‘‘I find it absolutely 
yee to continue to buy my Fun with the requisite regularity, 
and during the last few weeks of each quarter I am driven to the 
painful necessity of perusing its pages through the shop window, and 
this, while my inconsiderate employer habitually takes in a higher- 
priced but less comic publication. After which”’ 4 adds in conclusion 
‘*what becomes of equality and the rights of man?” 

A Sour anove Buttons would like to punch John Thomas’s head. 
Two suits of clothes a year would bea disgrace to the profession. 
‘* Would not any high-principled clerk” he asks, ‘‘ scorn to wear the 
livery of a bloated employer?” A. 8S. A. B. is convinced that so low 
mean grovelling a wretch as John Thomas receives a great deal more 
than he’s worth. 

Six Foor Two writes that clerks ought to be paid by measure. He 
is out of a situation and will be glad to receive pro 8 from intelli- 
gent enapier ett stating price per inch per annum they are inclined to 
give for his services. 

Sixty Pounps a Year writes, ‘‘ Life is indeed a hard struggle for 
poor clerks like ar but I do not think employers are likely to be 
seized with a sudden fit of generosity and double our salaries on 
account of any letters we may write to the newspapers.” 





At Doncaster, Sept. 11th. 


Was it an unconscious libel or a just reflection on the doings of the 
Turf that led a Frenchman yesterday to allude to to-day’s event as 
St Leger demain ? 


Tue advertisements of the Strand Theatre announce ‘‘ Mr. George 
Honey in two pieces.’ It is re 4 ridiculous. The popular Comedian 
is one of the last men who would be cut up—by the press. 


‘*THe Parapisg or Braps.’’—Lots of crumbs and no cats. 
Wuewn do ‘‘self-coloured”’ birds do their painting ? 
Tue DrunKarRp’s Portion.—Gin—and bitters. 
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Sif) BLIGHTED AMBITION. 
~ (bt, bei” I prnz to be original, 
=~ Bip But this I cannot be, 
For ev'ryone’s done evrything 


In long advance of me. 


i I'd like to be a hero bold, 
| And for my country fight, 
But tens of thousands fought and bled 
Before I saw the light. 


I long a Poet's crown to wear— 
Others the crown have worn, 

And love and dove were rhymes for years 
Ere ever I was born. 


The painter’s art I would essay, 
On music’s wings 1’d soar,— 
But these are stale: J sigh to do 

What's ne’er been done before. 


I’ve come into the world t¢o late,— 
I fear it must be so. 


> =. 
i Oh! could I but be born again 
aS == A thousand years ago. 
= 2 ~—< ‘fF ee ‘ — 
— near For then I'd be original, 
y ec Which now I ne’er can be, 
<P For ev’ryone’s done ev’rything 
nee In long advance of me. ~ 
ov. 
us Dangerous Ground. 
ae ae AT an inquest, on Thursday in Bethnal Green, on 
J the body of a little boy who had fallen into the Regent’s 
Canal, a witness named Mrs. Hawkes deposed that so 
many similar accidents had happened in the vicinity of 
_ her house, that she kept a pole fer the purpose of 
| Wo =*p :' ip | rendering assistance. Much praise is due to this worthy 
=A : a te FER a | woman, but surely the authorities ought to do some- 
pre G> = SS —— DOCS= & . | thing to make this dangerous locality secure. We would 
.- Ss | suggest that they wire in immediately and put up a 


‘“TO MEMORY DEAR.” 


Aunt :—‘* WHAT BYER I8 IT YOU KEEP ON SAYING, Mavup ? 


GIRL WHAT?” 
Maud :—‘‘ Ou, I'M SAYING OVER sOME OF THE CAPES. 


THAT's HOW WE ARE TAUGHT TO LEARN THEM !”’ 


[Maud meant, ‘‘ Ortegal, Finisterre, Ushant, Havre.”’ | 


MORE NEW DEFINITIONS IN LAW. 


Tue benefit of clergy.—To support the Berlin-wool trade. 

Parcels in a conveyance.—L. p D. C. packages. 

A written conveyance.—An advertising van. 

Vicious will.—In Lord Beaconsfield’s eyes, Mr. Gladstone. 

Water ordeal.—Sea-sickness. 

Waste, how prevented in equity.—By leaving none of the estate. 

Robbery of warren.—Stealing a bottle of blacking. 

Articles of War.—Rifles, bayonets, swords, cannon, gunpowder, 
shot, &c. 

Wages of Members of Parliament.—The abuse of their constituents. 

Vulgaris Purgatio.— Salts and senna. 

Violent presumption.—In your wife's eyes, for any woman to think 
herself better-looking. 

Triors of jurors.— Obstinate witnesses and long-winded counsel. 

Transitory action.— Winking. 

Sole corporation.—The Fishmongers’ Company. 

Sine-cure.— Many a doctor's practice. 

Impertinence in bills.—Their expecting to be paid. 

Responsa Prudentum.—Fortasse, nescio. 

Reclaimed animals,—Teetotal lecturers. 

Capital punishment.—To make a bigamist live with both wives in 
one house. 

Pound breach.—Changing a sovereign. 





Bad_ ‘‘ Good Templars’ ’’ Maxim. 
Ir a man does not get intoxicated on the liquor he drinks, he does 
not take intoxicating liquor. 


Bovnp 1n Rvss1a.—Siberian exiles. 


NAUGHTY 


Don't you 
KNOW THEM, AuNT? NAUGHTY GIRL, FINISHED HER, YOU SHAN’T, HAVE HER. 


fence. We do not wish to be offensive and be jocular 
| on a serious subject, but on this occasion we think the 
| powers that be might improve the occasion with some 


attempt at rasilery. 


| 
! 
| 


| Ap-pear-ent! 
| Tue best way to avoid a fruitless journey is to make 
it in a carriage and pear. 








Hardly Hospit(al)able. 

A cukrous case was decided on Wednesday in one of the Glasgow 
Courts, when the house surgeon and nurse of the infirmary were sued 
for cutting off, without permission, a piece of a healthy boy’s arm, to 
graft on to that of another patient. The boy’s father stucceeded in 
proving his case egainst the nurse, and £5 damages and costs were 
allowed— an amount which cannot be deemed excessive, since the boy 
who so pattently submitted to the operation ought to be substantially 
re-membered. 'The sheriff who awarded the damages deprecated the 
custom, and rightly so. We only wonder that the nature of his re- 


marks were not more cutting. 


Good Templars’ Music. 


But(t) the waters - - - - - Handel. 
Symphony inC. - - - - = Mozart. 
Water music - - - - = = Handel. 
Farewell Symphony - - - - Haydn. 


Drink to me only with thine eyes. 
Spring, spring, gentle spring. 


Unlucky Place of Residence for a Carman. 
At Renfrew a Cart is always falling into the Clyde. 


Wantep, by Sir Wilfrid Lawson, duplicates of pledged teetotalers. 
A Famity Cirncitzs.—The wedding ring. 

Can a bolted door be called a fixture ? 

As PgR INN-vorcr.— Yessir. 

SrncuLaR.—The pea grows in Kew Gardens. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


ANOTHER TriumPpH! TROPHONIUS RIGHT AGAIN! WHO SENT THE 
ABSOLUTE FIRST FOR THE Lecer? Tuer AyrsyHire Hanpicarp. A 
NARROW ESCAPE. THE CESAREWITCH. 


Marcate, Wednesday last. 


_My Cuerisuep awp Cra:svs-1t1kz Epiror,—Hooray, sir! Hip! 
hip! hip! hooray! Right again, as usual! I congratulate you, sir, 
on the haul you have made on Jannette, and on having such a prophet 
as myself. The St. Leger has enabled me to vindicate once more my 
claim to immeasurable superiority over all other sporting prophets 
whatsoever and whomsoever, bar none. I refer you to the number of 
this periodical dated July 10th, 1878, and what do you find 
there? ‘Back Jannette for the Leger.” I refer you to the 
published accounts of the race, and what do you find there? 
‘* Jannette 1,” do you not? Need I say more? It is not that I 
desire to be boastful, sir—far from it—but at least half the credit is 
due to you for your sagacity in discovering the value of the gifted 
Trophonius, as well as for your promptitude and liberality in securing 
his services ; and every time I make a success (which is to say, every 
time I make a prediction), the glory belongs, to a great extent, to 
yourself, and it is only right that it should be pointed out. Were I 
only concerned, I should have passed the subject over in a modest and 
manly silence. 

There is little to be prophetic about this week, but my recent 
brilliant success is sure to have whetted the appetites of the public, so 
just a in the following, but I don’t attach much importance to 
it myself :— 

Ayrshire Handicap attacking, 
Let us choose a horse for backing. 
Glorat makes a good beginning, 
Jagelion is to the fore, 
Glendale well deserves attention, 
A ttalus is worthy mention, 
Strathmore has a look of winning ; 
But the prophet says no more. 


In fact, the prophet has just looked out of the window, and if that 
Higgs isn’t on the other side of the way, talking to a policeman! To 
seize my portmanteau (which is neither large nor heavy) and my hat 
(which is both), to creep to the back window, drop to the ‘‘leads”’ 
beneath, scramble down the water-pipe, hurry to the railway-station, 
take a ticket for Eastbourne, and my seat in the train, is the work of 
a moment. This accomplished, I breathe freely once more. I regret 
that, in the hurry of my departure, I have forgotten to ‘‘ settle’’ with 
my landlady, I was guilty of a similar unfortunate error at Brighton 
——but it is all Higgs’s fault, he startled me so, so I hope the landladies 
will hold me blameless.—I am, sir, Yours &c., TROPHONIUS. 


P.S.—I’ve not made up my mind yet about the Cesarewitch, but 
I’m carefully totting up Caerau’s chances. 


THE DOUBLED MAN. 
‘A Lunatic’ Lament. 


I vow I'll never pardon her ! 

She loves a market gardener ! 

I’ll go somewhere and hide myself. 
What can be done? 
I once was one, 

But now I’m one beside myself. 

I fear this is insanity. 

Oh, pity me humanity ! 

To what, say, have I tied myself ? 
It is too bad, 
I’m going mad, 

I am a man beside myself. 


I’m sure he can’t be pleased with me 
This man who’s Siamesed with me, 
My actions I can’t guide myself. 
For everywhere 
My double’s there, 
A man am I beside myself. 


Oh! must I plural ever be ? 
Surely the thing can never be, 
I really can’t abide myself. 
What can I do 
Now I am two— 
Myself and one beside myself ? 


WHITHER BacuEeLors OvuGut To BE Bouwp.—To Settle. 
A PurrraL.t.—A breaking-up party. 


FUN. st 


THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 
No. XVII.—_THE BULRUSH. 





object, the Bulrush is by no means 

ferocious. Notwithstanding the 
ominous dilation of its dark and cat-like 
tai], there is no danger to be apprehended 
from approaching _ t. 
Bless you, it’s (only 
his play ; pass on, ladies 
and gentlemen. A bull- 
rush, however, is no par- 
ticular advantage to @ 
china shop; nor yet to 
foot-passengers in the 
streets, because when the 
33) bull rushes then the 
/) crowd pushes and gets 

crushes and  crusher- 
brushes. 

The bulrush rushes 
high up into the air (like 
an ungone-off sky-rocket, 
which it resembles in 
shape) for purposes of 
discovery. But the only discovery it has ever made worth mentioning 
was the discovery of Moses. It has rested its claim to public notice 
entirely on that little service, and has eaten the bread of idleness ever 
since. The publicare now getting impatient, and are anxiously wait- 
ing for the bulrush to discover a few more men of the same calibre, as 
we have completely run out of the Moses sort, and haven't got a man 
who can really lead the country through anything like a political 
wilderness. , rush along, O Bulrush ! 

The bulrush is one of the animal vegetables. To this class also 
belong the dog-rose, the cat-kin, the horse-radish, the ass-paragus, 
the tiger-lily, and the dandy-lion. All these creatures are too 
wonderful for description. They must be seen to be believed. So 
here they are in our 


d LTHOUGH a most formidable looking 





VEGETABLE MENAGERIB. 





EXTRACTS FROM THE COMMON-PLACE BOOK 


OF A CONNOISSEUR. 


CURRIED FOWL. 
‘‘ Curry fowl as thou would’st curry favour. Season totaste. Too 





much may give no pleasure, but yield thee nothing for thy pains.’’— 
Ibid. 





TO WARM A COLD DUCK. 
‘Tf your wife,’’ says a ribald writer, ‘‘ buy her a new bonnet.”’ 


IRISH CRITICISM ON COCKNEY WAITERS. 
‘¢ A cockney bring to table—whoever ’tis that taches— 
An H-bone! Nay, bedad, he’s sure to drop his H’s.”’ 
—Moore—or more likely not. 








A PIE-OUS DWARF. 
‘«T have been served up in a pie,’’ quoth Geoffrey Hudson ; “* God 


give me might to serve owt them which served me.’’—Umnrecorded 
Sayings of Great Men. 


Wuarever may be the effect on Art, it is detrimental to 


L personal 
appearance to study a plaster model from the antique. You will have 
a cast in your eye. 
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Pat :-—** WHY NoT, YER ’ONNER, THB HOUSE 








SCENE AT OUR NATIONAL SCHOOL. 


InserectoR Butt. Now, boys, on Spanish literature 
Pray give me your attention ; 
You, sir, can answer me, I’m sure, 
What names are there to mention ? 


Sat. ‘*T just remember two, sir; one 
{ met with in a stanza, 

A Quixote, and like Diz a Don 

Who had a Sancho Panza.”’ 


Dizzy. ‘* You'll find the ingrates run in herds, 
And play the idiotic, 
Devouring all the cream and curds, 
While I do the Quixotic.’’ 


BuLL. Boys, do not quarrel. That will do, 
lf one’s the bigger brother, 
The lesser ones should buckle to 
And humbly serve the other. 


Srarry. ‘* But why should Sal be Sancho, sir, 
And have no right to launch a 
Tiny ehaft of wit to stir 
The hero of La Mancha.”’ 
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‘FOR MAN AND BEAST.” 


Visitor :—‘* Wuy, Pat, Do You ALLOW THE PIGS TO COME INTO THE HOUSE?”’ 


HAS EVERY ACCOMMODATION THAT A PIG REQUIRES.”’ 


| BuLt. Enough of this; no more, I say, 
Dizzy. ‘*’Tis ever so, the scullion” 
Starry. ‘‘ That does the dirty work to-day,”’ 
BuLL. To-morrow shrinks my bullion. 


TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 


THE OLD HORSE. 


TxHeERez was a horse, a ve-ry old horse, which had much work to do, 
and lit-tle food to eat; and the old horse thought that this was hard. 
‘* My mas-ter,’’ the old horse said to him-self, ‘‘ works lit-tle and 
eats much. It is too bad.” 

The next day a French-man came into the sta-ble with the mas-ter, 
and he look-ed at the old horse, and said: ‘‘ He will do; but you must 
feed him well, and give him no more work.” 

When the old horse heard that he lov-ed the French-man. So the 
old horse had no more work to do, but plen-ty of oats and hay; and 
he was ve-ry glad. 

Nev-er-the-less, when he had grown quite fat, the French-man 
knock-ed him down, and cut him up for soup end sau-sa- ges. 

Mor-at.—We must not trust to ap-pear-an-ces. 








‘* A Lover of the Noble Art’’ wishes to learn when the Mill on the 
Floss came off. 
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A LONG WAY. 


‘‘Ou, MOTHER, I DON’T WANT TO GO TO SCHOOL TO-DAY, I'vE GoT 8UCH A BAD PAIN IN MY HEAD.” 
‘* VEKY WELL, YOU SHALL 8TAY AT HOME AND TAKE 80ME PHYSIC.” 
‘Ou, IT DON’T MATTER, I’LL GO THEN; I’VEB GOT THE PAIN, BUT IT DOESN'T HURT A BIT.”’ 


THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


es 


No. XVIIIL—THE CHERRY. 


CHERRY-RIME-RIME, cherry rime! Can Memory e’er forget the 
sorrows endured under the cherry-rime administration of our school 
days! Eheu fugaces, anni labuntur, Postume, Postume! Let us, 
however, momentarily dissipate these dreadful reminiscences in miith, 
There is positively no extra charge for 1hyme-grinding in these 
columns ; 80 let the green old Vegetable Moralist strike anew his rusty 
lyre, and burst forth into song with a ‘*‘Cherry Rhyme’’ more 
cherriful than that of his early youth.—(chord.) 

(Moralist toys with cherry, and after remarking that the cherry 
requires to be bobbed, he sings :—) 

Bob the cherry, 

Bob the merry, 

Which is like the cherry very ;" 

Bob the necessary cherry. 

Wash it down with glass of perry, 

Or your one-and-seven sherry. 

Bob the cherry, 

Gob the cherry, 

Rob the cherry tree. 

Cherry, werry merry cherry, 

You’re the cheruboid for me. 

Chetry bob! (Gcbbles cherry.) 
Cicrus (if you please). Chip-chcp-cher1y-erry-iddy-cddy -ido 


VOL. XXVIII. 











But to resume our studies. The cherry is a saucy little creature, 
and dangles the very juiciest of temptations over the public head at 
the end of a tantalising string. Resistance isin vain. A very good 
little boy was once heard of, who rose superior to cherry temptation, 
and would not tell a lie about a cherry tree, even to save himself from 
cherry-rime ; but this remarkable instance of virtue has only occurred 
once, and that was not in cherry time. A cherry tree will make anybody 
thieve. The very first cherry tree we know of was thieved four times 
before we prigged it. The learned gardeners tel] us that in n.c. 74 the 
only person known to porsees « cherry tree was Mithridates, King of 
Persia. And after Lucullus had beaten him at Kerasunt, on the banks 
of the Black Sea, he ravaged the old man’s cherry orchard and carried 
off some grafts and a whole shipload of cherry stones to Italy. The 
Spaniards by-and-by sent and thove it from the Italians; the French 
thove it from the Spaniards; and then we thove it (as we thieve most 
sweet things) from the French. Cherry ripe! With all its faults the 
cherry has a heart ; but whether it be a black heart or a white heart, it 
is a down-right stoney heart. The cherry has no limbs, but is the true 


| vegetable cherrybim, its principal feature beirg all ‘‘cheek” and 


} 
} 
| 
} 
i 
f 


chubbiness. This at once stamps it as a bold-faced little thing ; and 
it is a fact that if you now-a-days venture to describe (otherwise than 
oratorio-rically) a lady’s ccmplexion as ‘‘ ruddier than the cherry,”’ 
it will not be received as an acceptable compliment. 





Wuen their daughters are infants, mothers are anxicus to keep 
matches out of their reach ; to put matches within their reach is their 
great anxiety when their daughters are older. 
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Wielding a jewelled sceptre in his hand, 
And bade the rolling waters stay their course, 
But on they ¢ame with unabating force. 
‘* See,’’ said the sea, ‘‘the billow ’neath your 
wand, \ 
Though salt it is, Aalts not at your command ; 
You cannot, Canute, curb me in my wrath, 
Nor, Canute, can you turn me from my path. 
Your courtiers court yer standing round the 
throne, | 
And feed your pride till it so large has grown 
That Neptune’s trident seems within your reach, 
And storms must bide your bidding on the beach. 
Why, crowns and sceptres on my weedy floor, 
Submerged and dank, lie rotting by the score, 
*Mid which your Majeaty’s will take their place, 
Unless you get the better in this race.’’ 


Then came a wave much larger than before, 
Resolved it seemed to whelm the Monarch o’er, 
Who, feeling muchly wet about the feet, 
Rose hastily and beat a quick retreat. 

* . , * * 


WHAT THE WILD WAVES SAID. 
] HE King sat throned upon the golden strand 


In after years, though history tells it not, 
He built a strong breakwater on the spot. 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT AND THE 
NEEDLE. 


I APPROACHED the subject of the obelisk on the Embankment, sir, 
with feelings of great veneration and anxiety. An Extra-Special 
though I was, I felt that Cleopatra’s Needles were not to be picked up 
any day like pins, and I determined to treat the granite monolith 
brought over by Mr. Wilson and Mr. Dixon with becoming respect. 
On being invited to assist in its inauguration, therefore, I took a cab— 
the cab took me also, by way of reciprocity—to the Egyptian Hall, 
and, taking up a position opposite, remained studying its suggestive 
Jasade till 1 was ruthlessly ordered on by an unsympathetic police- 
constable. Nothing daunted, I hastened to Mr. Cook’s billiard rooms, 
and, calling for the balls, played pyramids with a perfect stranger 
until I had relieved my eek my pocket also, to the sum of 
eighteen and sixpence. This had the most calming effect on my 
excited nerves ; and by the time I had paid a visit to the hero of the 
Nile in Trafalgar-square, and bought in a small quantity of the 
Khedive’s bonds, I felt myself to be an Egyptologist indeed. But I 
was not content; and the morning of the following day found me im- 

tiently dodging the attendant in the Egyptian Department of the 

ritish Museum as he paced up and down bearing the exaggerated 
billiard-cue of office, so that I might drop a tear upon the dusty re- 
mains of King Ptotmes, and hold uninterrupted communion with a 

eculiarly comic-looking mummy which, in my own mind, I had 

etermined to be none other than the great ‘‘Tum,’’ so often 
mentioned on our Needle. At length I did get a chance, and I had 
just begun to apostrophise it witha ‘‘ Lo, great Tum, known per- 
chance as Rumti Tum to thy familiars, a humble student of Egyptian 
lore bends before thee !’’ when the man with the billiard-cue suddenly 
came back through another door and threatened to give me in charge 
for meddling with the mummies. [ said little, though my heart was 
full ; so merely winking expressively at ‘‘ Tum ’’—and really I fancied 
his dusty eyelid contracted in return—I stalked indignantly away, 
and, hastening home, sat gazing for hours at a photograph of the 
Sphinx I had lately purchased. 

Thus by the appointed day I was literally steeped in Egyptology ; 
so much so that even in my dreams I found myself playing pyramids 
with King Pharaoh, with the chief butler as marker, whilst Joseph 
was giving the chief baker 25 points out of 100 and a beating at a 
neighbouring table. 

How the Needle was duly swung into a perpendicular position is 
now matter of history, but none of the papers mention the fact that 
just before the operation commenced a man with a wild eye and a 
Sphinx-headed cane, bursting into the enclosure, begged to be placed 
in the cavity beneath the monolith, along with the current coins and 
the daily papers in the bottle. 

As no paper related this incident, it follows that no paper said that 
it’s hero was your own Extra-Special. But so it was. For the 
moment much Egyptology had made me mad, and I felt a wild yearn- 
ing to be with Tum on the Embankment. It was only a temporary 
aberration, however, and it soon passed off. And even before it had 
passed off, kind but firm hands had passed me on out of harm’s way, 
and at the point when the cheers came in I was sufliciently myself 
again to lead the ‘‘ Hurrahs.”’ 


As no hitch occurred, my advice or assistance was not needed, 
although I was prepared to accord both. I took the opportunity, 
however, of mentioning a little plan of mine to Mr. Wilson, and 
though he did not jump at it (maybe he is past a jumping age), I have 
no doubt he will come round tomy way of thinking. The Needle, as 
it stands, is lonely, whilst the Embankment is vast. Why then 
should not modern enterprise and skill vie with the giants of the past 
in adorning it? We have Cleopatra’s Needle, as it has been handed 
down to us in the needlecase of Time—if I may use the expression. 
Why should we not, in our turn, erect on a similarly gigantic scale 
Cleopatra’s Thimble, her Bodkin, and her Shawl Pin? Should more 
be thought of this, I am ready with my mite, aye, and with my other 
might as well. London statues are commonplace, not to say sooty 
and chipped. Let us take a new departure, then, and reverence the 
departed Tum and his contemporaries by rivalling their great works 

I shall be happy to show my design for Cleopatra’s Thimble in 
fretted brickwork to any sympathetic soul who will ring three times at 
the door of my private abode, and then knock hard till someone comes. 


DECAPITATED GROUSE. 


A SportTsMAN'S PvuzzLe. 


Ir from the live bird Grouse 
You take the letter G, 

Then Grouse is changed to rouse, 
Which early morn must ye. 


Then if from the verb rouse 
You take the letter R, 

Then Rouse is River Ouse, 
From northern moorland far. 


Now from the river Ouse 
Pray take the letter O ; 

The Ouse becomes the use 
Of breechloaders, you know. 


If from the small word use 
You take the letter U, 
The use you then will se(e) 
Of getting birds in view. 
Now duplicate the E, 

Cut S off, if you please ; 
The Grouse is now defunct 
To eat him at your E's. 


A Strange Echo. 
Tux Echo recently announced that the French executive, moved by 


the scenes at the last Paris execution, proposed in future ‘‘to carry 
out death sentences within the prison walls.” Surely if death sentences 
are still to be ‘‘ carried out,’’ it is only an Irish executive that could 


suppose the execution would take place within the gaol yard. 


Hoch Wine. 


Tus Emperor William of Germany is being received with loud 
‘* Hochs !”” wherever he goes. It is, we hope, unnecessary to point 
out that to be received with a Hoch! is not, as some would think from 
its sound, to be received with a w(h)ine. 


Action for Libel. 

Tue man from Another House, who said Uncle Tom’s Cabin at the 
Princess’s Theatre was put on the stage ina nigger-dly manner, has 
been threatened by Mr. Gooch with legal proceedings. 

= If we are asked our opinion in the matter we shall answer in 
the nigger-tive.—Ep. Fun. 


Stepping Stones to Fortune. 


Tue present Lord Chancellor is one of the few men who need not 
object to have stones flung at him. The only effect of throwing 
stones at ‘‘ Cairns’’ is to increase their height. (N.B.—This may 
account for the rumour that the L. C. is to be raised to an earldom ) 


A Novel Setting. 


EvipentLy Tom Moore did not set all the Irish melodies there were 
to music, for we see there is another Irish Melody (Edward by name) 


whom the British Government has just set—free. 


A Theatrical Anomaly. 
Tuat the call doy is invariably used to call men and women on to 
the stage. 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 





LONDON OUT OF TOWN. 


Tue crowds that loitered through the busy street, 
That filled the shop, the Park, and broad highway,— 
The well-known friends that we were wont to meet, — 
That fluttered all about the sunny day ; 
Where are they now? The Parks are gaunt and bare, 
No friend we see at any club in town, 
And all the streets look cold and stricken ‘“‘ scare,” 
In every house we find the blinds are down. 


The carriages that thronged in Rotten Row, 

With beauty filled, all decked in summer guise— 
Where dons of fashion sauntered to and fro, 

And smiles came beaming bright from happy eyes ; 
The houses that seemed all ablaze at night, 

Where young feet danced,— where elders often dozed, 
Here now we see no life nor cheering light, — 

All gone away, and every shutter closed. 


Where oft the bounteous banquet has been spread 
In choice device cf wines and goodly fare, 
Where host and hostess such glad influence shed, 
That only happy hearts were beating there. 
The sage to air his crotchet might be prone, 
Yet wit went gaily tripping up and down, 
Bat now the lights are out—the guests are gone, 
And all the life offLondon’s out of town. 


The summer boating, and the ‘‘ Four-in- Hand,”’ 
The rustic picnic under shady trees, 
And witch’ries that did come like stern command, 
And lure us on which ever course they please,— 
All gone! Why even at the sunny ‘‘ Zoo,”’ 
Where crowds of gaily-decked were ever seen, 
We now find but a thinly scattered few 
That lazy loiter on the trodden green. 


Where now are they ?—the beauty and the grace— 
The child of song—the gallant and the gay ? 
We wander sadly tirough the empty space, 
To find that all the life has gone-away. 
Some to the moorsvare off with dog: and gun, 
And some away to wander by the sea ; 
Some o’er the snowy Alps to have their ran, 
And some—why, Goodness knows where they may be! 


And it is right !—for very far too long 

This ‘‘ racket”? game’s been going night and day ; 
The rush and battle with the flippant throng 

Went sweeping all the-glad young health away. 
From rosy cheeks we saw the colour fly, 

We saw the long dark lashes drooping down ; 
The languid step—the little stifled sigh— 

Ere light and life went wand’ring out of town. 


Away to moor or by the roaring sea, 
To saunter idly on the yellow sand, 
Or to the woods, or to the grassy lea, 
Or sailing on the lake of foreign land, 
There gather new warm health from sunny skies ; 
And glad delight the coming days shall crown, 
When bright blue eyes and ruddy cheeks we prize 
Come tripping with new beauty back to town. 


GHOULS. 


Tie revolting and, to us, unnecessary details, described by some of 
our contemporaries, regarding the late calamities, reminds us of a 
capital suggestion made by. an ingenious person some years ago—viz., 
that some of the London newspapers should combine, buy a coal mine 
or two, start a: railway company, also invest in some shaky steamboats, 
and in the dull season have their own accidents. It does seem such a 
pity to be solely dependent on Providence for the supply of accident 
material. The morbid-minded portion of the public, who delight in 
gloating over sensational nastiness, might have their appetites tickled 
at:exactly the right moment if'such a company (limited) were started. 
We strongly urge the above suggestion upon all enterprising pro- 


Tue Carrtz Diseases Acr:—Yes, they act! with fatal effect too 


often. 
AN operatic singer who should put considerable fire into her parts :— 


Miss Blanche Cole. 
‘* Harp” Drinkers.—Men who drink a large quantity most easily. 


A passage or Anms.—‘‘ Arma virumque cano.’’ 





THE SCHOOL BOARD. 

Mistress :—‘‘ Now, Mary, you WILL skE THAT THE WORK Is 
ALL PROPERLY DONE IN TIME.’ 
Mary :—‘‘ Yes, Ma’s, 

IMPEDE.”’ 


IF NOTHING SHOULD INTERVENE TO 


— —— = 


DE OMNIBUS REBUS. 

Tue thoroughfares were observed to be very Susy on the last Bank 
Holiday. 

When the passengers descend at the terminus, may not the official 
who hands out, or should hand out, the old ladies so politely be 
called a lightening conductor ? 

What feats of unexampled velocity are performed by the relief 
horses ?—They transfer their services daily from pole to pole. 

‘* Near side up,’’ means that the box seat is about to be stormed. 

‘* Off side down,”’ implies that the box seat is about to be vacated. 

‘‘Inside out,” signifies that a gentleman will get out to oblige a 





lady. 
N.B.—This last term is rapidly falling into disuse. 


"ARRY ONG CONTINONG, 


Ex1ep, he wanders from his native land, 

Far from her shores, far from her well-loved Strand ; 
No east-end patter falls upon his ears, 

No sweet ‘‘ Wo, Emma!”’ his sad bosom cheers. 

In vain in turn he Diest and Birisch tries, 

Still for ‘‘ four half’’ his thirsty spirit sighs. 

With fond regrets he thinks of dear Cockayne ; 

But one reflection eases all his pain, 

His sorrow drowns, makes all his cares a joke, 

He gets abroad a stunning ‘‘ tuppenny smoke !”’ 








Preaching Made Easy. 

A coop deal of controversy seems to have gone on as to whether 
many of our popular ministers were right in some of the remarks 
they made while preaching on the late awftl calamities. It 
certainly strikes us that these gentlemen have followed 'the advice of 
a great American preacher to his curate: ‘‘ Jist git check full of your 
subject, then knock out the bung and let nature caper.”’ 


Tue irony or Fortuns.—A successful laundress. 
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**Of course we couldn’t go out of town without taking baby! And we ‘* We always put nurse and baby in another compartment, and instructed her to keep 
never found him the /east worry.”’ both windows shut and not let anyone smoke, and gave her plenty of wraps, anda port- 
able benzine food-cooker, and asked the people in the carriage not to talk as he doesn’t like being waked.’’ 
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‘And We aways sent him on to the other deck on the river-steamers ; so his crying (and he cries a great deal, poor darling!) »ecer worried us; so we cannot 
understand how some disagreeable people can object to babies travelling !’’ 
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AN OLD OFFENDER. 


Mr. Bull :—“ THIS IS VERY SAD ; I THOUGHT YOU PROMISED TO REFORM.” 


Turkey :—‘‘ HAVEN’T GOT NO MONEYSH TO REFORM WITH, AND I'M VERY COMFORTABLE ASHI AM. LEND USH 
A TRIFLE, OLD F'LER?” 
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FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 4. 





We fancy here our friends will meet 

A wholly unexpected treat ; 

For, after all these ages past, 

If here ain’t that ‘‘ Old Boots ” at last! 











FUN’S FARCES. 





No. 10.—CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION ! 


A Farce 1n One Lona Act, as PLAYED CONSTANTLY THROUGHOUT 
THE KINGDOM. 


Scrne.—Scotland Yard. Discovered are PoLicEMEN, SUPERINTENDENTS, | 


CriminaL Invzsticators, §¢. They sing. 


We’RE commonly known as ‘‘ the Force,’’ 
The force setting ‘‘ bodies’’ in motion, 

We move people on, which, of course, 
Explains the dynamical notion. 


We meddle without any call— 
Officious officials they dub us ; 

We poke our probosces in all, 
With nobody daring to snub us. 


Should one of our number begin 
Avowing white’s black—tell a whacker,— 
We back him through thick and through thin, 
And swear that it even is d/acker. 


The troops keep the populace back, 

With happy, good-humoured decision, 
Which somehow or other we lack, 

And often create a collision. 


We hurry on, push, or assault ; 
If anyone dare be requiting, 
We swear that we weren’t in fault, 
That they did the pushing and fighting. 


The beaks, &s you’ve probably heard, 
Of wisdom and joke reputation, 
Are eve: preferring our word 
To anyone else’s juration. 


’T would never repay for the toil 
Of robbers, etcetera, seizing ; 
Our palms are kept ready for oil, 
And theirs are kept ready for greasing. 
Oh, very, very partial to the grease 
Are we Official peace-regulators, 
For we're the Metropolitan Police 
And the Criminal Investigators ! 
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Enter the Britisu Pvustic. 


Tue B.P. I say, my house has been robbed —There’s a man 
forged my name—Someone’s been murdering me. I want you to 
catch ’em. 


Tug Pottce. What'll ye stand? 

Tue B. P. What’ll I stand! What doI pay youfor? It is your 
business to catch ’em. 

Tug Pouice. Yes! 

Tue B. P. Ah! Well, here’s £100 if you collar them. 

Tue Porice. Well, that might be an inducement if it were likely 
to come off. We don't mind attempting it under an ‘ expenses’’ 
arrangement, but, you see, most of us are such bunglers it would be 
waste of time trying. Those who are a bit sharp are put to other work. 

Tue B. P. Good gracious! What! 

Tus Poxice (singing). 

All those of our number who are a bit clever, 
Are shrewd and inventive and gifted with tact, 

Are kept well rn in a constant endeavour 
To find any breach of the Licensing Act ! 


In various guises, with many ee 
The country the officer rigidly scours, 
And tries to snare Bung in those heinous offences 
Of serving him beer in prohibited hours ! 
On poor wretched coffee-shops second 
Or so after twelve he comes down like a shot. 
Casinos, and dancing-rooms, gardens are reckon’d 
As badly conducted as often as not ! 


So now you perceive that our talented quota 
Who might catch the doers of what you describe 
Are occupied harrassing—cannot devote a 
Wee bit of their time tothe criminal tribe! 

Tuz B. P. Oh! It seems, then, I pay a Police Rate to find means of 
providing myself with vexatious interference when it is not wanted 
and a vexatious want of it where it is. (Sings). 

I’m highly irritated 
That my policemen schemes 
Have now degenerated 
To farcical extremes. 
T'was never my intention 
men, unlettered, raw, 
Should rule what’s contravention 
Of any sort of law. 
But now, at their suggestion, 
The public is restrained 
From acts of which no question 
Till now was entertained. 
I’m driven to distraction, 
While criminals enjoy 
A liberty of action 
I wonder doesn’t cloy. 
Unless these men discerning 
To deem it fit may choose, 
Your license that’s bread-earning 
You’re pretty sure to lose ; 
And Mr. Justice Shallow 
Has publicly preferred, 
To what with oath I hallow, 
Their very lightest word. 

Exit the B.P., amid the derisive laughter of the ** Force,” whieh again 
sings rapturously its celebrated song, ‘‘ We’re very fond of grease.’’ 
Grand dance of Investigation, and CURTAIN. 


Music Hath Charms. 

AccorpinG to the clerk of the Hammersmith Police Court ‘‘ it is 
the practice of English girls to dress themselves as Italians and go 
about London with organ men.”” This is what we call a sweeping 
assertion. Surely a// English girls lo not go about with Italian organ- 
grinders? We should like to know the some total of those affected 
with this organic affection. 

Not for (Sir) Joseph. 

NotTwiTuHsTaNDInG the fiat has gone forth from Sir Joseph Hooker 

that Kew Gardens cannot be opened until 1 o’clock, the Kew Gardens 


Defence Association say they are determined not to give up the struggle. 
Bravo the K.G.D.A.! It will be Kewriously funny if you succeed in 


getting the Gardens opened by Hooker by Crook. 


The Civil Service, 
Wuenre might you expect to find the ‘‘ haw-haw’”’ style in perfec- 
tion f—In the (h)au-(h)-au-dit office. 





a 


= 
~ 4% 
. 
Dict dante > 
a » 


—_ 


“ee 


> ~ 


ho be eet das gLite 


Paes res ey 








+ a 
a 

la é 
“eo 


—_ . 

















Lae -tafer 
he 132 EL N c [Sepr. 25, 1878. 
nt Atl Hdl ot oi | THE GAMBLER’S LOVE SONG. 
. | Fa ee ih TT ee Some play at Poker, some at Whist ; 
ns | OL Of games there's many a score ; 


But only one that pleases me, 
The game of rouge et Noir. 


I play it with the Queen of Hearts— 
Alone—nay, no surprise ! 

The rouge is on her pretty cheeks, 
The Noir is in her eyes. 


om 


, © 4, eet wellncias 
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THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Mr. W. M. Akhurst, who has for several years written 
| the Astley’s pantomime, having returned to Australia, 
the Christmas entertainment this year will not be from 
his pen. It will, however, be a Spry production. 

At Drury Lane, Astley’s, and the Surrey, the subject 
of the pantomimes will be Cinderella. We have often 
thought there was a good deal of sameness about pan- 
tomimes. 

Owing to the prevalence of sacred melody in Unele 
Tom's Cabin, it may be truly said to be an Aymn-mense 
success, added to which most of the actors are well sooted 
in their parts. 

In addition to the part of Madeleine in Proof, Miss 
Louise Moodie now enacts the character of Adrienne. 
She has, therefore, a doub/e claim upon her audiences. 

The pantomime at the Standard will be R.din Hood ; 
or, the Merry Men of Sherwood.”’ If it treats of Maid 
Marian and her deau, the story will be an ’arrowing one. 

A new comedietta has been produced at the Park 
called Linnett’s Lark. If there be anything in a name 
this ought to succeed ‘‘ like a bird.”’ 

Miss Emily Soldene has reappeared at the Alhambra 
in Genevieve de Brabant after atwo years’ tour. Judging 
by the present strength of her fine voice, her voyage 
round the world has been a tour de force. 

Leona Dare is to appear at the Oxford on the 30th 
inst., and, judging from the fame this graceful lady has 
attained in America, her acts of Dariwg will prove a 
powerful attraction at this popular place of amusement. 
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A DRAWING-ROOM FRAGMENT. 


Little Sympkins (rapturously) :—‘* Dipn’r you ENJoY THAT LAST WALTZ 
WE HAD, Miss Tat.roys?”’ 

Miss T. :—‘‘Ou, YES, PRETTY WELL, BUT IT WAS RATHER AWKWARD; 
THAT 8 THE WORST OF SMALL PARTIES.” 


Ir is erroneous to suppose that cats cling to places 
only; we have seen more than one clinging to a person 
_ —by both claws and teeth. 


| 


| 
| Mem. for the Cat Show. 
} 




















3) i 
* For, many, many years ago, 
» IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. ce Tne eleae bapa, and bolder 
| By a Conrrrmep IpyLuer. (And how it comes you're none the older 
4 | While I am ot? 7° not know), 
a 7 - a I saw you pla e Chinese prince, 
i No. XIII.—A LOSS OF HEART. | hide “as ee cues 0 tae 
oF — HE men of my exclusive And then and there I lost my heart, 
eS a 7). ] ‘* set”? And I’ve been heartless ever since. 
A a. NS (We're all of very lofty —————— 
ie ere TOUT Ee LN station) 
fi Y \ ; For kindness and considera- | LATEST MARKET INTELLIGENCE. 
; nee ae tion Monpay Evenina. 
: WS Bear off the palm “from all; Povrrry. At Leadenhall there has been a fair supply of fowls. 
rs. I’ve met, | Guinea ditto have only fetched from 6s. to 7s. however. As the 
. Yet I’ve a fault at which | number of ‘fouls”’ so constantly increases, it is proposed to keep an 
> they frown, | umpire at the market. 
' And pull my nose and deal | Porarors. The best prices have been obtained by mere “ flooks.’’ 
me kicks, | Hops. Hops have led dealers a pretty dance this week. Recent 
And bang me on the head | returns report them at the ‘‘ top of the pole.’’ A hop in the ‘‘ pocket,”’ 
with sticks, | however, is worth two on the pole. 
And slap my face and_ knock | Suoar. A number of ‘‘refined’’ orders have been received. No 
. a me down. _ vulgar demands supplied. The sales of moist represent a good Jump 
| , | sum. 
ae oh They say they grieve to give | Tatiow. Large orders executed for Greece. Heavy consignments 
i Ca et + me pain, also for Wick. 
: of i. \ But me (they say) there is | Woot. Nodemand. Buyers all wool-gathering for themselves. 
‘ no trusting, | Fics. The only parcels sold went at ‘‘ currant”’ prices. 
| My heartlessness is so disgusting, — | Macs. No demand for it since the House of Commons has risen. 
And then they knock me down again. | Raw Hines. The trade in raw hides has come to nothing. A ( 
And you're the cause of this distress, large parcel was positively bought on Saturday for a ‘‘ tanner,”’ ’ 
Of these embarrassing assaults, | Learner. ‘* Nothing like leather’’ to be seen; so, of course, no 
Of my possessing—fault of faults— | sales were made. 


. An overw ielming heartlessness. | Canvas ‘‘ Large sails’’ continue to be made of this. 
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PHOTOGRAPHIC FOIBLES. 


One of the latest novelties in the photographic celebrity line, as we 
mentioned last week, is a carte of Canon Farrar in full canonicals, with 
his hands clasped in the act of supplication. In being thus ‘‘ taken,” 
the reverend gentleman has countenanced a somewhat sensational 
innovation on the original design of the photographic portrait, which 
is well nigh sure to be widely imitated. Thus we shall doubtless 
shortly have a series of cartes of popular bishops with mitre, crozier, 
lawn sleeves, and ali the rest of it in the act of confirming pretty female 
communicants, or maybe shaking their episcopal staffs at some 
recalcitrant Ritualistic parsons of their dioceses. 

And in this case the dissenting divines would probably follow suit 
in self-defence, and we should see in the windows Mr. Spurgeon as he 
appears when delivering the climax of one of his funniest Tabernacle 
anecdotes; Dr. Parker advertising his periodical, the Fountain, from 
the pulpit of the City Temple; and the Rev. Mr. Punshon wrestling 
polemically with a sinner in the vestry. 

In the political world, Mr. Gladstone in his famous tree-felling 
photograph has set a somewhat similar example, which we are 
astonished has not been followed more generally. How popular, for 
example, would be a series of likenesses—cabinet size would be most 
appropriate—including Lord Beaconsfield, attired as a country squire, 
pr one of his Hughenden fat pigs with his walking-stick ; 

ord Cairns, with gun at his shoulder, covering a fine blackcock ; the 
Right Hon. John Bright, in indiarubber overalls, making a cast for 
a big salmon ; Lord John Manners, his ‘‘ eye in fine frenzy rolling,’ 
dashing off the lines of a new heroic poem; and the Marquis of 
Hartington taking long odds against a dark colt for the Derby. 

Such of the photographic beauties as have not already been taken 
in an attitude of prayer will doubtless take a hint from Canon Farrar. 
We may soon expect the windows to be full of Mrs. Langtry on her 
knees, with her face at various angles; and Mrs. Cornwallis West 
looking round coquettishly from her prie-dieu, and clinging 
desperately to a ‘‘ property ”’ cross as the waves (blue muslin) rise 
round her feet. 

As this class of attitude has been already assumed by the Misses 
Branscombe and Rayne, we would suggest an entirely novel series of 
domestic poses which would give the ‘‘ beauties ’’ fine opportunities for 
daring originality and chic in their attire. How charming, for 
instance, Mrs. Langtry would look in a bibbed apron and saucy little 
cap, making an apple dumpling or tossing a pancake, whilst her rival 
might run her close by being photographed in the act of stoning 
raisins or shelling peas! What room for effect, too, in the handling 
of a pair of sugar-tongs or a flour dredger; and what chances for 
charming originality in the manipulation of a teapot! Really, the 
photographers ought to make much of this notion. 


CARMEN AMCEBALUM. 
(Hor. III. 9.] 


PouticeMaN. As long as you loved me, and no arm but mine 

Around your plump waist might in ecstasy twine, 

The Force could not furnish a blither P. C. ; 

E’en our Chief at the Yard seemed a beggar to me. 

As long as you loved with unflickering flame, 

And no Sally ’twixt you and your Lydia came, 

You can’t say I went for to look for another,— 

I wouldn’t have changed to get Queen for my mother. 

Poriceman. Pretty Sal, in the Square, now waits at the rails, 
With the best done of meat and the mildest of ales. 
If she aypet, and seemed likely to fall in the airey, 
I'd jump down before her to rescue my Sairey. 


Cook. 
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ART OF ‘' MAKING-UP.” 


2 LD Time his course is winging, 
: qi Now good, now evil bringing. 


I’ve had my share of pleasure, 

I’ve drank from Momus’ tankard, 
and I’ve sipped of sorrow’s 
cup. 


I’ve passed full many a lustre, 

But old memories still cluster, 

And my busy brain is teeming 

With a passive wakeful dream- 
ing, 

Writing my rhyming essay on 
‘The Art of Making-up.”’ 


First I see the pleading faces 
With a thousand winning graces 
Of the little ones beseeching 
For a respite from their teach- 


ing— 
ASS Surely ‘“‘making-up’’ a story 
A SSS cannot be a waste of time ? 


Then the eager, bright cheeks flushing 
As the incidents come rushing, 
Of the valiant knight defiant, 
Of the fairy, gnome, or giant, 

While girlhood lisps ‘* How beautiful!’’ and boyhood laughs out 

‘‘Prime!”” (} -. & 

Comes a face and form of fairy, 
Hair the colour of canary, 
Voice attyned for man’s deceiving ; 
It is very hard believing 

In ‘‘ making-up’’ to gotden youth she only plays a part. 
But the form that seems delicious, 
Like the » is all fictitious, 
False like her feigned affection, 
False as her bright complexion,— 

The ‘‘making-up”’ in such a case is very much an art. 


Now the sad misunderstanding 
.. An apology demanding ; 
The cruel biting speeches, 
The sad tear-fraught beseeches, 
The threat in some far-sailing ship at once to take a berth. 
The maiden’s piteous quavering, 
The jealous sweetheart’s wavering— 
Then all sorrows and distresses 
Quick forgotten in caresses— 
‘‘ Making up”’ a lovers’ quarrel is the sweetest thing on earth. 


But a solemn thought comes o’er me, 
As my lost days rise before me, 
Days that by no endeavour 
Can come back to me ever ; 
Ah! could I but recal them all, how different they’d be ! 
Still ’tis useless this repining, 
Ev’ry cloud ’s a silver lining ; 
So an end to all complaining, 
Make the best of days remaining, 
For ‘‘ making up ”’ the time once lost can never, never be. 


Cook. Private Sim, of the Life Guards, now gallivants me, 
As fine a six-footer as ever you see ; em” 
To get some more money to add to his pay, Matrimonial News. 
I would serve up, and willing, two dinners a day. "Anny Iccins says that his wife is the best woman out; nobody 
P OLIcEMAN. But suppose that I offered to marry you, dear, can beat her. Unfortunately we called suddenly the other night, and 
(You could set up in business, you know, somewhere near) ; found Henry walking round the table after her, with the kitchen 
What if sandy-haired Sally I left with disdain, poker in his hand. 
And came back to court my own Lyddy again ? ee Ae teams Eee 
Coox. Then, though Sim’s coat’s the finest, the finest by far,— An Irish Shoe d’ceuvre. 


When he’s dressed in his best he looks bright as a star,— 
If you choose, sir, to ask me, I shall not say No ; 
A husband’s worth more, by a deal, than a beau. 


of 





A Paneful Volume. 
Tux new work on the ‘ Effective Lighting of Country Houses ”’ 
oe surely to have been published by ‘‘ Messrs. Chateaux and 
indows. 


Tue Avstrian Occupation.—Retreating. 
A-LOOM-MINION.—A weaver. 





An Irish shoemaker lately advised a customer, when he complained 


his new boots being tight, not to put them on until he had worn 


them for a day or two. 


Looming Ahead, 


Corron lords not only leave their sons and heirs the heirlooms of 
the family, they leave them the steam-looms as well very often. 


Nothing at all Like Leather. 


Ir requires some knowledge to make porpoise-hide boots, but no 
skilled labour is necessary to make freshly caught eels slippers. 





I've had of grief my measur, 
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ITS PROPER USE.” 
Sergeant :—‘‘ AND WHAT DO YOU MBAN BY WBARING YOUR CAP LIKE THAT? WHAT DO YOU SUPPOSE YOUR CAP’S FOR?”’ 
Private :—‘‘ PLEAsE, SIR, TO KBEP MY HEAD WARM, 8IR.’ 
NOTHING OF THE KIND, SIR. It’s TO PUT ON ONE SIDE, AND LOOK BIG AT 


Sergeant (scornfully) :—‘‘To KEEP YOUR HEAD WARM! 
THE GIRLS.” 








| A Culler of Phraseology. 


RIPS. 
MOONLIGHT TRIPS A CONTEMPORARY says that ‘‘Clémandot has patented in England 





Tue clerk of the weather makes clerical blunders, 
Our best calculations to dash ; 

In the midst of the sunshine it lightens and thunders, 
And oft there’s a peal without flash. 


You look at the sky i in the morning ; ; tis cloudless ; 
Your ‘‘ brolly”’ you leave in the hall ; 

Ere evening it rains dogs and tabbies, and doubtless 
Well soaks you as homewards you crawl. 


But what says my Muse of dark trips down the river ? 
They’re pleasant, but ‘‘ moonlight’s”’ absurd ; 
May she hint, with a hope the young folks will forgive her, 
he Honey- ‘moonlight i is the word. 





‘* The Rose by any other Name—” 


Some enterprising hosier has produced ‘‘the Reversible Cyprus 
Scarf.’’ The title not i us as a particularly happy one, for 
cnenee S might be said that Cyprus will most likel ly prove to be 
somew of a tie, we cannot see the applicability of making the 
scarf ‘‘ reversible,’’ as few will deny that the acquisition of Cyprus 
was @ one-sided arrangement. 


_@ process for producing the beautiful iridesconce on glass which has 
| lately attracted attention. The colours are produced by interference.’’ 
We cannot concede to a foreigner the merit of an invention which has 
| long been known in this country. It is proverbial that the colours 
| black and blue are invariably produced in England by interferenee— 
between man and wife. 


| 
| 
| Turkish Delight. 
| Tue most persistent detractor of His Majesty the Sultan of Turkey 
| must admit that at last reformation has commenced in right down 
\§ earnest. A desire to emulate the latest methods of British Government 
is unmistakeably apparent, for the Sultan has caused to be instituted 
| an order of merit for ladies. Of course there will still be some cavillers 
who will say that this is a Aarem scarum arrangement, but we main- 
| tain that the enemies of the Ottoman Government ought to be so far 


satisfied. 


Morro for a church where singing is made a feature—Anthem is as 


anthem does. 
TuRN away your eyes when a mob is mustering,' otherwise you will 


| have a gathering in them. 
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THE WORD AND THE SPIRIT. 


Mrs. Gushington :—‘‘ Mx Frep PROPOSED TO ME BY MBANS OF A LITTLE PLOWER.”’ 


Mrs. Grim :—‘‘ TuaT 18 VERY ODD; 
IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 
By a ConrinMED IpYLLER. 


XIV.—A POET-ASTER-RISK. 
K IND maiden, [ have brought 


No. 


Ss an intima-tion— 
Ss 


OS . 
~) 


do 


, Sing hey the 
victim that you are— 
Concerning certain inward 
palpita-a-tion, 
Sing hey the poetaster and 
the star ; 


Tum, tum. 
The poet-poetaster, the 
silly poetaster, 
Sing hey the poetaster- 
and-the-star, 
Tiddley-iddley, iddley-iddley, 
iddley -iddley-wm. 
faintest no-tion— 
Sing hey the placid person 
that you are— 
Of raising in my bosom a commo-o-tion, 
Sing hey the poetaster and the star ; 
Tum, tum. 
The poet-poetaster, the cheeky poetaster, 
Sing hey the poetaster-and-the-star, 
Tiddley-iddley, iddley-iddley, iddley-iddley-wm. 


But oft to wed I’ve had the inclina-tion— 
Sing hey the puzzled person that you are— 

And been debarred by want of habita-a-tion, 
Sing hey the poetaster and the star ; 


VOL. XXVIII, 


luckless | 


A \\ You’d probably disclaim the | 


HE TOLD KY GEORGE IT WAS BY MEANS OF 80OME WHISKY AND WATER.” 


Tum, tum. 
The poet-poetaster, the needy poetaster, 
Sing hey the poetaster-and-the-star, 
Tiddley-iddley, iddley-iddley, iddley-iddley-wm. 


And if of hope for me you'd raise the cur-tain— 
Sing hey uncommon likely that you are !— 
A Howson home with you were always cer-er-tain, 
Sing hey the rent and taxes and the star ; 
Tum, tum. 
The rent, the rent and taxes, the merry rent and taxes, 
Sing hey the rent and taxes-and-the-star, 
Liddley-iddley, iddley-iddley, iddley-iddley-um. 


Witty, but hardly Wise. 

JupainG by the remarks of a City magistrate on Tuesday last, it is 
no longer thought necessary to uphold the dignity of the law. In try- 
ing a solicitor who was charged with bell-pulling on Ludgate-hill, Sir 
Andrew Lusk observed ‘‘it was a pity someone did not pull the 
defendant's nose.’” This remark may have been considered pungent 
by some, but we fail to see how it can be defended from a legal point 
of view, considering that the commission of such an act would be a 
breach of the peace. Justice and jocularity hardly go well together, 
and we think the fewer we hear of such sayings the better—for this 
merry Andrew. 


A Standing Joke. 

Tux erection of Cleopatra’s Needle has taken place without any 
public demonstration of excitement. Judged by this we suppose it was 
an imposing ceremony, which the people regarded as needle(e)ss and about 
which they didn’t care a pin. 


A Streng Tonic. 
Arter the bark of a dog take his dite, and if that does not givea 
tone to the system we don’t know what will. 
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A SONG TO AUTUMN. 


< OW the summer days are 
= told, 
N When the ripe fields turned 
to gold, 
Sent the reapers blythely sing- 
ing in the morn ; 
When the orchard and the 
field 
With the riches that they 
yield 
Crown’dthe year with bread and 
wine and barleycorn. 


Hail to Autumn with its 
glee, 
With its mirth and revelrie ; 
And'the joy that all the fruit 
are gathered home. 
When the heart is full of 


praise, ; 
For the strong bright sunny 
days, 
And, the garnered stores to 
gladden time to come. 


Spring with buds and flying showers 
Plays round the genial hours, 

And the summer with its blossoms bright and gay ; 
When the birds and leafy trees,— 
When the brooklets and the breeze 

Give to life a joyous gladness all the day. 


Yet we hail the Autumn cheer, 
Though cold Winter draws so near, 
And the yellow leaves are thick upon the green, 
Though the snow lies on the tree 
And the brook shall frozen be, 
And the branches bare where blossoms bright have been. 


When the fields are clad with snow, 
And the bitter north winds blow, 
When the mist makes mead and mountain look forlorn, 
In the deepest winter cold, 
’Tis to Autumn bluff and bold, 
That we look to fill the platter and the horn. 








ADVERTISOMANIA. 


Ir is doubtful if at any period of the world’s history this terrible 
disease has reached so aggravated a stage as at the present day. 
Symptoms of its virulence swarm around us on hoardings, lamps, 
tram-car tickets, in railways, et omnibus rebus ; the traveller across 
the desert of Sahara finds the Whistlerean monotony of the landscape 
broken by posters erected and inscribed in honour of somebody's 
soothing syrup, and it has been rumoured that an enterprising Yankee 
contemplates stencilling the surface of the moon with an eulogium on 
the merits of his india-rubber soled shoes. Not content, however, with 
utilising all mundane things for this purpose, the legion of adver- 
tisers have pressed the Muses in their service, and have harnessed 
Pegasus to a bill-poster’s cart. Art and Literature are reduced to an 
utilitarian level ; the first illustrates events in the careers of families 
who do, and families who do not, use certain washing powders, etc. ; 
and of the mode in which the latter is rendered an advertising medium 
the following, which may be taken asa fair specimen of the contents of 
the spare pages of most magazines, is an example :— 


AMOR VINCIT OMNIA. 
A TALE OF THE OLDEN TIME. 


The Baron Polis de Bootz was unhappy, but why? ‘The owner ofa 
lordly castle, surrounded by the famous de Bootz trees, and the hus- 
band of a lovely bride, what more could man desire? But there is no 
happiness without alloy. The skeleton in the de Bootz cupboard was 
Indigestion. In many a brush with the enemy Polis de Bootz had 
proved himself a hero, but before this enemy in his own camp, or 
rather his own anatomy, he quailed like a bird. 

The Lady Wilfrida de Bootz loved her lord ; the state of his liver, 
therefore, affected her heart. 

Within a league of the de Bootz Castle there was a little cove, 
within which lived another little cove, named Phlykarde. ‘This cove, 
the latter, was an astrologer; his father having been a milkman, he 
knew the Milky Way in infancy ; later on he had followed the plough ; 








N. 


forsaking that branch of astrology for another, he went starring in the 
provinces ; once he starred at Poole. He was tamous for the discovery 
of a star of more importance than the pole star, viz, a pole star-er ; 
now he was starving 1n the cove, his only companion an old starling. 

But he loved. Brighter than all the stars in the firmament were to 
him the eyes of the Lady Wilfrida de Bootz; but de Bootz had given 
him a domino; not a pink domino, still he felt hurt; he vowed 
revenge. 

One day the fair Wilfrida sought the astrologer ; she was in tears. 
‘* Why dost thou weep?’’ he asked. ‘‘I weepest—I mean, I weep,” 
she answered, ‘‘ for the Baron. I fearme he must die!’’ Silently he 
proffered her a bottle of Bolus’s Patent Hair Dye in bottles at 1s. 144. 
to be obtained of all respectable chemists, but she, with a sigh, thrust 
it aside, telling him the nature of her husband’s ailment, and urging 
him to come to the Baron’s aid; for Phlykarde, in common with all 
astrologers, professed the art of healing. 

Strange to say, Phlykarde’s treatment of his patient was attended 
with results the reverse of beneficial. He prescribed underdone 
pork-chops just before bed-time, breakfast in bed, with new bread ad 
4ib., veal cutlets for dinner, to be followed by a dessert of raw 
chestnuts and cocoa-nut and a sharp run, but all in vain: the Baron’s 
digestion was, if anything, worse. At last the Lady Wilfrida began 
to suspect, either the healer’s art, or his artfulness; a second declara- 
tion of love convinced her of his intentions ; she then remembered she 
was the daughter of a de Lacy and the wife of a de Bootz. She, a 
weak woman, determined herself to heal de Bootz; as for Phlykarde, 
mentally she promised him the toe of de Bootz’s. One day, while the 
astrologer was engaged persuading her husband that it was a mistake 
in eating whelks to masticate them, she stole unobserved into his 
chamber and opened his medicine chest ; a small pasteboard box caught 
her eye, without, however, hurting it; that box bore an inscription 
which made her heart beat with joy; eagerly snatching it, she rushed 
to where her husband stood eating orange peel under his Mentor’s 
advice. To order a minion to bear Phlykarde to the deepest dungeon 
beneath the castle moat and to administer to her husband two of the 
globules contained in the box was the work of a second—at most of a 
third. The effect was instantaneous, his cheeks assumed a healthy 
hue (as there was a hue on both cheeks it may be described asa double 
hue), a weight was simultaneously off his mind and his chest. 

Clasping his radiant wife to his bosom, he murmured, ‘‘ My darling, 
my own one. But, tell me, where did you obtain the wonderful 
medicine?’’ And she answered, ‘‘ From the astrologer’s chest.”’ 

‘* But how did you know this remedy among so many ?”’ he asked. 

Then, pillowing her queenly head upon his bosom until he could 
only see the golden waves of her luxuriant tresses, she whispered in a 
tone of love and happiness, ‘‘ Because, oh, my dearest one! because— 
BOLUS’S GALVANIC PILLS pear THE INVENTOR’S NAME AND 
AppREss ON THE BOX. Beware of wnitations !” 
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LION COUCHANT. 


You ask your Ma’s sister to take a siesta, 
‘*¢ Lie on couch, aunt,’’ you breathe in her ear; 
When thus you request her, you strangely suggest a 
Fierce beast, as ubove will appear. 


Rather Blind Justice. 


In sentencing a prisoner the other day, Mr. Barstow remarked, 
‘* If the Prisoner were an innocent man he was a very unfortunate 
man, as he would be imprisoned and kept to hard labour for six cal- 
endar months.’’ Most men, whether innocent or guilty, are unfor- 
tunate when they get ‘‘six with hard’’; but still more unfortunate 
than the man is Mr. Barstow’s little speech, which certainly seems to 
imply that the worthy magistrate himself was not quite sure as to 
guilt or innocence. ‘The prisoner, ‘Thomas Mills, having given notice 
of appeal, it is fair to assume the case will be heard by a competent 
judge. Mr. Barstow is the gentleman who distinguished himself in 
the case of the child who swle the house-leek. He ought to be 
looked to. 


Russia’s (Ali) Ally. 

SHEER necessity may compel England to shear the wool of Shere 
Ali; a mere apology from Ameer Afghan would be useless in the 
present case, 80 we hope the Government will be firm and take Cabul 
by the horns. 


Seasonably Silly. 


Tue Daily News states that a Mr. Carver of Wenhalt, near Carmar- 
then, has come upon a most extraordinary bed of serpents, and no fewer 
than 352 were killed. ‘The D. .V. evidently remembers that the present 
is the See Serpent Season. 


Inverness Wraprer.—A Highland mist. 
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FUN’S 





FARCES. 
No. 11.—JUSTICE! 


FUN. 


A Fares ry Too Many Acts, as PLAYED DAILY THROUGHOUT THE 


Kixepom. 
Scenre: The Middlesex Mess-ions. 


Our beds of roses made. 


Each lit de justice all replete 
With roses you'd assert ; 
Nor reckon each judicial seat 
A frise of thorns which Aurt ! 
We know the British public hath 
This notion,, which 1s “‘ fudge’’ ; 
H-s-s-h! let it not be heard in Gath— 
There's our Assistant Judge! 
We are J.P.’s! Weare J.P.’s! 


But only se im style, 


For our Assistant Judge decrees, 
And we sit by and smile. 

By us a judgment should be made 
And he that judgment give— 

But Donkin versus Doctor Slade, 
Won't let. that notion live. 

Let's hope he won’t in our defence 
This statement to us grudge— 

Our magistracy’s all pretence, 
It’s our Assistant Judge! 


Enter Tue Britis’ Pusnic. 
Tue B. P. I say what's all this your Assistant Jud 


about thie Sessions ? 


MAGisTRATES are discovered dancing 
dismaily on Clerkenwell Green. They sing lugubdriously. 
We are J.P.’s! Weare J.P.’s! 
We are the Great Unpaid, 
Our posts you'd famcy those of ease, 


ge has been 


Ture Maes. There yor are again! What have we to do “with the 


Sessions—or the Judge either? Nothing! 


Not even in name, thank | 


Yoodness! But we get all the onus as usual, it seems. What has to. 
Exit the B.P. ingrief. The Macistrares repeat their 


be done now ? 


Tue B.P. Listen. (Sings.) 


I will not quote the case of Hannah Larney, 
Or on the Judge’s summing-up dilate, 

For ev’ry one has recognised a barney, 
Which ‘“‘ dailies’”’ have agreed upon to slate. 





BAR THAT.| 


A pusBLIcAN has summoned a urunken 
labourer at Hammersmith for throwing a 
counter at him because he would not serve 
him with drink. It seems that the publican 
was in the habit of issuing these counters 
to the foreman of the works, and conse- 
quently the men could, if they chose, take 
out all their wages in drink. There can 
be no doubt that this is a most iniquitous 
practice, and only shows how difficult it is 
to deal with the subject of drinking, as for 
along time past the philanthropists have 
said it was necessary to provide @ counter 
attraction. 


An Objectionable ‘‘ Course.”’ 

Ir appears that Mr. Warner, the pro- 
prietor of the Welsh Harp at Hendon, has 
offered Mrs. Girling the Grand Stand at 
the Kinsbury Race Course. The offer has, 
however, not yet been accepted, as Mrs. 
Girling has received several letters ‘‘asking 
her not to do so on religious grounds.” 
We should hardly have thought the neigh- 
bourhood of a race course could be desig- 
nated religious grounds, but it is, of course, 
expressly intended for ‘‘ meetings”” where 
the characters are often of the shaky 
order. 


Bicyclism. 

An incentive to perfecting oneself in 
the above art, as a means of securing 
health, is contained in the very name of 
the proficient, ¢.g., ‘‘ good bicyclist,” good 
hue, sick list. 
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And neither will I quote the case of Davis, 
Altbough it is consid’rably the worse ; 
Toe circumstance most serious and grave is, 

And doubtless will experience ‘‘ reverse. 
Allow me to direct your kind attention 
Towards the other cases him before ; 
I think you'll deem the sentences I mention 
As slightly inconsistent, if no more. 


A noble-hearted Briton was convicted 
Of stabbing aggravatedly his wife ; 

His sentence was that. he shall be restricted 
To Millbank for the next year of his life. 

A man who pleaded absolute starvation 
Waa charged with rebbing 


why do you anbmit to be dictated to so? 
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‘* We're J. P.’s.” 
admiration of others, and Cumrarn. 


Tue B. P. Ah, why? (Sings) 


Oh ! free and enlightened isle, 
And, oh! gay and unfettered land ! 
With a self-complacent smile 
Do we gaze on our either hand, 
And persuade ourselves that this 
Is Justitia’s chosen haunt, 
A realm of ‘‘ impartial’? bliss— 
An extremely fallacious vaunt. 
We’ve long had our ghastly laws 
To our privileces to add; 
But now we, with ample cause, 
Reckon some on the Bench as bad ! 








Thieves’ Latin. 


VeniTE Aporemus.—Oakum, your worship, 


A GOOSE’S MICHAELMAS JOKE. 


*? 


We wish we had. Yow form 


fees, gran 


no 
the 


Goose :—‘‘I say, Mister, I HOPE YOU ARE IN GOOD CONDITION POR QGUARTER-DAY.”’ 














































| Tam Macs. Dear friend, we know all about that, but we can’t help 
it. We have nothing to do with it atall. All we do is to hear 
» regulate disputes as to rates, look inte coroner’ 
licenses, &e. To be sure, we are a little odd over this 
consequence get the credit—or discredit—of anything that 
| But we are not so black as we are painted, and have 
over the Judge at Sessions. 


tad 
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juries ; 


Grand holding-up of this country’s justice for the 
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ae THE PIPE-DEVOTEE. 
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' He had a lovely new pipe ; the question was ‘‘ Where to take it for He tried the seaside at first; but the wind began to colour the poor thing 
its holiday ?’’ all one side. 
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oe So he rushed inland ; but the sun in the midlands began to scorch the dear, Then he thought “ Surely the clear still air of the Swiss mountains 
iY and this was not legi/imate colouring. will suit it ?’’ 
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s ‘ 
' But, on the mountains, it ventured too near the edge of a precipice And it was so shattered that it could never bear travelling again ; and its owner 
and fell over, now spends all the holidays nursing it. 1’ 
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OR, THE MONKEY THAT CA-BULLIED THE LION. 


British Lion to Czar’s Pet Monkey :—‘*SO YOU’RE AT YOUR TRICKS AGAIN, SIR, ARE YOU? 


“AND WHO PUT YOU UP TO IT, EH?” 
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BIRELY TALES! 


PREFACE, 


BARD who has occupied most of 
his days 
In writing of men and their odd 
little ways, 
Who, mildly convinced of the value 
of truth, 
Has shirked the unlikely and scorned 
the uncouth; ¢ 
Whose incidents, veiled with un- 
varying tact, 
Iiave always been strictly suggested 
by fact ; 
Whose characters, chosen to blame 
or to quiz, 
Were copied from friends or relations 
of his; 
Who never omitted, when choosing 
his scene, 
To hit on a spot where he'd fre- 
quently been, 
Thereby, in his vividness, forcing belief, 
Intends to turn over the novelest leaf. 
He finds, though for years he’s been working his plan, 
He isn’t considered a wonderful man. 
He hasn’t yet troubled the trumpet of fame, 
There’s no one admiringly mentions his name, 
There’s none for his autograph ply him with zest, 
His photograph isn’t at all in request, 
And therefore, to try a new tack for his needs, 
He means to promulgate the wildest of creeds, 
To give his persone incredible acts 
And borrow from fiction the whole of his facts ; 
So please to attend to the Bard while he sings 
A number of wholly impossible things. 


—t 





No. I.—THE MAGISTRATE’S JOKE. 


THERE’s nothing more my mirth provokes, 
There’s nothing more piquant and racy, 
Than those unconscionable jokes 
Of London’s district Magistracy. 
I often laugh till from my eye 
The tear-drops run excited races ; 
I sometimes laugh until I die, 
And then, of course, I burst my braces. 


But, oh, of all the jokes I’ve heard— 

Of all the jokes that may come after— 
Of all occurrences absurd 

To make me shriek and yell with laughter 
Until they tie me to my chair, 

And call for waistcoats of the straightest— 
Of all the jokes that ever were, 

There’s nothing can approach the latest. 


It seems, away in Camden Town, 
An unobtrusive, mild spectator 
Observed some parties knocking down 
A ‘* Criminal Investigator.” 
Now, when he rose (a sight to con, 
And half-bewildered in his senses), 
He seized that placid looker-on— 
And this is where the fun commences ! 


He dragged his victim into court, 
And urged that he should be convicted ; 
And then arose a scene of sport 
And giddy humour unrestricted— 
Three persons of undoubted weight 
To give their word for him resorted ; 
But—here’s the joke—the Magistrate 
Preferred the ‘‘ Peeler’s ’’—unsupported ! 


He said, ‘‘ If you are innocent, 
You’re most unfortunate, my neighbour, 
For in a prison you'll be pent 
For six long months, and that with ‘labour!’ ”’ 
Oh! how his Worship’s features beamed 
With gay satirical derision ; 
And, best of all, the ‘‘ pris’ner seemed 
To be surprised at the decision /”’ 


FUN. 
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No. IL—THE DRUGGIST’S SCRUPLE. 
I sing—and tremble at the act— 
Of—actresses, in point of fact. 

It makes me colour up and faint, 

It’s such a shocking theme to paint! 


Of course such subjects all our lives 
We must ignore before our wives, 
But still the facts we can’t resist, 
Between ourselves they do exist. 


They breathe and sleep and eat and drink, 
And dress and talk and work and think, 
And go for rides and walks and drives— 
They do lead such abandoned lives. 


For all who talk or work or feed 
Are clearly very bad indeed, 
While they are lost beyond recall 
Who ride or walk or drive at all. 


The fact displays, I can but own, 

A looseness in our moral tone ; 

But though their presence all should shun 
It isa thing that’s seldom done. 


The humble tradesman, day by day, 
Supplies their goods (and takes their pay) ; 
If cab or carriage they require 

They can procure the same (on hire) ; 

If they should need a lawyer’s wit, 

They may obtain (and pay for) it ; 
Physicians, too, of high degree, 

Prescribe for them (and take the fee). 


aa? =. 
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But there’s a druggist in the West 
Who has the courage to protest— 
To scorn the actress is his creed— 
(He’s very virtuous indeed). 

And though M.D.’s of sense bereft 
May give prescriptions right and left, 
The actress drains a bitter cup— 
That druggist will not make them up ! 
I’m sure the reader will not fail 

To christen this ‘‘ a likely tale,”’ 

Of course I have invented it, 

But that’s a thing [ won’t admit. 

So, if the tale he won’t accept, 
And if he hints I haven't kept 
Veracity’s judicious path, 

I answer simply, ‘‘ Go to Bath !”’ 


No Accounting for Taste. 

Some people regard a coroner's inquest as a melancholy event ; 
others don’t. The Princess Alice Court of Inquiry seems to find its 
lengthened duties most exhilarating to the spirits, if we may judge 
from the frequent bursts of ‘‘ laughter ’’ indulged in. 

‘¢ Tug Mad Hatter’? wants to know whether he can keep Silver- 
pencilled Hamburghs on the leads. 

teMEDY FOR DiscoNTENT IN THE ARMy.—Let its head stoop to 
listen to its tale. 

CoRNCUITERS YOU MAY TRUST.— Reaping-machines. 
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A KIND WISH. 


Inebriate (to Sriend, who is helping him home) : —‘*‘ THANKSH, 0’ BOY, 
AWFULLY BLIG’; HOPE MAY HAVE THE 0-OP-OP-PORTUN T{£ DO SHAME FOR 


YOU SHOME DAY.” 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Conscience Money at the Haymarket is announced as “‘ received on its 
second representation with enthusiasm throughout.’? We think it 
should be *‘ through some of it having been cut out,’’ and only hope 


The present season at the Folly is termed ‘the Fali Season,” and 
very appropriately - 
for the ‘‘ rough and .«d/e’’ element. 

_They are doing a version or perversion of Uncle Tom’s Cabin at the 
Victoria, and they call their sable singers ‘‘ Nigger Choristers.”’ We 
hardly think any alteration of the term minstrels was re-choired. 

; The representations of the legitimate now taking place at the 
Standard have been right royally received, the chief performer having 
proved to be every inch a King. 

The critics complain of the Court management announcing Miss 
Agnes Leonard as a ‘‘star,”” and are rude enough to suggest that the 
speculation is hers, and, consequently, her having been engaged by 
anyone all moonshine. ’ 


Christian Paganism. 
Ir has not hitherto met with the attertion which such an 
anomaly deserves, that the Pope grounds his claim to pre-eminence on 
his direct descent from Jupiter (Jew Peter). 





To Revisionists. 
Ir is suggested that, having regard to their distinctive peculiarities, 
the entities now known as elephant and butterfly would be better 
represented by the names ‘‘ heavy-clump ”’ and ‘‘ flutter-by.”’ 








STARTLING instance of identity between two popular plays.—The 
Porter's Knot is Oliver Twist (all of a twist). 


Morro ror THz Dyngvors.—Never say die. 
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| ODE TO A SNOB. 


Wn | Trt me why I love you dearly, 

} ‘Tell me truly, dearest, do ; 

Pray be demonstrating clearly 
What may cause my love for you 

For in you I fail in spying 


Aught my passion justifying, 


AD ia 
A 
Moral, physical, or both. 


i 
i | 
| If it cannot all be owing 
i To your tales about a yacht, 
SH Can it be your chronic showing 
i Of the noble friends you’ve got? 
If it isn’t ‘‘ going yachting ”’ 
Or development of brain, 
Can it be result of spotting 


Two large lockets on your chain ? 


If it cannot be your breeding 
Or your ardent love of truth, 
Can it, can it be proceeding 
From your cuffs, oh, scented youth ? 
If it cannot be prophetic 
Bodings of your future grace, 
Can it be the hot cosmetic 
Often coursing down your face? 


If it cannot be the leaven 

Of your artless, sweet conceit, 
Can it be the six or seven 

Rings upon your fingers neat ? 
No; I have it now, by Cupid! 

What induced me you to choose 
Was the idiotic, stupid, 

Pretty buckles on your shoes ! 


‘¢Tue Mad Hatter,’’ who has been studying the 
share market, wants to know which would hurt him 
most—a sudden rise on railways or a fall in mines ? 

A MEMBER Of the Peace Society thinks that military 
heroes are greatly overrated. He has seen his carman’s 
little boy leading the horse in the van. 


| 
| Why is the study of Latin so grievous a burden in 
| 





2 


our youthful days?—Because in it we always find a 
weight on-us. 








) 


Musical. 
Ovr maiden aunt thinks that, considering the liberal appreciation 


| accorded by the fair sex to the efforts in Covent Garden of Mr. Arthur 
| Sullivan, the Promenade Concerts should also be described as Pro- 


that as Mr. Byron has been kind enough to cut that his piece will run. | 


women -ade. 


Examination Question. 


Sratx the difference, if any, between ‘‘ dogs’ meat’’ and ‘ meet of 
the hounds.’,—Answer: In one case dead horses are referred to; in 


the other, living ones. 


Meum et Tuum. 
Tue holder of a certain Irish see is distinguished by the impunity 
with which he may utter a statement apparently subversive of 
the rights of property, viz., ‘‘ Tuam est meum.” 


Literary Euphemism. 
‘<T wereLy turned over the page, sir,’’ said the Butler, when 
rebuked for knoeking down the Buttons. 


Advice to Anthropologists. 
Tux Agricultural Hall and Lillie Bridge are the most convenient 
places for studying the races of men. 


To Usurers. 
WueEn Campbell said, ‘‘’Tis distance lends 
Enchantment to the view,” 
What interest was charged, my friends, 
I can’t conceive, can you? 


Some unfortunates keep on whining against their fate, but when 
fairly caught the whale gives up its blubber. 










FUN. 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. XIX.—THE QUINCE. 

Tue Quince is called ‘‘ Quince’? decause it squints. This is no 
mere artificial fact manufactured to meet the urgent necessities of the 
unnist. It is solemn truth. The Quince is a squint-eyed individual. 
‘ortunately, however, it has only one eye to squint with; but that 
eye, instead of being centrally situated, as inthe apple and pear, in 
the zenith of the fruit, is invariably located a long way down the 
meridian, and completely askew from the centre. The Quince squints 
in conse-quince ; and its squint isan uncommonly deep squint. This 
shows that all fact is derived from fiction ; and indeed our astronomers 
would never have discovered the moons of Mars the other day had 
these satellites not been previously invented, a hundred and fifty years 
ago, in ‘‘ Gulliver’s Travels’ by the philosophers of Laputa. 
The Quince has a naturally consequincial Teoveitise. It isa fiery 
unquwinchable and warlike pomeranimal ; it is more powerful than the 
onion, and its olfactory artillery will even carry farther. It propelsa 
deafening smell, the report of which may be heard for miles; its 
austere taste produces gum-shudders, and sets the human teeth on edge. 
Once it was thought useless to preserve the Quince, its own powerful 
smell being regarded as amply sufficient provision for all purposes of 
self-preservation. But experience showed, as in the case of the 
ferocious lobster of the deep, that you can soothe down its sentiments 
in boiling water, till it becomes placid, and after that it is found tame 
























FILLING A VACANCY. 


ask a favour of ye this mornin’ ?” 
Squire (log.) :—‘* Well, Flaherty, what is it now?’’ 


Mathew O’ Flaherty :—‘*‘ Good mornin’, yer honour, an’ moight o. 
1 


enough for mankind both to eat and todrink. Treated in a cider-press 
it produces a delicious, but little known beverage, called ‘‘ cydonia,” 
—the very quince-essence of nectar from the Olympian cellars. 
People who don’t know how to make ambrosia as well as cydonia out 
of Quince, always spoil their quince preserve by throwing away the 
pips, and the produce of the stewpan turns out to be mere stickiness 
and marmaladiness; but people who do know, always save the pips, 
and boil them down with the fruit—because the pips, being full of 
mucilage, coagulate the whole confection into solid jelly, firm enough 
to cut with a knife, and of finer flavour than guava. The only in- 
fallible mode of obtaining genuine domestic information is through 
the determined study of the Vegetable Moralist’s lectures. 
N.B.—This is a moral se-quince. 


AT A GAP. 
(By an M. F. H.) 


Hark, cockneys, who to hounds would ride : 
They who the lead assume 

Must keep in front, or stand aside 
And give their betters room. 


THEATRES. 


At the Alhambra Emily Soldene, in Genevieve de Brabant, delights 
crowded audiences with her powerful and melodious rendering of 
this charming music. The piece is well sustained throughout, a the 
mounting is such as only the Alhambra can do. The Bohemian ballet 
is a charming introduction, well suited to the taste of the frequenters 
of; this theatre. 

At the Olympic the Zwo Orphans has been reproduced. The play 
is a sound bit of dramatic work, in which Mr. H. Neville is seen at his 
very best. 

At the Globe 4 Bird in the Hand worth Two in the Bush is not 
original in plot or in any of the situations, but it is smartly written, 
well jput together, and fairly well acted. One of the finest bits of 
strong dramatic acting now before the public is Mr. Shiel Barry’s 
Gaspard in Les Cloches de Corneville ; inthe last part of the second act, 
when the miser’s treasure is discovered, he rises to a pitch of strength 
and power of rare quality. 

At the Park Theatre the Green Lanes of England and the Linnet’s 
Nest are drawing good audiences, and with the improved pit the 
management bids fair to be successful. 





The Moore and Burgess Minstrels have commenced their fourteenth 
year. ‘‘ The six thousand four hundred and forty-fifth consecutive per- 
formance without intermission’’ is an announcement that pronounces 
at once a popularity and an excellence, as well as # taste and judg- 
ment in management, that needs no comment. Among the legitimate 
nigger singers Mr. Charles Sutton stands first; his ‘‘ Emancipation 
Day’”’ is screamingly funny, and, with all his grotesque humour, 
there is a refinement and grace that gives evidence of power that 
ought to lead to success in other branches of art. . Walter 
Howard’s ‘‘ Unfortunate Man”’ is an outragesus bit of fun, but, per- 
haps, a litle overdone. 

kelyne and Cooke have added another musical automaton to 
their already attractive entertainment. Labial and Fanfare now dis- 
course most wonderful music, and Psycho and Zoe continue their 
wonderful automatic mysteries. 

















M.O’ F.:—‘‘ Och, your honour, I thought I'd make so bould as to 
ask you to make a postboy of my ould sister Mary.” 





LONELY. 

My cherished lyre, I sweep again 

With digits wan thy thrilling chords. 
I seek the joy akin to pain, 

The bliss that only woe affords. 
I love betimes to sit and brood 

(While drops the tear from either eye) 
In silence and in solitude— 

I cannot state precisely wiy ! 


In youth, when all the skies were clear— 
When life was like a sunny dream— 
How pleasant was the task to steer 
My gallant bark adown the stream ! 
But storms, alas! have gathered round ; 
No more the helm obeys me now. 
My fickle shallop went aground— 
t cannot guess exactly how ! 


Too happy time, ’ere Love’s ecli 
Had Seal my form and bleached my hair! 
Her azure eyes and ruby lips 
Were all my hope and all my care! 
But ruby lips and azure eyes 
Were doomed alike to be untrue. 
Another came to snatch my prize— 
I cannot quite remember who !/ 


True Friendship hath a flame sincere 
That even Time can rarely coo] ; 
And friends are ever doubly dear 
Who date from days of grammar-school. 
Ah, Smith !—couldst thou ignore the claims 
Of early ties to such a pitch ?— 
You’ve swindled me, or called me names ;— 
I cannot swear distinctly which ! 


Lost, lost the hopes that once were mine ; 
Far flown is ev’ry fond belief. 
I rather love to sit and pine 
Beside my lyre in lonely grief. 
Here, swanlike, let me singing die. 
The poet’s final home prepare ;— 
And, when I leave you, let me lie— 
I cannot fix this minute where ! 


A Youne Frrenp of ours declines to do his Latin composition on the 
ground that he cannot find out any part of the twenty-four hours 
which is not after some meal or other, and he has heard that exercise 
after meals is unwholesome. 

A Hicuianp Boast.—All Lowland lasses are plain bodies. 

For what kind of fellows are camphor balls for chaps advertised ? 

Equity may follow the Law, but does the Law ever let her come up 
with it? 

InDIARUBBER Baxp.—A whist club in Calcutta. 
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at this season of the year to do nothing but look about them, on the 














‘*Oh! after many roving years, 


a} 
ki WELL TIMED. 
3 Parson :—‘‘ SoRRY TO 8BE YOU SLEEP 80 MUCH IN CHURCH, Mrs. Barxrns.”’ Mrs. B. :—‘‘Sirer, siz? No, srr.” 
o£ Parson:—‘‘ I’m 8uRE YOU CANNOT TELL MB WHAT MY LAST 8ERMON WAS ABOUT.” 
: Mrs. B. :—‘‘ Anout, stn? YRs8, SIR, ABOUT HALF-AN-HOUR TOO LONG.”’ 
¢ 
“4 , 
! and see that you have good drains. Lay out all your arrangements 
a GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. | for next month’s operations ; but if you do this in the open air, we 
: Hints To AMATBURS. | should advise you not to include your gardening clothes. 
, OCTOBER. | 
@ Avruoritizs advise those who become new tenants of old gardens | BATHOS. 
| 


ARaew.* 


re) 


7. ane -* 


chance of some hidden floral treasure turning up. On one occasion we 
followed this counsel, but as nothing turned up of its own accord, we 
took a spade and found that our hidden treasures consisted of broken 
tobacco pipes, old shoes, cinders, worms, oyster-shells, and brickbats. 

This is the time for sowing stones; butit is erroneous to suppose 
that if you sow a flag-stone you will raise an iris. Sow rose 
seed; mext year, perhaps, it may be risen. Sow annuals that 
can live through the winter; all others, of course, are not worth the 
trouble of stitching. Sow mignonette for the pot in winter, and 
cabbages for the pot in spring. Also plant (ever)greens, but not for 
the same purpose. 

Prick Sweet Williams, and see how they stand it. Give your 
chrysanthemums the stick. Your dahlias will be all the better for a 
cut when they look black. See to plants that have been struck earlier 
in the year ; if they seem obstinately bent on not flowering, they must 
be forced. To screen your tender pets from cold (paradoxical though 


it may sound), pull them out of their beds. Fill your pots and glasses, | 


How sweet it is to come 
To the dwelling-place of early youth ’’— 
And to find placards in the windows and on the gates telling you that 
the house is, in the words of the Poet Laureate, 


To-o let, to-o let, 
You cannot enter now ! 








A Toxophilite. 
| ** We tt, I declare it’s as good as being at an Archery meeting,” said 
| a fair turfite, who is also a punster, after one of those day’s successes 
| which usually attend a certain young and popular jockey. 


Youne ladies, when the question is popped, should endeavour to 
| detect a peculiar ring in the man’s voice, which is never absent if he 
is honourable and sincere. Of course, we allude to the wedding ring. 
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and concentrated « | 





superfluous osher 
fet, it contains Cocoas re 
FOUR TIMEStailed at 
THE AMOUNT about 84. 
per lb. 


BecketsFruit§yrups 
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STRAWBERRY, BLACK CURRANT, LIME GENOUS. | On. 





RASPBER 
FRUIT, GINGER LEMON, PEPPERMINT. fo., &e. These 
Rvrupe are specially suitable for the Sick Room, Pic-nics, | FLESH - FORM. 
Weddin Christmas and Bir'hday Parties, &c, &e. They ING ‘ CONSTI. _ 
areinvaluable for use with Arated Waters. Pinte, is. #i.;/ TUENTS then - 
Halt-pints, i. Gwe dozen Pints sent, carrisee paid, for £1] *4¢ sverage of 
Beckew's SYRUP OF ORANGE AND QUENINE is a moon | ot4erCocoas whic 
healthy Tonic —‘ W. RECKETT, Heywood, Manchester.” are mized es 
Depot: 150, Oxford Street, and ali Chemists. sugar end starch. 


Cadbury's Cocoa Blocks below show the proportion of etreqegeue 
Rasence being a6- constitue: te in each 100 partes of various 
|Homeeopathic|Cadbury's Cocoa Essence. 
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. BRANDAUER & CO.'S New registered “ press 
cB An these a neither scratch nor — the 
ints being roun y anew process.—Ask your 
tationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
select the pattern best suited to your hand, _ 
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Hungry Traveller :—‘‘ First OF ALL, HAVE YOU A S0LE& 


** SOLE” 
Trish Landlady ;—‘‘ A sowt, 











OFFENCE, 


13 1T' Now, po I Look LIKE A BASTE?”’ 








IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConrirMEeD IDYLLER. 





No. XV.—WHAT’S IN A NAME? 


ULOGY’S extreme ex- 
pressions 


W ould become a person’s lot 
If he shared his whole posses- 
sions 
With his fellows, would it 
not ? 
I’ve (if s0) a puzzle—which is 
What of me you'd find to 
Bay, 
lor advice is all my riches 
And I give it ad/ away, 
That advice is clear and 
stately, 
Apt and varied (it is said), 
But a name is in my head 
Which has rather tinged it 
ee lately. 
Comes there one, with feeble smile— 
One with novel-writing bitten— 
Asks on whom to form his style ; 
‘Thoughtfully I answer ‘* Lytton ’’— 
One who has a taste for malt, 
Taking ‘*‘ more than he can carry,” 
Asks me now to cure bis fault, 
‘Then I answer softly ‘‘ Marry.”’ 
‘< P’rars he fidgets, turning red, 
Says with wedlock’s charms he’s smitten, 
Asks me whom he ought to wed— 
‘then I murmor ‘* Marre Litton. 





%? 


| gardens thrown open on Sundays. 


A SUNDAY ART EXHIBITION. 


Mr. W. L. THomas has lent «» collection of his pictures and sketches 
of Swiss life and scenery to the Sunday Society, which forms its first 
Exhibition, held at 33, New Bridge-street, Blacktri-rs, and is to be 
open to the public on the Sundays in October. Too much praise 
cannot be given to the society for the steady wavy in which it is carry- 
ing out its determination to see our public galleries, museums, and 
It was a happy thought to have 
an exhibition of its own, and a liberal act on the part of so talented 
an artist as Mr. ‘Thomas to lend one hundred and ten of his works, 
which are of the most varied character, many exceedingly beautiful, 
and all most interesting, and such as will well repay a visit to the 
gallery. 


THE LATEST FROM CABUL. 


Ir is rumoured that Shere Ali did not receive the English Mission 
because the people he wished to see were not sent to him. The Ameer 
desired an interview with the following celebrities: —The Dramatic 
Reform Association, a small deputation from Earlswood, Messrs. 
Kdlin, Barstow, and VPaget, Mrs. Girling, a few of the principal in- 
habitants of Colney Hatch and Hanwell, the president of the Vege- 
tarian Society, Mr. Br: idlaugh and Mrs. Besant, the Society for the 
Total Suppression of the Liquor ‘l'raflic, and Dr, Kenealy. 

The Eastern potentate, we hear, had wanted the above ladies and 
gentlemen to come and take tea with him every afternoon, and a very 
nice little tea-party they would have made. 


So it O-Pears. 
THERE is one letter which is literally a Roman Emperor; and that 
is the letter P. For that P is ‘‘Near 0” none can deny, and that 
Nero was 4 Roman E mperor is undoubted. 


sid ler, ‘ 


Tue death is announc of of Mr. Geo. 


‘the Calculating Boy.”’ 


_ As the deceased gentleman was near!y 80 yeirs of age, and retained 


his faculties to tre last, he might Lave Leen justly designated the 
Calculating Old Boy. 
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x AT SEA. 


i a? IFE holds much in its grand possi- 
L bilities, 
When a few of its years have been 
told ; 
But give youth ‘too much rope,” and in 
silly ties 
He will tangle and knot ev’ry fold! 
All the log of his life will be blotted, 
And his recor:d of Time will not last, 
Ivor he ruins the page he’s allotted 
By endeavours to fill it too fast ! 


On ahead misty Futures are beckoning— 





Dim behind lies ‘Time’s vanishing 
truack— 
Keep ‘4a lively look-out’? and ‘‘ dead 
reckoning,”’ 


For Life’s vessel can néver sail back ! 

And bethink, when you—fired with ambition— 
Nail the flag of Success to the mast, 

That the arrogant hare of tradition 
Found a race is not won by the fast! 


wen 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER IN AFGHANISTAN. 


CasuL, October 3rd, 1878. 


' 

| (By Spectan CameL anp Caste.) 

| I pip not arrive here a moment too soon, sir. I am not sure, 
| indeed, that I am not a little too late, even as it is; for General 
; Abramofi has had such a long start of me that it will require a very 
| prolonged spurt on my part to get abreast of this cunning Muscovite 
| warrior. So far, however, fortune has decidedly favoured me, as you 
| will agree when I tell you I had the pleasure of taking coffee téte-d- 

‘¢te with Shere Ali yesterday afternoon, on which occasion I quite 
| won his heart by my performance of a few card tricks, followed by 
what I may, without affectation I hope, call my life-like imitation of 
the bluebottle on the window pane. It is, in fact, to my capabilities 
a8 a prestidigatateur (I have a female relative, who shall be nameless, 
for she is single and well-to-do, who pronounces this as though it 
were ‘* pressed-to-dig-a-tatur’’) and ventriloquist that I owe my 
satisfactory position in this city, for, whilst still seme miles from the 
| gates, I found that to proudly claim admittance as a British ‘* Extra- 
| Special” was not at all advisable in the present state of public feeling. 
| I accordingly buried my union jack pocket-handkerchief and resolved 
| for the time to sink my identity, and pass as a wandering dervish 
| with a turn for legerdemain and card tricks. 

My plan when stopped or challenged, therefore, was to immediately 
produce a hen’s egg from an Afghan’'s beard, or bring out some chosen 
card, the ace of clubs let us say, from a bystander’s turban, upon 

which the crowd, having casually remarked that ‘‘ Alluh was great!”’ 
presented me with the copper coins of the country, and followed 
| after me in hopes of seeing more wonders, just as in England boys 
follow a Punch and Judy show to its next pitch. 
By these means I gradually worked my way into the heart of the 
{| city, and by the time I reached there was surrounded by a very large 
crowd, on whom I tried the effusive bluebottle with great effect. It 
| Was, in fact, to this imitation more especially that 1 owed my invita- 
, tion to the Ameer’s palace, for a high officer of state who chanced to 
be passing as I was buzzing my loudest reported the circumstance to 
| Shere Ali, and, as I have told you, the direct result was my Visit. 
Of course I had to play my cards most carefully—I am not now 
| alluding to the pack I do my tricks with, you must understand—for had 
| it transpired that [ was an Englishman I] fear that all my sleight-of- 
' hand would not have saved my head. I was nevertheless determined to 
tind out if possible what the Russian Envoy was really about with the 
Ameer, and you may imagine how pleased I was, therefore, though it 
did interrupt my bluebottle imitation just at its very climax, to hear 
General Abramoff announced by an attendant. 

The way in which Shere Ali bade the servant admit the Muscovite 
Eavoy stowed me at once on what familiar terms he was at the palace, 
tnough I was scarcely prepared to see the Ameer make room for him 

n his own cushion. The Generai glanced suspiciously at me, but I 
continued buzzing, as though lost to everything but my supposititious 
bluebottle, which I went on pursuing at the far end of the room. 

Luckily the General was satisfied with my seeming indifference, 
whilst the Ameer, who evidently wished to hear my imitation of the 
bulbul—of which I had spoken to him—was content to allow me to 
remain where I was. Thus I was enabled to overhear all that was 
suid. The Muscovite emissary was plainly most excited, and plunged 
tn medias res atonce. ‘* Well,’’ he said, with a familiarity I could 
not but mark, ‘‘ you've refused those English dogs admission, eh ?”’ 

‘* Yes,’’ returned the Ameer, a little nervously I thought, ‘I’ve 


turned them back.’ 
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~ & Of course you have,’”’ said Abramoff, cheerily. ‘* We are your 
9? 

real friends, and the only ones you want. ial ae 

Buzzing away though I was, I could not help thinking of Codlinand 
Short as the General spoke. os | 

‘* But those English will soon come back again,’’ continued Shere 
Ali, a little nervously as it seemed to me. er 

‘* What of that’? asked the Envoy. ‘* Didn’t you say the other 
day you'd send down the hill tribes on them like blasts cf fire ¢ 

** Well, yes, I said so,” answered the Ameer; ‘‘ but perhaps the 


hill tribes won't go.”’ ; 
‘Oh, they must !’’ said Abramoff ; ‘‘ besides, is not the Czar of all 


he Russias your friend ¢”’ 
“ I hope ‘ I’m sure,’ answered the ruler of Cabul; ‘‘ but will he 
stand by me against these English?” | 

‘‘ Won't her’’ returned the Muscovite warrior. ‘‘AmI not come 
to tell you so? But we must help you secretly, do you understand, at 
At that moment I squeiched my imaginary bluebotile with 
such suddenness that the General again glanced at me. But with the 
same I was off, buzzing again as though nothing had happened. 

‘‘ Be firm, whatever you are,’ said Abramoff, rising, ‘‘and have 
nothing to do with those English.’ And, so saying, he Jeft the room. 

I was so full of Russia’s treachery that it was all 1 could do to go 
through my imitation of the bulbul’s song with calmness. ; 

Reticence, however, was so plainly my best policy, that I restrained 
my feelings to the end of my visit. But my turn was to come, as you 
shull hear next week. Meanwhile—no matter, let it pass—aye, let it 
Khyber Pass, if you like, till you hear from me again. 








A LIFE DRAMA AT THE “ ZOO.” 
He (persuasively). 
Oh, come and see the monkey, dear, 
You'll like him, I'll engage, 
Draw near, my love, devoid of fear, 
He’s prisoned in a cage. 
SHE (gushingly). 
Oh, the pretty, pretty monkey, 
Jolly little monkey, charming little monkey, 
I love that darling little monkey, 
Swinging in the autumn air. 
He (warningly). 


I know a monkey fair to see, 
‘ake care! take care! 


He can both false and cruel be, 
Beware ! beware! 
Trust him not—he may clutch at thee. 


(Monkey thrusts his arm through the bars of cage, seizes Bravty’s bonnet, 
scampers off, jibbering, and pulls it to pieces leisurely, with much 
apparent satisfaction.) 

SHE (agonisingly). 

Oh, the wretched, horrid monkey, 

Brutal little monkey, nasty little monkey, 

I hate that loathsome little monkey 

Eating up my bonnet there! 

(Siow music, tears, and CURTAIN.) 





THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. XX.—THE PLUM. 

No fruit is so plump and plummy as the plum. It has a very 
beautiful, though somewhat conspicuous complexion (bless you, not 
pamt—only the least dash of powder); and the plum 1s, in tact, 
remarkable for its blooming cheek. Now, blooming cheekiness can 
hardly commend an individual to the warm couvideration of the grave 
and serious ; and it is probably on this account that the plum 1s found 
to disagree with some very excellent people who have their own private 
reasons for disagreeing with the plum. An unhappy instance 1s 
recorded of a misunderstanding with plums, on a very delicate sub- 
ject, in which two highly-respectabie persons out of three Lgl it 
their duty to declare their couscientious disagreement with the be- 
haviour of this fruit. ie 

‘There once lived in Bohemia a very beautiful princess, named 
Libussa, who was awfully well up in plums, and paintully cley pe 
housekeeping. Hey three lovers, tinding her one morning 1n the kite on 
garden gathering plums, the princess ofiered her hand and housekeeping 
to whichever of the three would tell her how many. plums she had 1 hex 
basket. She said, ‘‘ One of you shall have halt and one more, the 
second shall have half that are left and one more, and the third shall 
have half the remainder and three more. ‘That will empty my basket. 
How many plums, therefore, are in it?’ Now, this being long before 
the passing of the Education Act, the first kaight blundered te a 
random guess of sixty. ‘* No,” said the bewildering beauty ; ub if 
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there were as many more, half as many more, anda third as many | 
more, with five more added to that, the number would as far exceed 


sixty as it now falls below it.” The seconl knight wildly speculated 
on forty-five. ‘‘ Nay,’ said this royal ready-reckoner; ‘‘ but if 
there were a third as many more, half as many more, and a sixth as 
many more as there are now, there would b3in my basket as many 
more than forty-five as there are now less than that number.” The 
third knight, Prince Wladomir, then declared the number of plums to 
be thirty, and thereby secured this desirable housekeeper for his 
wife. The princess then counted him out fifteen plums and one more, 
leaving fourteen ; to the second knight she gave seven and one more, 
and six remained ; to the first knight she gave half of these and three 
more; and the basket was empty. ‘The discarded lovers, as they went 
off mumbling their plums, sourly remarked, as they spat out the 
stones, that plums always disagreed with two superior people out of 
three. However, Prince Wladomir married the princess, and was 
pleased to find that she had another and a better ‘‘plum’”’ left for 
him by way of dowry. 

It is no good to go to a plumber’s to buy plums. Nevertheless, the 
plumb-line is the most upright of all lines ; and all who go in for that 
line (except plumbers) are in a straight up and down way of business. 
The plumb-line is particularly recommended to the young; in fact, 
there is no better advice to a young man than to exhort him to bear in 
mind the unimpeachable rectitude of the Rt. Honble. Plumb Bob, 
and never to forget the example of John Horner, Esq., the enter- 
prising young pastry-cook, who in early life succeeded in ex- 
tracting a plum (£100,000) from his bun with his thumb, and in 


propounding the celebrated remark on which his subsequent reputation | 
The professional plumber, however, seems | 


so largely has to depend. 
to have a rather too plummy idea of the value of lead and pewter and 


‘“‘soft tommy,’ and when pipes and cisterns get out of order it is | 


always cheaper to employ a goldsmith at once, lead being too ex- 
pensive a metal for domestic use. 








PAPER, PAPER. 


Aun! once I was a Li-ber-al 
With awfully progressive views, 

In fact, I was a Rad-i-cal, 
For then I bought the Daly News. 

And Messrs. Gladstone, Bright, and Lowe 
Were little Dit in my eyes ; 

And Northcote, Dizzy, Cross, and Co. 
I used to utterly despise ! Wi 


And now I am Con-ser-va-tive, 
At Liberals I gaily chaff 
(But grain’s abounding in the sieve)— Wi} 
For now I buy the Telearaph. | 
And Messrs. Northcote, Dizzy, Cross— 
[ kneel before them in the dust ; 
But Gladstone, Bright, and Lowe !—at loss 
I am for words that mean ‘‘ disgust ’’ ! | 
Whatever paper you peruse, 
That paper's politics you quaff, | 
And if youread the Daily News, | 
Or always read the Tx/egraph— | 
Although at starting, ‘‘ buif’’ or ‘‘ blue,’ 
One paper ony should you read, 
’Tis pretty certain to imbue 
Your feelings with its tone and creed. 


I used to have the Daily News ; 
My wife in paper puts her hair ; 
She said whene’er she went to use 
The Dai/, News it used to tear; 
She sail it was so very thin 
She'd have a thicker one by half, 
Insisting on mv taking in 
The thicker Daily Telegraph. 


’ 


A Contrast. 

Our favoured land is enjoying its merited repose, its 
long vacation; but, on the Continent, as Bosnia and ais 
Armenia can testify, other great powers are «till engaged 
in their troublesome ‘‘occupations.”” ((Juery, How 
about Cyprus ?) 


From Kissingen. 
A youne French lady lately propounded a sweet 
puzzle to one of her admirers. She handed him a slip 
of paper inscribed with ‘* B. C. mris T. C.”’ (baisez mats | 
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It is a plumper to say that the lightning heaves plummets called 
thunderbd its ; but lazy sailors who want to get down to the bottom of 
the sea, without the bother of going there, invariably plum) it. 

In direct violation of the Adulteration Acts, the British plum- 
pudding is still nothing but a delusive and spurious compound of 
foreign currants and raisins, and does not contain a single British 
plum. Where is our boasted patriotism? where our boasted 
Inspector ? and where—oh! where—our boasted p/wm-pudding? How 
little we know how to call our own victuals! Thatis why every re- 
spectable dinner is obliged to be described in French—in order to 
assuage alarm when swallowing the unknown. What man eats must 
ever remain a profound mystery. ‘‘ Feyther,’’ said a boy new to the 
grocery counter, ‘‘hev plums got leggerums?’ ‘‘ Noa, my son.” 
‘* Well then, feyther, I’ve been and ate a hun-buzzer.”’ : 


A Suitable Name. 


Rrvat tailors are in the habit of advertising the superiority of their 
‘* wear-resisting fabrics.”’ If one is anxious to express, however, that 
his cloth, when made up, will last longer than any other that ean be 
made, we would advise him to eall the clothes made of it the 
‘* Chancery suit.” 


Not Guilty ! 

Tue letter addressed by the Pope to Cardinal Nina on August 27th 
has caused a considerable stir at the various Courts to which it has 
been communicated. Yet at the worst it must have been a Nina-sent 
despatch ; and if innocent, it cannot be guilty, can it? 

Literary Note. 

AN entirely original novel will appear during the coming season, in 
three vols—viz., the Volunteer! the Volcano!! and the Vol-au- 
| Vent!!! Sorely it ought to have a voluminous sale. 
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THE SUNDAY QUESTION. 
Scene: 4 Back Slum, Sunday Morning. 


| Bill :—‘‘"Uto, ’ARRY, If AIN'T PROPER TO HAVE YER ’ANDS IN YER 
POCKBTS TO-DAY.”’ 
"Arry :—‘ Ou, atn’t rr? Watt, I've cor mine my ormeit PROPLE’S ALL 


so I CAN APFORD TO HAVE ’EM IN MY OWN ON Suwnparys.’ 
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et THE BUCOLIC BUGBEAR.—(A RECORD OF A SKETCHER’S SENSATIONS.) 
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If he doesn’t send all his friends to be ** drared”’ 
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WHOS TO PAY 


ESUME YOU WILL BEAR THE EXrENSE.” 


YUUR OWN SAKE, I AM SURE YOU WILL BE 
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SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED AUTHORS. 





NUMBERLAND. 
“The Bunting of th 


ALICE IN 


By the Author of ** Through an Opera-glass,”’ 
arn ¥e., Ve. 


Cuapter I.—SITTING UP. 





Kt LICE had been playing ‘‘go bang”’ 
with herself, for it was nine o'clock, 
and her sister had gone to bed at 
the usual time. Alice was sitting up 
because of an arrangement with papa and 
mamma, which arose in this way: Some 
weeks before this evening, Alice had 
begged to be allowed to sit up later; her 
mamma said it would not be good for 
her, and would injure her good looks. 

‘‘But [ don’t want good looks, 
mamma,” said Alice, ‘‘I want to sit up 
late ;’? and so she should, said papa, when 
she was older. But he thought that she 
would care then about good looks, and 
would go to bed early. 

‘* But, papa,”’ said Alice, ‘‘ [ am older every day, and so ought to 
be allowed to sit up later every day!” 

‘* Well, Alice,’’ said papa, ‘‘ that is a good argument ; the question 
is, how much longer should you sit up every day, and don’t you think 
you would soon get tired ? ”’ 

Alice thought she should never get tired of sitting up, even if it were 
all night! And, after a good deal of discussion, it was settled that 
she should sit up five minutes later every night, but that if she fell 
asleep, or decided on going to bed before her proper time, the bargain 
was over, and she must return to her old hour for bed, 8 o’clock. 

So on this evening, as her papa and mamma were out to dinner, 
and her sister had gone to bed, Alice was all alone, and had to play 
chess and ‘‘ go bang’”’ by herself. 

Getting tired of this, she thought a change would be nice. ‘I'll 
repeat some poetry,”’ she said; ‘‘ there is the song I learnt last week, 
and which mamma was singing this afternoon. It is called 








‘Tue THREE FIsHEs. 


‘ Three fishes were swimming far under the sea, 
Far under the sea where the ships go down ; 
And they talked about what they would have for tea, 
And said they would buy something going through the town. 
For soles must live, and fishes must feed, 
And the less they’ re getting the more they need— 
The times, so hard, bemoaning ! 


‘ Three comrades went into a elub to dine, 
To dine at their club as the sun went down ; 
They look’d at the ** carte”’ and the list of wine, 
And ordered the best to be had in the town. 
For men must live, and therefore must feed, 
And then in the smoke-room light up a ** weed” — 
The times, so hard, bemoaning ! 


‘ Three fried soles lay on the silver dish 
In the evening light as the sun went down ; 
And the dinner was all that a man could uvrwh, 
And /e-oe were newly come up to town. 
Fo £4 nust fry, aud people must feed, 
An. that tea was the last those soles would necd— 
And good-bye to hard times bemoaning!’ 


‘‘ Those don't seem exactly the words,” said Alice; ‘‘ I wonder what 
is the matter with me! Am 1 dreaming that lam awake? I'll try 
another. I used to know 
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© There is vot in this wide world a pudding so sweet 
As that in which apples and blackberries mect ; 
And the last rays of feeling and life must depart 
Ere I cease to delight in a gooseberry tart:’ 

‘‘I’m sure that’s not right!’’ cried Alice; ‘‘and yet it is trues 
and true things ougit to be right. Sut it’s no use trying to repeat 
poetry: I'll have another game of ‘go bang’’’; but she yawned 
a great deal, and made mistakes with the counters, and at last 
began to reckon how long she had been trying this plan of sitting 
up. She got puzzled about how many five minutes a day there 
were in three weeks, and tried to make a multiplication table with the 
counters, but got troubled with the different values she had set on the 
red and white ones, and could not decide at all how long she must sit 
up in three weeks time—you see she was already becoming tired with 
the plan, for she said must to herself, hardly knowing she did so. It 
was only to herself, though, quite confidentially. She was determined 
not to give in, as papa said she soon would. So she tried another 
game of ‘‘go bang,”’ but it was very stupid playing alone. 

‘‘T am very dull to play with,” thought Alice; ‘‘or, which is 
dull, I, or myself, or both of us? Whose turn is it to play now, I am 
sure you ought to remember? It is very tiresome of you, Alice, and 
if you don’t play, J will!”’ 

‘Then she got five counters in a row—they were red ones—and 
they reminded’ her of five pots marked, ‘‘Strawberry jam,” which 
she had seen im the cupboard in the dining-room that afternoon, when 
mamma had taken one out for their tea—*‘ was it five,’’ Alice thought, 
‘‘with the one they had for tea—or were there five still left on 
the shelf—five Or six—six or five ?—perhaps there were more ’’—she 
would go and sée; so she opened the cupboard to count them; ‘‘ one, 
two, three, four, five, yes, that is all right. Are there any behind, I 
wonder ?”’ thought Alice; and, putting her left hand on the shelf to 
steady herself, for she was on tiptoe, to reach it, she was just going to 
move the row of jam pots, when the 
whole back of the cupboard gave way 
like a door, shelves, jum pots, and all! 
‘‘ Dear me !’’ thought Alice, ‘‘ I didn't 
know there was a room behind!’’ But, 
on looking through the doorway, she 
saw that it was not a room at all, but 
a garden, full of trees and paths, and 
shining in bright light. Alice thought 
she would venture in, so walked through 
the door. The paths looked like fine 
white sand, and the beds seemed to be 
made of nicely-raked brown earth. 
The paths sparkled like bits of shell. 
‘*T wonder what they are made of,’’ said 
Alice, and took up some in her hand. 
‘* Tt looks just like sugar,’’ she thought, 
and she tasted it, andit was sugar !—nice 
white ‘‘ crushed lump,” that was so good with strawberries and cream. 
And the brown beds she found were also sugar, but, of course, coarse 
and brown. She had never heard of such a garden before ; ‘‘ but then,” 
she thought, ‘‘ there’ are a great many things I don’t know yet, and 
sitting up late is certainly increasing my knowledge, so it must be 
good for me !’’ 





To be continued. 


A Bad Lot. 


Tue neighbourhood of the Forest of Dean is apparently not con- 
ducive to good behaviour, for we read that ‘‘ at the St. Briavels and 
Hewlesfield Farmers’ Club the clergymen of these parishes declined to 
nominate a single cottager in their parishes as worthy to receive prizes 
offered by the society for exemplary conduct.’?’ We sincerely 
sympathise with the reverend gentlemen who have failed to find their 
beau ideal of perfection in a swgle cottager, and would suggest that 
they try the married men. 














Fairly at Fault. 
A YOUNG women, who admitted that she had been drinking when 
she lost her watch, resorted to the playful expedient of ‘‘ cutting the 
’ in order to find out the thief. The cards having told her that 
the had been robbed by ‘‘a fair girl,’’ the caused a Miss Jones to be 
vpprehended; but a jury, strange to say, would not convict. We 
should have thought, from recent verdicts, a sentence of 10 years’ 
penal servitude would have been decidedly on the cards. 
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More Free than Welcome. 


A GENTLEMAN has written to the papers complaining of the crowding 
on the free days at the Tower, and states that he spent two hours in a 
fruitless attempt to gain admittance. Under the circumstances, it is 
hardly to be wondered at that he is in a Towering rage. 
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EGGSTRAORDINARY. 


Squire :-—** Now, noys, WHAT'S THE GENDER OF FGG? 


9 


Sharp Lad (whose mother keeps chickens) :—‘* PLEAsE, SIF, YOU CAN'T TEIL 


TILL IT'S HATCHED.” 








SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


TROPHONIUS ON HIMSELF — PAINFUL REFLECTIONS ON HIS AYRSHIRE 
Hanpicar TIP—SELECTION FOR THE CESAREWITCH—IRELENTLESS 
rukstir oF HiGGS—AWFUL EXPERIENCES. 

Bristo.t, Wednesday last. 


Yer Eprror, in Fleet-street, who live at home at ease,— How little 
can you conceive the miseries 1 have «ndured for the last fortnight ! 
1} ou have noticed that I have sent you no *‘copy’’ during that period, 
and I daresay have been in a towering rage thereat. I have no doubt, 
either, that the sale of the last two numbers has been disastrously 
below the average— not with impunity can Tropbonius be absent from 
your columns, for it were false modesty on his part to affect ignorance 
of his vast superiority to the rest of the contributors (yourself alone 
excepted), and falser modesty still to assume that that is saying much! 
However, it is not my business to enunciate truisms, but to explain 
how it comes 1 have not sent copy. Oh, sir, the time I have had! 
And oh, sir, the untiring malignity of that Higgs! But let me begin 
at the beginning. First of all, I have been a gocd deal bothered 
about my Ayrshire prediction. Of course I hadn't nearly finished it, 
when the sight of Higgs compelled me to pull up so abruptly. I was 
merely clearing the way by naming the useless horses—a fact amply 
proved, I think, by not one of the horres I mentioned so much as 
going to the post. My next lines were to have been :— 

‘* West Wind and Senator you'll find 

Will quickly leave the field behind, 

But Fiotsam’s is the winning number, 

All the rest are useless lumber.” 
Thus giving the absolute first, second, and third, but who will believe 
itnow? Of course I landed a heap myself, as usual, but I've hada 
lot of nasty letters from subscribers (kindly forwarded by you, sir), 
and I hate pasty letters—they thought I gave Glorat! I believe 
Glorat must have got some such maniacal idea into his head himself, 
for he went and billed himself almost directly after! J give a clumsy 
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A GREEN SPOT. 


| Tue voice of wailing ascends from Clerkenwell. That 

melancholy waste of stony causeway, euphemistically 
termed the ‘‘ Green,”’ is to be enclosed and reclaimed to 
something like its normal condition. Thus the vox 
populi, which so often has been heard at its loudest in 
this classic spot, and its popular lung will simultaneously 
be shut up. The famous locus belli, or should it be 
locus bellow, sacred to Tichborne demonstrators, Fenian 
agitators, and trades’-unions, will henceforth be green 
only in the memory of its patrons, who will look awfully 
blue when they see their forum swept away before em. 
To the more peacefully-disposed public it will be really 
a green and refreshing spot, where sweet-smelling 
flowers will for the future be cultivated instead of 
flowers of speech. of pungent and ungrateful odour, that 
hitherto have flourished here. Of course it will be 
planted with trees, not the tree of liberty exactly, nor 
will these be watered with the froth of ranting dema- 
gogues. This blow at the striking element, it appears, 
is inflicted by the parish authorities, who, of course, 
will be regarded by the discomfited agitators and their 
followers as veritable green-eyed monsters. Werecom- 
mend the stump-orators, if they can, to grin and bear 
it, although it will be galling to these anti-aristocrats to 
see their campus belli devoted to haughti-culture. 


A HEAVY DIS-PENCE-ATION. 


Whew gold is gone, and silver hard to find, 
Expenditure can never be extensive ! 
We can’t remember when we readl/y dined ! 
Coppers become a weight upon the mind, 
And because Life's ex-pence-ive, we are pensive ! 


Geographical Correction. 


Oxrokp is said to be on the Isis, and Cambridge on 
the Cam; but through each, in fact, passes the Don. 


t= . 
_ Ss 


eet 





A Nuptial Tie. 
WHEN husband and wife have both married for money, 
and neither has got any. 








Ovcut not the Thames Police to save ships’ crews 
the trouble of running in jib-booms? 





brute who couldn’t keep out of the heels of his forerunner! I feel the 
slur very much. There was a time when I could bear insult with 
equanimity, and sneers, but—dash it !—I wasn’t being chiveyed all 


over the country then, like an escaped convict. 


Which brings me 


round again to the subject from which I'm afraid I’ve wandered a 
little, but when a fellow has been compulsorily wandering from place 
to place for a month or so, he may be excused if his literary style be- 


comes a little wandering also. 
On second thoughts, though, before proceeding to Higgs, I’d 


better present 


My CEsAREWITCH TIP. 


The prophet sees, with half an eye, 
The winning horse go lightly by, 
He comes, the Zarbinger of joy, 
And Master Avldare is the boy, 
Chimera makes the game ; 
The Eqguixox sweeps o’er the ground, 
The Mrfin Boy is coming round, 
Macheth may, p raps, make shift to win, 
Prince Georye will start to take the tin, 
The Snati belies his name, 
Manwuvre goes ahead like bricks, 
Old Charon tirmly to it ‘‘ sticks,’’ _ 
Then Sefton who, to rule the roast,”! 
Goes helter-skelter to the post ; 
The swift Sitllelagh ** bangs”’ the field, 
While Pornie shows the rest the way, 
The stakes Midlothian’s loth to yield, 
But Flotsam gets ’um if he may. 
See how the winner clears the press, 
A noble pageant of success. 


Ard now fcr Higg:—a dismal chronicle it is, too. I will not weary 


you with detsils (the more particularly a8 you would yrctal’y shi 
them), I will simyly enumerate the succersive spots I have visitep 
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seat in the house for one particular night some little way in advance, and 
so it came about that all the private boxes, stalls, dress-circles, and 
upper boxes for this special night were booked to his lordship ina 
variety of different names, and the wicked lord chuckled, and his valet 
heard him mutter in his sleep — 

‘* Ror-r-r-r-revenge |”’ a 

And there was no pit at the Royal Microscoptc Theatre, and buta 
small gallery, and to that gallery the wicked peer sent on the same 
night he had taken all the seats that could be taxen, a gang of minions 
and a host of retainers, more than sufficient to fill every inch of room, 
and he gave them instructions what to do. 

Now when the curtain rose this eventful night on the opening farce 
there was a crowded gallery, but not a single auditor in any other 
part of the house, and when the farce came to an end the occupants of 
the gallery, with one solitary exception, rose from their seats and 
trooped out into the strect, and never returned, and the solitary ex- 
ception occupied the very centre seat of the front row of the gallery, 
and, folding his arms, smiled blandly. 

Then confusion and dismay reigned behind the scenes at the Royal 
Microscopic Theatre, for how could the famous comedy company, used 
only to act to crowded house:, be expected to go through their parts 
in a high-class society drama to an audience of one in the gallery ? 
The overture was played for the third time and still no audience ; 
people came to the doors with money in their hands, and were turned 
away, for was not every seat booked in advance? : ; 

The one man in the gallery betrayed no symptoms of impatience, 
but folded his arms tighter than ever, and smiled even more benignly 
than before ; but the biggest smile of all lit up his features when a 
message was brought him from the management an hour later that 
perhaps he would take his sixpence back and go away, as there would 
be no performance that evening. He took his money and he went. 
Now this man was the wicked lord’s lawyer. It wasa blood - thrilling 
spectacle to see that wicked lord and that wicked lord’s lawyer 
chuckling together an hour afterwards, while the management and 
company, wondering and amazed, enjoyed an unexpected holiday. 

But the management looked very blank the next morning when they 
received a legal demand for the refund of the money paid for all the 
seats in the house, also for compensation for breach of contract and 
damages for disappointment, and the management looked still blanker 
when there came a threat of an action for obtaining money under false 
pretences, and the management looked blankest of all when tne noble 
lord came down to the theatre in his coach and six and pointed the 
finger of scorn and jeered and derided. 

But the wicked do not always prosper, not even when they happen 
to be lords, and the revengeful peer only got one farthing damages and 
had to pay his own costs, and the case made 80 much talk over the 
country, that it was a magnificent advertisement, and for many months 
afterwards money was turned away nightly from the Royal Microsco- 
pic Theatre, and the noble lord grew morose and thought of suicide, 
then thought better of it, and having come to the conclusion that 
perhaps after all he knew nothing about theatres, and could not write a 
burlesque, he henceforth determined to devote himself to his hereditary 
task of legislating. Which he did. 


during the last fortnight, with Higgs in full chase, and so close on the 
scent that more than once I[ narrowly escaped capture. When you 
last heard from me I was on the point of departure for Eastbourne ; 
from there I went to Canterbury, Broadstairs, Deal, Ashford, Yar- 
mouth, Hull, Sheffield, Leeds, Carlisle. Liverpool, Chester, Newport, 
and Bath (where they wouldn’t make upa prescription for me), and 
now Iam here. But this is not all; two new and dreadful features 
have characterised the chase. Iliggs knows I must post copy to you 
once every week, so, on entering a town in which he suspects me to 
be, he takes up his position near the post-office to catch me or inter- 
cept my letter and get my address! He nearly bowled me out the 
first time, but I caught sight of him in time. Next time I sent a 
little boy, but Higgs caught him, the boy had some nous, though, and 
ran to me at once with the news, and I got off that time as well—but 
now you see how it is you have had no copy lately. You'll get this 
all right, I expect, as I shall post it in a pillar-box, a way out of the 
difficulty which has only just occurred tome. The other new feature 
of the chase is, however, still more appalling; whenever I leavea 
lodging—and the necessarily hasty nature of my departure precludes 
all thought of rent—Higgs, entering and finding me gone, persuades 
the landlady (no doubt, by most unjustifiably blackening my 
character) to join in the chase! They’ve all consented, and I’ve seen 
them! Every one of them (sixteen or seventeen) dressed in dingy 
black, and carrying an umbrella! Fancy being invested by such an 
army! If I wasn’t bald my hair would turn grey with the horror of 
the thing. What am I to do?—Yours dementedly, Tropuonivs. 

















“CUT IT SHORT!” 
P, is red, white, and blue, my own 
sweetheart ! 
_ Her hair is as red as a rose: 
She needs no enameller’s neat art— 
Her eyes are as blue as her hose. 
Darwin says she’s more clever and knowing 
;}} Than other developed baboons ; 
i And I very soon found I was growing— 


is To cuta long story short—“ spoons!” 


The world still goes round, and Love 
turns it 
(Or so says a song I have heard) ; 
Love fires a heart, too, and burns it, 
A practice extremely absurd! 
To extinguish this dangerous firing, 
Which soon would have left us both dead, 
We'd to get—what we both were desiring— 
To cut a long story short—wed ! 





THE WICKED LORD'S REVENGE. 


THERE was once a wicked and wealthy lord who was an enthusiastic 
patron of the drama. ‘That is to say he wasa regular visitor to the 
theatre, and spoke learnedly in stage technicalities, and conversed 
gallantly to the ladies of the ballet, and as long as he did no more than 
this he was only a bore and comparatively harmless. But a day came 
when his lordship’s evil genius persuaded him that he could write a 
burlesque, so his lordship took a new pen, an old book of jests, a 
rhyming dictionary, and a few reams of foolscap, and set to work. 
Now when the brain bantling of the noble lord was finished he looked 
around him fora house at which it might be produced, and he hit upon 
the Royal Microscopic Theatre as in every way adapted for the purpose 
except that the company was a high-class comedy company, the mem- 
bers of which never stooped to burlesque. This, however, was a mere 
trifle, for was he not a lord, and was he not wealthy; was he nota 
‘patron of the drama,” and did he not know a score of Lotties, 
and Dotties, and Trotties who would gladly act in the burlesque he had 
written ? 

So he put himself into communication with the management, and 
suggested to them that they should discontinue a highly successful 
suciety drama they had been playing for some hundreds of nights to 
crowded houses—and which might probably run for some hundreds of 
nights more—and substitute his burlesque; and he further proposed 
that as the company as at present constituted was hardly suited to the 
proper rendering of his piece, the above-mentioned Lotties and Dotties, 
and Trotties should be had in by the score, like sheep. 

The management stroked its managerial chin, and said it somehow 
didn’t see it. 

The noble lord could scarcely credit his ears, but when he was fully 
persuaded that the management positively declined to entertain his 
proposal, he went home in a cab and a rage, inveighing at the decad- 
ence of the drama, and breathing red-hot vows of furious vengeance 
against everybody connected with the Royal Microscopic Theatre. 

d'hen his lordship called unto him yay many myrmidons, and gave 
them gold and bade them go to the offendi 





They don’t Relish it. 

Wuite smoking their cigars at the club the other night, Mr. Edlin 
is said to have remarked to Mr. Barstow, ‘‘ We have both been in hot 
pickles before, dear boy, but we have never till now had such a quantity 
of newspaper sauce.’? At this point Mr. Paget, who happened to be 
present, was heard to mutter, ‘‘ It is anything but real jam. 


Silly little Goose. 


Tue lady who, under the influence of undue refreshment, playfally 
thumped Mr. Partridge in the back, instead of Mr. Benson, has found 
out an affinity between herself and the assaulted magistrate. She says 
that ‘‘ She is indeed a wild gal, but he, being a Partridge, is a wild 
gal-linaceous bird.’’ 


On the Spree. 

In consequence of their frequent opposition to the (;erman Govern- 
ment’s measures, and their disposition to sit apart from all other parties 
in the Reichstag, it is proposed to call the *‘ National Liberals’”’ the 
‘*nay-shun-all”’ Liberals! 


Tue Rev. W. Hooper, of Chilfrome, near Dorcester, may be a very 
able preacher, but his practice is certainly questionable. His cow 
having been pronounced incurable, he disposed of it toa butcher for 
£2, who sent it to London, where it was seized. The butcher was fined 
£20 at Guildhall on Saturday ; but why the clergyman got off with a 
monition is a thing we cannot divine. 

Ir is all very well for teetotalers to say that alcohol is poison, but 
it must be a very slow sort of death, for we read that Thomas 
M’Donnell, Q.C., who was buried on Saturday, had reached the age 


ing theatre and buy up every of 84 years, 62 of which Aad been spent at the bar. 
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First Butcher's Boy (log.):—‘* I say, Brut, 


Second ditto :-—‘* OH, HB’S GBTTIN’ VERY STIFF; HEB CAN’T DO A MILE IN 
PEOPLE AT THE CROSSIN’S RUN LIKE HE USED; WHY, 
First Boy (with great animation) :-—‘' By Juv, 





BAD STATE OF THINGS 


HOW'S THE OLD PONY 


ba 





sa P 





a 


INDcED, 


GETTIN’ ON?” 


LESS THAN FIVE MINUTES NOW, AND HE DOESN'T MAKE THE 


HE'S NEVEK RUN OVER ANYONE FOR NEARLY SIX MONTHS!”’ 
YOU'LL HAVE TO HAVE A CHANGE, THEN!!”’ 








THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue Adelphi management evidently believe in the Government 
policy, for they have created five new Pierres this season. 

The Gaiety announces a new production entitled Tie Lady of Lyons 
Married and Settled. We may add that this new version of the Lady 
of Lyons has been ‘‘done for’? the Gaiety by Mr. Herman C. 
Merivale. 

It is said that Miss Violet Cameron will shortly leave the Globe and 
make her début in English opera at Her Majesty’s. We are glad she 
has seen the Folly of Burlesque, and shall gleefully witness her first 
appearance tn Opera di Cameron, which we presume will be sud (Carl) 
Kosa, 

Mr. Phelps will commence a twenty-four nights’ engagement at 
Drury Lane on the 18th of November, and play Cardinal Wolsey. 
We trust these will not be the eminent ‘tragedian’ s last appearances, 
though we sincerely wish him to fare well, 

A series of English operas will be given under the direction of Karl 
Meyder every Saturday morning, commencing with a lyrical version 
of Katherine and Petruchio. We don't think Karl could have made a 
more Shrew'd selection. 

Mr. Tom Taylor’s play, founded upon Russian life, has been 
specially written for Miss Bessie Jarl/ing. We should think the lady 


has been wise in selecting one of our dearest dramatists, because he is 
acknowledged to be a darling writer. 

Land Ahead, which has been produced at Astley’s, is said ‘‘ to have 
brought much eredit to Mr. G. Manville Fenn.’ We hope it will 
bring Miss Virginia Blackwood a corresponding amount of cash. 

In his speech at Liverpool on the subject of his forthcoming manage- 
ment of the Lyceum, Mr. Henry Irving said that ‘‘ he did not pretend 
to be a master of any school.”’ With all due deference we think his 
wonderful impersonation of Eugene Aram proves him to be a splendid 
school master. 


Chamterlain’s Nursery Rhyme. 


To Cabu!', to Cabul, proposals to make, 
Back again, back again, bad news to take ; 
To Cabul, to Cabul, lance, sword, and gun, 
Back again, never, ‘till Cabul is won. 


Reaty on the 17th inst., Price One Shitting, 


HOOD’'S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Thirty pages of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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Q. :-—‘' WHO ARE THE ARCHANGBLSf 





IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConFIRMED IDYLLER. 





No. XVI.—RUNNING COMMENTS. 


F all the men the Fates 
p require 


To live beneath the sun, 
T always used to most admire 
Athletic men who run. 
I used to gaze with awe and 
pride 
On those who'd ‘‘done”’ a lot 
‘‘ inside ”’ ; 
And beg, in spite of sneer and 
frown, 
To be allowed to ‘‘rub them 
down.” 


But when Our Boys I chanced 
to see, 
‘* A decent run,”’ I thought, 
Yet end of any kind to me 
. Appeared but vainly sought. 
But since, within the recent past, 
They’ ve added someone to the cast, 
I understand in dawn and gloam, 
They’re running—after Myxa Hoimg. 


oases 





Because, of girls we can't resist— 
If all receive their due— 

We must add Myra to the list 
(We do ad-mire-her tco) ; 

And you'll admit it when I say, 

When last I visited the play, 
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A SLIGHT ‘‘ DELUGE”’’-ION, 


A. :—‘*NoaAu, HI8 WIFE AND FAMILY, WITH EVERY BKIKD, BBAST, AND REPTILE SAVED IN THE ARK.” 








| I scanned the people in the place, 

From languid swell, with weary face, 
| To rough, with hair untouched by comb, 
| And ali were seeing Mxra home (Hotme). 


THOUGHTS AT THE AMERICAN BILLIARD 
HANDICAP. 

How is it a prompter is not employed, as on the stage, to give the 
players their ‘‘ cues’’ when they want them ? 

How can it be reconciled with common sense that a player should 
ask for and obtain ‘‘a rest’’ and then play directly he gets it? 

How is it that at Billiards cannons ‘‘ come off ’’ instead of ‘‘ go off,”’ 
as they do under other circumstances ? 

A ball often spins, we know, but the cleverest player never thinks 
of spinning the ‘‘ top”’ of his cue. : 

Is it necessary, we wonder, for the careful player to mind his P’s as 
well as his ‘* cues’ ? 

Do the trees from the wood of which cues are turned grow to a 
large extent at Kew Gardens / 

Is a player who forgets to chalk his cue ever beaten by ‘“ long 
chalks’’ ? 





—$___— 


A Floury Biography. 

Mr. Smivies’ new book is the ‘ Life of a Scotch Geologist, Robert 
Dick, Baker of ‘Lhurso.”” It would not surprise us to hear that Mr. 
Dick, when engrossed in Lis geology, was in the habit of giving those 
who asked for bread a stone, perhaps a fossil. 


GeorGce Tvaoa has been sentenced at the Clerkenwell Police Court 
toa month’s imprisonment for violently assaulting his late master, a 
bootmaker. We suppose the prisoner objects to piece work and may 
be called the Tugg of War. 

A propos of partridges, it is stated that the best bags have been made 
this season by Sir Geo. Wombwell and his friends. We always 
thought that Poole, of Savile-row, made the best shouting ‘‘dags.” 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER FRIGHTENS 
GENERAL ABRAMOFF. 


CanuL, Oct. 4th, 1878. 

I roip you in my last letter how I found out that the Ameer was 
hand and glove with the Russian Envoy—or would have been, rather, 
had he been in the habit of wearing his ‘ kids’’ instead of putting 
them into prison, as he did pcor Yakool Kahn, for example. Now, I 
felt that to declare my identity and mission would be, under the 
circumstances, at once hazardous to myself and useless to the land I 
love ; so I determined to content myself with endeavouring, in my 
assumed character of a wizard and ventriloquist, to frighten General 
Abramoff out of Afghanistan, thinking that there would be much more 
chance of arranging matters between the Viceroy and the Ameer if the 
Muscovite myrmidon were got out of the way. 

I had not much trouble in gaining! admission to the General’s 
quarters, Life was so dull to him, in fact, that he rather jumped at 
the idea of having in a Crim Tartar magician—for this I set about 
was what I really was—to help to while away an evening. SoI duly 
attended at the appointed time, creating a satisfactory first impression 
amongst the hangers-on of the mission /by producing two eggs, an 
orange, and fourteenpence-halfpenny, in the coinege of the country, 
from the beard of the sentry at the doors'as I went in. 

I had made up to resemble a jaundiced old man of about 70 
winters, and by draping my form in a voluminous sheet-tablecloth— 
I regret to have to say it was used for both purposes at my Cara- 
vanserai, for I amused myself by counting five and thirty marks of 
coffee-cup rims on it as I Jay awake one night with it covering me— 
fastened round the waist with a piece of clothee-line, I both gave my- 
self a fakir-like sort of look and made my tricks all the easier of 
performance. 

On entering the General’s presence and kneeling to kiss his hand, I 
immediately jumped up, struck an attitude of horror, and rushed from 
the room—a preceeding which, of course, aroused his curiosity, and led 
me ultimately to explain, under pressure, that my alarm had been 
caused by the threatening appearance of the lines in the palm of his 
hand. 

The warrior tried to laugh off my warning with his suite; but I 
could see that I had undoubtedly succeeded in arousing his supersti- 
tious fears; and although I went on to produce successive bowls of 
gold-fish from beneath his handkerchief—wizards will readily believe 
me when I say this trick comes off much more easily when you have a 
sheet on than when you are attired in the tight-fitting swallow-tail of 
parlour magicians—and to pass his watch into the middle of what 
answers in Afghanistan to a cottage loaf, he was plainly ill at ease. 

Passing on to the card tricks, I increased his alarm by falling 
prone on the ground (on a soft cushion I had arranged for the purpose), 
when, in accordance with my request, he picked out a card, and 
showed it tome. Having rolled about with dust for some time, I at 
length got up and whispered to General Abramoff that, for a man with 
such chiromantic developments as his, to draw the ten of spades would 
be esteemed in Crim Tartary so sure a sign of impending disaster that 
the luckless victim would at once set his tent in order, and be more 
gentle with his camels. The Muscovite veteran did not laugh after 
this disclosure, but was so much upset that when I went on to give 
him my unequalled imitation of the bluebottle at bay, he only sadly 
smiled, and kept his eye nervously on the door. 

Finding my bluebottle a comparative failure, and my equally-fine 
vocal study of the triumphant bantam all but unappreciated, I resolved 
to bring my plot to its climax. So, having given a final crow of 
victory on the ottoman I had mounted in my game-cock-like pride, I 
descended, and, approaching the gencral, spoke as follows :— 

‘* May the Muscovite warrior’s widow be comforted, and his orphan 
lack no bread !”’ 

‘* What !’’ exclaimed Abramoff, grimly, ‘‘ is there no chance for me 
then?” 

‘* Verily,” I returned, only I spoke, of course, in beautiful Afghan- 
istanee, ‘‘ what is on the cards, the cards is on, and the ten of spades 
is not the ten of diamonds. Yet may there be words of comfort in the 
rest of the pack. (I was half tempted to work in a quip about ‘‘ Packs 
vobiscum’’) but that would have been dangerous. The effect of what 
I said in profuse oriental Janguage was, in brief, that by having his 
fortune told in the regular way, some saving clause in his destiny 
might be discovered He eagerly closed with my proposal, and paid 
the heavy additional fee lke a man. 

After a lot of hanky-panky ‘‘ business,”’ including the drawing of a 
chalk circle, the burning of malodorous drugs, the sacrifice of a rabbit 
and the dancing of a sort of inspired hornpipe by me, I manipulated the 
cards for a considerable time ; and then proclaimed the general's revised 
fate out of the midst of a dense smoke I had caused by igniting some 
petroleum. It was, in short, this, ‘‘ That sudden death by treachery 
awaited him on the following Tuesday at noon, if at that hour he was 
south of the Oxus; but that north of that river he would escape with 
nothing more dreadful than a boil or a broken chilblain— according to 
the degree of latitude he had reached by that time.”’ 


The general was much relieved on hearing this: and so far recovered 
his spirits as to beg me to repeat the bluebottle at bay, which I did with 
much ¢c/at after supper. 

I shall be very much surprised, however, if by the time this letter 
reaches you, you have not already heard that the Russian Envoy has 
somewhat suddenly left Cabul and gone northwards. 































FUN’S FARCES. 





No. 12.—OFFICIAL LIQUIDATION! 
A Farce in Constantty Recurring Acts, 48 PLayep in Bic 
BANKRUPTCIES. 
Scene: Accountant’s offices. Discovered are Orviciauy Liquipators, 
with their CLerks, §c. They dance round, singing. 


Of every calling, profession, or trade, 
And dub them however you may, 

In none is a fortune so rapidly made 

As in the paths open for us to parade— 
Providing we happily stray 

On tracks that will fields of employment irvade 
Permit us to chuckle and gay, 

That nothing, we take it, can better be paid 

Than we, for we never want capital's aid, 
And fix our own tariff of pay ! 


What every man of us wishes to get— 

To fold in official embrace, 
Js something too seldom (unluckily) met— 
A fact that we truly and duly regret— 

A big ‘‘ liquidationing” case. 
They talk about plundering lawyers, and yt 

e at it go double the pace. 

The manner in ‘ calls’’ that the shareholders sweat 
While painfully little the creditors get, 

Is just a commercial disgrace ! 

Enter the British Pvcstic. . 


Tue B. P. I have been both shareholder and creditor in a good 
many affairs now long gone tosmash. I haven’t received much as a 
creditor, but have paid a good deal in ‘‘calls’’ as a shareholder. For 
instance, in the matters of the Sittish and dha and Mistress- Boy 
Banks, or Messrs. Underbeginning and Co. (Sings.) 


’Tis very many years ago 

Since those and others too, [ trow, 
Stopped payment, to my bitter woe, 
And, when reviving from the blow, 
To you I gave to take in tow, 

The whole affairs of ev’ry Co. 

To liquidate and duly show 

A proper statement con and pro, 

To make the ‘‘ calls”’ (which just did grow) 
And pay what debts there chanced to cwe. 
But years have passed, alas! and no 
Light do you on the subject throw, 
No balance-sheet you deign, altho’ 
The money melts away like snow. 
You answer when I call you slow, 

‘* It’s coming presently,’’ but, lo! 
It never does, and won't, and so 

As matters are I never know 

How much you in your pockets stow 
For all the services that tlow 

From you—and crescit-eundo ! 

Do give, currente calamo, 

A statement of the statusquo / 


Tue O. L’s. Dear! dear! what a fool youare! Taking up cur 
time in this way. Won’t we charge for it, that’s all! (They sing.) 
If a little statement we did give— 
We did give, give to you concerning 
All this little bus’ness, how we live— 
How we live, now wouldn't you be learning ? 
What we are receiving, you'd find out— 
You’d find out, find we might have settled 
These affairs a long time, and no doubt— 
And no doubt be extremely nettled. 


If then a solution you would seek— 

You would seek ; when they’re getting thinnisb, 
Ev'rything is drained, then just one week— 

In one week, they will take to finish ! 


Exit tHE B. P., in pain, and great rejoicings, lots more cficial liquida- 
tion, and CURTAIN. 
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SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED AUTHORS. 


ALICE IN NUMBERLAND. 


By the Author of “ Throvgh an Opera-glass,’’ ‘‘ The Bunting of the 
Ark,” §c., $e. 





Cuapter II.—Tus Garpen. 


HEN Alice looked at the plants growing 
W in the garden she knew at once where 
her mamma got her jam from. For on 
each side of the walk were trees with pots of 
preserved fruit growing on them! In this 
walk she found they were all marked ‘‘ Plum 
Jam.’’ There were the pots all covered over 
neatly, and tied, just as they were in the 
cupboard! All you had to do was to separate 
them from the cup, like that of an acorn, in 
which they grew. 

As Alice was thinking how odd they 
looked, and wondering how they grew, a fat 
little boy came along the walk, hugging a 
large pot of jam, and Alice saw him take out 
a big plum with his fingers, and put it in 
his mouth. ‘‘ That must be Jacky Horner! ”’ 
she said to herself. 

‘* Yes, of course I am,”’ said the little boy, 
‘*T ean see that you know who I am; 


And that comes 
Of eating plums, 
That’s poetry. I live on plums, and that’s why I'm so plum-p!” 

‘* But,’ said Alice, ‘‘ I think it is dirty of you to use your fingers.” 

‘* That is merely a matter of personal opinion,” said Jacky, ‘‘ and 
you never ought to be personal in your remarks, unless they are com- 
plimentary. Fingers were made for use, and therefore ought to be 
used, and I like sucking the plum juice from them, it is so nice! Just 
trv.”’ 

But Alice said she would not use her fingers that way, for little girls 
were better brought up than little boys, and were polite in their 
manners; and boys always seem to like being dirty! ‘‘ Besides,’ 
said Alice, ‘‘ I like strawberry jam better.” 

‘* Better than using your fingers ?’’ said Jacky. 

‘* No,” said Alice, ‘‘ better than plum jam.”’ 

‘*You will find some strawberry jam in another part of the garden,” 
said Jacky Horner, ‘‘ but I stick to plums!” 

‘¢ What is the name of this garden’ ’”’ asked Alice. 

‘‘Tt is the Garden of Numper Ons, in NumBer.anp,” said Master 
Horner, ‘‘ and it is called NumBERLAND because all numbers are only 
alot of Number Ones made into a sort of jam, just as words are 
mixed together to make poetry, which is only another sort of jam. I 
have mixed some up myself, and I think it is a very nice jam of words ; 
shall I repeat it to your”’ 

‘‘Oh yes! if it’s not too long,’’ said Alice. 

‘* It’s not long, and I call it ‘Piums’ because it fills the mouth,” 
said Jacky. 

‘‘ But,’’ said Alice, ‘‘ I like poetry that fills the brain.” 

‘That's a mistake,” said Jacky, ‘‘for the brain can’t swallow it ; 
now I'l! repeat for you my poem called 

‘PiuMes. 

‘ When mice are mounting to the moon, 
ud pipers play to please the pigs, 
The whales ave dancing of their w'gs 

Upon the Braes of Bonny Doon ! 

Sound the deep fife and shrili bassoon 
With pipes of wine and drums of fizs, 

When mice are mounting to the mon, 
And pipers play to please the pigs ! 

‘ The Boatmen bait the lost lagoon, 

With gailipots and whirligigs, 

And rrevers fork, and lovers spoon, 

And knives are ewtting Irish jigs, 

When mice are mounting to the moon, 
And pipers play to please the pigs !’”’ 

‘¢ That's a Rovde!,”’ said Alice, ‘‘ I have read a great many lately, 
but I don’t see any sense in it!”’ 

‘¢ There’s not much sense in any of them,”’ said Jacky, ‘‘ but you’ve 
got the sense out of this one, so, of coutse, fiere can’t be any left ia 
it. Poetry is stupid stuff, unless you cam get the sense out of it.” 

‘‘But I don’t see where the sense is,”’ said Alice. 

‘“ Why your sense is! you've got it, Maven’t you!” said Jacky 
Horner. 

This was getting too deep for Alice, so she said nga and walked 
away, leaving Jacky Horner happily employed in feeding himself 
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with plums out of the big jar which he held against his breast with bh s 
left arm, whilst he picked out the plums with his right hand 

As Alice went along the other walks she found red and black 
currant jam, gooseberry jam, and every sort you could think of; 
and when she came to the beds of strawberry jam, she began to 
feel very hungry, and remembered that she was to have had for her 
supper some of the strawberry jam in the pot which had been opened 
for tea. 

‘‘T wonder if I may take one of these pote?’’ thought Alice; 
‘‘T think I may, for I was told to take some for supper, and they 
all belong to mamma; but I have no spoon, and it would be dirty to 
use my fi .”’ However, she found that the edgings of the beds, 
which she thought were white stones, were all beautiful biscuits. So 
she took some, picked a pot of jam, and, scooping it up with the 
biscuits, enjoyed a hearty supper. Like a onda and thoughtful 
girl, Alice placed the empty pot back in the cup from which she 
had taken it. Perhaps, she said, it will grow full again next season. 
Alice walked along a great many paths, and came at last to an open 
space, in which was a little cottage all made of sugarwork; and as 
soon as Alice appeared, out came an old woman and asked her, ‘‘ What 
are you doing here, Alice f’’ ‘‘ Do you know me?”’ said Alice. ‘‘ Of 





course I do,’’ said the old woman, ‘‘and you know me; I’m Old 
Mother Hubbard.”’” ‘‘To be sure!’’ cried Alice, ‘‘ I know you from 
the pictures. Is this yourcupboard?” ‘‘ Yes,”’ said Mother Hubbard. 
‘* But where is your dog ?’’ asked Alice. 
‘**Ah!”’ said Mother Hubbard, *‘ I am obliged to chain him up; you 
remember the poem about him, can you repeat it?” 
‘* Yes,’’ said Alice. 
‘ Old Mother Hubbard went to her cupboard 
To get her poor dog a bone. 
But when she got there the cupboard was bare, 
And so the poor dog had none.’ 


‘‘ That’s wrong !’’ said the old lady. 

‘* Tt is how I have always heard it,’’ said Alice. 

‘* People make such mistakes,”’ said Mother Hubbard, ‘‘ don’t you 
see that none does not rhyme with Jone! you might just as well try to 
make enough rhyme to plough! It is only a rhyme to the eye, such as 
only slovenly versifiers use. The right word is known, and the proper 
reading is 

And so the poor dog had known. 
because he had stolen the bone and knew that the ee" was bare. 
So, as he was a thief | always keep him tied up, that reminds me 
that I see you’ve been taking some of my jam without leave, which 
you ought not to have done.”’ 

Alice wondered how she knew this, for her frock, her fingers, and 
her mouth were quite clean. 

‘* I can tell from the shadow,”’ said Mother Hubbard. And then, for 
the first time, Alice noticed that nothing cast shadow in the 
garden ; only—and it was very odd—there was a ow of the straw- 
berry jam and the biscuits she had eaten thrown on the white sugar 
walk, but no shadow of Alice at all! 

‘*If you had not taken them without leave,”’ said the old woman, 
‘*they would have thrown no shadow, and this is how we know if 
anyone has robbed the garden.” 

At the word ‘‘ robbed ”’ Alice blushed, and the shadow of the blush 
was at once seen on the ground. 

‘‘That was the blush of anger,’”’ said Mother Hubbard; ‘if you 
had blushed because of what you have done, and are sorry for it, there 
would be no shadow at all from it.”’ 

‘* Please,”’ cried Alice, ‘‘ will you forgive me? I did not know I was 
taking your jam.” ‘‘ But you knew it wusn't yours,” said the old 
dame; *‘ however, I'll forgive you, for I know youare a good girl 
generally, and 1’ll show you over the garden.” Alice was delighted 
at this, for there seemed a great many wonderful things to see. 

To be continued. 





A ConGress or Otp Burrgxs.—Railway Repairing Works. 
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+ } ‘Umbrella, sir? No, we haven’t any in stock; and in fact, you won’t get one (Then you purchase one elsewhere, and show it to him—then : —)*‘ Bought 
a! anywhere; no euch things made; don’t exist; don’t believe one, sir? Oh, dear no; you must be mistaken; that's not an 
hi. there ever were such things! ”’ umbrella—they can’t be got anywhere.” 
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BS ** * Boiled,’ Miss? Well, the fact is our customers will not buy cuffs and collars unless they’re a little soiled—always ask for soiled ones, I assure you!” 


* i 
‘ e ’ 3 -*, ' , ! 
1 = F | 1 
7 Sas ee  — ee | 
; == att | + hi} 
e ~ CIRCULATING LIBRARY ! 
7 ~~ FIVE VOLUMES 'N STOCA { ’ 
P EE eee J 
+. mi 1 
md Width} tT Fig | 
‘ 
ae 
& 
x 
“* 
<f ‘ 
7 > a 
S 
Se 
' wh 
a S 


Tielgh 


‘Se A Ra 
OT 


“* Last month but one’s magazines,’ sir! Oh, they’re not out yet, but we “The fact is, mum, you see our cart frora Covent Garden has to pay tixpence to get 
at shall bave them in a fortnight or so.”’ over the bridge, so that we’re obliged to put ninepence extra on each plum to cover it 5; 
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“ THE DREAM OF THE BANK DIRECTOR.” 
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ONLY A HALFPENNY. 


| ; A Sovri-Harrowina Srory oF WaTERLOO Bripos. 


‘(Mert me at half-past twelve o'clock at the Waterloo Station,’ 
telegraphed Amelia to her Henry, last Saturday week ; ‘‘ if you don’t 
come I1’ll never speak to you again.”’ 

There was no doubt about Henry being there if he had only his 
own inclination to consult, but, alas, alas! he only received the tele- 
gram at twenty minutes before the time appointed at his office ina 
street off Covent Garden, and he had not a halfpenny in the world 
wherewith to pay the toll across the bridge. 

In his despair he appealed to his employer, who was currently re- 
ported to be worth half a million. 

‘*No, sir,’ said the stern man, ‘‘I have never borrowed or lent 
during a lifetime of more than sixty years, and the sum you require, 
paltry as it is, would probably be wasted in low debauchery, were I 
to give it you. No, sir, I will xot advance you the halfpenny out of 
your accruing salary.”’ 

Regardless of everything but Amelia, Henry rushed frantically 
from the office to a neighbouring friend, 

‘* Halfpenny, dear boy,’’ said the friend, ‘‘ what is a halfpenny ? 
If you'll wait half-an-hour, and put your name toa paper, I can get 
it melted, and you shall have half the swag. Halfpenny? No, dear 
boy, I told you I've not a coin of any kind about me.”’ 

3 Wild with the apprehension of missing his appointment, and, as a 
; aa last resource, Henry, pulling his hair over his eyes, took his stand at 

My little maid, my pretty maid now sitting by the fire, the corner of Wellington-street, hat in hand, and, with the whine of 

W hat is there in the burning glow your little eyes admire ? the professional beggar, implored the charity of the passers-by. 

While gazing on the hot coal with such a pleased smile ‘* Get out of thie,’’ said the stalwart policeman, ‘ get out of this, or 

What pictures are there passing by your young heart to beguile? Tllrun youin. You ought to be ashamed of yourself witha decent 


uni’ h of child £ their play, coat on your back to be begging in the streets.”’ 
O° Pen oe eee ee ee ne Henry tore out his dishevelled hair by handfuls. The time was 


—— 
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In full sweet joyous summer time among the scented hay ? : : 
Or in the grassy meadow, with their frolic and their fun, close at hand, and but one chance remained. He must raise the re- 
Spend all the happy hours until the golden day is done? quired coin on some article of apparel. tok 
; ‘No, not if I knows it,’’ said the pawnbroker. ‘‘ Why, it ain’t 
Or see you not a maiden by the brooklet as it flows, worth making out a ticket for.”’ 
And plucking leaves in idle way from off the scented rose ? With the outward calmness of desperate despair, Harry again rushed 
Ww hile leaf by leaf tells how her throbbing heart is in a dream,— bridgeward with tear-fraught eyes downcast in deep distress, when— 
Yes, see you not a maiden fair there standing by the stream ? Joy, joy, joy!! 
Or yonder bashful youth that’s lazy loitering by the stile, At his feet upon the pavement lay the very coin to obtain which 
And casting many a wistful look adown the road the while? | had cost him so much anguish. Jenderly and reverently he raised it 
: And there a damsel tripping comes across the daisied green, from the ground and pressed it to his lips; then upon the wings of the 
With smile that gives another ray of light to summer sheen ? wind he sped towards the bridge. As he neared the toll-house the 
Or is there yet another picture, maiden, by the fire? — trom the clock tower at Westminster chimed the half-hour. 
The church, with goodly company all dressed in gay attire, ofa at ona his halfpenny. ee ee 
And bashful eyes and beating hearts around the altar stand, prid ut . a JOUF POCkes, FORME Mam, said the toll-taker, ‘* the 
One decked with orange blossoms and a ring upon her hand ? _ Crh, Pa os 
gre : ‘‘ When, when? How long? 
We'll look no more, fair little maid, there sitting by the fire, ‘+ Since noon to-day.” 
For castles builded in the air, or hopes dragged in the mire ; Like lightning he darted forward, cursing the cruel fate which had 
Whatever forms of joy or care your little eye may see, unnecessarily detained him. Alas! alas! for the young lovers. He 
This life, when past the altar rails, is veiled in mystery. was toolate!! The train which bore Amelia to the wilds of Surrey 


These barriers past, the onward road is fraught with weal or woe ; had been gone five minutes. 
* eo 


It may be cool and shady groves in all the way you go ;— 
It may be song and scented flowers there shedding joy around, 
Or it may chance a stormy life with bitter wailing sound. 


* * * 


Harry is now prepared to look upon Saturday, the 5th October, as 
the luckiest day of his life, for on it he lost Amelia and found a half- 


penny. 
SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. | FRIENDLY CONDOLENCES. 
NortHampTon, Wednesday last. ao ; ; 

My pgar, DEAR Eprror,—whom | despair of ever seeing again— Tx E bitt’rest phrase that lightly trips 
what a time I am having of it! All this last week have I flown before T'o mock our deepest woe, 
Higgs and his avenging army of landladies through Gloucester, Wor- And glibly slips from friendly (?) lips 
cester, Birmingham, Shrewsbury, Stafford and Derby, to this spot. Is—‘* Well, I told you so!” 
For a moment I am at peace, and I seize the opportunity of communi- The biil dishonoured ? I surmised 
cating with you, but whether the letter will reach you or not is a moot That man was safe to go— 
point. Higgs has discovered the pillar-box dodge and stationed a I cannot sav [’m much surprised— 
jandlady—there are twenty-three of them now—at every one of them ! Te tak T inl ean cal P 
They are strong and determined and armed with umbrellas, and I am hy eb 
old and weak and armed with nothing but my virtue and an unflinch- Refused, you say? Your only joy 
ing determination to do my duty to my editor. My Cambridgeshire To-day bas answered ‘* No”’ ¢ 
Tip is due next week, and 1 don’t know how I am to send it; but I shal/ I thought she would ~indeed, my boy, 
write it, and if you fail to receive it you will know the fault is not mine. [ think I told you so! 
But how «s all this toend, sir? I am getting rather tired of it— ro} send’a deceived vou ? oo 
besides travelling is so expensive. True I have the satisfaction of know- : Of bette be oa 3 bl = thea 
ing that Higgs is spending considerably more than I, as he always travels But don’t ri ret. old eee ines 
first-class, while 1 go third; besides Iam saving something in land- onthe sin on . il enw te prays 
ladies—but the wear and tear of the thing is too much for my constitu- Te eevee 
tion ; couldn’t we zet up a subscription to pay for that horse and those Of words like these that fret and tease 
grouse, and have done with it ?—Yours, &<., TROPHONIUS. The agony I know ; 

P.S.—I suppose those landladies would want something, too. On aeote a es ion you please, 

P.S. 2.—By the way, couldn’t you prosecute Higgs for damaging anne Semnes, Hie FEU Oe i 
the paper by preventing me sending ‘‘copy’’? This seems a good ee ee | 


idea. Tue Sense or THE Pcsiic.—Nonsense, about closing time. 
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Aa Gaworr Braykwerr. 


Mapame Parti has purchased Craig-y- 
nos Castle at Ystradgynlais, in Wales, a 
beautiful locality, we believe. After con- 
sulting our medical adviser, we are in a 
position to state that having to explain 
frequently that one resides in Ystradgynlais 
must permanently affect the nerves, and 
might eventually bring on insanity ; we trust 
that the Ystradgynlaisites will change the 
name in honour of the charming lady. 


Art News. 

Bret Harte is now United States Consul 
at Crefeld, in Prussia. The Germans being 
such great lovers of art, there is no doubt 
that this is a case of a heart in the right 
place. 
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It’s all done in the Seasoning. 


A BrrMincHamM publican has been fined 
for using his salt cellar too freely in his 
beer cellar. The thirst induced by drinking 
salted beer might rapidly turn a sober man 
into a highly-seasoned toper. 
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The March Past. 


Colonel de Bonnair, log.—*‘ Officers, salute 
gracefully; soldiers, march steadily ; band, 
play soft music with a slight touch of 
melancholy ; I declare to Heaven my soul 
delights in harmony.”’ 
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h : | ea a ae | from Pompey’s oe ; 
| THe Roman Emperor may have had some 
FASTIDIOUSNESS IN THE EXTREME. prevision of the proposed tunnel beneath the 
Channel when he murmured, EF: tu Brute ? 
(a tube route, eh 2). He did not live to use 
it, however. 
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First Urchin :-—‘‘ Say, Britt, ARE MY BAGS TOUCHIN’ ?”’ 
Second ditto :—‘* G'on, you're ALL RIGHT.”’ 











a. QUALIFYING. The Right Man in the Right Place. 
| To forgive and forget, says the proverb of old, Tue Amalgamated Society of Railway Servants has invited its 
Is a duty one owes to seabiel : president, Mr. P. Stewart Macliver, to offer himself as a candidate to 
But, alas! in a world so deceitful and cold, fill the place of the late Mr. Whalley as member for Peterborough. 
Very few that obey it we find. The railway servants will do well to promote the election of one who 
In the chequered career that our destiny brings, has so truly advocated their cause. From his intellectual acquirements 
The injunction will oft be upset. as well as from his energy and strength of character, Mr. Macliver 
From our dawns to our eves there are manifold things would do credit to any constituency, and his success at Peterborough 
We forgive—but we cannot forget. ought to be certain. 
If your uncle, my reader, should perish—and leave ‘‘ Off with his head, so much for—buttermen.”’ 


A respectable sum when he dies— 
It is right that a nephew should look to receive 
A proportionate share of the prize. 


At Lambeth on Wednesday, a person named Baker, but whose trade 
was that of a butterman, applied to the magistrate for an order to 
sella pony left with him, as he ‘‘ was eating his head off.’’ The 


ga Rage ei or rng ol hawt will, magistrate replied that, owing to the unsatisfactory state of the law, 

fr And, suppose you discover your share a he could not grant the required order. We can scarcely believe such 
eS You forgive—but you cannot forget a state of things possible, and shall be surprised if the whole borough 
ot Ten Olin deed 1 : . of Lambeth does not rise as one manand protest against this inhuman 
me n the days when my life was a dream of the Spring, treatment of their fellow tradesman. We have indeed arrived at a 


Early love was my blessing and curse. 

(You may think ’tis a somewhat exceptional thing ; 
On the contrary, quite the reverse.) TD 

"Twas a rival that sundered my false one and me. : . 
What a blow! I remember it yet. A Very Free Translation of a Well-known Phrase. 


Still I trust she is happy ; I never shall be: | Abit. He went out to dinner. 

I forgive—but I cannot forget. Excessit. He drank too much. 
Erupit. He was— not quite well. 
Evasit. He said it was the salmon. 


nice state of civilisation when a pony is allowed to eat a butterman’s 
head off! 
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In finance, how the boldest of beings will shrink 
From obliging his intimate friends ! 


7 ow, 


vi He can tell that the wily ones never will think | io ane near ene ames 
Of returning the tritles he lends. A Grave Accusation. | 
‘. Nay, the weeks may elapse, and the months may go by, AccocunTANTs are great resurrectionists, for every day they have 
. But he knows it is folly to fret ; = (h)ad de(a)d up. 


So he buttons his pockets—too late—with a sigh— : 
He forgives—but he cannot forget. Hint for Housekeepers. fi 

* It is much to your credit, ye children of earth, A HARD flock bed becomes a sof: feather bed when it is ‘‘ turned 
So discreetly on earth to behave ; | down. 

Never nurse a revenge from the hour of your birth 
To the hour when ye jog to your grave. 





INHABITANTS OF LapLanp.—Pugs and pussies. 


Through the world ye can calmly and placidly go, Wuart Irish damsel is the quack doctor most anxious to meet with?’ 
| Till ye pay Mother Nature her debt. : | —Annie O’ Neill (any one ill). 
*T will be well for the friends who survive ye to know | Wuy does the member for Waterford resemble the letter H ?— 
Ye forgave—though ye could not forget. Because he is so frequently exasperated. 
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And as that butcher’s act you scan, Ma 
Anent that cow, you'll scarce deny it F. 
He sold ittoanotherman | i + 
No. III.—THE MALIGNED PARSON. And, oh, he made profit by it! ft 
That other man—beyond belief A | 
. * 


An act of vice pronounced and stark it— 
Despatched that cow and made it beef, 
And sent it into London markit. : Ff 
But small success his venture had— be 
The food inspectors came behind him, 
They seized the meat, declared it bad, | 
And took him to a ‘‘ beak,”” who fined him. a 


And then upon that rector’s name 

The wicked heaped their execration, 
Until that holy person came 

And yielded virtue’s explanation. 
He had arranged that butcher should sa I 

(Before the bargain he would strike it) 
Sell only in the neighbourhood— 


weeks 
i In rigid self-examination, 
Who, painfully ambitious, seeks 
To reach a parson’s elevation. 
And oft the goal is never gained, 
And life is savourless and saltless, 
For none as parsons are ordained 
Except the absolutely faultless. 


LIKELY TALES! 
ft E£ spends his years and months and 


And let us greet the grand result 
With universal satisfaction— 
A parson is the sole adult 
Who never does a dirty action. 
Oh, see the vivid scenes he’ll draw, 





As vice’s painful end he teaches ! And how the neighbourhood must like it ! :: b 
eS SS Se ee oe But still at him the wicked groan oat 
on im practise what he And pelt him with invective’s pellit ; eit 
prescnes. But sure the cow was all his own, it 
And surely he’d a right to sell it ? «ee | 


He never makes a god of gold, 
He never gives the people handles 
For calling his a worship bold 
Of silks and reading-desks and candles. 
And no impatient expletives 
About /ts lips are ever lurking, 
And no offence he ever gives 


He didn’t make it into beef, 
And sell it, like that sinner hoary— 2 i 

He says it gave him bitter grief— . Of 
And isn’t it a likely story ? 


DOING THE DAIRY SHOW. 


Upon the ‘‘ Sabbath-day,’’ by working. 


He loves his Bishop and his Queen 
With all-submissive adoration, 
And none, I’m sure, have ever seen 
A parson kill—a reputation ; 
His mind, as pure as driven snow, 
Abhors ‘‘ auricular confession ”’ ; 
And oh, /e never steals, you know, 
A poor man’s name—his sole possession. 


He never heaves the damning sigh 

That bears false witness of his neighbour ; 
He never turns a longing eye 

On someone’s (richer) ‘‘ field of labour.”’ 
The ten commandments are intact, 

In short, for all his desecration, 
The tale I tell ’s, in point of fact, 

An irreligious fabrication. 


It says—the tale I have to tell 

(Of which I am, maybe, concoctor)— 
A rector had a cow, unwell, 

And given over by the docter. 
The rector’s remedy was pat : 

Because the cow was ill he thought it 
Absurd that he should lose by that, 

He sold it, and a butcher bought it. 
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And here I pause to represent 
In all of life’s important crises, 


How very, very different 
Are virtus’s acts compared with vice’s. 
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From Ovr Own Do-kr. 

It is a great pity the Dairy Association cannot turf over the Agri- 
cultural Hall for their annual show; and exhibit the cows to us 
chewing the cud amongst real buttercups and daisies, whilst Dolly the 
milkmaid climbs nimbly over rustic stiles with her pail on her head— 
(no milkmaid, by the bye, was ever known to have her ‘‘ pale’’ on her 
cheeks)—and linger a little, it may be, flirting with Robin beneath 
the hawthorn. 

As it is, the butter and cream, the cows and the goats, the dairy- 
maids and the ducks—(they are not always synonymous)—do not look 
quite so romantic and truly rural as one could wish ; and the ‘‘ scent 
of the woodbine’’ is not wafted abroad as it used to be in Miss 
‘‘Maud” Tennyson’s garden. Nevertheless, carbolic acid is healtny, 
and the show is an interesiing one, although cheese made from the 
milk of human kindness is conspicuous by its absence. 

The goats form an interesting class, though whether their milk will 
ever be an appreciated beverage in this country is doubtful. It will 
be a case of chaeun a son ‘‘ goat,” I suppose. 

As a journalist I took great interest in watching how butter is 
printed, and found the girls engaged in the operation quite ‘‘ pat’’ at 
it, or ‘‘ butter-pat ” if you like it better. 

Not only was there what I may call a butter crowd round the dairy 
department, but in another part of the hall I came on a cheese-press. 
Doubtless the members of this cheese-press form a very ‘‘ mitey ” 
organisation in their way. Kine ote) “9 

One of the officials—I am not certain which—was most facetious. 
For instance, when I asked him if I should find the milch cows mixed 
up with the heifers, he replied, ‘‘ Oh, dear; the milch cows are in 
‘an-udder’ class.’? He also volunteered the query whether I thought 
a calf ‘‘more than kin and less than kine?’’ and, having caught a 
youth pocketing a pound of butter, began to whistle what he actually 
had the confidence to call ‘‘ Rebbin’ Adairy !”’ 

As iron sharpeneth iron, so did the quips of this waggish gentleman 
put me on my mettle, and, biding my time, I asked him in front of 
the pouters and fantails if he had ever seen two birds ‘‘ pigeon to” 
one another? I also suggested that the best way to take a bull by 
the ‘‘ Horns ’’ would be to yoke him to a Kennington "bus; and almost 
sent a Devonshire farmer, who overheard me, into a fit—his clothes 
hung about him so baggily that a fit was, I think, the thing he most 
required—by asking if junket was a word of two ‘‘ syllabubs?r’”’ 


Le Jeu ne vaut pas la Chandelle. 

Ir is asserted that the warlike preparations against the Ameer have 
been slackened in consequence of the recent discovery that the Afghans 
are a Semitic race. We are certain that if this could be proved Lord 
Beaconsfield would fall frightfully in the social scale, and we cannot 
think he is so anxious for his descent as all that. It is evidently a 


jeu de “ Mo,’’ and the perpetrators ought to be thoroughly a-Shem’d 


of themselves. 


A Sirent P.rtry.—An ‘‘ unspeakably’’ happy man. 
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, BIRDS OF A FEATHER, 
i Rough (disguised as a seaman with painted bird for sale) :—‘*‘ BkG PARDON, SIR, ME AND MY MATE HAVE GOT A WERRY WALUABLE BIRD 
uo FOR SALE; WE DON’T KNOW ITS NAMB, BUT P’RAPS YOU CAN TELL US.”’ 
‘ Mild-looking Old Gent (who ts not to be taken in) :—‘‘ WELL, JUDGING FROM ITS COMPANIONS, I SHOULD SAY IT WAS A JAIL-BIRD.” 
.. THE RHYME OF THE LEARNED PROFESSOR. at ay Mixed. 
“ I owk my pupils for these rhymes the humblest of apologies, N the course of a School-Board prosecution at Hammersmith ‘‘a 
4 Tor Ten z a. a teacher, please, of all the calcd 4 ‘6 sicoiee.** _ Captain Pasley said the defendant was the step-father, step-grandfather, 
ai i We've made a study of the science called the psychological and father of the children. Mr. Bridge remarked that the wife was 
; (To puzzle the unlettered with this name a clever dodge I call). the grandmother, step-grandmother, andstep-mother. Captain Pasley 
- We'll answer any question in a manner categorical, _ observed that it was a remarkable case, and that all the parties were 
3 Provided that the query is not purely metaphorical. | living together.”” We perfectly agree with the Captain that it is a 
Bi Only start some abstract subject and demand an explanation, remarkable case, and are very glad that the magistrate insisted upon 
mi We'll prove whatever you may say to be hallucination, _ the children being sent to school, for it is evident that some persons 
a). Upset all theories you’ve formed, and find elucidation | are sanneent of oe fact that according to the Catechism and the 
+ For all and every mystery by ratiocination. | general feeling of society a man should abstain from marrying his 
a We hold to every other school views quite antipathetical, _ grandmother. 
. Our notions on all unknown things are virtuously wsthetical, : 
ks And though you try to puzzle us with problems quaint or quizzical, Astronomical. 
pt We'll solve them all without a doubt by knowledge metaphysical. Ir cannot be doubted that the recent transfer of Cyprus was won- 
e- And though some silly grovelling worms may laugh and jeer and derfully prefigured by the transit of Venus which took place not 
as. squirm at us, long ago. 
Be We Philosophers heed not their gibes—to such we’re pachydermatous. |, ——————-—— - — —— —— 


Ready on the 17th fii it ies Shilling, 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 


Belief we have in ‘‘ our school,’” which really quite intense I call, 
And yet some ignorami live who think our views nonsensical ! 


1879. 


A Sussex Man wants to know what opportunity Lewes has had for 


CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 


Seaside Studies. 


Thirty pages of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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TWO SIDES OF THE QUESTION. 


Parson :—‘‘ THE DECLINE OF CROQUET, Miss Evry, 18 REGRETABLE ON MANY GROUNDS, BOTH SOCIAL AND DOMESTIC, AND I KNOW OP 
NO PASTIME WORTHY TO TAKE ITS PLACE IN OUR ESTEEM DURING THE HOURS OF IDLENESS8 AND RELAXATION.” 


Plunger :—‘*‘ How on EaRTH, ELLA, CAN YOU STILL PLAY THIS STUPID GAMEP WHuy, EVEN AT SIMLA, WE DROPPED CROQUET FOR 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


VOL. 


By a ConFIRMED IDYLLER. 


No. XVII.—CRACKED! 





xXXVIII. 


i” uncommon bad, miss; 
You — your funny dad, 
miss ; 
Between you both 
I’ll take my oath 
I’m very nearly mad, miss. 


‘‘ Father’? had the start, 
miss, 
Damaged me in part, miss ; 
I saw him act, 
My sides he crackt, 
Now you have cracked my 
heart, miss. 


(Needless to explain, miss, 

I appeal in vain, miss, 
I’m well aware, 
Although you're fair, 


miss ; 

Also, it is quite, miss, 

Probable you're right, miss, 
Because, in truth, 


I’m not a youth, 
And am a dreadful fright, miss.) 


You I wished to wed, miss, 
Brutal party said, miss, 








That so to speak 
Was “‘ like my cheek ’’— 
And then he cracked my head, miss. 


Through which I’m, in fact, miss, 
Not ‘all there ’’—intact— miss, 
And so it’s true 
Because of you, 
I’m now completely crackt, miss. 


A Beak Showing his Talons. 


Cuarity begins at home, so Mr. W. Rayner Wood, J.P., and 
Deputy-Lieutenant of the county of Lancaster, evidently thinks, for 
when two ‘ Little Sisters of Mercy ’’ presented themselves at his door 
and asked him for some of the above article, he gave them into 
custody. The man must indeed have a poor supply on the premises, 
not only to refuse, but to be guilty of such inhuman conduct as to 
lock up the sisters all night. To be handed into the arms of the police 
for soliciting a/ms on behalf of the infirm and poor is, to say the least, an 


| eye-opener. But, apart from the cruelty, the crass stupidity of the 


You'd treat me with disdain, | 


i 


act induces us to hope that his friends will keep the worthy J.P. out 
of harm’s way for the future. 


A Weighty Matter. 
A CORRESPONDENT Of the Echo calls attention to the fact that at 


| several places in the Metropolis sacks are expressly made to contain 
| coal short in weight. One householder only receiving 4} tons when 





| he was charged with 6. This is, undoubtedly, a serious charge, and 


one that should be condemned in no measured terms if true. Coals are 
dear enough, goodness knows, though it is said they can be bought for 
| a very little at the mouth of the pit, which looks as if the merchants 
| were not content with a proper profit. The coal trade is necessarily 
| the reverse of a clean one, but just now it looks uncommonly déack. 
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SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED AUTHORS. 








ALICE IN NUMBERLAND. 


By the Author of ** Through an Opera-giass,’’ ‘* The Bunting of the 
Ark,” §c., $e. 





Cuapter III.—Nvcumpgr One. 


Moruer Hvunnarp took Alice to many parts of the garden, and she 
saw all sorts of nice things growing ready for the table, and wished 
she might come there every day and have some of them. But she 
wanted to understand how they were made to grow in the manner they 
did ; and Mother Hubbard explained to her that as fruit and sugar 
were both vegetable growths, they had only to be suitably combined 
to produce the results she saw. ‘The fruit trees were grafted on sugar 
maples, and so obtained extra sweetness ; they were, as she observed, 
grown in beds of brown sugar, and were watered with golden syrup, 
of which there were several fountains in the garden. 

‘* You see one at the end of this walk,’’ said the old dame; ‘‘and 
the two young people now filling watering-pots at it are Jack and 





Jill. We don’t allow them to use a pail, as they would be sure to 
fall down and spill its contents.”’ 

‘‘ But I thought,”’ said Alice, ‘‘ that Jack and Jill must have grown 
old, and died long ago?”’ 

‘* No, my dear,’’ said Mother Hubbard; ‘‘ they never get older, and 
can never die—they will live as long as this old world; and so shall I, 
and so will Jack the Giant Killer, Jack of the Beanstalk, Jacky 
Horner, Little Red Riding Hood, and many others, who are all here.”’ 

‘‘How nice,’’ thought Alice, ‘‘ always, to live here, and have all 
these sweet things to eat.’” However, she did not say so, for she 
began to think she could not give up her papa, mamma, and sister, 
even for such an existence. ‘* But I don’t understand,’’ she said, 
‘*how you manage to grow the jam pots.” 

‘‘That is easy,’’ said Mother Hubbard; ‘‘when you think of 
cocoanuts, plums, peaches, walnuts, and other fruit that grow hard 
outsides, or soft outsides with hard stones in the middle, and soft 
kernels in them, it stands to reason that it cannot be diflicult to get 
fruit to grow in this way.”’ 

‘*To be sure,”’ said Alice, ‘‘one is not more diflicult or extra- 
ordinary than the other, if one thinks about it.”’ 

‘*That’s it, my dear,’’ said Mother Hubbard; ‘‘ you don’t think 
enough of all the wonders you have about you, because you are 
accustomed to see them, but it would do you good if you did. Now 
here,”’ she said, as they turned into another walk, ‘‘is where we grow 
our buns; the flour grows as wheat, and the currants as fruit, and we 
merely combine them and grow them together; and you see the tops 
are browner than the underside, because they are exposed to the 
greatest light and heat. You may pick one if you like.” 

Alice did so, and found it a very nice bun indeed. The buns 
grew on long stalks, and looked, at a little distance, like sunflowers ; 
and Alice wished she might have a plant to put in her own garden. 

A little way further on they came in sight of a bright-looking 
building looking as if it were all glass, which Alice was told was 
where Numuer One lived, for whom all these nice things were pro- 
vided. Alice wished to see this celebrated person, and was told that 
she might go up to the building and look in; but she only saw her 
own figure, for the walls were of looking-glass. She had got through 
a looking-glass once, and thought she should like to do so again, 
but that Mother Hubbard would not approve of it; so she returned 
to her, and said, ‘‘ But I only saw myself!” 

‘* Well,”’ said Mother Hubbard, ‘‘ then you saw Numper One—at 
any rate, that is the only number one you have to care about, and I 
daresay you care enough about her, Alice!”’ 
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CHarTeR 1V.—PeETER ScuLEMIHL. 


As they went along Alice asked 

who was that tall thin man she 

, just then saw in one of the walks. 

** That is Peter Schlemihl, my dear ; 

as he has lost his shadow, he came 

here, as it is the only place where 

its absence will not be remarked. 

ay He is one of the people who will 

Wien waym; - ._—sc never die; I daresay you know all 

j about him.’’ Alice did, for she had 

read his history, and enjoyed the 

aes ( illustratious by George Cruikshank ; 

—=“s and she saw that the artist must 

A ¢\_~-. have drawn him from life, for he 

Va was exactly the same Peter that she 

~—ae= had so often seen in the pictures. 

Alice said she should like to know him, so they went to meet him, 

and Mother Hubbard introduced them. Alice wished toask him about 

his shadow, but thought that he would not like it. However, he 

began upon the subject himself, it evidently still shadowed his exis- 

tence, which was strange in a Jost shadow! He was, probably, like 

the fabled fox who had lost his tail, for he was strong in impressing 

upon Alice the utter uselessness of a shadow, and that, in fact, it was 
worse than useless, if was an incumbrance. 

‘Do not you now’ he asked Alice, ‘‘feel yourself much lighter 
than you did when you had a shadow ?”’ 

‘¢ Now you mention it,” replied Alice, ‘‘I certainly do! I feel as if 
I floated along without having the trouble of walking! and I don’t 
feel so when I have a shadow!”’ 

‘‘ Of course you don’t,” said he, ‘‘ and the reason is, because your 
shadow is fastened to you, and you have to drag it about, and, if you 
jump it pulls you back to itself, and gets under you, and gives you a 
shock as if it was angry with you for trying to get away from it! 
Besides, we are taught that light moves in waves, and these, striking 
against you, naturally produce a pressure on the side they come 
against, for you cannot stop anything without force, so that you see it 
takes some strength out of you to make a shadow! We are also told by 
Philosophers that arresting motion produces heat, and thus people feel 
hot in the sun, because they stop the waves of light and convert them 
into heat.”’ 

‘Thank you very much,” said Alice, ‘‘ I’m sure I am learning a 
great deal, and all because I sit up late! I always heard that great 
writers sit up late, and that, I suppose, is why they are so clever.”’ 

‘*T know a poem about a Shadow,”’ continued Peter; ‘‘it is in 
German.’ Alice thought, ‘‘I am glad of that, for I will try and 
prevent his repeating it to me; it is very tiresome that everybody 
wants to repeat poetry tome!’’ So she said, ‘‘I am sure I should 
like it, but have only just begun to learn German, and am certain that 
I could not understand it! ”’ 

But Peter replied, ‘‘ Then I will repeat it to you in English; per- 
haps you will not even then understand it, for there is a great deal of 
mysticism in German writings.”’ 

Please, Mr. Schlemihl,” said Alice, ‘‘ what is mysticism ?”’ 

‘It means misty,” he replied, ‘‘something that takes a great deal 
of looking to try to see through—and then you can’t! ButI know 
you will remember it, and by and by you will be able to understand 
it. Goethe, who was, as you know, one of our greatest writers, says 
that ‘‘ the world has many echoes, but few voices. J say that it has 
many shadows and little substance. ‘he poem is sad, because it is 
only the bright side of things that are happy, and therefore shadows 
are always melancholy. The poem is called 


‘‘THE SHADOW. 


‘* Once a student at a college 
In our German Fatherland 
Fill’d his soul with mystic knowledge 
That no man could understand ! 
Wondrous lore his learning brought him ; 
But that knowledge far above 
All the rest, it never taught him ! 
Namely—not to full in love ! 
Gretchen was a lovely maiden, 
But she always answered ‘no’ ! 
So he weary weni—love laden— 
Got so thin beneath his woe— 
That if meeting what had been him 
(And still is him, you suppose) 
You would really not have seen him 
Had it not been for his clothes! 
‘Had I but the fe I had! O, 
Were 1 but my former I! 
For,’ he erred, ‘1m but a shadow, 
And a shadow cannot die!’ 
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So his shadow wanders ever ; 
And his soul is but a breath— 

And the soul and shadow never 
Can be cut apart by Death.” 


‘‘ Thank you very much,”’ said Alice, ‘‘ I dare say I shall understand 
it when I have learnt German.”’ 

‘‘T am sure you will” said Peter, ‘‘and will not, like the Student, 
throw away the substance of life, for the Shadow of Fancy !”’ 

Alice again thanked Peter Schlemihl for teaching her so much 
about shadows, and said she should never forget it when she got back, 
for her shadow would always remind her of him, and of her pleasant 


visit to the shadowless land. 
To be continued. 




















SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


TROPHONIUS LOW-SPIRITED — Hi1gGs’8 GENERALSHIP — CoMPLETE IN- 
VESTMENT AND CRITICAL POSITION OF THE PROPHET—ONE FRIEND 
IN MISFORTUNE—THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE TIP—ARRANGEMENTS FOR 
ITS SAFE TRANSIT— DESPERATE RESOLVE—PATHETIC FAKEWELL. 


(We have received the enclosed letter and fifteen copies of the 


‘* tip’ it contains.—Ep. Fun.) 
MancueEstTer, Wednesday last. 
My Yrarnep-ror Eprtror,—I feel I am not long for this world. 
Years and landladies increase upon me, and I grow well-nigh power- 
less to cope with either—the former are ‘‘ more than seven,” the 
latter have reached the appalling number of thirty! Higgs’s general- 
ship I cannot but admire. These landladies (as you will know if you 
have carefully followed my enforced wanderings) speak in all sorts of 
dialects and embody all sorts of local prejudices against each other, 
yet so successfully has Higgs impressed them with a sense of a com- 
mon interest that they obey him as a regiment of soldiers obeys its 
commander. I am at the end of my tether at last. Escape from this 
town is impossible; every railway station, every means of egress by 
road, is carefully, vigilantly watched ; my Brighton landlady is at 
the Post-office; one equally determined is at each pillar-box the 
town possesses; they have a complete code of signals, and Higgs 
regularly patrols the whole cordon. I’ve gained this information 
from my present landlady’s son (I had to pay in advance here, and 
they are not unfriendly), a lad of seventeen, who has been out scout- 
ing, and rather appears to enjoy the affair. J don’t, sir, J don't. 
I’ve written my Cambridgeshire tip, as I said I would. I will do my 
duty, sir, if it is the last stroke of my pen. Here it is :— 
THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 
Ye betting men, rejoice, rejoice, 
The oracle has raised its voice, 
‘‘A strange mancuvre wins,’ it saith. 
‘* Macbeth, Macbeth, all hail Macbeth !” 
Harbinger, courtly and knightly, 
Yields to the Lady Golightly. 
But see the Sunshade over all, 
The Speeulator gets ‘‘ the call,”’ 
The waving Tassel has its place, 
The Greenback, honoured, shows its face. 
Lanecster honoured of time is, 
Backing Roehampton no crime is. 
Sidonia calls the stakes his own, 
But all must yield to Thunderstone. 
With Master Kildare in the van, 
The winner, Max-i-mil-i-an. 
Makeshift should win with her jilly, 
Wisdom is scorned by the silly. 


Of this tip I have written twenty copies, and have arranged, with 
the assistance of my landlady’s son, for them to be posted at twenty 
different spots by twenty different persons, differing totally from each 
other in age, character, appearance, and social position, so that ove 
copy at least must reach you. With regard to this letter I have made 
a resolwe—I wiLl post 1T MYSELF! I have laid my plans. ‘They are 
these: At nightfall I will approach, by sinuous slums (through which 
my landlady’s son will guide me) the pillar-box incharge of my weak liest 
ex-landlady. I will, pursuing the burglar’s plan with the police, 
watch until Higgs has made his inspection; then, when he is just out 
of sight (which will give me the greatest time before his return), I will 
calculate my distance, make a bold dash for the letter-slit with my 
letter, and—escape if I can. If not—if I am captured and all is lost, 
at least I fall in the discharge of my duty. Farewell, dear, dear 
Editor. The night is slowly falling; it is nearly dark; the street 
lamps are already lit; my landlady’s son reports all ready. My 
affairs are al] put in order. [ take one glance around—I don my hat— 
I lift my precious letter—I put out my candle and follow my guide 
out into the cold, cruel streets. Farewell! If you neversee me more, 
remember how handsome I was and how [ loved you. Farewell. 

TROPHONIUS. 
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‘“SWEETNESS AND LIGHT.” 


Me.turrtvovs Matruew! rare Arnold, attend 

The plaint of a fond disillusionised friend ; 

I’m a cynic to-day who a gusher began 

Believing in woman and likewise in man. 

But alas! and alack ! (mine is heartrending grief,) 

I have wisdom acquired and waned in belief. 

Behold me! a doubting Philistinish wight, 

Who has searched without finding for Sweetness and Light. 


When kind Mr. Manager sends me a stall, 

With feelings of rapture I honour his call, 

For I hold that the chief of all London delights 

Is to pose as a censor of plays on first nights. 

To guy with the gallery, pal with the pit, 

And sneer like a toff at each genuine hit ; 

Or compare learned notes in a genial way 

With the good-natured creature who’s written a play. 


He is quite too delightful! Ah! privilege sweet ! 

To grovel at such a Gamaliel’s feet !— 

To receive from his sweetly satirical lips, 

With a flavour of toothpick, his straightest of tips! 

He’s the man to be down on fiasco or mess 

Who possesses a pile of unacted MS, ! 

Once 1 laughed on first nights, or applauded, or cheered, 

Since I’ve known him I’ve murmur’d, and snorted, and sneered. 


In the absence of playwrights who haven’t been played, 
Of adaptors, the sport of an overdone trade, 

I, anxious to gain of experience my fill, 

Seek the actor who shvudd have been ‘‘ down in the bill.” 
How he smiles, like a fiend, when the tender ones weep ! 
When the gods shake with laughter, how placid his sleep ! 
Oh, oracle deep of the festive J.G. 

What lessons—-in less’ning, do I owe thee! 


I’m at Burlington House, for I dote on high art, 
Enjoying the triumphs of Solomon Hart, 

When a voice like a grater’s exclaims, ‘‘ Oh! what chi- 
Aroscuro !—and figures |—and signboardy sky !’’ 

’Tis my pot-boiling friend, Alexander M’Gilp, 

They have kicked out his work and he snarls Like a Quilp. 
If you want h.A.’s praises (Forty-ssimo) sung, 

Apply to the painters whose works are not hung. 


When Smith writes /idretti, don’t praise him to Jones, 
Except in the most deprecatory tones: 

Yet Jones vies with Smith in applauding each line, 
Their sole disagreement the *‘ tnine’”’ and the ‘‘ mine.” 
By Crotchet’s sweet voice I was wont to be moved, 
Tull Quaver gaid ‘‘ throaty,”’ and I stood reproved ; 
Then Minim appeared, and both Quaver and Crot. 
Were (vulgarly speaking) forthwith sent to pot. 


We noble ink-slingers, we knights of the pen, 

Stick (in) to each other, on paper, like men ! 

When Tomkyns’s novel was slated, we knew 

With joy ’twas his friend who had writ the review ! 

Not that authors are noted for envy or spleen, 

‘Though there be hawks among ’em who pike out hawks’ een ; 
’*Tis with talons well padded they wage civil war, 

And outside their eyrics what angels they are! 


It sometimes has chanced (be it owned with a blush) 
‘That a blossoming bard has been guilty of gush, 
But if ever we caught such a lamb in our set, 

We borrowed his coin—till he’d learnt etiquette. 
Fine Feeling and Heart, ‘True Friendship and Soul, 
Are useful, in ‘* copy,’” when ballads we troll ; 

But Sentiment—rot !—put it by on the shelf, 

It would be in the way in the battle for self. 


Oh! where, and oh! where, dear Matthew, do say, 

Have they hidden their Light and their Sweetness away ? 
Among statesmen and savants and all the twelve tribes 
Uf doctors and artists and poets and scribes, 

I have searched without finding, so now, in despair 

Let me take a Cook’s ticket, and search otherwhere. 
What ho! there, my minions! I pack up to-night 

In Cyprus 1’m safe to find Sweetness and Light ! 
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ALL THAT CONFOUNDED CLIMATE! 
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And we hired a man to ecrape it hard every week with chisels ; 
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And yet that statue’s surface seemed to gradually wear away! Oh, that climate! 
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scrape away a ton an hour—and if that won’t preserve the statue—well—! 
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THE COMPLETE LETTER-WRITER. 


SHERE ALI’S PRETTY LITTLE NOTE, 
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AND HOW HE WROTE 
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“ABUNE THEM A’.”’ 


Dougall. This is a fine morning, Tam, did ye hear the news? 
Tam. Na, man. 
Dougall. Well, our guid mither, the queen, has made the Marquis 


o’ Lorne King o’ a’ Canada. 
Tam. Guid man, loch keep me, thal mak’ him King o’ England 
yet. 


THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 





No. XXI.—THE BLACKBERRY. 


Presupick against the Black seems to be invincible; but before the 
end of this lecture the Moralist hopes to rub a piece of this prejudice 
out. The nigger has never been truly forgiven for being black; and 
never will be till the Ethiopian changes his unpopular skin. Still, 
something has been done for the Black-man. But pray what has ever 
been done for the poor uninstructed Black-berry? It has not merely 
been neglected, but ill-treated, particularly by the learned in green 
things. See how the Blackberry is ill-treated in acyclopdxia. On 
consulting one about ‘‘ Blackberry,” it contemptuously directs you 
down below to ring the area bell, remarking, ‘‘ See Bramdle.” And 
having seen Bramble on the question, you find the Blackberry igno- 
miniously passed over as being ‘‘ too well known for description,” just 
as a constable might speak of the dear old vagabond, on his 1878th 
appearance, as being much too ‘‘ well known to the police”’ for appre- 
hension. But to show the frivolity of the cyclopzdia’s excuse for 
ignoring the Blackberry because of its popularity, is it not rather the 
custom of all the papers to give special prominence to reporting the 
best known individuals? This cannot then be the true reason for 
refusing to report so well known an individual as the Blackberry. 
The cause is deeper to seek ; itis the cause Othello meant when, look- 
ing at his black face in the glass, he said, ‘‘ J¢ is the cause ”’ ; it is 
the insurmountable prejudice against the 4/ack ; the instinctive dislike 
for the nigger; the disgust for the black-beetle. 

The Black-berry is anyhow a vast improvement on the Nigger- 
man. It is not lazy; it does not waste its time on nigger hymns 
and banjoes; it works without a whip. Poor though it be, the 
Blackberry is the most independently generous of fruits, doing 
business entirely from disinterested public motives, offering its pro- 
ductions positively without charge to all passers-by, and not even 
asking for any attention in returr. It freely sheds its blood for the 
people’s puddings, jams, and wine—the best wine made from British 
fruit. Nota penny has ever been spent upon it; it is entirely self- 

‘educated; and, notwithstanding all the money squandered on the 
culture of the raspberry, that pampered stick has never succeeded 
in rivalling the poor, self-taught, modest vagrant of the hedges. Of 
course, the Blackberry, being so generous, will never be so rich as the 
raspberry ; but then it is much more industrious and respectable. 

Just as we soothe the susceptibility of the Black-man by calling 
him ‘‘ a person of colour,” so the civil way to describe a Blackberry is 
to speak of it as ‘‘a berry of colour.’’ Besides, the Blackberry is not 
nearly so black as the Black-man, nor is he black from his birth, 
like the Black-man. In his youth the Blackberry is green, like all 
good youths ; as time advances he reddens, like proper folk, with the 
fire ef ambition; and at last his head turns—not black with rage, as 
generally supposed, but—white with age. Wesay white, and we mean 
white, and will prove white. Let unscrupulous writers make it their 
horrid business to blacken the Blackberry ; but be it ours to white- 
wash that esteemed berry at any vegetable moral cost. The thing has 
been done in the case of nearly all our old favourite villains in history. 
Black is white. The common foolish idea to the contrary must and shall 
be exploded once for all. Let us approach the consideration of this sub- 
ject in a calm spirit of inquiry. ‘“ Bleach”’ is undoubtedly the same 
word as ‘‘ black’’; yet to bleach means to whiten. The old French 
‘* blanc’ and ‘‘ blac”’ are the same word, which in still older times were 
written and spelled alike, with the sole difference of an accent; thus 
‘*blac”’ is black, and ‘‘ blac”’ is white, Q. E. D.—Corollary: White being 
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blank (‘* blanc’’) and blank being black (‘‘ blac’ ), it follows that black 
and white are both one another, the white blank being black, and the 
black blank white, and both black and white no colour at all, but 
simply double blank. This is blank certainty. Besides the moral 
good this whitewashing will do to the Blackberry, it may be profitably 
used for the comfort of all ‘‘ coloured persons,’’ who can thus take 
home to themselves the consolation that black and white dey all same 


ting—Glory be! 


VERY MUCH MARRIED. 


One Herr Adolf Hoffman, who hails from the States, 
Is pursued at this moment by worse than the Fates, 
For the dozen of wives that this young man has wed 
Are calling for vengeance to fall on his head. 

Two elderly are, young and sprightly a pair, 

And two are mere girls most bewitchingly fair, 

And six undescribed upon Justice insist 

With two he was courting to make up the list. 


He advertised thus in the ‘‘ Personal ’’ page— 

‘‘ A housekeeper wanted at once to engage, 

Of a widower's house in this town to take charge— 
To respectable ladies a salary large.”’ 


Applications poured in from all parts in a stream, 

hile he simpered and smiled with a blandness extreme, 
And to those who had money he sighed ‘*’ Pon my life, 
’Tain’t a housekeeper wanted, dear ma’am, but a wife!”’ 


His smiles were so winning, his manner was such 

That soon he was wedlocked uncommonly much, 

Though neglecting his wives, he took care of their things, 
And collared their money, their watches, and rings. 


A dozen he served in this rascally way, 

Then, finding it warm for him, bolted one day, 
Leaving twelve poor abandoned ones searching around 
For this Hoffman who’s off man, and cannot be found. 


Mora. 
Beware, ye young damsels, of giving belief 
To a stranger who likely enough is a thief ; 


Mistrust ev’ry word that the unknown may pen, 
Don’t believe in advertisements, courtship, or men. 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Mr. J. L. Tooxe has announced his intention to imitate Mr. Irving's 
example next year, and become his own manager. We are sure every- 
one would wish him well, but perhaps he might soon wish himself 
well—out of it. He would do well to remember the proverb about 
playing with edged Too/s—it is a wise saw. 

The Lord Chamberlain has refused to allow Mr. Arthur Matthison 
to take A False Step. We have every reason, by the by, to believe 
that the reasons alleged for withholding the license from Mr. Matthi- 
son’s play are not the right ones. The fact is, the Government object 
to any piece without honour in it. 

Mr. J. S. Clarke’s return to the Haymarket as Bob Acres will be 
warmly welcomed by all lovers of comic comedy, for this humorous 
actor is just now particularly Joddish. 

Mr. Leonard Boyne is engaged at the Court Theatre. An appro- 
priate revival, therefore, would be ‘‘ The Ladies’ Battle.’’ Don’t you 
see f—‘* Battle of the Boyne.’’ That was a first-class engagement, 80 
is his. 

So successful has been Mr. Henry Irving’s provincial tour that one 
contemporary asserts that he has found it a ‘‘royal road.” We are 
truly glad to hear it, because if the fashionable and gifted tragedian 
has found the royal road he will not be at a loss for Wand, sir. 

Tantalus ; or, There’s many a Slip ’twizt the Cup and the Lip at the 
Folly is another version of A Night of Terror—the piece in which Mr. 
Hill was so terror-dbly funny. 

The Grecian Theatre and appurtenances have been bought by Mr. 
J. G. Clarke. Wedonot know the reason why Mr. Conquest has 
parted with his property, but from the price obtained there is no doubt 
he had good grounds for selling. 

At the Opera Comique Mr. George Grossmith, jun., has introduced 
a new sketch entitled Beauties of the Beach. We expect that this isa 
skit on the follies of certain shingle ladies. Mr. Grossmith is always 
quick at sea-ing a joke. 





Hint for the Charity Organisation Society. 
Directions have been published, entitled, ‘‘ How to make beds for 
the Poor.” This is not charity, but coddling. Surely, the poor are 
able to make their own beds. 
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THE TOURIST’S RETURN.‘3 
By a Wizarp(tor) or THE Nortu. 


Wuen, all his time and money spert, 
And done the rush from place to place, 
The Tourist homewards turns his face 

From travel in the North, 

He breathes a sigh of sweet content 

Luxuriously forth. 


With something verging on delight, 
He packs his guide-book out of sight, 
Along with maps and flasks and things, 
And, light of heart, he gaily sings :— 
‘* What joy at length no more to find 
A boat or train upon my mind! 

To know I’ve ‘done’ what was to ‘ do,” 
And feel, as Yankees say, ‘ I’m through.’ 
No more to rise before the lark, 

And coldly breakfast in the dark, 

To catch a coach to catch a boat 

In time to catch a train remote, 

To reach a hill I’m bound to climb, 

But which I must descend in time 

To catch a train to catch a coach 

To catch a boat, and so approach 

The spot to catch a coach again 

To catch a boat to catch a train. 

No more does life before me float 

A weary round of tadles a’ hice ; 

No more I dread the fierce pursuits 

Of waiter, chambermaid, or boots ; 

No more I struggle to maintain 

That, after all, it may not rain ; 

No more need I in scorn refuse 

The proffered photographic views, 

And paper-knives, and things I hate, 

In ‘ wood that grew on this estate.’ ’’ 


And joyfully he takes the train 
That bears him swiftly South again, 
And notes the landmarks flitting by 
With eager longing in his eye; 
Now granite Aberdeen is past, 
And Perth's ‘‘ fair city ’’ reached at last ; 
Then Bridge of Allan charms the view ; 
Through castellated Stirling, too, 
They onward dash ; they seem to spurn 
The direful field of Bannockburn. 
The belching furnaces appear 
Of blackened Coatbridge, drawing near— 
They pass—Carstairs they shortly see, 
And Beattock and Lockerbie, 
And Gretna’s fateful green. 
And soon they greet, with cheerful smile. 
The ruddy ramparts of Carlisle, 
And Ene ianp can be seen ! 
The border town becomes a myth, 
They sight—they pass —they lose Penrith, 
By Shap they rush with rattling whirr, 
They reach ‘‘ time-honoured Lancaster,”’ 
And Preston, where they dine. 
Then, on again, with speed they go, 
Past Wigan, scene of bitter woe ; 
A moment more there come to view 
The roofs of engine-haunted Crewe, — 
The stable of the line. 
Now into view they shortly bring 
The chalky cutting hight of Tring. 
Now Watford Junction’s nigh. 
Now Harrow’s pointed spires appear, 
Lone Willesden at length is here, 
And ‘‘tickets’’ is the cry, 


Ah, who but cannot understand 

How Tourists love their native land, 

And how it thrills their being through 
"hen Lonpon bursts upon their view. 
urrah! ‘The holiday is past ! 

And here is home—and res¢—at last. 


TueEreE is one period in the life of every 
benedict when he appears to his wife like 
a sailor; when is it? — When he’s a 
marryin’ er. 

Warer creases.— Ripples. 
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Unele Hugh :—‘* Yes, Kirry, I nap My ARM CUT OFF WHEN I was IN THE CRIMEA.” 


Kitty (solemnly) :—‘‘ Dip you cry MucH ? 


Name, Name! 

I'crvre historians will fall into a pardonable 
anachronism if they represent Sir Cloudesley 
Shovel as the admiral who first ixtroduced 
stokers into the British Navy. 


Medical. 
A poze outside on a sweet night is very 
likely to result in a dose inside of sweet 
nitre. 


How many parents has everybody ¢ 
mother, and forefathers. 


One 


An Apparent J oke. 


Tue curate of a South London church, whose 
pronunciation is more pedantic than proper, has 
been very justly snubbed for alluding to the 
heir-apparent as though his name were written 


Awlbert Edward. 


One of his parishioners 


asked him the other day why he so significantly 
excluded the Prince of Wales in his prayers 


for the Royal Family. 
asked surprisedly. 


‘* Exclude him?’’ he 
‘‘What do you mean?” 


_** Why,” she said, ‘‘ you always pray for a/ 


but Edward Prince of Wales.”’ 


Morro for jam thieves.— Now or never. 





a 
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THE TALISMANIC PICTURE. 


i'u18 tale is a simple narration that treats 
Of simple beliefs of the earlier ages ; 
An innocent story containing no sweets, 
No charms, no attractions, for cynical sages ; 
By such it is sure to be burnt or be torn; 


The shrewd and the worldly will treat it with scorn. 


Unvarnished alike in narration and plan, 
No natural feelings it struggles to smother ; 
It tells of a simple but worthy young man, 
And also his old but affectionate mother. 
Accordingly, let me reluctantly say, 
The vain and the wicked will cast it away. 


The son and the mother had dwelt in a cot 
Long summers in tender affection together ; 
Repulsively humble indeed was their lot ; 


Them hearts had a lightness unknown to the feather : 


I’m fully persuaded and confident, here 


The base, the depraved, and the heartless will sneer. 


The stripling, conceiving a yearning for Art, 
Went straight to his parent in haste to divulge it, 
Expressing a steady resolve to depart 
To London (a city) to train and indulge it: 
And here at this point of the narrative, too, 
I hear the derider ejaculate ‘‘ Pooh!” 


But ere he departed he up and he came, 

The while that his parent was dismally weeping, 
And painted a picture, and carried the same, 

And rendered it carefully into her keeping. 


The hardened will utter a scornful ‘‘ Ha! ha!”’ 


On finding the stripling attached to his ma. 





‘*O parent,”’ he uttered, ‘‘ preserving it well 
You'll find it a very remarkable blessing ; 
From season to season this picture will tell 
How, during his absence, your boy is progressing ; 
It does it,” he added, ‘‘ it’s needless to say, 
In a quite supernatural, magical way. 
‘* And in the event of my failing to shine 
Or grace the profession to which I’m appealing, 
This sketch will be wanting in depth of 4 atl 
In breadth of conception—in grandeur of feeling ; 
Its handling becoming deplorably rude— 
Its drawing defective—its colouring crude. 


‘* But should I attain to a decent renown, 
This picture's design will be deeper and bolder, 
Its crudeness displaying a softening down, 
Its colouring ceasing to pain the beholder ; 
Its breadth of conception will vastly expand, 
Denoting the touch of a mellower Soot 


‘* But should I ascend to the top of the tree, 
You'll easily notice with little instruction 
How thoroughly masterly, flowing, and free 
Is every line of this little production ; 
To state that a Turner might envy its touch 


Would, candidly, hardly be saying too much ! ”’ 


And so he departed, determined to bear 
The talents he had to a suitable channel ; 
His parent preserved the production with care, 


And wrap it in linen, and wadding, and flannel, 


And found it a corner, and put it away, 
And hunted it out in a year and a day. 





Whatever the change in its treatment or plan, _ 
The parent was wanting in judgment to know it ; 
And so she remembered a Sorcerer man 
To whom she directly conveyed it, to show it ; 
' He knew, did the Sorcerer, terribly much ; 
They called him a ‘‘ dealer,’’ did painters and such. 


The parent's affectionate progeny’s name 
Was legibly painted in red, in a corner ; 
The Sorcerer, easily reading the same, 
Uplifted his nose with the air of a scorner ; 
‘© Oh, gracious!’’ the Sorcerer muttered. ‘‘Oh law! 
The poorest production that ever I saw!”’ 


‘‘Now, why should the Sorcerer vainly refine ? 
Or speak as a hypocrite, weakly concealing 
The fact that it’s wanting in depth of design—_ 
In breadth of conception—in grandeur of feeling ? 
Albeit the Sorcerer hates to be rude, 
The drawing’s defective, the colouring crude ! ”’ 





The mother departed for home with a tear, 
The sign for her progeny auguring badly ; 
Again she secreted the sketch for a year, 
And pondered the words of the Sorcerer sadly ; 
Again she unfolded the sketch from its wrap 
And showed it again to the Sorcerer chap. 


Again did he look with a critical frown, _ 
Observing: ‘‘ This picture's conception is bolder— 
Though certainly open to softening down 
Its colouring doesn’t distress the beholder; _ 
That other you brought was absurdly amiss ; 
I’ll give you a couple of ‘ tenners’ for this.” 


Once more did she take him the picture to see ; 
He said, ‘‘ What a gem of artistic construction ! 
How thoroughly masterly, flowing, and free 
Is every line of this little production ! 
It’s far in advance of the others—oh, come, 
I’ll write you a cheque for an elegant sum.’” 


The mother was covered all over with joy ; 
She chuckled ; she sniggered ; and after a season 
Again she presented the work of her boy, 
And proudly awaited the verdict, with reason. 
he Sorcerer whistled—he tugged at his hair — 
He went in hysterics—he leapt from his chair ! 
‘‘ Sublime !’’ said the Wizard. ‘‘ It passes belief! 
I’ll hand you a couple of thousand with pleasure ! ’’-—~ 
The parent was suddenly buried in grief 
And misery knowing no limit nor measure. 
‘‘ Oh sorrow! I’m certain my William,’ she said, 
‘‘ My William is now an Old Master, and dead.”’ 


But William came slyly the very next day, 
Disguised, with a wig on, and altered completely ; 
He’d buried himself in a sumptuous way, 
Inserting his death in the papers discreetly. 
And lately that little production was sold 
At Christie and Manson's for fabulous gold. 


Second to None. 


Dozs the fact of the Scots Greys being also picked men warrant the 
assumption that the regiment was raised in the remote period of the 
Picts and Scots ? Zo 


Ir is said that our Government refused to buy a patent some time 
since for signalling by mirrors, but that during the last war the 
Russians signalled easily for miles with them. e always said that 
the t administration would not be a signal success, and the non- 
iene el these mirrors certainly leaves them open to reflections. 
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So frightened you were, you sold— 

We chuckled, and winked, and bought— 
All due to an aptly told 

And cleverly worked report. 


And didn’t you know to Electric light 
Carbon’s a sine qué non ; and a sort, 

And only one sort is the sort that’s right— 
That you discover inside a retort ! 

Two years it takes carbon to form on the clay, 

You'a have to make gas to get carbon—Good day ! 


FUN’S FARCES., 
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- No. 13.—THE ELECTRIC LIGHT. 
A Farcr in Some Srrance Acts, BEING sUusT Now PLAYED WITH 
CONSIDERABLE BFFECT. 


Scene: Near Capel Court. Discovered are Jonners, Brokers who job 
on the quiet, and the ‘* Bran” element generally, a PROMOTER or two, 
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and a portion of the Press. They dance round gaily, singing— 


Walk up! walk up! and come and see 
An edifying sight ; 
Walk up and view, O British P., 
The new Execrric Lieut! 
But if you come inclined to scoff, 
First wait and see the ‘‘ Jablochkoff.”’ 


Walk up! walk up! and nothing pay— 
Behold it in the Strand 
Or if you're going City way, 
*Tis there at your command ; 
Or if you scorn to turn your feet 
E.C.-wards, go up Regent-street. 


Don’t call it ‘*bosh,’’ prefixing un- 
Grammatically ‘‘ D——-n!”’ 
Before you see the systems, one 
Of which is termed the ‘‘ Gramme,’ 
Or failing that, the ‘‘ Lontin’’ should 
Convince you that the notion’s good. 


The obstacle of ‘‘ Distribu- 
‘*Tion”’ now is ‘‘ out of court.”’ 

If your esteemed attention you 
Will turn to a report 

By Mr. Edison, you'll there 

See your objections blown to air. 


Th’ Electric Lighting Companee 
We now have registered,‘ 
And gas we certainly shall see 
To limbo soon deferred. 
So sell your stock and shunt your cares, 
And in our company take shares! 


Enter Tus Britisu Pvstic. 


Tue B. P. I’ve done all youtold me. I’ve seen ad/ the lights, and 









(Tur B.P. is politely shown out. Much laughter and rejoicing by the 
‘Bears.’ More ‘‘ operations,’’ and CurTAIN.) 


SPECIMENS OF CELEBRATED AUTHORS. 


ALICE IN NUMBERLAND. 


By the Author of ‘‘ Through an Opera-gilass,’’ ‘‘ The Bunting of the 
Ark,” §c., $e. 


CuaPTeR V.—VEGETABLE PILLS. 

After saying ‘‘ good-bye’’ to Peter Schlemihl, Mother Hubbard 
took her to a cave made in a great mass of almond-rock, and 
the sides were all covered with crystals of sugar-candy, which 
were hanging from the roof like stalactites, and just as you see them 
in shops before they are broken up small.. Then she went into a hot- 
house where there were all sorts of crystallised fruits growing, which 
Alice would have thought were different kinds of cacti and ice-plants 
if she had not been told what they really were. Here, too, she saw 
sugar-plums of all sorts and sizes, growing in bunches like currants, 
and a great many other sweet things that she would haye liked to 
taste, but they were not offered to her. On leaving this house they 
entered another part of the garden. ‘‘ Why, those are green peas 
growing !’’ cried Alice; ‘‘ only they are not green.”’ 

‘‘'You may take a pod,”’ said Mother Hubbard, ‘ and see what is 

in it.’”’ ‘‘ They are pills !’’ exclaimed Alice. 
‘* Yes,”’ said Mother Hubbard ; ‘‘ people who eat quantities of sweet 
things require pills sometimes, and these are very good for the liver, 
being an American vegetable called podophyllin, which name was 
given them because they fill pods.” 

‘‘T know the name, because it is so funny,’’ said Alice, ‘‘ and papa 
takes them sometimes ; but I don’t want to taste them, thank you.”’ 








CHarTeR VI.—TuHE WHITE QUEEN. 


~ 
? read the statement ascribed to Professor Edison, and I am very much o : 
' en } : Vv like to see the Queen?’? suddenly said Mother 
. iimited 1 eet a rid of png ow - ane companion ann et Hubbard - d What Queen ? said one ‘* Why, the White Queen ; 
; ed. How c: ge y f Dard. . , a * , 
. Tur Brars, &c.- Oh, we'll aah ld of ’em for you. We can’t give she is in that summer-house.”” ‘*Oh! I know her,” said Alice; ‘‘I 
5 you more than £140 for them—that’s £40 premium. met her once, and we were great friends, and I should like to see her 
a ' Tue B. P. Oh, all right. But I gave £210 for some of them. | ##im- I suppose she is ‘in her parlour eating bread and honey.’ ” 
t, (Goes off elated. A period elapses—then re-enter Tux B.P. He sings.) = ey we hens the summer-house, and the White Queen remem- 
‘ , . oa ere ice at once. 
= You told me (a good time ago it is now) ‘‘ Where have you been all this time?’ she said; ‘‘I have never 
A Phat gas was as good as a thing that’s past ; seen you since I repeated to you that lovely riddle, all in verse, at the 
a Fr The facts and the proofs that you brought, I allow, dinner you gave when you were a Queen like me, and I daresay you 
s Were highly convincing from first to last. have never found it out, and forgotten all about it.”’ 
on That very assuring ‘‘ distributing ’’ scheme— ‘‘No, your Majesty,’’ said Alice; ‘‘ I remember some of it, but I 
a: That corker that frightened me out my wits, could not repeat it.’’ 
“ Has ended—for sake of the Tepiien- tn steam, ‘Then, Alice,’”’ said the White Queen, ‘‘I will repeat it again for 
a And seems to have fallen, in fact, to bits. you, and the answer also, for you went off in such a hurry you would 
not wait to hear that.”’ 





The light doesn’t seem to advance very far 
In being adopted for use, and where 

It ts being used, why, I reckon they sre 
Just using the gas for the engine there. 

The companies seem to have suffered no harm 
This stupid electrical light anent ; 

Bi-yearly they pay with a dignified calm 
Unaltering dividend—ten per cent. 

But where it is ‘‘fetching’’ me keenest of all— 





‘‘Thank you,” said Alice; ‘‘ if your Majesty pleases, I shall like 
to hearthem.’’ ‘‘The nasty old thing,” tho igit Alice; ‘‘I wish I 
had not come near her; but I must hear it now.’’ Then the White 
Queen repeated the ‘‘lovely riddle’’ she had as«ed Alice in ‘* Looking- 
glass Land,”’ as follows :— 

‘© First, the fish must be caught.’ 
That is easy: a baby, I thin’:, could have caught tt. 


‘ Next, the fish must be bought.’ 
That is easy: a@ penny, I chink, would have bought it. 


's \ 
; The stock that I sold at a sacrifice a ey 
>| So early recovered its terrible fall— Now cook - the fish ! 
f Is up again now at its olden price. | That is % -“e —— more than a minute. 
is Tue Bears, &c. Well, of course it is, didn’t we mean it to? (Sing.) That is seat tals it aaa is in it. 
; "T'was part of our careful plan— ‘Bring it here! Let me sup!” 
li is easy to set such a dish on the table. 


‘* We'll get up some artful scares, 
Endeavour as best we can 
To lower in price the shares !”’ 


This highly successful plot 
Had ever so long been laid, 

And money and time were not 
Denied to its active aid. 


‘ Take the dish-cover up | 

Ah ! that is so hard, thet I fear 1l’m unabk ; 
For tt holds it like glue— 

Holds the lid to the dish, while it lies in the middle. 
Which is easiest to do— 

Un-dish-cover the fish, or disheover the riddle ?”’ 
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‘‘There!’’ cried the White Queen; ‘‘now, what is the answer?’ 
‘I’m sure I don’t know,” said Alice; and she thought ‘‘ I don't care, 
either.’’ But Her Majesty looked pleased at this, for she wanted to re- 
peat the answer to her. ‘‘ And it is in rhyme too,” she said, ‘‘ and 
my own making; there’s glory for you, as Humpty Dumpty says.” 
And then the White Queen repeated the following answer .— 


First pull up the fish. 

It can’t swim away: for a fish this is funny ! 
Next tis bought ; and I wish 

That a penny was always its adequate money. 


Make it ready to eat— 

Fetching pepper and vinegar won't take a minute. 
Dish with cover complete, 

Of lovely shell china, already ’ tis in it. 





Now ’tis time we should sup. 

What's one only, you dolt 2? Set a score on the table! 
Take the dish-cover up— 

With mere finger and thumb you will never be able. 


Get an oyster-knife strong, 
Insert it ’twizt cover and dish, im the middle ; 
Then you shall before long 
Un-dish-cover the OvstERS—disheover the riddle ! 


‘¢ It’s very clever of you to have found it out,” said Alice—but it 
was quite easy, she thought. She wished to keep the Queen in a good 
temper, for she knew how peppery Her Majesty could be. ‘‘ But 
what hard words you have used though, and I don’t like them.” 
‘‘ That is because you are a silly child,’’ said the Queen ; ‘‘ hard words 
are better than soft; they will stand by themselves and last longer, 
and bear knocking about, and are much more useful. Soft words are 
poor weak things that squeeze up into nothing, and get out of shape.”’ 
‘¢T didn’t think of that,’’ said Alice, ‘‘ but J like a word that goes in 
several shapes ; it is more useful and amusing, and you can make 
conundrums of it.’’ 


‘¢‘That you can’t!” cried the Queen, ‘‘ it requires a hard word for 


a conundrum ; it ought to be as hard as a nut, and to havea kernel, 
and a maggot also! Those are the sort to make jokes out of!” 

‘¢ That’s why we talk of cracking jokes, I suppose,’’ said Alice. 

‘‘ You’re getting clever, Alice,’’ said Her Majesty, ‘‘ take care you 
don’t get too clever to live. Do you think you are clever enough to 
beat me at ‘Go Bang’? Here’s my board, let us have a game.” 





CuarTterR VII.—Go Bane. 
So Alice and the White Queen sat down to play, but instead 


of bone counters they used pink and white lozenges, and the rule of 


the game was that when you took a counter, you eat it, and the one 
who wen was to have all that were left on the board. Alice thought 
this was the nicest sort of ‘‘Go Bang’”’ she had ever heard of, and that 
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what a beautiful pocketful of 
lozenges she would have got! They went on with the game, and the 





/ 


if she had only played it with herself, 





White Queen had taken off three of Alice's lozenges before Alice had 
got one of the Qneen’s, and it made her feel angry tosee the Queen 
enjoying sucking them, when she had none. So when she took the 
first, she popped it quickly into her mouth, so quickly that it nearly 
got down her throat and choked her; and it set her coughing so that 
she could not go on with the game; and suddenly her father’s voice 
said, ‘‘ Why, what’s the matter, Alice ; have you swallowed a counter f’’ 
And she saw her father and mother had come in, and she took the 
lozenge out of her mouth—and it was only a nasty bone counter, and 
the White Queen was gone, and Mother Hubbard, and the wonderful 
garden, and she was sitting in the dining-room at home, feeling just 
as if she had woke out of a sound sleep; and perhaps she had, for 
the back of that cupboard never would open again, and she looked 
outside the house, at the wall behind the cupboard, and there was no 
sign of any way into that wonderful garden of sweet things (always 
excepting the Podophyllin pills !) all growing forthe people who take 
care of NuMBER ONE, 
Tue Enp. 


A FREE BRIDGE. 


Scene 1.—Ezit of Waterloo Railway Station. Kipwitn and ANGBLINA 
appear. 

AnGeLInA. Let’s see, dear, I think Hungerford Bridge is our 
nearest way. 

Epwin. Yes, come along, it will be the first time I’ ve crossed it since 
it was freed. ( Exeunt. 

Scene I1.— Hungerford Bridge. 

ANGELINA. Here we are. Why, what a crowd, we can hardly get 
along! Nearly all children, too. 

Epwin. Yes. Take care; you have knocked a baby down, and 
you're standing on its head. 

ANGELINA. Oh, dear me, sol am! I’m afraid it can’t be mended 
again either. What a lot of little boys and girls leaning over the 
parapet ! 

' om Hullo! There’s Cleopatra’s Needle. Let’s get a closer 
ook, 

ANGELINA. Oh, mind! You've knocked six little boys and a girl 
into the river with your umbrella! 

Epwin. Dash it, so I have! Oh, lor’, there goes a perambulator 
over my toes! Can’t you look where you’re go——? 

AnGELINA. Oh, Edwin, look—look! There’s a lot of children 
getting on the railway. There! I thought so! A train has run 
over fifteen of them, and killed them! Oh, won’t their mothers beat 
them when they get home ? 

Epwin. Take care, dear—mind—don’t run into that soldier. He's 
kissing a nursemaid, and doesn’t gee you. 

ANGELINA. Oh, here’s a man coming along with a plank over his 
shoulder. Which way is he coming? Oh, there! Has he hurt you 
much, darling ? 

Epwin. Not much. Oh, never mind my hat; those two girls are 
fighting for it. 

ANGELINA. Now, look here! MHere’s a whole row of children 
right across, and six deep. How are we to get by? 

Epwin. Wait a minute—there (vaults them)—now let me assist 
you; give me your hand—so—put your foot on that little boy’s head, 
now on this one’s shoulder, now jump, I'll catch you—that’s all right. 
Mind the turn at the top of these stairs, there’s sure to be a lot of 
people coming up the other Oh, I say, here! My Jove! Has 
he hurt your The brute, how he sent you flying! 

ANGELINA. Thank goodness! Here we are in Villiers-street at 
last; and if ever I cross Hungerford Bridge again ! I'd rather 
pay the halfpenny, ever so much. 

(And so would we, under the circumstances ; but those children will soon 
get tired of the new playground, and we shall then be better able to appre- 
ciate the benefits of freedom.) 











A Misnomination. 

Mr. Joseru Leicester, president of the Working Men’s Political 
League, writes to the Echo to state that he is urging the organisation of 
a movement similar to that which preceded the passing of the last 
Reform Bill, to get rid of the aconsfield Government. This 
president is evidently misnamed. More stir, not Leicester, is his 
alm. 


Very a-peer-ent. 

Tue Duke of Bedford’s surveyor having written to contradict the 
statement that ‘‘the action of the Duke of Bedford has stopped the 
erection of the mew Police Court, in Bow-street,’’ a contemporary 
wants to know, as the ground has been cleared for some time, and the 
building has not begun, to whose action the delay is attributable. 
The answer is clear—the delay is not caused by anybody’s aetion but by 
somebody’s znaction. 
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OUR STATUES AGAIN. A SUGGESTION. 
The gradual reduction of the bulk of statues by the process of ecraying—we mean by our climate—might be turned to account, thus :— 
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Let every statue, when first made, represent a pon of zreat bulk—for After a period of reduction, it might be ccnverted into a likeness of Her 

example the ** Claimant ’’ Majesty ; 
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F Anon it might reduce itself to a monument of the living And it would finally do capitally for a lamp-post. At this stage it could be left 
skeleton ; dirty—and preserved. 
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SWEEPING UP THE RUBBISH. 
Seotia:— WELL, IT’S A NASTY JOB, BUT IT’S A GOOD THING THERE ARE NO MORE LIKE IT.” 
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LIKELY TALES ! 


No. IV.—THE CONSCIENTIOUS AUTHORESS. 
Pim the way, at a hundred-and-six, 









In an elderly cotton dress, 
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aie With faded complexion and hair 
ZA Y 





y me in curl, 
i ' Resides a decidedly aged girl, 
" Whose business in life 1 undoubtedly 









fix 
As ‘‘a talented authoress.”’ 


No one can say I am rash in the guess 
I’m hazarding thus, for its 
A fact that she constantly pries 
about— 
Which places the matter beyond a 
doubt, 
For why in the world should she do it 
unless 
She's looking for ‘‘ character bits ”’ ? 
Clearly she feels that the novel which brings 
The strongest of lasting gain, 
Is that on which every word and act 
Is founded, with scrupulous care, on fact. 
And therefore she studies men, manners, and things 
With all of her might and main. 


Watching her neighbours the whole of the day 
She cheerfully works her plan, 
But, fearful of giving offence, I find, 
She peeps through the curtains and round the blind, 
Pursuing the matter in every way 
As privately as she can. 
This isfindeed a distinguishing trait 
On which I would lay some stress, 
We find her anxiety most intense 
To guard against giving the least offence ; 
And, if her enquiries some chance should betray, 
She cannot her pain express. 
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Therefore, while scandals are flying about 
She notes them, no doubt, to be used ; 
For the sake of her art behind our backs 
She eagerly listens to all attacks ; 
But if we’re successful in bowling her out, 
She’s sure to be much confused. 


Nevertheless, for increasing her store, 
Has she noted our joys and cares 
For several years, till she’s well supplied 
With general knowledge extremely wide. 
There isn’t a doubt that her knowledge is more 
Than our own in our own affairs. 


She knows that the slavey residing next door's 
A trifle too free with police, 
She knows that another one, lower down, 
Gives balls when her ‘‘ missis”’ is out of town. 
Another sells composite candles by scores 
To the party that buys the grease. 


She knows that the Meakings for dinner each day 
Have nothing but joint and cheese, 
While Snobkins, who lives at a reckless rate, 
Takes his @ /a Russe about ten to eight— 
And she knows in a rather astonishing way 
Of the items of each, if you please. 
She knows when we quarrel, and what it’s about, 
And she knows when we’re on the spree ; 
She knows all our wardrobe—its worth—extent— 
The state of our income, and how it’s spent, 
She knows when we're out, she knows when we're in, 
She’s aware what we’re having for tea, 


She knows the young man of disconsolate air 
Has been learning to play the fife ; 
She knows that the Jenkinses hide away 
Because of their bills being hard to pay ; 
She knows that young Brown is a beggar to swear, 
And she knows that I beat my wife. 


Now he who his time to my story devotes 
To accord it belief may fail ; 
But only one fact can appeal to me 
(My neighbours and I on the — agree) 
I think that old lady has plenty of notes, 
And ought to begin on that tale. 


VACATION JUDGMENTS. 


Tue recent example of professional zeal given by Vice-Chancellor 
Malins in forsaking his holiday retreat and coming up to town to hold 
a tempo Court at the Great Western Hotel, for the despatch of 

ublic business, has, we understand, met with much approval among 
his colleagues. As there is nothing lawyers love so much as a 
precedent, it is likely that the one set by the learned Vice-Chancellor 
will be extensively followed in future years—modified, of course, to 
suit the taste of such legal dignitaries as may not feel so accommodat- 
ing as their amiable brother. Instead, therefore, of coming up to town 
in the vacation to improvise a court or chambers at an hotel, our 
judges and chancellors—and, perhaps, if the fashion takes, Cabinet 
ministers— may not be altogether averse to the despatch of business in 
their holiday haunts ; so that we may possibly expect one of these days 
to read of something like this :— 

Stumpey v. Dumpry.—The motion for an injunction in this matter 
was heard, by special leave of his Lordship the Master of the Rolls, 
before his Lordship, at Shingleton-on-Sea, where the learned master is 
passing the long vacation. His Lordship was just taking his morning 
bath, when the counsel and solicitors having the conduct of the case 
arrived upon the beach in quest of him. The learned master listened 
to their arguments pro and con. from the machine; then, observing 
that he would take a short time to consider his judgment, he took a 
header into the ‘‘ briny,” and upon emerging therefrom, much 
invigorated by this refresher, he at once granted the injunction as 
prayed until November, and reserved the question of costs. 

Joskins v. GocGiteny.— This appeal came on for hearing on 
Saturday last, under peculiarly interesting circumstances, before the 
Lord Chancellor, at Strathbenmacghillicbrose, where his Lordship is 
sojourning for the vacation. Owing to the importance of the issues 
involved, and the public interest in the case, his Lordship consented to 
hear it in the recess, and accordingly met the counsel concerned in the 
cause, by appointment, upon the moor over which the noble earl and a 
distinguished party were then shooting. The case was argued at some 
length by the learned counsel on both sides, his Lordship listening 
attentively, yet not so intently but that he kept on calmly blazing 
away at the grouse over the wigs of the pleaders, generally to their 
considerable confusion and agitation. The arguments being concluded 
during luncheon, his Lordship lit a weed, and, reclining luxuriously 
upon the heather, carefully reviewed the evidence and the precedents 
referred to, and ultimately dismissed the appeal without costs. 

In rE CRAMBLEJAMBE.—This bankrupt came up for final examina- 
tion on Thursday, before Mr. Registrar , during his Honour’s 
ascent of the Matterhorn. The length of time the case has been before 
the Court, and the strong public interest it has excited, added to the 
urgent necessity of getting it over and done with, sothat the bankrupt 
might be free to engage in certain other gigantic speculations of 
vital importance to the commercial world, induced the learned 
Registrar to give it his earnest attention under the circum- 
stances above-mentioned. The examination and vouching cf 
the accounts, c., having occupied the whole period of the 
ascent, his Honour, upon reaching the summit, attended by the 
petitioner's counsel (whose client, together with the rest of the 
party, had succumbed to the toils of the way), complimented bis 
learned brother upon his mountaineership, and delivered judgment 
upon the case. Remarking ‘hat the petitioner having by this time 
got his final discharge by tumbling down a crevasse, his Honour said 
that there was an end of the matter, and he for one was heartily glad 
of it. Petition dismissed accordingly. 
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A CHILDISH DISTINCTION. 


Sister :—‘* You SHOULD NOT KE SORRY, JOHNNY: 


WHEN I HAD TO GO Tv 8SCHOOL.”’ 


Brother :—‘* Tuat’s BECAUSE YOU WERE A™GIRL: YOU WOULD HAVE BEEN 


very sorry IF YOU HAD BEEN @ little boy.”’ 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER ASSISTS AT THE 


es PARIS, FETES. 

Tue knowledge that the closing fétes of the Exhibition would be 
going on this week caused me, sir, to urge my fleet dromedary as 
became one of the fleet (the beast had a hide as impervious as an iron- 
clad to whip or goad) to super-boetrian efforts in the Arabian 4zsert, 
and I had the satisfaction, after an overland journey of a most exciting 
character,® to reach Paris in the very nick of time to secure a free stall 
at the Upera for the gratuitous performance of Guillaume Tell on 
Sunday afternoon. 

The Minister of the Interior, who was present, noticed me in my 
seat and trembled, for he thought at first, so Orientalised had I become, 
that I was the Shah of Persia returned to Paris inccg. A line on the 
back of one of my cards, however, played by me with my usual con- 
summate tact into his private box during the entr’acte, reassured him, 
and also led to my getting one of his in return, with ‘‘ Pass the 
Bearer Everywhere” on its back, in beautiful French. 

This made me easy as to Monday's ceremony at the Palace of 
Industry, which I may tell you began soon after eleven with the music 
of brass bands. They played with much energy the ‘* March” from 
the ‘* Prophet’ Now, as it was not ‘‘ March,”’ but ‘‘ October,” and 
as the Exhibition balance-sheet must show an inevitable ‘* Loss’’ and 
not ‘ Profit,’’ I am not sure the above piece was very appropriate. I 
was about to speak to a drum-major about this when there was a 
flourish of trumpets ([ made my flourish in my note-book with an 
H.B. pencil, but it was just as well meant), and in came the Presidents 
of the Chamber of Deputies and the Senate upon the platform on the 
Eastern side, followed in a few minutes by the President of the Re- 
public, who, not being a London alderman, did not ‘* pass the chair ’’ 
of state, but sat down in it, and began knitting his brows so rapidly 

* I bave a book of travels in contemplation, ** rom Peshawur to Paris on 
ay 4 8 which will be the sensation of the season, I flatter myself. 
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AND YET! 


Is Youth a jackal to despair *— 
Can early love be crime ? 
I hardly know—lI scarcely care ;— 
But hush !—there was a time. 
Down, down, my throbbing heart. Be still! ~— 
Think’st thou that I forget ? 
A mask I wear, and ever will. 
I heave no sigh—and yet ! 


The pleasures of the lonely wild 
Are all my pleasures now: 
I scour the forest like a child, 
With bare and blighted brow. 
Say, how could aught be otherwise ?— 
[ knew it, when we met. 
Behold my dry but heated eyes : — 
[ shed no tear—and yet ! 








“he was a phantom of delight :— 
What matters that ? Ah, ha!— 

She walked in beauty like the night ; 
But what is beauty ?—Bah ! 

| hate the world—I loathe my kind— 
The whole confounded set ; 

And I could wish them—never mind. 
! make no row—and yet ! 


An Organic Gas-trick. 

A Most audacious burglary is reported from Burlington 
College, New Jersey, of an organ, and the gas fixtures, 
from the college chapel. One would have expected the 
organ to have been on the ‘‘ key’’-vive ; and if not able 
to ‘‘stop” the burglar, at any rate capable of ‘‘ blow- 
ing’? upon him; though, by the way, it should not be 
forgotten that this organ may be accustomed to voluntary 
movements ; and made this one of such. The robbery of 
the gas fixtures is a ‘‘ burning”’ shame, however, unless 
it is supposed that the burglar, having heard of Mr. 
I:dison’s invention, removed the gas fittings merely to 
make room for the electric light apparatus of the 


future. 


Lost by a Neck. 
WHEN men go ‘‘steeple”’ chasing they too often only 
manage to get just inside the churchyard gates, 





that he might have made an antimacassar ior its back if he had 
only crotcheted instead. 

Punctually at one o’clock the artillery salvoed the usual salvo, and 
the martial, not to say partial martial, ceasing his knitting, looked up 
whilst a selection of the fortunate exhibitors began to file past him. 
I did not say that the raised platform was covered with crimson cloth, 
but so it was, and this seemed to have the effect of making everyone 
‘‘reddy’’ when wanted. ; ; ; 

But, bene as the prize-winners footed it by in their various 

groups, they did not form a very brilliant or even interesting cortege. 
‘The members of the juries were also paraded, but, really, a score of 
jurors in swallow-tail coats look so much like twenty exhibitors in 
evening dress that it was an omission of the former not to bring their 
jury boxes with them by way of a distinctive mark. So, too— 
amongst the exhibitors—grand prizes looked quite as awkward as 
diplomas of honour, and gold medals failed to keep step just like silver 
ones, and the whole of the worthy individuals in that dingy and 
dauwdy procession so resembled one another, in fact, that we were all 
very glad when they had marched their little march, and retired into 
the bosoms of their estimable families again until the next exhibi- 
tion. 
Presently it was MacMahon’s turn to say something, and he seemed 
so miserable in saying it that I might have felt for him had it been pitch 
dark or had I been blindfold; as it was broad daylight, however, I 
merely winked at him encouragingly, and said to the Russian ambas- 
sador, who was beside me (I was not sufficiently excited to be beside 
myself), ‘‘ Ah, I should like his speech better if it were not for its 
tone.” Upon which his Excellency replied, ‘‘ Mais oui—but every- 
one’s peach has its stone!’’ which proves, 1 think, either that there 
was once a Russian ‘‘ Josephski Milleroff,” or that our own Jo’s jest 
book has found its Muscovite translator. 

The list of awards was then proclaimed ; and, speaking for myself, I 
did not find it worth /istening too. I doubt if a Liston ever could have 
made it interesting. and at length I ventured to pull the minister's coat- 











a ee ee ee 


















KUN. 181 


Oct. 30, 1878.] 








mouthful I received a visit from a neighbouring magnate who 
admiring the sketch I hada few hours before knocked off, cried, ‘ Name 
your price and name your picture, and it’s mine.’ The price was 
easily named, the picture not so easily, till, bethinking me of the 
material on which it was painted, I said, ‘ Sir, itisa glorious specimen 
of the canvas-back duck,’ and he went on his way rejoicing, leaving 
me weeping tears of gratitude over a very satisfactory handful of 
bank-notes. Bloated Banker, let me recapitulate— 

I stalked the bird, 

I shot the bird, 








tails and beg him to take the list as read; the more so, I might have 
added, as searlet was the prevailing colour. ; 

I am proud to say my protest had its effect, and the music came in 
full twenty minutes earlier than it was expected, a reliet for which the 
Marshal warmly thanked me, when I subsequently had a short chat 
with him, having been presented by an officious chamberlain as the 
Persian Commissioner before I could explain. 

With these introductions the ceremony came to an end, and the 
Exhibition, which began by being opened a fortnight before it was 
ready, was appropriately closed three weeks before it shut up. Since 


Monday my life has seemed to consist of state banquets, tempered by 
fireworks; and at present it would be obviously unsafe to attempt to 
enter into fuller details. 





I painted the bird, 
I stutfed the bird, and 
I ate the bird. 







I gained a wife, I made a dinner, I sold a picture, and I disposed of 
a stuffed ornithological specimen, all off a day’s sport and a single 
bird—a most remunerative day, that,-Sir Moneybags, and I certainly 
think I am justified in saying that with reference to such a day’s 
shooting there is nothing like ‘ making the most of it.’ Better than 
pheasants at twelve shillings apiece—eh ? ’’ 

The rr Banker uttered a deep groan. The humble Artist sprang 
forward, fearing his narrative had been too much for the Man of Gold. 

A moment served to reassure him. It was not a groan—it was a 
snore. Sir Moneybags slumbered sweetly as a new-fledged lamb. 







MAKING THE MOST OF IT. 


eé Y pheasants cost me twelve 
shillings apiece if they cost 
me a farthing,’’ said the 

proud Banker. 
‘“‘Ah!’’ answered the humble 
{rtist, ‘‘ but it isn’t everyone who 
can afford such shooting. Now I 













had a day’s sport last year which 
put more money in my pocket than 
had been there for many a long 
month.”’ 

‘‘Pigeons? Handicaps? Bet- 
ting ?”’ sneered the Banker. 

‘* Nothing of the kind.”’ 

‘¢ Rifles? Wimbledon? Queen’s 
Prize?” 

‘¢ Wrong again.”’ 

Then the proud Banker’s brow 
contracted, and in a tone of wither- 
ing contempt he hissed, 

‘*Poaching? Morning train? 
London poulterers ?”’ 

The humble Artist drew himself 
up (he was a capital hand at draw- 

ing) to his full five feet five, and withered the haughty Banker with the 
intensity of his scorn, as he replied, ‘‘ Though poor, I am proud, Sir 
Moneybags. The insult you have just offered me can only be washed 
out in blood—or by your listening to my story—choose.”’ 

The proud Banker leaned back in his easy chair with a heart-rending 
sigh, while an expression of pain swept across his commonplace features. 

‘‘T will hear the story,’’ he stammered, ‘‘ but as you are young and 
muscular while I am old and feeble, I pray you by all you hold most 
dear to cut it short.” 

‘*[T went out early one morning with my gun,’’ commenced the 
humble Artist, not heeding the wealthy Banker’s piteous petition, ‘‘ and 
strolled along by the sea shore. The tide had been up, but had not 
been tied up, so was running down. I wandered on the sandy strand 
and looked across the pools and ponds left by the receding waves, till 
suddenly I heard a bird.’’ 

‘‘Not poetry !”’ groaned the Banker in a tone of acute suffering. 

‘‘The bird was standing by the sea at some distance from me; he 
was a large bird of akind I had never met with before, so I determined 
to approach him from behind, and for this purpose crept silently over 
the noiseless sand to stalk him.”’ 

‘* Was it a stork you was talking of ?’’ asked the Banker, regardless 
of the ordinary rules of grammar. A single piercing glance from the 
eagle eye of the poor Artist silenced the man of gold and made him 
wriggle uncomfortably in his chair. 

‘* After hours of patient watching and waiting, creeping on all fours, 
hiding behind oyster shells, and covering myself with seaweed the more 
easily to advance on-per-sea-weed, I got within range. Taking care- 
ful aim, I fired. He fell; I rushed forward and eagerly clutched my 
prey, and bore him in triumph to my house.”’ 

‘*Thank you, much obliged,” said the proud Banker; ‘ most 
interesting, I’m sure. Allow me to wish you a very good afternoon.” 

‘‘ Sit down, Sir Moneybags,”’ said the impoverished Artist, fiercely 
omen his wishes with no gentle shove; ‘‘sit down, and hear the 
sequel.”’ 

‘*I took that bird home, and being struck by the beauty of its 
lumage, I placed a new stretched canvas on my easel and made a 
ife-like sketch of him in oil; then I skinned him and sent his body 

down to be cooked ; I stuffed his skin, as he was doomed later to stuff 
mine, abstracting two of the most beautiful feathers which I took with 
me forthwith to the only being I ever loved. She was so overcome 
with pleasurable emotion at the sight of me and the feathers that she 
promised to be mine. I hastened back tomy humble lodgings, merely 
stopping on my way at our local museum to sell the stuffed bird for a 
good round sum, and then chez moi made a hearty though slightly fishy 
meal off the carcase of the poor thing. As I swallowed the last 
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MY MISSION, 


I orTEN reflect, had I never been born, 

What legions of innocent creatures of earth 
Would find their existences cruelly shorn 

Of a natural source of legitimate mirth !’’ 
And when I consider the joy I provide,— 

So cringingly humble an agent as I !— 
You’ll notice my bosom dilating with pride, 

You'll see me, with surfeiting ecstasy, sigh. 


Minutest existences roaming about, 
Mere atoms that baffle the eye as they wend, 
Will come, I assure you, and single me out— 
At once—on the spot—as a natural friend ! 
We’ll take, for example, the gay little fly ; 
Without the remotest suspicion of fear, 
He’ll make, in his confidence, straight for my eye, 
Or buzz for an hour at a stretch in my ear. 


How lucky facilities chance to be near 

To help his enjoying himself as he does ; 
Suppose, for example, I hadn’t an ear— 

Wh , where could the poor little animal buzz ? 
Another, and equally gay, little thing, 

Would find in existence but meagre delight ; 
But little of joy in the Summer and Spring, 

Supposing it hadn’t the Author to bite ! 


The affable beetles that crawl in my shoes 
Whenever they stand in the kitchen at night, 
(Suppose I were out of existence) would lose 
A source of the truest and purest delight. 
A beetle, deprived of the rapture that springs 
From shoes to parade in, were wretched indeed ; 
For shoes, I’ve repeatedly noticed, are things 
The joys of a beetle undoubtedly need. 


The hornet that hovers an inch from my hair, 
Or gives me a shudder by swaggering by, 
Or sits by the hour in my favourite chair 
And warns me away by a threat in its eye ; 
The gracefully glossy, exemplary ants 
That say, on perceiving me: ‘‘ This is a friend ; 
We'll go for a stroll up the leg of his pants 
And calmly and stoutly refuse to descend ”’ ; 


The gnat that rejoices to bite me and raise 

A bump on this sensitive surface of mine, 
And clearly imagines the structure displays 

His skill in construction and taste in design ; 
All these I delight—I’m friend to the lot, 

And nothing but magic or force can induce 
My mind to believe that my body is not 

Designed for their special amusement and use. 


I ought to be proud of the mission I hold 
To think it a privilege sacred and sweet, 
More precious than diamonds, rubies, and gold ; 
I ought to be full of unbounded conceit ; 
I ought to be simply enchanted to give 
These entomoms atoms my fostering care, 
And love and devotion as long as I live— 
But somehow I ain’t and I haven't, and there / 
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‘“MURDER IN_ IRISH.” 


Stranger :—‘*‘ Wuy pip you Give up Homg RvLE WHEN you HAD IT?” Enthusiastic Irishman :—‘** Becavusk WE WOR DESAVED 
AND CAJOWLED AND MURTHERED.”’ Stranger :—‘*I pon’T THINK YOU LOOK MUCH LIKB IT Now.” 
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Physician, Heal Thyself. 


A teacHeR of German named Urban Rock was charged at the 
| Sessions on Wednesday with stealing a pair of opera glasses, and for 
his defence urged that ‘‘ he was in a position to cure all sorts of diseases, 
and had proved his ability to do so, but the doctors declined to listen 
to him, and said that he was a fool and a madman. He wasa 
spiritualist, but nota believer in English spirits. What did the letters 
M.D. mean after a man’s name? Certainly not Doctor of Medicine. 
It might mean mad doctor, murdering devil, or murdering demon, but 
it didn’t. It meant ‘money down.’”’ As the jury found the prisoner 
guilty, we may presume they considered there was more method than 
madness in his composition, a decision with which we agree, though 
| the definition that M.D. means ‘‘ money down”’ proves the man to be 
/amad wag. We are sorry to see the author of so good a joke in such 

a degrading position, and wish we could urge that the misappropriation 
of the opera-glasses was perhaps his idea of a practical joke, that he 
did it jest to while away the time rather than to while away what was 
not his. ‘To steal opera-glasses is, of course, an offence which every- 


The lake at my feet and the mountain above! nt Gat Gas SHEN : <== 


SECOND THOUGHTS. | 


Oh for a home on the Lago Maggiore !— 
Some sweet little place (not excessive in rent) ;— 
Forgetting my hopes and my visions of glory, 
Through life would I linger in quiet content. 
Its children are charming—its music is florid— 
; Its climate is all that a climate can be ; 
| But its cookery’s awful—its dishes are horrid. — 
No home on the Lago Maggiore for me 


Oh for a sojourn in sunny Granada ! 
The charms of that city this pen cannot speak. 
For years could I stay at some pretty posada, 

Where lodging and board would be so much a week, 
? But the merits of soap, among folks that are Spanish, 
‘ Are not as well known as | gladly would see: 

: So my wishes I mildly but firmly will banish— 
§ No sojourn in suony Granada for me! 
: Oh for a nest amid Switzerland’s valleys— 


1 ; Sweet spots where the soul of the wanderer dallies . oe 
yi All day between fancies of nature and love. Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
. And yet (as I know not a word of the lingo)— HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 


Supposing the natives and | disagree, 
Explanations would not be so easy, ‘by jingo !— 
No nest amid Switzerland's v alleys for me ! for me! 
and concentrated and other pre 
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AND ONE SLICE OF LEMON.”’ 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO 





“A RUMMER,”? 


Hairdresser :—‘*‘ WovuLp YOU LIKE A LITTLE BAY RUM, SIR? It’s NOT EXTRA: INCLUDED IN THB CUTTING, SIR.” 
Jocose Customer :—‘‘ VERY CHEAP INDEED; AS IT’S A COLD NIGHT I WILL TAKE A DROP HOT, THANK YOU; TWO KNOBS TO THE TUMBLER 


IDOLS OF THE DAY. | 


By a ConFIRMED IDYLLER. 





No. XIX.—LE PREMIER PAS—QUI COUTE. 





HEN I was young I’ve 
Ww heard old fogies say 


(It was about the time 
when Jtussia’s arms 

And Britain’s were opposed in 
dread hostility)— 

In speaking of the first success 
achieved 

By some young friend who'd, 
buckling on 

The armour of his self-reli- 
ance, dashed, 

Fearless and in high hope, 
into the world 

And that world’s conflict—I 
have heard them say, 

‘‘ The lad has won his Alma, 
he’s all right.”’ 


Since then, with all the power 
I had, I strove, 


With all the energy and all the intellect, 

‘To win my Alma, if it might be. For 

Who wins his Alma all things wins—who fails 
For ever fails— that was the theory. 

And Straniry was the Atma J would win; ; 
But, need I say, I failed exceedingly ? 


Yet, as two friends engaging in a chate, 
One strong and fleet of foot, the other weak,” 


VOL. XXVIII. 


[ Consternation of Barber. 





And suddenly the weaker stops and cries, 

‘*T cannot on,”’ and then, all-panting, shouts 
And urges on his friend with joyous cries, 
Rejoicing in his friend’s success—so I 

Fair Atma’s chase—with Fame for quarry—con, 
And shout exultantly, ‘‘ On, Stanizy, on!” 


GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURS. 





NOVEMBER. 

CLEAN your pots and pans ; this may be done in the scullery. Make 
provision for g1ioss feeders—they will not require table napkins. 
Whatever people may say about the duties of hospitality, tie strangers 
in the open air to stakes. Keep an eye cn your tender natives; 
they still fetch more than 2s.adczen. RoJjl your paths and grass 
plots over and over again, if you are strong enough. Dig out roots. 
This can be done indoors in the evening, if you havealexicon. Some 
setting will have to be got through this month, but you will find a 
setter more plague than profit ina garden. Plant stocks of fruit- 
trees—those of the parish have gone cut of use. Also things for 
forcing ; amongst these may be included the birch, which your 
children will, of course, rejoice to find planted when wanted. Store 
carrots For this hair-dressers in the north have special opportunities. 
Move standards. This may be done from Clerkenwell to Hyde Park. 
Plant rhubarb in rows— for instance, in Bedford Row— and let us know 
the result of the experiment. ‘Trench vacant ground; the proprie- 
tors may cr may not thank ycu for volunteering to prepare it for 
building operations. Clear your fruit trees of the Jast fruit left, if this 
bas not been done for you long before. An authority advises amateurs 
to go over their peach and nectarine trees swiftly with a besom, 
but this mode of locomoticn savours of witchcratt. ‘Take potted 
mignonette indoors, if you have any. Jor our own part we prefer to 
take marmalade. 
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THE MINISTERIAL VISIT TO CYPRUS. 


(From Our Extra-Specrat Reporter.) 
Larnaca, Oct. 29th, 1878. 
We are in a state of great excitement here—I won’t say a fever of 
excitement, because we get so much fever of other sorts*—in anticipa- 
tion of a visit from the First Lord of the Admiralty and the Secretary 
of State for War, and in anticipation of their arrival treble doses of 





















4 f | quinine are being served round. You see Sir Garnet wishes to be able 
i ¥ | to muster a guard of honour for his distinguished visitors without 
:? | dressing up any of the natives in spare British uniforms or borrowing 
4, any marines from Admiral Commerell. His greatest trouble is about 
mS | his staff though. He could muster a tolerably strong one, it is true, 
pee) | were he to permit his officers to follow him in Bath chairs; but he is 
-; | anxious to avoid so unmilitary looking an adjunct to his escort ; for 
aL , when you come to trotting and caracoling and all that kind of thing, 
why a Bath chair is nowhere, you must admit. Or, rather, it issome- 


where, for it is in the way. 

However, the most advanced convalescents are being crammed with 
chicken broth, and eggs beaten up in gojit’s milk, and tinned oysters 
and the like, so that I hope they may'be able to take a part in the 
reception, even if we have to tie them on their horses’ backs. 

The natives, who are all wags in their assorted ways, place a strange 
construction on the fact that Messrs. Smith and Stanley are coming 
just as the wet weather commences. ‘‘Oh,’’ say they, ‘‘ we under- 
stand it very well. When they come our new Queen will begin to 
L, reign in earnest. For is it not now the proper rainy season?’’ And 
they then draw long whifts at their pipes, and chuckle o’er their coffee 
with most refreshing glee. 

Sir Garnet Wolseley, who has kept himself up wonderfully so far— 
and kept down the more troublesome natives with equal success—will 
show his distinguished guests over the island, and it may please their 
respective families to learn that all possible precautions are to be taken 
on their behalf. ‘Thus, care has been exercised in providing a store of 
quinine and in hiring and furnishing two of the most comfortable and 
airy bedrooms that could be procured at each of the probable halting- 
places of the ministers ; so that at the worst they will take to their 
beds under the most favourable circumstances, and need be under no 
suspicion as to the sheets or bed-tick. 

The Governor's first act, it is understood, will be to lay before 
Colonel Stanley the designs for seven palatial hospitals to be imme- 
diately erected (with the Government’s sanction) at various points in 
the island; as well as the necessary plans for the preparation of a 
similar number of military cemeteries. A request is also to be made 
for a strong reinforcement of chaplains (those with an experience of a 
thriving metropolitan cemetery preferred). 

In case the Ministry decline to sanction the above works, Sir Garnet 
is prepared to lay before Mr W. H. Smith an alternative plan, pro- 
viding for the withdrawal of the British garrison and oflicials toa 
series of floating batteries placed at due intervals round the island, 
and from which the Government is to be carried on as far as possible 
by signal during the unhealthy season of the year. 

There are also whispers of a proposed convention with Russia, by 
which we agree to evacuate Cyprus, and that Power guar:ntees to 
send 20,000 of her troops to garrison the island, and to change them 
every twelve months. I can only say that if the Czar has indeed 
agreed to carry out such an undertaking, Lord Beaconsfield has 
| effected a supremely clever bit of statecraft, the result of which would 
. be that Russia, as a military power, will in the course of a few years 
cease to exist. 

P.S —If you come to think, the difference between ‘‘ Cyprus’’ and 
** Cypress"’ is not very tree-mendous, is it? 
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: Mischievous Invective. 
Mr. D. Kearney, the leader of the new working men’s party in the 


oe - 
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United States, has lately made an addition to the vocabulary of politi- 
5 cal abuse by denouncing an adversary asa ‘‘ hoary-headed leech” 
‘ty and a ‘*coupon-clipping vampire.’’ These terms open up quite a 
¢ vista of similarly constructed ones, and we may expect to hear of 
a ‘‘club - footed centipedes,’’ ‘‘bottled-nosed spiders,’’ ‘* pension- 
if > sucking earwigs,”’ ‘* bandy-legged May bngs,’’ ‘‘ place-hunting 
$ caterpillars,’’ ‘* stiff-necked worms,’”’ and all the rest of it, during 
the next presidential campaign. 
? Extra Judicial Functions. 


at . .* - . 
hr Now that Sir Henry Hawkins has been elected, by the unanimous 
vote of the Jockey Club, to be one of its honorary members, is it 
useless to hope that we shall some day see him at Epsom, or New- 


market, acting as ‘‘ Judge’’? 





* (And yet, according to the telegrams we receive, you were reported quite lately 
to be very much out of sorts in Cyprus. There seems to be some contradiction 
% here.— Ep. Fun.] 
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pe ople like that. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Tue ProruHetT IN spirits—Dereat or Hicos—Tips FoR THE 
Liverroot Cur anp LancasHire Hanpicar. 

THe Cave, Wednesday last. 
Dear Enitor,—Hip, hip, hip! hooray! hooray! hooray! (once more) 
hooray! My spirits are at the highest point and I am once more the 
gay and light-hearted prophet of old. Not only has my brilliant 
Cambridgeshire success, following closely upon the heels of my equally 
brilliant Cesarewitch ditto, placed me in a position of affluence 
hitherto unprecedented in the career of anybody whatever—not even 
excepting the Baron Rothschild, or a gentleman well known to a 
remote ancestor of mine, one Croesus—but I have escaped the 
clutches and defeated the machinations of the malevolent, but now 
baffled, Higgs! I'll tell you all about it next week, but business first 
and pleasure after. The Liverpool Autumn Cup and the Great Lan- 

cashire Handicap await my attention. 
Tir FoR THE Cup. 


(There’s many a slip 
’T wixt the Cup and the Tip.) 
List to the oracle, guider of pelf, 
Backing the Jester’s judicious economy, 
The backer of Pageant’s a pay-gent himself, 
Mark, not regardless, the claims of Isonomy. 
Master Kildare with Shillelagh contrives 
To circumvent Sefton—whose chance is precarious— 
But if it is Rylstove’s or if it’s Lord Clive’s, 
The winner will be, of a surety, hilarious. 
The concluding line of the following tip contains a gentle hint, but 
I fear me there is small chance of it being universally taken. 


Tip FoR THE HANDICAP. 


Tell us, oracle, old chap, 
On the winner’s side shall we be, 
In Lancaster's Handicap 
With the Jester or Belphebe ? 


Hangs the weary Pilgrimage 
On our spirits likea millstone? 

Is Isonomy the rage ? 
Must we keep our eye on Ry/lstone? 


Who’s to win and who’s to lose 
We have indicated clearly, 

Let the public come and choose, 
Sending us their winnings merely. 


Tam, c., TROPHONIUS. 


DECORATIVE ARTS. 


Str Henry and Lady Layard dined with the Sultan, of course, on 
Tuesday. His Majesty personally invested Lady Layard with the 
Turkish order for ladies, the Queen’s authorisation having been 
granted. fous 

It is understood that the English exhibitors in Paris will not be 
allowed to accept the decorations intended for them by tne French 
Government. 

We beg to supplement the information contained in ths two 
paragraphs foregoing. 

‘Lhe English exhibitors at the Paris Exhibition are nobodies —mere 
manufacturers, inventors, artists, industrial reformers, and all that 
kind of thing. ‘They only took their goods across to show that the 
finest products of English art and industry were worthy of recogni- 
tion and admiration beside the masterpieces of other nations. ‘They 
just went to teach and to be taught. /JVe never think of decorating 
You shan’t decorate them! 

Lady Layard is the wife of Sir Henry Austin Layard—which is 
already a good deal. She collected money for the Turks. She 
praised the Turks. She didn’t believe in Bulgaria. She is sorry for 
poor dear Achmet, and she dines with the Sultan every week, and has 
the important fact telegraphed. Decorate her! I should say so. 
Weren't civilised (English and Turkish) decorations made to reward 
services like hers? Rather. 


At the recent marriage of Lord Lyttelton it is stated that as the 
bride and her father entered the church the choir, composed of male 
and female voices, sang ‘* How welcome was the call,”’ which certainly 
reads as though Lady Lyttelton had been extremely glad of his 
lordship’s offer. The report goes on to say ‘‘after the address 
another appropriate hymn was sung.’’ We should think the most 
appropriate thing under the circumstances would have been ‘‘ Off she 
goes.”’ 


Mortro FoR SHERE ALI.—Cavendo tutus:—It would be safest to 
sé . . 9 
cave in. 
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LIKELY TALES! 


No. V.-THE CROWDED BALL. 


Whenever my country oflicially makes 

Ridiculous blunders and foolish mistakes, 

With public processions and pageants and things, 

My scathing contempt on the matter it brings, 
And this is the phrase (with a sneer) I advance :— 
‘¢ How very much better they manage in France.”’ 


I’m not very ‘‘ travelled,’’ to tell you the truth,— 
My wits are the wits of a ‘‘ home-keeping youth ”’ ; * 
The folly and weakness, however, I probe 
Of every country there is on the globe, 
By showing (whenever I notice a chance) 
‘© How very much better they manage in France.’ 


And now I’m about to recount in my rhymes 

The greatest fiasco of moder-en times, 

About an assemblage—the sort to which fall 

The adjective ‘‘ Court’’ and the substantive ‘‘ Ball” — 
The course of the tale will reveal at a glance 
‘* How very much better they manage in France.”’ 


‘¢The Court’”’ had invited, I’m credibly told, 

(Say) double the number the palace would hold, 

A Boxing-night crush at the Drury Lane pit, 

Compared with this crowd, would be nothing to it. 
They couldn't retreat and they couldn’t advance— 
‘* How very much better they manage in France.” 


Some (early arrived) to the dancing-room got, 

But rapidly found it unbearably hot, 

‘‘ There’s no ventilation,’’ they cried, in complaint, 
While ladies would, here and there, gracefully faint, 

And no one had feathers or salts or a lance— 

‘¢ How very much better they manage in France.” 
There was but one stair, which they sought with a rush, 
But met the full force of the incoming crush ; 

They struggle and push and they surge and they ‘‘ shove,”’ 
With shrieks from below, and with cries from above— 


’ 


‘‘ The weak to the wall, ’’—for they haven’t a chance— 


‘* How very much better they manage in France. ”’ 














* ** Home-keeping youths have ever homely wits.” — Shakespeare—ahem ! 


The people outside—who half cover the street, — 
a 
Get bothered and mixed with the animals’ feet, 
| And ladies’ costumes, the c/ef a’ouvres of Worth, 
Are torn from their backs, and down, down to the earth 
Are trampled the dresses designed to entrance 
‘* How very much better they manage in France. ’ 


There's elbowing, fainting and panting for breath, 
There’s scrstching, and bruising, and squeezing to death, 
| The men unsuccessfully try to get clear, 

The women are shrieking, and sobbing with fear, 

Which horses increase by beginning to prance— 

‘* How very much better they manage in France. ”’ 


For France, pioneer of fair courtesy, ne’er 
Would tolerate such a disgraceful affair, 
She never would bid to a ball, without ruth, 
Her dames and her nobles, her beauty and youth, 
Where some couldn’t breathe, and the rest couldn’t dance— 


Hullo! Why they tell me it happened in France ! 


‘* Rougan”’ Treatment. 


At Sheflield, the other day, three labourers were convicted of highway 
'robbery. ‘They attacked an elderly man named Smith, who lifted his 
fist up, and, to use his own words in court, gave one of them ‘‘ one fair 
on the top o’ the nose, marking him so that he could tell him again.’’ 

| We certainly commend old Mr. Smith’s prompt action in this matter. 
| To break a man’s nose in order that he could tell him again is what we 
| should call a very Anowing proceeding on his part. As the garotter 
appeared in Court, with his nose broken, or in other words, with very 
marked features, Mr. Smith may congratulate himself on being a 
man who ‘*‘ has made his mark,’’ and also upon having decisively 
proved that A labourer is worthy of his ire. . 


Ko-hatitude is Nothing. 
Tuere is great scarcity of water at Kohat, says a Standard telegram. 
Then our troops should ‘* not stand on the order of their going out, 
but Ko-bat oace’”’ from such a draughty place. 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





[r once was Mury Regina, but it has always been and ever will be 


‘* Mare Wrecks,’’ we fear. 


| A FRIEND tn-knead for the Seuittayv.—Baker Pacha. 











A Naughty-cal Freak. 


At Brighton, on Monday, three men 
were charged with stealing a yacht, in the 
possession of which they were captured 
about ten miles down Channel en route to 
America. The defence set up was that 
the accused had gone off with the vessel 
in a drunken freak, and the jury returned 
a verdict of guilty, but not with a felonious 


intention. How they could be guilty of fe } 
Aas 


stealing without committing a felony isa dain 
thing de jure only understood. The men ne 


were discharged, but we think that they 
ought to understand that whate’er they 
sees upon the seas they are not allowed to 


seize upon at this season of the year. 


Fishy. 

Ir is stated that the herring fishery, 
hitherto an entire failure at Lowestoft, 
has taken a turn. On Saturday several 
boats made £100 by their night's catch. 
As this amount may be called « good 
round sum, the herring fishery may be 
said to have taken a good round turn. 











Hoop la! 

Tue Whitehall Review says that ‘* Hoops 
will be most certainly worn this winter.’’ 
We don’t know whether it be true that 
ladies have decided to wear hocps, but we 
know certain gentlemen who have evi- 
dently made up their minds to wur 
whoops. 


Tuat old public favourite, Mr. J. B. 
Buckstone, being in necessitous circum- 
stances, a subscription has been set on foot 
by the Editor of the Whitehall Review, 
who is to be greatly commended for thus 
giving the worthy veteran a Legge up. 
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CITY INTELLIGENCE, 





Cynical Man (to man in armour preparing for Lord Mayor's show) :—‘* Ou, Aw, DON’T YoU 


GRUMBLE, YOU ARE WELL UP FOR TIN.’’ 


Man in Armour :-—‘‘ Like A GOOD MANY OTHER CITY GENTS, ALL OUTS! 


DE SHamM.”” 


LLL a, 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER.—(BY ONE WHO HAS BEEN A TENANT.) 
No.9. THE DRAINS AND DUSTHOLE WITTICISM. 
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1. ‘* Now,”’ says tne tenant, ** tell me how you've arranged the drain-pipes; I always like to know where to find ’em.’’ 2. *‘ Oh, first-class drainage!” you reply. 
** First of all, you see, I've brought the pipes down a corner of the dining-room; (3) then through the pantry, where there s a ventilating trap ; (4) then there's the 
waste-pipe, which ventilates the drains into the cistern, (5) and another pipe ventilating ’em into the breaktast-room; (6) then the drains run through a store- 
cupboard ; (7) then they bend up and down a bit; (S) and finally slant upwards, with «ll the joints the wrong way, to the main-drain.” 9. ‘‘ Then I've ventilated 
the oven into the drawing-room, which’ll help to warm the room tremendously; (10) and I’ve put your dusthole cl se under the breakfast-room.”’ 
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RUSSIAN CRACKERS. 


Mr. Buill:—‘‘ CONFOUND THE FELLOW, WITH HIS TRICKS AND HIS SNEAKING 


HIM ONLY PUT HIS HEAD OUT, AND I’?LL—~” 
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ROUND THE CORNER. 
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PHOTOGRAPHIC CELEBRITY. 
'AM a young man of limited 
income and unlimited prejudices. 
I have no occupation beyond that 
of lounging, and I indulge in 
no recreation beyond looking in 
at shop windows. It was some 
months since that my attention 
was first drawn to a photographic 
portrait conspicuously displayed 
for sale, representing a young 
lady of surpassing loveliness. I 
had been absent from my accus- 
tomed town haunts for a week or 
two, and had to appeal to a friend 
for information. 

‘‘ Who is it?’’ he repeated after 
me, smiling. ‘‘ Why, I thought 
everybody by this time was fa- 
miliar with the face of Miss Adela 
Adams.”’ 

Before I had completed my customary round that 





He was right. 
day I was as familiar with Miss Adela Adams as if I had known her 


In every stationer’s window, in every book- 
seller’s shop, I was confronted by her. Miss Adela Adams in a 
snowstorm; Miss Adela Adams in a wheelbarrow. On skates she 
sniggered at me, on horseback she stared at me, from flowers she 
smiled at me, from vacancy she ogled me, behind curtains she peeped 
at me ; in a court dress, in a yachting dress, in a temper, in a balloon ; 
drinking a toast, crossing a stile, washing her hands ; half face, three- 
quarter face, full face ; front view, side view, back view ; the portrait 
of Adela Adams pervaded every thoroughfare, until I hated and 
loathed the sight of her photographic image and shrank shuddering 
from the shop windows, once my greatest pleasure. 

It was in vain I eschewed those windows where I knew I was likely 
to see her face, that face the horror of which speedily became a 
monomania with me. The bust of Adela Adams confronted me in 
marble, in parian, in plaster, in terra-cotta; indiarubber tobacco 
pouches modelled her charms, fifth-rate dance music sought a market 
through the gorgeously emblazoned representation of her beauty, 
cheap restaurants named their dishes after her, American bars invented 
«new drink in her honour. Go where I would, turn which way I 
might, she was ever present to me, and I was in a fair way of being | 
Adela-Adams-ed into a lunatic asylum. 

No words can express the horror that her constantly recurring 
representations in every form caused me. I foreswore my customary 
walks, and shut myself in my chamber, but all to no avail; friends | 
brought me her last new photograph, newspapers chronicled her | 
movements, street boys sung her charms. In despair I turned and | 
fled. In the dead of night, when the shops were all closed, I took my | 
departure, and at breakfast next morning I was seated at my aunt's | 


from my boyhood. 


| 
} 





table in a remote country district two hundred miles from London. 
‘You couldn’t have come at a luckier time, my dear boy,”’ said my 

aunt. ‘‘I have always urged you to marry, and now a lady in every | 

way suited to you is staying in the house—I expect her down every | 


moment. She is well-known in London, I believe—Miss Adams.”’ 
Well known! I started with such vehemence as to upset my 
chair. 


‘¢7—_T—aunt?’’ I gasped; ‘‘Z stoop to become the husband of a 
living photograph, to be pointed at as the insignificant proprietor 
of——”’ 

‘‘Hush!” said my aunt, ‘‘she comes.”’ 

I heard the rustle of a dress, but shivering with horror dared not | 
lift my eyes from the ground, as my aunt in her sweetest tones intro- | 
duced us. Was it for this I had fled from London? Had I escaped | 
the counterfeit only to encounter the reality ? | 

Slowly and timorously I raised my eyes witha feeling of repugnance 
no language can adequately describe, but when my gaze rested on her | 
face I experienced a joyous reaction, an ecstatic pleasure, a gleeful | 
delight which I had not known for many a weary day. 

Miss Adams was the very plainest young lady I had ever seen in my | 
life ! 

‘‘ Are you?—is it possible ?—can it be?—have I the honour of 
addressing the celebrated Miss Adams?”’ I stammered. 

‘‘T believe,’’ she replied, sweetly smiling—(oh, such a mouth !)— 
‘‘T believe the two large fortunes I have just inherited have given me 
some little London fame, but nothing compared to that of my beautiful 
namesake.” 

‘‘ Namesake!’’ I gasped, ‘‘ then you have not been photographed ?”’ 

‘* Never.”’ 

‘‘ Swear you never will be.”’ 

‘¢T swear.” 

‘¢ And your fortune is really considerable.”’ 

“Ta 
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‘Then, dearest,’’ I said, enfolding her cumbrous waist with my 
arm, and gazing affectionately into her strikingly unhandsome face ; 
‘*then, dearest, | am yours.” 

We were married the day before yesterday. 


-_ 


A SONG OF CAUTION. 


We may study the share lists like ‘‘ cartes’’ of a feast, 
In doubt which investment or dish may be best ; 

And when Railways are ‘‘down’’ in North, South, West and East, 
May turn to ‘‘ The Bank ”’ as a haven of ‘ Rest.’’ 

O ’tis better by fur to live at ease, 
With dividends small, but sure, content, 

Than exist ’neath the sword of Damocles 
In the shape of interest at twelve per cent. ! 

And remember the saying of one who is dead, 
But who lives in our hearts in a warm glory-glow— 

England’s great ‘‘ Iron Duke ’’—who so wisely has said, 
‘* When interest is high, the security’s low!” 


When the wants of a nation, or say of its king, 
Press the ruler’s head down with a crown of care: 
He ‘‘ goes in”’ for a loan ! and sweet solace ’twill bring 
To all ‘‘in the swim,” and to ‘‘ Bull”’ and to “‘ Bear’’! 
Laputan and Brobdingnagian loan 
Must be introduced on the Stock Exchange ; 
What ‘‘ Syndicates’’ pocket must ne’er be aown, 
Nor people think any assertion strange ! 
But remember the saying of one who is dead, 
Yet who lives in our hearts in a warm glory-glow— 
England’s great ‘‘ Iron Duke ’’—who so wisely has said, 
‘* When interest is high, the security’s low !”’ 





A WONDERFUL SHILLING’S-WORTH! 


WE wish to call the attention of our readers to the fact that ‘*‘ Hood’s 
Comic Annual is now ready.’’ Our connection with the work renders 
it impossible for us to express in these pages our opinion of its exalted 
merits, for it would ill become us to indulge in the panegyrics which 
we feel to be its due. At the same time we cannot help remarking 
that it is undoubtedly the best shilling’s-worth extant ; its art is grace- 
ful and refined, its humour seductive and irresistible, its satire 
trenchant and scathing, while its pathos is touching and sublime. In 
its pages the best authors and the best artists have given us their best 
productions—the present writer having contributed a neat thing or 
two in his happiest vein. To newly-married couples it is indispen- 
sable, as no house can be said to be properly Secniohed, and no gentle- 
man’s library complete, without it. It cures ear-ache, face-ache, 
tooth-ache, and heart-ache; it restores beauty and preserves the 
temper, is not injured by time, will keep in any climate, cannot get 
out of order, softens the hearts of obdurate fair ones and pressing 
creditors, and exchanges old limps for new ones. Young men who 
have just enlisted and heirs cut off with a shilling cannot lay out their 
money to better advantage than in the purchase of this remarkable 
production. Copies have been sent to the Emperor of Russia, the 
Ameer of Afghanistan, and the principal members of Her Majesty’s 
Government, so that peace is assured, and the country will at length 
enjoy tranquillity and happiness. We should much like to give the 
book a word or two of praise, but, as we have already remarked, our 
position precludes the possibility of our doing so. ; 


A DRAMATIC MEDLEY. 


Jeames was Sara’’s Young Man and valet to Lord Dundreary. They 
were bound to Kerry, on board H.M.S. Pinafore. They had had 
Shrimps for Two, and, while removing the Cups and Saucers, he wove 
The Golden Wreath of Ambition, and evolved from his skill in 
Diplomacy A Message fiom the Sea that would give pleasing Memories 
of The Rendczvous to The Rivals, those Beauties of the Beach, viz., 
Genevieve de Brabant and Angela, otherwise on'lod La Jolie Parfumeuse. 
**O, Idol of my heart,” it ran, ‘‘ will you take A Cup of Tea with me 


| at Our Club or in Unele Tom's Cabin ? “There will be only Little Doetor 


Faust, Tie Two Orpnans, The Corsican Brothers, and another of Our 
Boys. I am bound like Mazeppa to the Whirligig of my passion, and 
feel the woes of Tantalus, but am Proof against despair.” . . . 
Just then 4 Fearful Fog came on, acry of Land Ahead was heard, 
and the ship went ashore on Delicate Ground. 


Startling Paradox. 

Weare aszured, on the most reliable authority, that in Iceland down 

is up! (‘‘ Downy” readers will doubtless take the hint, and buy in 
their eider-down quilts for the winter, ere the price rises still higher). 


A song the Indian Commissariat would like to sing—‘‘ The Camels 
are Coming.”’ 
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AUTUMN. 


By a Lapy. 


Prare not to me of Autumn’s hues, 
The golden beauty of the fall; 
I hate the chill October dews, 
Poor Summer's cold and clammy pall. 
‘Tis very well with pen to praise 
Autumnal tints on bough and stem, 
The glowing sunsets it displays— 
They come at five o’clock, p.m. 


I very much prefer the Spring, 
For Summer then is looming near, 
I cannot bear the months that bring 
The Winter-time so dark and drear. 
*Tis very well to flee the town, 
This time of year abroad to roam, 
But when the leaves are turning brown 
I am condemned to stay at home. 


Look out upon the dismal street— 
The cheap amusement is denied 
Of watching passers ; saving feet, 
Umbrellas scrutiny deride. 
To think not long ago ’twas light 
At nine o’clock ; and down the stream 
When evenings were warm and bright, 
You floated with——it seems a dream ! 
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I have a mind to leap, I own— 
The suicidal month is nigh— 

TF'rom one of those grey piles of stone 
In Summer-time we floated by. 

I have been likened to a rose, 
Oh dear, if it were only true ! 

I dsleep while horrid Autumn goes, 
And wake again when roses do ! 
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Reckless Returns. 


CAREFUL manipulation of figures in public returns is 
most certainly to be desired ; but there is an exception 
even to this rule, and we could fain wish that the weekly 
statistics furnished by Lloyds’ were of a more wreck- 
less character. They couldn’t be too wreckless, indeed, 


to please us. 


~~ * 


=~ - 
* 


‘4 
Cs 

4 

“ 
* 


om * 


rT 
PASSING REMARKS.” 
Sensitive Young Person :—‘‘ ARB YOU FOLLOWING ME, sIR?”’ 
Stolid Individual:—‘*‘ WRLL, REALLY, MISS, YOU WALK sO RAPIDL ¥ THAT 
I was, nut I’M GOING TO PAss YOU now.’’ 
{ 


ae aX 


ee 
* 


them on the spot. My principles consisted simply of this :—Never to 


SECURING AN EASY CONSCIENCE. 
An ImmoraL Lgsson. 


A man’s principles are a terrible bugbear and a prolific source of 
uneasiness to their owner; and yet people cannot get through life 
without some sort of principles, except, of course, those people who are 
utterly devoid of all principles and carefully keep so, and make a 
prec of keepi no, we needn't except those people, I see. 

*rinciples are so onerous to carry out that the process occupies the 


allow anybody to cheat me, and always to get my rights. This would 
be irksome at the outset, I thought, and on/y at the outset; it would 
he necessary to make one or two efforts, and then mankind would 
learn to know me and give me all my rights. Now, on that very day, 
the day of my coming into my principles, I had to make a journey of 
a few hundred miles, and intended to return the next day. I took a 
cab to the railway station, and had to cross a bridge in the cab; when 
I had arrived at the railway (just in time for the train) I discovered 
that the bridge tollman had given me a bad threepenny-piece, so I 


whole of one’s time, and yet one dare not leave them uncarried out 

for fear of the subsequent gnawing and scratching of one’s conscience. 

I say all this stereotyped truism in order to illustrate the state of my | 
views On my entering into existence for the first time about a hundred | 
and thirty years ago. ‘‘This is an unusually long life fora man!” | 
the Reader—(I do hope this piece of letterpress will have one reader | about the fare, and, on his abusing me, gave him in charge, and 
among the thousands who take in this paper, I can’t expect it to have | attended to charge him; I had now lost the second train, and had now 
more than one, because that one will warn everybody else not to read | to go by the night train. As the night train was about to start, the 
it)—will say ; but I divided the period of time mentioned into three | porter who was carrying my portmanteau was impertinent, so I 
lives, that number being necessary to the solving of a point I par- | stopped to complain to the station-master, and missed that train. 
ticularly wished to solve. Immediately I was born I grasped fully | However, I arrived again in time for the first train next morning, and 
the difficulties in the path of beings who have to get along in the same | started in it ; at the first station I got out to have a glass of ale; asthe 
world with principles; I perceived that if a man cou/d succeed in | ale was sour I demanded to have my money back; this was refused, 
uniting the two antagonistic things, Principle and Ease of Mind, | but I was determined to have my rights and my train left me there. 
he would have done the greatest work performable by man. And soI1 | I took a bed at that town, and procured a summons against the buftet- 


made the cabman drive back to the bridge to have my rights about the 
coin, but the tollman would not give me my rights, whereupon 
I made a memorandum in my note-book to summon him; then 
I drove back to the station, and quarrelled with the cabman 
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determined to attempt this task. The years of infancy, childhood, 
and youth were most irksome to me after this, and dragged wearily ; 
I was panting to reach the time of life at which I could commence to 
make my attempt, for I knew well enough, and fumed at the circum- 
sta nce, that I could not really form any regular principles before the 
age of twenty-one or thereabout; and for many, many dragging years 
before this I had fully and minutely determined on every branch of 
the principles which I intended to form when the right age came. 
For the six months before my twenty-first birthday I had no rest; I 
could not sit still for five minutes; I never slept, from continual 
longing for the day on which I should burst into my principles; and 
when my birthday dawned I clutched at my principles and asserted 


| keeper ; the magistrate gave the decision against me; I gave notice of 
appeal, and then proceeded on my journey to my original destination. 


The object of my journey had been to receive a sum of money from a 
party who was going abroad; when I arrived, a few days late, he had 
gone abroad with my sum of money. I now determined to devote my 
years, if necessary, to pursuing him and getting my rights; I went 
abroad after him ; my various summonses went against me by default ; 
after a year or two of pursuing the man abroad, my affairs at home 
went all wrong, and I lost half my capital; then I found, in a very 
old copy of a local newspaper that some writer had made libellous 
comments on my conduct in the buffet business ; this brought me back 
to England, and I spent nearly all the rest of my capital in proseouting 
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him, appealing against two adverse decisions, and travelling fifteen 
times between England and Africa in my search for the man with my 
sum of money (about fifty pounds). As I was travelling through 
Southern Italy with the little that remained of my capital, I was taken 
by brigands, and my money and I were separated; however, the 
chief's daughter—a very charming young person—secretly came to 
me, and whispering, ‘‘ Here is your money—flee !”’ placed my own 
leathern purse in my hands. I emptied the contents into my hand- 
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kerchief and counted them carefully. When I had been captured 
there had been in that purse two thousand one hundred and seventy- 
nine pounds seventeen and twopence in notes and gold; eight and 
twopence was now wanting to the amount. ‘‘No,’’ I said to the 
chief's daughter ; ‘‘ I am very, very much obliged to you, but it is my 
principle never to go until I have my entire rights—I want eight and 
twopence more. Please get it forme.’’ But while she was trying to 
get 1t our plan was discovered, my money was again forfeited, and I 
was turned adrift upon the world, penniless, and with my ears cut off. 
Then—then I sat down on a stone to look into the state of my mind. 
I had failed in my great life-long endeavour—my mind was anything 
but easy. . ° * 

Then I went to a hermit I knew, who was reputed to be greatly 
skilled in sorcery. ‘‘I crave a boon,’’ I said; ‘‘I regret to say I 
have wasted an entire life in the pursuit of wrong principles. Will 
you cause me to begin life anew, in order that I may have a fair 
chance of testing another set of principles which may be more suc- 
cessful?’’ He acquiesced readily; he waved his wand, and I im- 
mediately found myself in the original home of my childhood, a newly- 
born babe. I now determined to wholly reverse my principles ; 
instead of insisting on having my rights at all times, I would let 
everything go easily, and avoid contention of any kind with any- 
body. The same dragging years of childhood and youth to go 
through again! I got through them, however, arrived again 
at my twenty-first birthday, and assumed my new principles 
at once. I had to start on the very same journey as before 
(for circumstances and all other surroundings had been renewed with 
my re-birth). I hired the same cab, received the same bad three- 
penny piece from the bridge toll-man, but said nothing about it; 
paid the cabman the fare he demanded with a smile and a shrug of 
the shoulders, and went into the station ; but I had missed my train 
in consequence of my having made no objections to the cabman’s 
getting down on the way at three several public houses to drink a glass 
with each of three friends. However, 1 strolled into the booking- 
office and waited at the hole for the clerk to attend to me, and, 
waiting thus, I lost the next train ; but there was still the evening 
train, and, waiting patiently for a porter to put my portmanteau into 
that, I lost it and had to go by the next morning’s one. I got out at 
the same first station, and, waiting for the barmaid to serve me with 
a glass of ale, let my train leave me there. But I went on by the 
next train, and, not having stayed so long on my way as in my first 
existence, found the party from whom I was to receive my sum of 
money, just going abroad. ‘‘ By the way,” he said, ‘‘I find I shall 
require your bit of cash to make up some deficiencies of mine; I’ll 
borrow it of you.’’ I began a mild expostulation, I offered strong 
objections ; vut he snatched up his hat and made off at once, and, true 
to my principles, I let the thing go and refrained from making a fuss 
or pursuing him. But, oh, all this time had the horrors of my con- 
science been creeping ever more and more strongly upon me! A 
gnawing dissatisfaction in regard to my weakness about the bad 
threepenny, a sensation like mental indigestion in connection with my 
letting the ticket-clerk and the porters slight me as they would slight 
a feeble lamb, a worrying remorse about the barmaid, and a sickening 
torture touching the matter of the party who had gone abroad. 

Some years after, my stockbroker, who had been disastrously 
dabbling with my capital (which I had asked him to invest as he 
considered best), lost the greater part of it ; so I went and expostulated 
a little with him, and after a few more years invested another 
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slice of my money in a most lucrative venture, got up by a 
great friend of mine, who got rid of my investment in about 
a fortnight. I had some suspicions as to the straightforwardness 
of the whole proceeding, on seeing that my friend was anything 
but poorer himself after the calamity; but I only appealed 
to his sympathy and put it to him in a brotherly way, and he 
wept with me; but, oh, the gnawing of my conscience over this 
weakness and want of self-help on my part. After this I invested the 
remainder of my capital in the 3 per cents, and lived humbly upon it ; 
but I was always losing it, little by little, for want of asserting my 
rights ; so, after a few years more I drew out all the money [ had left, 
and resolved to take it on the continent with me, away from the 
dangers from wh'ch it was never free when surrounded by my friends ; 
and as I was travelling through Southern Italy, my money was made 
the subject of demand by brigands; I expostulated, of course, but as 
the robbers persisted in taking the cash, I finally let it go rather than 
cause a fuss. Again I sat down on a stone, penniless, to look into 
the condition of my mind; that state was maddening — ever, 
ever sO many million times worse than it had been on the former 
similar occasion; it drove me nearly wild. Once more I rushed off to 
the sorcerer and craved a boon. He knew what I required; ‘‘ very 
good,’’ he said, ‘‘ but let this be the last time, as one is apt to get 
tired of this sort of thing.’’ ‘Then he waved his wand; and once 
more I found myself newly-born under the same conditions as on the 
two former occasions. This was to be my last chance, I decided, and 
if my quest should be unsuccessful this time, I should have to give the 
thing up as hopeless. - . * * 

I again formed my principles; but this time I had the advantage 
of my past experiences to assist me, and once more I plodded im- 
patiently through infancy, childhood, and youth, and arrived at the 
age of twenty-one. Once more I had the journey to perform. I 
need not detail all the facts at length; it will suffice to state that 
1 rigidly followed my new system of principles; I gave the bridge 
toll-man a bad threepenny-piece; paid the cabman a shilling and 
afterwards declared it to have been a half-crown so decidedly that 
he went away convinced ; travelled over my journey in a carriage of 
a class superior to that for which I had taken a ticket; gave the 
porters nothing; hurried off and rejoined my train without paying 
for the glass of ale I had drunk at the buffet at the first station on the 
way ; confused the party who was going abroad so completely in his 
hurry that he gave me more than double my right sum by mistake ; 
got my stockbroker and all my other friends to invest their money 
in a most lucrative little venture; got rid of all their money in a fort- 
night, but became anything but poorer myself after the transaction ; 
visited Italy and made the acquaintance of a renowned brigand, who 
had amassed considerable wealth during a successful career of plunder ; 
worked myself into his confidence ; betrayed him, and secured an im- 
mense Government reward, in addition to appropriating a large sum 
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which he had entrusted to my 
man at the age of forty-five. I 
new principles. 

Then I built myself a mansion, and entered upon the second 
half of my new principles; allowed my builder, my servants, and 
the tradesmen all round to plunder me in their modest way, and sat 
down in an easy chair to look into the state of my mind. It 
was simply delightful! My mind was perfectly and placidly at 
rest ; I could allow those around to plunder me now, in the strength 
of the knowledge that every penny they ‘‘did me out of’’ had been 
fraudulently gained. +s ote 

I had no uneasiness at allowing myself to be swindled now, for J 
had swindled before. I had no remorse at having swindled before, 
for I was making amends for it now. My third attempt had been 
completely successful. I recommend the immoral lesson of this story 
to all—though, by the way, there may be one or two in the world who 
have no need of the recommendation. 


Seeing. and found myself a wealthy 
worked out the first half of my 
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Rector’s Daughter (to friend) :-— 
GOOD AND DOWDY OR WICKED AND STYLISH 2?” 


Ethel (promptly) :— 


YOUNG THINGS, TOO. 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Mr. Henry Irvine has generously offered to give a performance, 
either in Edinburgh, Glasgow, or London, for the benefit of the poorer 
shareholders in the City of Glasgow Bank. It isa most praiseworthy 
and generous idea, and is doubtless caused by the tragedian’s early ex- 
perience of the obj ectionable ‘‘ share ’’ system. 

Mr. Sothern said in his speech at the Haymarket, on Saturday after- 


at noon, that he will return from America next year, and then stay with 
a us for five years, when he hopes to be allowed to appear in some new 
ai pieces. We don’t think anybody will object tosee him in a new part, 
‘3 us long as he preserves his o/d character. 

a), 4 Mr. Burnand is going to burlesque his own drama, Proof, for the 
Mt Royalty, under the title of Over Proof; or, What was Found in a 


Sats 
> & : 
‘ 


Celebrated Case. We have no doubt Mr. Burnand will find plenty of 
’ opportunity for laughter in the Celebrated Case, for he is gifted with 


such splendid spirits. 
Mr. Howe, who has for years past played Falkland in The Rivals at 
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‘*ETHEL DEAR, WOULD YOU RATHER BE 


‘*QH, WICKED AND STYLISH ; WOULDN’T you ?”’ 
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THE SONG OF THE TURTLE. 
| To be sung at the Mansion House on the 9th of November. 


Tuy grateful odour greets my nose, 
My own, my turtle soup ; 
When I was helped my spirits rose, 
No more this night to droop. 
And though thou bring’st green fat again, 
For more [| still entreat, 
Nor think of indigestion’s pain 
When pleasure is complete. 
Oooh! Thy grateful odour greets my nose, 
My own, my turtle soo-00-oop, 
My own, my tur-ur-ur-tle soup. 
Thy well-known flavour tempts me now, 
My own dear Calipash ; 
I'll eat thee, though I must allow 
It p’rhaps is rather rash. 
Yes, fetch to me the turtle fins 
And eggs I hold so dear, 
The Lord Mayor’s feast that now begins 
Comes only once a year. 
Yes, thy well-known flavour tempts me now, 
My own, my Cali-pa-a-ash, 
My own, my Cali-Cali-pash. 
Thy luscious taste will lead me on, 
My own sweet Calipee, 
Till ev’ry morsel cooked is gone, — 
You are so nice to me. 
And now I have my portion ate, 
With hungry eyes I view 
The dish, and then send up my plate 
My pleasure to renew. 
Aaih! Thy luscious taste still leads me on, 
My own sweet Calipee-ee-ee, 
My own sweet Cali-Cali-pee. 


An Invalley’d Suit. 

A riaw has been again discovered, says the Church 
| Review, in the legal proceedings commenced for the 
second time against the Rev. T. P. Dale, of St. Vedast. 
Really there would seem to be but little ‘‘ valley” to be 
attached to this Dale prosecution. It appears, in 
fact, to be in-valley’d. 


Biack Reviver.—A kick on the shins. 











the ‘‘ open field’’ implied that there was room for improvement, but 
we can see now that ‘‘ leaping the fences of tradition’’ means that the 


gifted tragédienne objects to the old style. 


A. Ward at Paris. 

An American exhibitor on being informed he was to receive an 
‘‘award”’’ exclaimed, ‘* Wal, I kinder guess I’ve pee-roosed that ’ere 
humourist’s works slick through, but still if they give nothing else, 
I’d like an ‘ Artemus Ward emonget the Mormons ’ for choice.”’ 


Now eal Price One Shilling, 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Thirty pages of Engravings by the Brothers Daiziel. 
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= the Haymarket, now plays the part of Sir Anthony. This is indeed ae 
me: an Absolute change. On Tuurspay the 14th inst., will be Published, Price Twopence, 
4 Apropos of Mrs. Hermann Vezin’s Lady Macbeth, a critic says, ‘‘At 
one bound this talented lady leapt the fences of tradition, and found FUN ALMANAC. 
herself alone in an ae ae field.” At first we thought the metaphor of Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
‘* 
Cadbury's Cocoa Blocks below show the proportion of aitrogenous 
Rasence being ab- constituents in each 100 parts of various kinds of 
‘i heel NEY HS PENS NS amine gears Cocoa. Homeopathic Cadbury’ aCocoa Easence. Re C in itt’ Ss 
by the a ess and[and other pre-| @ 
Tid fal, it onteins|Cocoas T°. 
Me SUITALL Poa TIM talled a iM S WTS 
ae ; HANDS. Per aus AMOUNT) — , 
} OVER Gross, GENUS "Oh es TT My eexe| at the 
f 200 2/6 F ; ING OONSTI.- 
| PATTERNS. MOM rome Wis sere ant weak | AUENTS,| they at P teat H/T, 
sold by a)! 0 ae therCocoas which 
id by a!) Stationers; In 64. 18., and Gross Boxes. Send 7 stamps fer an S a sth ‘A Cadbury's Pare Depot : 00, Faubourg 8t. Houere. LAUN D RESS | 4 


7H assorted sample box to John Heath, 70. George-street, Kirmin gham. 
Wholesale 


b Bole Agente—N. J.POWELL & Co., 101, Whitechapel, K. | #sgar and starch,, 








; Pr uted by JUDD & CO., Phonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, November 6, 1878. 
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EQUAL TO THe EMERGENCY. 


Biddy (to Old Gent) :—‘‘ PLEASE HELP A POOR WOMAN WIP?H SIVEN SMALL CHILDREN, ALL TO——.” 
Good-natured Old Gent (who knows her) :—‘‘ Yes, nut I say, DON’T YOU THINK YOUR FAMILY INCREASES rather too rapidly? Last 


WEEK IT WAS ONLY /ive.”’ 


Biddy (not a bit abashed) :—‘‘ Sunt, AND ISN’T IT ALL THE MORE REASON WHY YER HONOUR SHOULD HELP ME AGAIN?” 








IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. | 


' 


By a Conrrrmgep IDYLLER. 


No. XX.—FROM A SPECTATOR. 





DON'T suppose the Idyller 
Will gain much kudos if he | 


hastes 


tastes ; 


new 


few— 


known. 


my fate 


anoint, 





oint. 
A friend of mine, with whom I’ve had 
Scme chats and arguments and such, 
Detests Joe Addison like mad, 
While I admire him very much. 


My friend’s behaviour oft I note, 

With rage and scorn I see him swell, 
When anyone presumes to quote 

Of ‘‘ Cato’’ that he ‘‘ reasons well”’ ; 






VOL. XXVIII. 


| . r 
I li-Kg-a-Lot-o’ ADDISON. 


To very learnedly aver 
A difference in people's 
Aman must utter something 


Before his genius we own ; 
And that remark is fresh to 


But, known or not, and though | appear in most of the stock pieces of the 
May with derision me 


I am about to illustrate 
The matter by a case in 


_ be specially painted for the occasion in couleur de rose. The ‘‘ gas’ 


He Joseph shuns, with hatred grim— 
With reading him J’m never done— 
A little is too much for him— 


THE DOWNING-STREET COMPANY’S TOUR. 
PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT. 


Tue tour through the midlands of that popular member of the 
| Downing-street Company, Sir Stafford Northcote, supported by a very 
| respectable troupe of well-known Tory actors, having proved a decided 
success, Lord Beaconsfield, the noble lessee, has determined, during 
the continued recess and consequent closing of the Theatre Royal, St. 
Stephens, to arrange for visits to the provinces from other famous and 
leading members of his company, full particulars of which will be 
| shortly announced. 


The fact is rather widely In this preliminary notice it may suffice to say that the star per- 


formers will be in each case ably supported by an efficient band of 
lords, walking gentlemen, and well-trained supernumeraries, and wil! 

repertoire so long 
known to the country generally. The ad-dresses will be supplied by 
equal agreement with local corporations, Conservative clubs, &c., and 
arrangements for properly ‘‘ papering’’ the tours have been made 


with the editors of the Zimes and Telegraph. The applause will be 


kindly provided by the local political managers, and the scenery will 


arringements have been obligingly undertaken as heretofore by the 


| D.T., and, in the absence of a full band, solos will be given on their 
_ own trumpets by the chief actors and the most harmonious supporters of 


the Government. For further particulars see small bills. 


A Cara-vanity. 
WHEN does a stowman display a contused knowledge of vehicular 
_ distinctions —Wken he calls ** A car-a-van !" 
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More svccess—Tir ror Suropsu1re—Detarts or Escape FROM 
Hicos—TeEnper Passaces—Ominovus ReFiections OF THE PRopuet. 
Bricuton, Wednesday last. 

My Dear Epitor,—I suppose there is no necessity for me to point 
out that my predictions have once more been crowned with success— 
the fact is most probably now ringing and reverberating through the 
length and breadth of the land—when the season reaches its close I 
shail give a résumé of racing affairs, when my (as near as possible) 
unvarying success will be strikingly manifest ; meantime here is my 
tip for 

Tue Great SHropsurre Hanpicar. 
Now mark the prophet— if Be/phwbe wins, 

Then Strike and Touchet are in bad condition ; 
But if Belphede loses, for her sins, 

We then and there reverse the proposition. 

To slight Golightly’s lady might be rash, 

But can a Speculator look for prizes ¢ 
What can a Sutler do with all that cash? 

And tell me where young Atveton’s chance arises! 

Where's Aventurier—where’s Rosy Cross ? 

Let those who from such burning questions want ease— 
Who mark Roehampton— Hopbloom—quite at loss— 

And mark Manauvre and observe Avontes— 

And see Red Comyn from the Eguinoz, 

Quail in defeat, disgracéful and inglorions— 
Take from the prophet of the silver locks 

This certain tip—the winner is Victorious, 

In my last I promised to relate the manner of my escape from 
Higgs. It was in this wise :—You will remember that, awed by the 
weight of an imperative duty, I went solemnly forth to brave the 
fierce landlady in its lair and post my Cambridgeshire tip. That I suc- 
ceeded in posting it you are aware; Aow I succeeded remains to be told. 
Up to a certain point my plans, as laid, were perfectly prosperous. I 
reached the post of observation undetected; [ saw Higgs arrive and 
depart, and I made my dash for the letter-slit. But the jade was too 
quick for me (Trophonius is not so active now as he can remember to 
have been) ; she caught my hand. I thought, then, all was lost, but I 
had presence of mind enough to hold her head tightly to me, 
to prevent her calling out, while I put into execution a brilliant plan. 

‘** Keep silence,’’ I whispered, ‘‘ and hear me; if I don’t satisfy 
you, you can still give the alarm, you know.’ She made a 
gesture of assent, and I slightly relaxed my hold—only slightly ; I was 
not quite sure of my ground yet; besides, she was a buxom lady of 
some thirty summers and by no means an unpleasant burden. ‘* Now,” 
[ said, ‘‘ 1 presume you and the other ladies merely indulge in this 
unfeminine chase from an idea that I wish to avoid paying your bills. 
Little do you know Trophonius if such is the case. You have taken 
the word of Higgs—Higgs who lured me to his mountain fastness, 
where I reeeived treatment it were gross flattery to call brutal—Higgs 
who even now is chasing me on false pretences. If he has right on 
his side why don’t he go to law? But no, he is certain of defeat 
and prefers to usurp the functions, and defraud the wives and families 
of those whose lawful calling it is to chase suspected persons.’’ This 
oration produced some effect. 

‘* Well, you can talk, Mr. T.,”’ said my companion, ‘‘ but that 
don’t bring me any nearer my money, as I can see.’’ ‘* Madam,” 
| replied, ‘*that remark is unworthy of you; here is a fifty- 
pound note*; you will oblige me very much by paying yourself 
and the rest of the ladies therefrom without the knowledge of 
Higgs, and by retaining the change.’’ ‘This also produced some 
effect. ‘*Well, Mr. T., t believe vou are a gent after all.’’ I drew 
myself proudly up. ‘*Madam,”’ I said, ‘‘I believe Tam.’ ‘I sup- 
pose you will give up this chase and go home now *”’ I added, after a 
pause. ‘* Zhat 1 will,’’ she answered, ‘* and so will the rest—we were 
getting tired enough of it anyway. I've been at it from the first.’’ 
I now recognised her as my Brighton landlady. ‘There was a con- 
siderable pause. I still held her round the waist. She didn’t seem to 
mind. I didn’t seem to mind. ‘* Well, have you anything more to 
say, Mr. T.?” she asked presently. I bad. She had been very 
attentive at Brighton, and chatty, and I wanted to express my grati- 
tude, but I couldn’t find anything to say. There was another 
considerable pause. ‘‘ I really must go, Mr. 'T.,” was her nextremark. 
‘* Mr. Higgs will be here directly.” That roused me. ‘* Madam,”’ 
I said, ‘‘during the short time [ was under your roof you were 
exceedingly attentive. I should like to express my gratitude in a 
gentle respectful salute, madam,—in a fatherly way, of course, quite 
in a fatherly way—and I should like to come to see you at Brighton.”’ 
‘* I'm sure I shall always be glad to see you, sir,”’ she replied, ‘* and— 
if it’s quite—gquite in a fatherly way—well—* * * * It wasina 
fatherly way! Ten minutes more and I was back in my lodgings. 


* Honestly come by, Mr. Editor; part of my winnings on the Cesarewitch.—T. 
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It only remains to be said that I left for the Cave next morning, 
without let or hindrance, stayed in town a week, and came down here 
last night.—I am, yours, &c. TROPHONIUS. 


P.S. I’m getting into the ‘‘ sere and yellow, ’’ and I often think I 
should like someone to warm my slippers and make my grog for me. 

P.S, 2. Do you think Brighton lodging-houses pay well ? 

P.S. 3. By the way, it may have escaped your notice, Mr. Editor, 
that Fun Almanac is to be published to-morrow (the 14th). I wish 
particularly to call your attention to it, because I see that sporting 
subjects, for the first time, receive that prominence which is their due. 
The Sporting Calendar, by Trophonius, is a truly remarkable work, 
and the ‘*‘ Sketches in the Ring” are extremely life-like and charac- 
teristic. The other contents are equally remarkable of their class, 
although they have no pretentions to the elevated position of sporting 
matters, and if you don’t die laughing at the first page may I never 
prophecy more—there ! 


WITH THE NEW LORD MAYOR. 


From our Extra-SpecitaL Reporter. 

Ever since that memorable year in which I rode in the Lord Mayor’s 
Show as a man-in-armour,* I have taken part, more or less promi- 
nently, in this civic gala. Last Saturday 1 obliged my friends in the 
City by being driven to Westminster in an open, and palpably jobbed, 
barouche, in the place of a Common Councilman who was unable to be 
present. Enveloped in the mazarine gown of the absent Councillor 
(the fur trimming, I am bound to remark, was moth-eaten, but this is 
by the way), I looked as civic as I could en route, only venturing at 
rare intervals to so far relapse into my own identity as to ask conun- 
drums of the deputy of my ward, who sat at my side. ‘To tell the 
truth, he did not encourage me to persevere, for when I ventured to 
ask him whether he thought the new chief magistrate would prove 
such an ‘‘ out and Owden”’ as his predecessor, and the sherifi be a 
‘¢ Burt ’’-inacious champion of the Corporation, he frowned slightly 
and said he was a little deaf. - 

I was not sorry, on the whole, therefore, when my long and some- 
what wearisome drive was over, and I actually found myself in my 
place at Guildhall, with the odour of turtle-soup rising like sweet 
incense to my nostrils, and an unmistakable understanding estab- 
lished between myself and the wine-steward. Yet I could not allow 
my attention to be wholly engrossed by the charms of the table; but 
watched, as I always do, with keen interest the Aldermen who had 
passed the chair, to see if they by any chance meant to pass the 
banquet-table in a similar manner. I also feasted my eyes on Her 
Majesty's Ministers, and noted with Boswellian eagerness that the 
Lord Chancellor peppered indiscriminately everything he had except 
the ice pudding, whilst my Lord Beaconsfield said something, when 
Hicks- Beach passed him the salt, which sent the Secretary for the 
Colonies into a fit of such loud laughter that Mr. Harker, the toast- 
master, moved up close to him and prepared to pat his back if 
necessary. 

Sir Charles Whetham seemed quite at home, anc drank to us from 
the loving cup, as though to the manner born. I have made it a 
point, as this loving-cup comes round, to ask my vis-u-v1s at the table 
where the affectionate saucer is; and never has this query caused. 
more innocent mirth than it did this year. 1 am proud to think, 
indeed, that my Lord B**c*n*f*e*d was moved to ask a waiter what 
was the cause of the merriment I had evoked, and on being told was 
graciously pleased to smile an icy smile. In sooth, it was a genial 
and a jovial time, sir, and had not the moth that infested the fur 
trimming of the gown of the Councillor I impersonated shown a dis- 
position to get mixed up with the entrées I should have been unre- 
servedly happy. 

As it was, | was more than a little blithe, and when I caught Mr. 
Harker’s eye, asked him, by means of the deaf and dumb alphabet, 
whether he always used a toasting-fork at his meals. 1 also winked 
at the Common Serjeant when the Cheshire cheese was taken round, 
and hummed ‘ Rodarts, toi que j’aime’”’ after the City Remembrancer 
had graciously taken wine with me. 

Of course, the great feature of the dessert was the Premier’s speech, 
which I much preferred to the Secondary’s apricot.f What his speech 
was like, the papers have told you; but its tones you must have been 
present to appreciate. I grew quite excited towards the end, and re- 
marked contidentially to an alderman, who had not passed the chair, 
but had repeatedly passed the bottle, ‘‘ How good it is to be here!’’ 
‘‘Ah,’’ he returned, ‘‘and better still to be there!’ pointing to the 
Lord Mayor's table. And I believe he was right, too, for at that 
table, 1 understand, the soup is made exclusively of green fat. 





* It may please some superficial wags to ask if I am quite sure it was not asa 
Thames Waterman I rowed in that famous procession; but I shall make no reply 
to such an obvious quip-query.—Y. E.-S. R. 

+ I do not mean to say that Henry de Jersey, Esq., really passed me an apricot, 
you know, but only work him in just for the sake of the little quip he gives me a 
chance of making —Y. E.-8. 
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hundred weight. 
susceptible 1s a sledge-hammer. 


warnivg publicans that all Christmas draws for geese, &c., are 
illegal, and that offenders will be prosecuted.”’—Daily Telegraph, 
Nov. 4, ’78. 3 pe 


prices have been reduced at Her Majesty’s, the tone 
of the audience has been correspondingly lowered, for 
the other night, when one of the artistes entered 
elaborately got up as a@ murderer, he was saluted with, 
‘¢ What cheer, Wainwright ?”’ 
the opera pit to thus forget themselves is a great pity, 
and we should not be surprised to hear them exclaim 
when the overture to Carmen commences, ‘‘ Vow we're 
Bizet.”’ 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE 
No. XXII.—THE NUT. 


MORALIST. 





Sucu is the deceptive nature of modern manufactures that all fruits | 


have come to be stuffed with stones, pips, cores, or lumber of some 
kind or other. The outside of the nut is nearly all wood and packing; 
and by thetimeit hasreturned the empty cases the goods are ridiculously 


else we may get into un-nut-terable confusion. There are four great 
classes of nuts: there is the wood-nut, the metal nut, the gingerbread- 
nut, and the human nut—all of which, except the metal nut, are 
crackable. 

Among the wooden nuts the two crack regiments of Hazels are com- 
manded by Kernel Filbert and Kernel Cob; but the fact is, they are 
all Kernels in these regiments, the same as they are in the American 
Volunteers. ‘The supernumeraries, the Spanish and Barcelonas, are a 
numerous body, but of small account. The walnut is so called, not 


because it grows upona wall, but because it won’t, and has to be | 
It takes a lot of beating, | 
It wears a great quantity of wrappings, | 
does the | 


wall-upped far growing on a high tree. 
either as a dessert or pickle. 
and wants a deal of unpacking. So, for that matter, 
chestnut—but that is from natural anxiety to protect its poor 
chest; and in spite of all precautions, most of them become 
hoarse chestnuts. But, for effectual packing, nothing is to be com- 
pared to the Brazil nuts. Even as we get them from the shops it re- 
quires a great deal of difficult burglary to break in upon their candle- 


grease contents. But, growing on the tree, they are done up in | 


quarter-grosses inclosed in a twelve-inch artillery shell about half a 
The only nutcracker to which this nut is at all 


THE PUBLICAN’S LAMENT. 


A BITTER CORY. 7 
‘‘ CoristTMAS Draws.— Colonel Henderson has issued a notice 


Ox, me! Oh, me! The world is drear! 
And darkly looms the storm, incensed ! 
Oh! Christmas time is drawing near 
And ‘*‘ our Goose Club has” ot ‘‘ commenced.”’ 


Oh, woe is me! We had begun 
Preparing with accustomed glee, 

But cruel Colonel Henderson 
Informs us that it may not be. 


It may not be! Oh, grief to tell, 
’Tis crime a lottery to draw 
(But life’s a lottery as well 
And /ife is not against the law). 


It may not be! The gentle lure 

That drew men on and made them think 
It made their Christmas dinner sure 

The while it only made them drink, 


Farewell! No more (with tears profuse 
[ tell my melancholy tale) 

Men pay their sixpence towards their goose 
And eighteenpence for bitter ale, 


Till each possessor well might be, 

Without exaggeration, told 
(As anyone may plainly see) 

His goose was ‘‘ worth its weight in gold.”’ 
But woe is me! Our cup they fill, 

They make us drain it to the dregs, 
Alack! Alas! They’ve made us kill 

The goose that laid such golden eggs. = 





Musical. 
Our esteemed musical critic assures us thut since the ee = 


For the frequenters of 





A Raitway Os.icatron.—Punctuality. 


| 
| 


| 


And should a human nut be passing | 
under the tree at the time of a fall, it is a dead sure thing, if the two | 
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nuts only come in contact, that one of them will get cracked—and that 
not the Brazilian. The cocoa-nut administers comparatively mild 
‘‘cocoa’’ when it happens to drop upon the human nut. The cocoa- 
nut appears to have been specially invented for the purpose of ‘three 
shies a penny”’ ; for there is no cocoa in it except milk. 

The metallic nut, as said before, is the only nut that is made not 
to crack. It is clever in another particular—while other nutsallow the 


small in bulk. But here it is necessary to discriminate about nuts, or | Y°"™ en SEEh Det, ED SS Sees Satan pon the 


screw. The most profitable kind of nutting is nutting bolts; though 
some people prefer bolting nuts with port wine. The metal nut is an 
erratic creature. Those that are not yet bolted are mearly all 
‘screwed.’ This, however, is quite excusable in the nut, for unless 
it does get screwed, the bolt is always observed to be “‘ off its nut.” 

The gingerbread nut, as its name implies, is bred from ginger. In 
this great scientific discovery we behold the only instance of an eat- 
able nut, easily crackable, yet without waste of shuck orshell. Golden 
kings and queens have even been made out of gingerbread, and 
it is believed that some of the European thrones at this moment are 
constructed of nearly all gingerbread and very little nut. 

The human nut is generally supposed to require some kind of cover- 
ing such as worn by most other nuts. But it has been found so utterly 
impossible to satisfy human nuts with any kind of nut-shell, that, 
believing the question insoluble, the males have given up the investi- 
gation and doggedly agreed to stick to the hideous black hat-box. The 
much more inquiring feminine mind is, however, still sanguine of 


_ discovering the finally perfect bonnet, and with that view insists on 


having a quite new and sweet ‘‘ little nutshell ’’ about once a week for 
the purpose of experiment. All are, however, superseded in turn. 
There is no constancy in women ; not even to bonnets! 





Tue Cannrpats !—A broth of a boy is very common in Ireland. 
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THE EViL. OF RETICENCE. 


Fidgety and cantankerous Old Lady :—** Can you TELL ME, YOUNG MAN, 
IF THIS I8 THE RIGHT TRAIN FOR IsLEworTH?”’ 

Young Man :—‘' IstewortH? Neo, MaDAM, YOU SHOULD HAVE CHANGED 
TWO OR THREE STATIONS AGO.’’ 

Old Lady :—‘** Wevt, [’™ surg, [ THINK YOU MIGHT HAVE HAD THE 
— DECENCY TO TELL ME THAT BE¥YORE, AND NOT LET ME COME ALL THIS WAY FOR 
NOTHING.” 





—— 
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Oh, my dear sir, most preposterou 


Oh, dear, you'll excuse my laug 
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‘ Don’t think the machine quite suits you ?’ 


*‘ Would rather sit easily in a chair, so?’ 


Wouldn't do at all ! 
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‘* What ? 


KUN. 
AN ART 


QUITE 


‘*the immense variety of the poses in my photographs. 


I shall be able to make a first-rate picture of you!” 


** Youu see, I place you first in my patent posing machine—that machine’s quite an art in itse:f t e—. 
I screw you at once into a most 
Put a little more 
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THE ULTIMATUM. 


Bendizzy, the Snake Charmer, trying to subdue the great Afghan Serpent with 


Ultima-tom-tom, before proceeding tos 
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RAILWAY ASSURANCE. 
Passenger (waiting) :—‘* How long is the next train to Cuppleham ?”’ 
Porter :—‘‘As long as this ’ere platform, if it don’t get smashed in 
half afore it gets ’ere.”’ 


A DISTINCTION WITHOUT A DIFFERENCE. 


Scene: 4 Street. Enter aFrttow. His garb is calculated to convey 
the idea that its filler-out earns his living by the sweat of his brow. 
Then enter unto him a Seconp Fetiow, whose attire is reckoned to 
impart the impression of its inflater having at one time obtained sub- 
sustence by means of the perspiration of his os frontalis. They meet. 

Seconp Fettow. Why—no! yes! Bill! The wery same, I vow! 

"Ow! Don't yer recollec’ me, genial pal? 

First Fettow. That’sme. An’ by the great god Jingo, Jack 

Seconp Fettow. I reckons so. 

First Friiow. Well, how’s yerself, ole man? 

SeconD Fe.ttow. I’m purty tidy, thankee, Bill. An’ you? 

First Fettow. Oh, middlin’ like, but wot a bloomin’ swell 

Yer seems to be. Where works yer now, ole ’oss ? 
An’ times an’ wages mus’ be lookin’ up, 
‘To them as judge as I does—by outsides. 

Second Fettow. I don’t work anywheres at all. 

First FEtiow. On strike ? 

SzeconD FEttow. 

First Fetiow. Then ’ow the blazes do yer do it ? 

Seconp Fettow. Well, now, I'll tell yer, ’siderin’ as ’ow 

We used to work together vunce as chums, 
An’ spend our eighteen bob a week on beer 
Apiece, from weekly wages twenty-four. 
An’ see each often ’ome on Sat’day nights 
Bung-full o’ lots o’ gallons o’ four ’arf. 
I'll tell yer ’ow it come I does no work, 
But walks about a regler ’owling toff 
From day to day, an’ pass from pub to pub, 
To sip the pewter as a bee the flowers. 
Yer knowed my brother Tom, the one as worked 
Down some ole cold-mine ; well, the mine blowed up. 
Some feller bruk ’is lamp to light ’is pipe, 
The damp, in course, eggsplosived and ther’ went 
Three ’underd o’ the ’ands to Davy Jones. 
So then they started a suscripshun, lad, 
For all the relatives o’ them as died. 
An’ that suscripshun got up wery ’igh, 
An’ me a tidy porshun did receive. 
First Fettow. Why! I'd a brother too, who come to grief 
About a mine, but he alone wur killed— 
They didn’t get no ’scripshun up for ’im. 
Seconp Fettow. Yer knowed my younker lad. 
First FELLow. Ah? ’Arry—yes. 
The one as was a sailor boy. 
Seconp Fetiow. That’s ’im. 
Well, he an’ all the crew was drownded dead, 
In sight o’ port, an’ nary one wur saved. 
Agen they got another ’scripshun up 
(An’ that suscripshun got up wery ’igh) 
For all their relatives, an’ me as one, 
(;ot what at which, Billee, yer’d never sneeze. 





Ga’arn! 
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First Fettow. Well, blow it all, I ’ad a son as well 
Apprentised to the sea; one dirty night 
He got washed overboard, but no one else,— 
An’ no one guv’ me nothin’, Jack, for ’im. 
Seconp Fertow. Well then, my gal Maria, she were robbed 
As she a quartern went to fetch "er dad. 
We copped the covey ; when it come afore 
The bloomin’ beak the paper got it, an’ 
Suscripshuns came like winkin’ ‘‘ to duffray ”’ 
(They said) the loss—'twur only ’arf-a-crown ; 
But as so many sent to make it good— 
ach seemed to think they wur the only one— 
I got a goodish lump that time, I reckon. 
First Fettow. Well, I'll be jiggered! my gal Poll wur robbed, 
0’ two-an’-nine, the chap wur also lagged. 
I didn’t see it in the papers, or 
Did any ’scripshun come to make it up. 
Seconp Fettow. Well, last there wur my mother in the law ; 
You knowed I used to keep her? 
First Fetiow. Ay, I does. 
Seconp Fretitow. A preshus drag, I tell ’ee, too, she wur. 
Well, she went down to Gravesen’ by the boat, 
An’ comin’ back wur drownded in a smash, 
With ’undreds other folks, an’ wery few, 
Wur in proporshun saved. An’ vunce agen, 
Gunceindoaan wur for relatives who cou’d 
Identify establish wi’ the dead, 
Got up. I cou’d, in course, an’ gota lump, 
Which with the other ones have rendered me 
Quite independent o’ all work for ever. 
First Frttow. Well, I’'vea mother in the law who met 
’Er death in manner like, aboard a thing 
They called a steam-yot plyin’ in the Thames. 
There wur not many, as [ knows on, killed, 
But what I does know is their relatives, 
Got nothin’ in the shape o’ a suscripshun. 
Allow me to congratcherlate yer, Jack. 
Your relatives wur allus proper sorts, 
In life, an’ acted kinly, too, in death, 
Szeconp Fettow. Ay, Bill, they did; so peace atten’ ’em all, 
An’ now what say ye to a festive drain? (Ezit into pud.) 
First Friiow (solus). Oh! ’ad I ’ad but relatives like ’is, 
I shouldn’t still at forty ’ave to work. 
From all these evils come there good to ’im, 
From all mine parallel come none to me, 
Oh! fate, luck, fortune, term ’em ’ow yer will, 
‘Ow ever yer can find it in yer ’eart, 
To be so parshal as it seems yer can 
I do not understand, why cou’dn’t you 
Ordain my relatives should come to grief, 
Like ’is with lots o’ others, not alone? 
Thus bring me suthin’ o’ another sort 
To what yer did—funereal expenses. 


CURTAIN. 


Exit after him. 


LITERALLY TRUE. 

Ir has been said of Mr. Gladstone that no one can convey such a 
world of meaning in terms so felicitous and brief, and the ex-premier’s 
latest post-card exploit fully bears this out. leing written to by the 
‘* Hon. Sec. of the Unemployed Clerks’ Union,’’ he lauamiel the 
following reply :— 

Sir,—I can well understand that the subject ef your Union is of great and 
pressing importance at the present time, but it is one with which I have no 
means of connecting myself usefully, and it would be against my rule to joina 


body in the proceedings of which I could take no share.—I am, sir, &c., 
W. E. Giapsrtoye. 


From proceedings taken at the Manchester Police Court on Wednes- 
day, it turns out that the ‘‘ Unemployed Clerks’ Union’? was a myth 
and a swindle, and therefore Mr. Gladstone may be almost credited 
with omniscience in refusing to join a body in the proceedings of 
which he could take no share. 


Like a Bird. 

GARIBALDI, in writing to his friend, Mr. J. B. Potter, alludes to 
our prime minister as ‘‘ Lord Beccafico.”” Now this is not only 
making ‘‘ game”’ of his lordship, but, bearing in mind the size of the 
toothsome little bird called the ‘* Beccafico”’ (literally, ‘‘ fig-pecker”’), 
making very ‘‘small game”’ of him indeed. Perhaps, however, it is 
only a figure of speech, or, at the most, a peckeruliarity of Garibaldi’s 
language. By the way, we presume that the Beccafico must now be 
assumed to be an Early bird. 


Be not shiftless, or you may come to want a shirt. 
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‘“LETTERS OF IMPORTANCE.” 


Postman (pompously) :—‘‘ LETTERS FOR YOU, MISS. 
NOBODY—MY LETTERS THIS MORNING I8 HALL FOR THE ’ALL.”’ 





No, MIS8, NONE FOR 








{Nov. 13, 1878. 








| WHICH IS IT? 


BriGcuT and sunny the view, 
Not a breath of wind blew 
To make the dust rise or the brancke: stir, 
As I travelled by train 
To inspect once again 
The world-famous city of Manches ‘er, 


At the station I met 
A fair damsel called Bet, 
And quite courteously thus I add: e33ed her, 
‘* Is this Manchester, pli ae ? ”’ 
She replied, ‘‘ Yes, it bres, 
But you'd better when here say Min-chest-er." 


LOTTERY TICKETS. 


Tue great Parish Exhibition Lottery is now assuming 
such gigantic proportions (twelve millions of tickets 
have been sold) that it is reckoned that at least sixteen 
cart-horses will be required to draw it. 

All the prizes will be drawn, and in the case of the 
| picture-prizes they will be painted also. 
| Itis to be feared that the wheel of fortune will produce 
more woe for the common weal than anything else. 
| All the details of the lottery are to be of the most fond 
| fide nature. It is felt that the promise held out by a 

‘* frane”’ ticket can only be fulfilled by making the 
_ drawing equally open and ingenuous. 
| In case of any ticket-holder getting a prize and 
| surprise simultaneously, the trustees only engage to 
| give the cash value, if desired, of the former. The ticket- 

holder will be left to get rid of his surprise as best he can. 
| No artist will be allowed to draw his own prize. 

Anyone drawing an unfavourable comparison will be 
requested to retire. 








| ‘‘Ong who loves Fun’’ wants to know if the line, 
‘*Oh, stay with me, my darling, stay,” refers to that 
article of female attire which might be referred to as a 
bodice. Our answer is, a corset does. 
Our Boys has had a wonderful run in the Strand, but 
from the time of our grandfathers 4-/ad-in has been 
brought out winter after winter in Hyde Park. 





THE STORY OF A PERTINACIOUS LITTLE MAN. he rej oined, ‘‘I am his secretary.”’ ‘‘ My business is with his Lord- 
'ship,”’ said he, ‘‘and it is impossible for me to transact it with any 


A Ve.ium-Bounp Book witH A Lock CLAsr AND A CABINET 
MINISTER. 
Yes ; it’s quite true, old f'la. Help yourself, and I will tell you how 
it all happened. 


I was private secretary then to Lord Plaseholder, who, as of course | for a nobleman and a cabinet minister to turn away 


| other person. I am most sorry to have to disturb him, but I must see 
| his Lordship.”” ‘‘ Quite impossible,” said I in my firmest and 
| blandest manner; ‘‘ Lord Plaseholder has a dinner party to-night.”’ 


| ‘* And is a dinner party in these momentous times a sufficient reason 
from his doora 


you know, was in the Cabinet at that time. We were up to our eyes | man who for aught he knows may have brought him important news 


in work, for Startler, you know whom I mean, member for some Irish 
borough, was attacking our department like mad, had raked up some 
old scandal and tacked it on to a new one, and had altogether given 


seriously affecting the impending crisis?”’ 
| answered, ‘‘I really fear unless you can communicate your intelli- 
| gence through me, or at all events give me some inkling of its purport, 


‘*My dear sir,” I 


his motion so much importance that we were rather uneasy, fearing, in | it must remain over till the morning! ”’ 


the ticklish state things then were, he was going to make it rather 


warm for the Ministry. 

It was just about dinner-time— Lord Plaseholder had a party, but I 
was 80 busy I could not leave the library—that a footman came in, 
with many apologies, for he had been told not to interrupt me, to say 
there was a gentleman in the hall who insisted on seeing his Lordship, 
and would take no denial. ‘‘ Little well-dressed man,’’ the footman 
added, who said he had travelled a long way for the express purpose 
of seeing Lord Plaseholder, and was determined to do so. 

‘*Oh,” said I, *‘ that’s quite out of the question—and I have no time 
to be troubled with visitors. Tell him to call again to-morrow.” ‘‘I 
did, sir,’” says the footman, ‘‘ but he answered that he must catch the 
night mail from Euston.’’ ‘‘ Let him go and catch it,’’ I rejoined ; 
then, not wishing to be rash, I added, ‘*‘ Wait: ask him first where 
he comes from.”” In a few minutes the man was back, and it appeared 
this pertinacious little fellow came from the very town Startler repre- 
sented. Now Startler’s motion hung on a local peg, and it naturally 
occurred to me this man had perhaps brought some information that 
might prove of value to us, so I said I would see him. 

He entered the library ; a stern-faced little fellow, very well got 
up, about five feet five in height, with a quick, sharp, decided way of 
speaking. Under his arm he carried a largish vellum-bound book with 


a brass lock clasp. 
‘« What is your business, sir,” asked. ‘‘ Are you Lord Plaseholder?”’ 





os 


He looked at his watch. 
‘‘In one hour and fifty-five minutes I leave Londcn,’’ he 


said, ‘‘I shall regret not having seen Lord Plaseholder, and so 
will he. His lordship’s ports is my party. I admire the present 
administration, and should be sorry to see them defeated, but— 


_but—if you persist in refusing me access to his lordship I shall 


take this book of mine round in acab to Mr Startler—yes—”’ looking 
at his watch again,—‘‘ yes, I have just time.” ‘‘ At least tell me the 
contents of the book,’’ I pleaded. ‘‘ They are only for Lord Plase- 
holder’s eyes,”’ he replied majestically. 

Well, I was rather nonplussed. I didn’t like to send him away, not 
knowing how important his information might be, so asking him to be 
seated I scribbled a hurried note to his lordship, begging him to spare 
a few minutes and come to the lib:ary. 

Presently in came Lord Plaseho)der, looking about as pleased as a 
man usually does when interrupted in the middle of a dinner 

arty. 
| . if as few words as possible I explained the little man’s importunity, 
and hinted that he would probably be able to furnish some information 
which might avail us in the coming debate. 

‘‘ Well, hardly that, my lord,’’ said our visitor, ‘‘ but you see I 
come from the same town as Mr. Startler, and I have a great admira- 
tion for your talents, my lord, and—and—if I could do anything to 


serve your party I would.”’ 
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All this time he was fumbling with the clasp-lock, and at last suc- 

ceeded in opening the book. 
_ “* Well, sir, your business,’’ said Lord Plaseholder, waxing impa- 

tient and fidgetting with his watch-chain. 

‘“*I m sure, my lord, I ask your pardon for intruding on you, but 
I have to catch the night mail from Euston, and I came here on 
purpose before I went—o ask for your lordship’s autograph.”’ 

He pushed the open book towards Lord Plaseholder, whom I never 
Saw 80 thoroughly and completely taken aback in his life. 

‘“‘'You see, my lord, you will be in good company. There are 
several distinguished Ps 

They say Lord Plaseholder has an expressive eye, and the little 
man must have caught it at that moment, for making a grab with one 
hand at his book and with the other at his hat, he was out of the room 
and downstairs before either his lordship or I had sufficiently re- 
covered our astonishment to utter a word. 

When Lord Plaseholder did find his tongue he However, my 
dear fellow, if you're going to print the story it’s no good telling you 
what he said, for there’s not a compositor in London bold enough 

















He showed how a window that’s broken is fair 
Beyond any window in perfect repair ; 

How a roof that is battered more purely elates 
The soul than a roof in the pride of its slates. 


He spoke of enchantment as setting its stamp 
On ruin and rustiness, mildew and damp ; 
And a ceiling that’s blacked, 
Or a wall that is cracked, 
He explained, is a beacon of beauty—a lamp. 


And the spell of his eloquent fancies would win 
Their minds to emotion divinely akin ; 

Convinced and enlightened they’d warmly declare 
No hand but a Vandal's would go and repair. 


So houses and cottages day after day, 

Grew ever more lovely in stately decay ; 
The walls fell about, 

.«- nd the windows came out, 


- 





to set it up. 


THE BEAUTY OF DECAY. 





Ou, Brown was a man witha strangely correct— 
A marvellous—eye for artistic effect, 

His tenants around 

Had very profound 
Respect for his talents—the deepest respect. 


The ploughmen would murmur, on passing him by, 


‘* That man has a very remarkable eye!” 
The reapers would firmly declare that his sense 
(= Of harmonized colour was truly immense. 


For Brown was an opulent owner of land ; 
His acres extended on every hand; 

Not often so great 

A landed estate 
Is under one fortunate fellow’s command. 


He’d farms on his acres, and cots in a row ; 
Three several livings were his to bestow ; 
The houses on every side, to the dim 
Empurpled horizon, were rented from him. 


The worldly esteem it ridiculous waste 
Of time to display a devotion to taste ; 
But Brown had a mind 
Of a fashion to find 
Delight in the graceful, the soft, and the chaste. 


He loathed the detestable tastes of to-day ; 

He loathed the ungainly, the garishly gay ; 

All glaring deformity rendered him sick ; 

He loathed the appearance of mortar and brick. 


The grace of the past was his daily delight ; 
An ivy-clad ruin was sweet to his sight ; 

He revelled in things 

Like the ivy that clings; 
He hungered for ruins the whole of his might. 


Whenever a tenant would call, to declare 
The house that he occupied needed repair, 
All over the being of Brown would be cast 
The spell of the beautiful ivy-clad past. 


Conducting the tenant away to a spot 
Commanding a picturesque view of his cot, 
The owner would show 
The graces that flow 
From damage, neglected repairing, and rot. 








And:the-ivy crept on in the liveliest way. 


Now.it chanced in this spot of contentment and peace 
One tenant had taken a cottage on lease, 

f mean #n the kind of a lease that declares 

It’s the part of the tenant to do the repairs. 


The owner’s «sthetical pleasure was great, 
When:strolling at random about his estate, 
To gaze and reflect 
n each graceful effect 
That thé fingers of ruin so deftly create. 


And_once, as he wandered replete with delight, 
Admiring decay to the left and the right, 

He came to the house I have spoken of, where 
It fell to the tenant to duly repair. 


Then the wrath of the owner was sudden and sore ; 
He rushed at the cottage, he kicked at the door, 

He said, with a glare, 

‘¢ Why the house, I declare, 
Is in need of repair from the roof to the floor! 


Though ruin’s a beautiful sight to the eye, 
Its beauties are heightened tremendously by 
A bit of delightfully finished repair, 

By way of a contrast, you must be aware !”’ 

* * - * * 
It’s strange how the tastes of a fellow will change 
As age is advancing—remarkably strange— 

Brown’s elderly brow 
Is furrowy now, 
And the past he remembers is longer in range. 


And I hear that he cares not a button to-day 
For ruin, or ivy, or graceful decay ; 

Sut he’s let all his houses on lease—and it bears 
On the various tenants to do the repairs. 


More than Kin(g) but Less than Kind. 
In the same paper that we read of a Cabinet Council having taken 
7. without Manners is also recorded the fast that the King of 
ahomey has been holding one of his ‘‘ Grand Customs.”” The latter 
arrangement means the massacre of 500 human beings at Abomey. 
It is surely time that a stop was put to this Abomey-nadle savagery. 


Wines for a Petulant Pet. 


Ir you ‘‘ my dear’’ her and promise to sherries and sup-port her, you 
will eure her so. 


On Tuesday the newspaper headings announced ‘‘ Mrs. Besant in 
Chancery,” which certainly reads as though her husband had been 
guilty of cruelty. Such, however, is not the case, as it is the lady’s 
law suit, and not her head, which is in Chancery. 

Apropos of the peace with honour business, some one wants to know 
how the Berlin Treaty can be called by the Conservatives a glorious 
one, and asks where the glory comes in. The glory of the Berlin 
Treaty, we reply, is obviously Dizzy peered. 

Tue increasing prevalence of ‘‘lifts’’ in our large hotels will 
hardly prove an unmixed benefit if they are suffered to jeopardize the 
existence of the stayers. 

Mr. Grapstone’s speech at Riyl shows that he will drook no 
nonsense, notwithstanding the torrent of abuse he receives. 


WHERE Goop BiacksMitHs Go.—To Acton-lron. 


** 
‘ -—* 





rr 

ig 
é 

* 
$e 
: 


ie . 
! ue 
eee 

~ 


See ~ cs 
SN fx age 

= eres ak. - eric mee 

. - — . eww 


RO = - 


is > 
ote oe 


fo we 
~~, 


pee - a oe 
c ; 


ta re 
C-like 


il! 
4 . 
"= 


SS — 
. ~ 
. 


% 


- } 
. 


~ge - 
—™. 
- ve 


. 


MR, te a Rell a i ae 
- . - 


ee Law. w& 
wth £m 
~ee - 


Se eS eh Arties 5) 
- _ 


s 
” 
“ 








202 HUN. (Nov. 13, 1878. 


ELECTRIC LIGHT MEMO.’S. 


Berore ordering it make yourself quite 
sure that the game is worth the Jablochkoff 
candle. 

Ascertain also whether the inductive 
coils are ever known to recoil (for them 
to ‘‘reek-oil”’ would of course be im- 
possible) on the user’s head. 

Ask the first mild barrister you meet 
out at dinner, whether the Electric Light 
in Chancery is a ‘‘ pendente lite,’ or what ? 

Supposing a ‘‘ Gramme’’ machine pro- 
duces such and such a quantity of light, 
woulda ‘‘Grammer’”’ (Lindley Murray's, 
for instance) produce a comparatively 
greater ? 

If an Electric Light were weak, would 
it be as well to subject it to active treat- 
ment or wait until we can send to America 
for some Edison for it ? 

Is there, we wonder, an Electric as well 
as a gas-trick fever ? 

The best way gas companies can treat 
the electric light.—Put it in their pipes 
and burn it! 
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| The Bells, Bells, Bells! 

Ir is complained that the Bishop of 
London committed an irregularity in 
holding a special service for the consecra- 
tion of the new bells, and some of the 








Pee aA qe HM iy 

a RORY (i 1" Church papers go so far as to make ita 
' | — | easus ‘bell-i’’? with his lordship. The 
RE THE GLASGOW BANK. | same journals which complain of this 

novel service have long objected to the 

Evangeline :-—‘‘ Pava—(to Paterfamilias, whose wife and five daughters run heavy bills at the St. Paul’s ‘‘Liddon-y,’’ as well. 
miliiner’s)—WHAT I8 UNLIMITED LIABILITY &”’ -- - 
A Nicxname.—Auld Clootie. 


Papa :—*‘* MARRIAGE, MY DEAR.” 








THINGS THEATRICAL. | ene ms Sydney Grundy. Evidently his Lordship was fearful of 
On Saturday, Nov. 16, Mr. Chas. Dillon will appear at Drury-lane | " = are. rundy would say. ; 
in his celebrated character of Belphegor. The part of the Mountebank | ere is a rumour that Mr. Irving will give some State stage 
is one with which the English people are familiar, as our political | representations at Windsor Castle. We have noticed that this eminent 
leading man has been playing it for years. We don’t know whether | 9¢+r has been gradually becoming stately. 
| _ Everyone will be glad to hear that the veteran pantomimist, Mr- 


Mr. Dillon takes a Dizzy-pated view of the character, but he will have 
_ W. H. Payne, who has been very ill from carbuncle, is recovering, and 


his work cut out to beat our ‘‘ jeune Premier.” | Ww 
| will appear at Covent Garden. Of course, no one expects to have a 


Contrary to his physician’s advice, Mr. Sothern has determined to | : ; 
resume ed a oeiamaed labours. By adopting this course, although | carbuncle without pain, but they would not care for Psyne witha 
the popular comedian will doubtless act well, we cannot but think he | carbuncle. 
is acting unwisely. | = 

’ Astley’s announces ‘‘ Dion Boucicault’s Relief of Lucknow.” We Samuel Phelps. 
were not aware that the great Dion, patriot though he be, did any- | _ We regret to hear, at the moment of going to press, that Samuel 
thing to relieve Lucknow, but after some of the recent productions at | Phelps, the eminent tragedian, who for a period of fifty years has 
this house any piece of Bouciciult’s would be a relief. done great work in advancing the best interests of the Drama, has 

The enterprising managers of the Adelphi have engaged Miss passed from among us. He will be much missed in that wide range of 

Neilson, who will be supported by ‘‘ one of the finest companies that | character he so successfully sustained. 
London has seen for years.” We hope it will not be too fine, as it is | i Se ee 
possible for some things to be so fine that you don’t see them. | Aw’’-ruL Lancuacr.—Languid swells’ talk. 

The Standard has revived the Streets of London with real fire — = 
engines, real firemen, real escape, real horses, and real cabs ; therefore, 
it real/y ought to be a success. 








"Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 





‘The new piece by Messrs. Paul Me ritt and Kdward Righton, which CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
will shortly be played at the Prince’s, Manchester, is entitled Jair o Thirt E Pe ag th elles OSE 
Wigs. The title is eminently theatrical, and we have no doubt the Thirty pages of Engravings y tae Srennere abet 
play will be thoroughly dramatic, for the authors are anything but a On Tuvrspay the 14th inst., will be Published, Price Twopence, 
pair o° flats. , 

FUN ALMANAG. 


The Lord Chamberlain has refused to licence another new comedy— 
The Novel Reader, which is the joint production of Messrs. Joseph 


Cadbury's Cocoa Blocks netew ohow the provestien of eleregenene ra 
Basence being ad- constituents in each 100 parts of various kinds» 
y AS THE a att D solutely genuine, Cocoa. | Homeopathic Cadbury’sCocoa Essence. ; R '# 0 
and concentrated ——— land other pre- ‘ 
+# | Mave gress pleasure m sertifying to the POINTED 


by the remevai of Pearl and nared Cocoas| 
great benef: I have seen te arise from lat i 
the use of Chapman's Batire Wheat Fleur as Fi UR TIM#S tailed at 

C. BRANDAUER & CO.’S New registered “ press 
series’’ of these Pens neither scratch nor epurt—the 


an arteele of food for ebildren. It is very THE AMUOUNT abort 8d. 
easily digested by the most delicate ones.” OF NITRO-| per Ib. 
Sold by Chemists, dc., in 64. and ls VG Cc 
; . : NG CONStII- : . 
Packets, and 8s. Tina TU ENTS. than by . points being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 
ONE mss || i 
are mi wt . , * : . oe 
sugar and starch, ewe = a 7. aes oe eee, Works, BinwixcuamM. 


Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 














' 


the asuperfiwows other = lpogaiied at! 
it contains Cocoas re about ls “. 


per ib. 





—Faow Bosrom Saniroa, Beog., FRCS. GENOUsS OR 
the average of a, 
select the pattern best suited to your band. 








lrrteity JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Comr ons, and Published (for the Proprietors) at 153, Fleet Street, E.C.—London, November 13, 1878 
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PRODUCTION A 
Visitor :—‘‘ AND THE PRODUCTS OF MAcaAssAR ?—(a pause)—DEAR, 
WHAT DO WE GET FROM Macassar?”’ 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 
By a Conrinmep IpYLLER. 
No. XXI.—THE POWER OF POLITENESS. 
ORSHIPPING a beauty 
Bores me not a bit, 
No unpleasant duty 
I consider it. 
Soothing satisfaction 
My esthetic mind 
Gathers from the action 
Commonly, I find. 
If my heart to soften 
Beauty eometimes fail, 
True politeness often 
Tells another tale 
(Not in wanton lightness 
I declare the creed— 
I admire politeness 
Very much indeed). 


Folks of bland demeanour— 
Girls of pretty face— 
er 
Half the human race. 
Thus, my love, with pity 
You may understand— 
Epitu is so pritty ? 
EpitH is 80 BLANDE? 


} 
igment does he | 
| 


Wuewn an artist makes up his mind to work, what p 
proceed to daub himself withal ? He bistres (bestirs) bimself. 
, Wuen a landlord lets a house, how often is he a man of leasing | 

ps! 


~ 


i} \ NEE Tex NS 
| ah 


/ 


ND INDUCTION. 


DEAR! NOT KNOW THE CHIBF PRODUCTS OF Macassak! Now, THINK, 


Smallest Child (at a venture) :—‘‘ ANTIMACASSARS, PLEASE, M’M.”” 


A Carden-al Vice. 


Str Ropert Carpegn has said many things worth recording (from a 
joker’s point of view), and his last is by no means the least funny. In 
censuring a lady the other day, whose pocket had been picked, he very 
rightly condemned the prevailing custom of wearing pockets at the 
back of the drese, not merely on account of their want of safety, but 
for the temptation they were to non-scrupulous persons ; and he con- 
cluded by saying, ‘‘I declare when I see these pockets and the things 
that are placed in them, [ feel as though I should like to pick one.’’ 
Of course such a confession, coming from to high an authority, is 

greatly to be deplored, for Sir Robert has previously borne an irre- 
| proachable character. We hope and trust that he will steel himself 
| against his admitted weakness, for in this particular Society does not 
| permit even a magistrate to indulge in taking ways, though the temp- 
| tation to pick a pocket situated at the back of the dress be rear/y 
| great. 


| 


Very Feesible. 

Wuat may be termed a thoroughly refreshing case has just been 
| decided in the Common Pleas division. It having been thought that 
in the case of Hargraves v. Scott, Mr. Waddy, Q C , bad been allowed 
to take too much in the way of ‘‘ refreshers,”’ the costs were taxed, 
and instead of the eminent counrel getting 100 guineas for his brief 
and 25 guineas each day for a ‘‘ refresher,” his fees were reduced to 
| 30 guineas for the brief and 15 as a refresher. This decision was 
| appealed against, but Mr. Justice Groves refused the application, re- 
| marking that he had never before heard of a refresher being given 
for the first day, a counsel not wanting refreshing before he had 
begun. This may be perfectly true, but we fear many barristers do 
goin for a refresher before commencing with a view to being equal 

to a spirsted defence. 


— 


Above the Highest. 
Tus Lord Mayor ‘‘rules the City,’”’ but his cook, ‘ ther ’ost,”’ 
(the roast.) 
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A BIOGRAPHY. 


*T wouLp be a task of no avail— 

An enterprise of little worth— 
To trace the hero of my tale 

From boyhood, infancy, and birth. 
Enough tosay there dawned a day 

That brought the cares of wedded life.— 
Yet, why the wretchedness portray 

Of such a home—with such a wife : 


One truth alone would I reveal :— 

That ugly, gaunt, unlettered spous: 
No ray of love could ever feel, 

Nor spark of sentiment arouse. 
My hero sadly saw the end 

Of all his married bliss decreed. 
His dog became his only friend, 

A lively whelp, of terrier breed. 


Affairs had reached|their very worst. 
She grew in vice, and grew in crime. 
His ills, endurable at first, 
Got unendurable in time. 
One afternoon, in frolic fun, 
He coaxed her to the window-sill.— 
A shove—a scream! The deed was done.— 
Go—call it murder, if ye will! 


They raised, of course, a hue and cry. 
The parish, while its blood was up, 

Despatched a Beadle on the sly, 
To seize my hero and the pup. 

But, when that functionary came, 
Irate the widowed mourner grew. 

A stick he poised with deadly aim, 
And beat the Beadle black and blue. 


Full oft a spectre clad in white— 
The ghastly semblance of the dead— 
Would haunt the place at middle night, 
And seek my hero's lonely bed. 
Then wildly — madly—in the dark— 
The fatal stick flew to and fro. 
He rarely missed the ghostly mark ; 
For Desperation winged the blow. 


Stern Justice in the end appeared, 
And closed the avenues of Hope. 
Too rapidly his doom was neared ; 
The cell—the scaffold—and the rope. 
And yet, while ready to depart— 
A victim in the jaws of death— 
It seemed the freshness of his heart 
Would leave him only with his breath. 
‘* Forgive me, Hangman,” he exclaimed ; 
‘** You see, I’m such a clumsy wretch! 
Is this the noose >—I’m quite ashamed.— 
Pray try it on toshow me, Ketch !’’— 
That hangman left a widowed wife 
And half-:-dozen brats behind ;— 
My hero leads a jolly life, 
And won’t leave nothing of the kind! 


THE SCIENTIFIC AGE. 


ScenE.—A House of the future fitted with the latest scientific appliances 


of the period, including telephones, phonographs, microphones, tasimeters, | 


electro-dynamic lights, §e., §e., Vc. PATERFAMILIAS and his family 


discovered at their breakfaus’, which is being cooked on the table by a 


patent ‘* solariscopic ”’ stove, 

PaTERFAMILIAS (reading ‘** Times’’). Dear me now, what shocking 
news from New York. A whole trainful of excursionists smashed, 
my dear! 

MATERFAMILIAS. 


not in the accident ! 
Pater. Ah, to be sure! We will soon see. Run to my study, 


Henry William, my boy, and just find out whether your brother 

George is safe and sound, will you? It's the telephone on the left of 

the mantelpiece you must call through. 
Henry Wiviiam. All right, papa. 


How dreadful! 


|Eait Henry WiLiiaM. 


Lucy. Oh! mamma, don't you hear the noise? It’s quite 
stunning me! 

Mater. Noise, child? I hear none. 

Pater. Why, the silly girl has actually got one of the wires of the 


Ha)] microphone hitched on to the tail of her gown. No wonder she 


FUN. 


I do hope our dear George was | 
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's . . . . . 
| is stunned, for I left a spider spinning his web just over the apparatus 


' as I came in to breakfast. 
| Marer. (unfastening wire). Ah! that’s one of Charlie’s monkey 


| tricks, I'll be bound. Where is the young rascal 7 
Enter Hovusemaip hurriedly. 
Oh, if you please, mum, wild you speak to Master 





HovsEMAID. 

oe he’s set on the electricity in the back-kitching, and the 

| knife-machine’s working like mad; and the pump agoing at that rate 

| the cistern’s bound to overflow. 

| Parer. Why, I believe I hear the water rushing down the stairs 
now ! | Exit to see. 

| Enter Henny WItiraM. 


| Henry Witiiam. Oh, mamma, it’s such a lark! I shouted 
' through to brother George, and asked if he was all right, and then 
some strange voice called back that the drag would start for Epsom at 
10.30 sharp, and that he hoped Pa would not forget the champagne 
and false noses. 
|  Marer. Oh, that’s it, is it? 
that was to take Joseph to town so early. 
through, Henry William? 
Henry Witiram. The first as you go in, mamma. 
Marenr. (aside). Ah, that is the one my husband told me was solely 
for important business communications and must never be used by any 


| of us. 


This, then, is the special business 
Which tube did you call 


Enter PATERFAMILIAS ty @ damp condition. 

Pater. There was an inch of water on the top landing already, 
and I was just intime to save your sewing machine, my dear, from 
complete collapse. You must really not leave the band attached to the 

| electro dynamic motive-wheel when you have done work! 

| Marer. (coldly). Indeed. And you, Joseph, should keep your 
business telephone securely corked. But 1 am keeping you from 

| Epsom. The drag starts at 10.50 sharp ! 

Partsr. (confusedly). Ah! I am running down there to-day with 


| Robinson about a special contract. 





Mater. For champagne and false noses, I presume? 
Pater. What! that fool Robinson has never—— 
Marrer. Indeed, he has; andI knowall. Go, Joseph, go, and 


| 
| (she is suddenly cut short in her speech by the violent agitation of the 
‘* tasimeter’’ she wears at her girdle.) Why, who can this be coming?’ 
(Examines dial of tasimeter.) The hand has gone down to zero. It 
' must be that horrid old bore, Mrs. Peppercuick. I won’t see her! 
(Knock at door heard.) 
Pater. I will soon send her away, love. Give me that phonograph 
on the sideboard, Lucy. (She hands it to him). It’s the one we kept 
in the nursery, you know, my dear, whilst Frank and Pollie had the 
scarlatina. I'll wind out a few of Doctor Fell’s observations. (Goes 
| anto the hall and turns handle of phonograph, which at once begins to emit, 
in a loud tone, words to this eject :—‘* Remember, above all, to keep 
| the patients secluded, my dear madam. The disease is most infectious 
and easily communicated, even to visitors. I will call to-morrow at 


this hour.’’) | 
At this juncture Mus. Pevrercvick is heard beating a quick retreat from 
the doorstep. 

Pater. There, my love, I've sent her off. 

Marer. And now you're off, I suppose, to your dissipation ? 
| Pater. No, really. It will be a most quiet and serious party 
| Mater. Then, if so, you won’t object to wear this pocket phono- 
graph (gives it to him). I shall then be able to judge on your return. 

Pater. (aside). What a nuisance! But there’s no help for it. 

Anything for a quiet life. But bother scientific inventions, say [. 
(Tukes it and exit). 


‘‘We will have no more Marriages.”’ 
| 


Tue Master of the Rolls is evidently not a marrying man. On being 
applied to to restrain « ward in Chancery from contracting a 
| matrimonial alliance, 


His lordship said that the young man was only nineteen years of age. There 
Was no necessity to hear anything more. He was not going to allow a buy of nine- 


teen to get married. es ; 
Mr. Phear asked that the injunction might extend to the clergyman. 


| His Lordship: Yes, of course, to everybody. 

| Although we agree with Sir George’s acquiescence to Mr. Phear, we 
very much fear he has gone too far in restraining ‘‘everybody’’ from 
getting married. His oilice of Master of the Rodis doughn’t empower 
him to do so. 


Grains of Sand. 
Ir there be anything in a name, surely the statements of Dr. 
Humphry “ Sand-with’”’ should be taken ‘‘ cum grano.”” 





Tu laws of the land are strange enough, but those relating to water 
are stranger. It seems that for fishing a dead body out of the Thames 
the finder is rewarded with 45s. 6d., but for rescuing a living person 
there is nothing allowed. Of a truth, the Act that is guilty of this 
anomaly requires a saving clause. 


——————— 
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FOR ADMIRALTY CIVIL LORDS. 


By A. Reerer. 


TIPS 


"UkRET-sHIPs have fore-castles. 

Vhen a ship is said to carry a ‘‘ weather helm, 
‘*t ller”’ is not made of (y)ew(e). 

i» **eross-trees are so named because midshipmen get cross 

w ten sent up there. 

‘ne space in the captain's state-room is usually small, as it has to 
be a cah tn, 

(he ‘‘ dead eyes’”’ are always under the ‘‘ shrouds.” 

‘onversation on the quarter-deck must be conducted with propriety 
a (decorum, or the mainsail may be ‘‘ scandalised.” 

Chere is no penalty imposed for non-registration of ‘‘ births’’ on 
bh ard ship. Deaths are interred, or entered, in the ‘‘log’’; and no 
n riiages are permitted, except to the ‘‘ gunner's daughter.”’ 


”? it means that the 


“he most economical manning for a war-steamer is to have its | 


‘screw made of gun-metal. 

“he ‘‘rigger,’’ who puts a ‘‘thimble”’ in a sail, is not therefore 
ca led a ** thimble-rigger.” 

he Russian circular ironclads are economical, as there can be no 
‘ vaist’’ on board them, 

‘ Booms”’ are made by firing great guns. 

Che weapon used by boarders are called cutlasses, because when 
«  daty sailors are required to ‘‘ cut”’ lasses. 

“he ‘* courses”’ on board ship are sails. 
courses which appear on the mess-table. 


The *‘combings”’ of the hatchway are always preserved till a port 


i reached, when the port admiral may do what he likes with them. 

A steam-tug is not a turret-ship, although it is a tower. 

(he anchor that has benefited most by the instructions of the 
» aster of deportment is called the ‘‘ best bower.’’ 


Che ‘‘jolty-boat” obtained its name from being used for fetching | 
».en on board when, after they have become ‘‘rum”’ customers on | 


»hore, they have become ‘‘ jolly ’’ tars. 


(he business of the schoolmaster on board ship is to have the ropes | 


operly taut. 
Reefs are often, but Reefers seldom, taken in. 


WAIT FOR AGE. 


Tue Wat or A MIpDDLE-aGep BAcHEtor. 


Op nurses’ tales which once I read, 
Of ghosts and sprites and bogeydom, 

Produced not half the gruesome dread 
Of coming on old-fogeydom. 


The girls don’t simper now— indeed, 
They’re not enthusiastic—no ; 

They say ‘‘ engaged’’ whene’er I plead 
They’ll tread the light fantastic toe. 


Instead they ask my ‘‘sage advice,” 
Nor smile in pretty pouting way, 

They freeze my compliments to ice, 
And look at me in doubting way. 


The jokes I try to make fall flat 
On ears of youthful gaby ones, 

I’m asked by Ma’s of every brat 
To godfather their baby ones. 


My tailor’s always dropping hints 
My figure ought reduced to be, 
And well I knew my hair’s dark tints 
Are not the hue they used to be. 


I cannot shoot, nor hunt, nor row, 

Nor drink, nor smoke, nor lark about ; 
I take a stick whene’er I go 

My daily walk the park about. 


Oh, give me back, with youth again, 
Belief in nurses’ bogeydom, 


But spare, oh spare to me the pain 
Of fast ‘approaching fogeydom. 


‘‘As Old as Adam.”’ 
Tue name ‘‘ William”’ can lay claim to a most remote 


FU 


There are, however, other | 
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A **RIDICULUS MUS.” 


We recently gave an old college joke—never before printed —in the 
free translation of a phrase in one of Cicero's Catalinian orations. 
Here is another worth noting in print for the use of future generations 
of schoolboys. 

‘* Sempronius cireumdedit Roma cocalibus muris’’ waa easy enough 
till the scholar got to the penultimate word, when he sought the 
assistance of a friend. This was accorded in the kindest manner by 
the assurances that he mnat be a fool! ‘' Coctalidus’’ was all but 
English—‘*‘ cocktailed,’’ of course ; and he wasn’t such an ass as not 
to know that ‘‘ muri’? was derived from ‘‘ mus,’ a mouse. The 
victim, therefore, translating accordingly, had :— 

‘* Sempronius surrounded Rom: with ecocktailed mice,” 
rendering of ‘‘ muris,’””> made, what tne Americans call, a 
of it. 








and, by this 
‘* mus"’ 


Shere Nonsense. 


In a telegram, dated November 5, it is stated that ‘‘the Viceroy 
protested against a renewal of negotiations with the Ameer of Cabul, 
as being futile and impolitic, bat he was overrnled by the Cabinet.” 
They evidently manage these things better in India, for this proves 
that there Ministers will not be ruled 4y Jingo. Lord Lytton’s warlike 
| policy has been questioned, and we doubt if he will be able to make it 
| answer. 





A Derivation Apple-y Apple-ied. 
| AN apple dum(4)pling is so called because it should be conspicuous 
| by the absence of its (s)talk. 


| A Mistress of Elocution. 
| THe woman who made a dumb waiter answer has succeeded in 
making a tart reply. 





| How a Man Eats u1s own Worps.—When he makes (s)peaches 
after dinner, and eats them. 

No wonder the Celestials have a good opinion of themselves. 
'can a Chinaman be made of common clay ? 


How 


a 





Bl7< bid , 
Zs et fy ‘ppp 
r Gi4 ¢4 , 7 





“NASTY PARTICULAR.” 


antiquity, if without impropriety we may imagine Cain 


isking his brother, ‘‘ 


ow are you this morning, eh, 


dill?” 








Rirtep Cannon.— Captured guns. 
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Mistress (to a servant who has called about a situation) :—‘‘ THERE Ake 
NO CHILDREN, ONLY TWO IN PAMILY.” 

Servant :—‘‘ WILL You SHOW ME OVER THE ’OUSE, MUM, AS I NEVER 
TAKES A SITUATION, MUM, TILL I’VE SEEN WHAT SORT OF A 'OUBE THE 
’OUSE IS, MUM.”’ 
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and the Builder is heard of no more. 


And then, as the fire and the gas draw the deadly steam from the walls, a figure 
is dimly deeciied writhing in the mist, 
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A DANGEROUS CROSSING. 


Dizzy, the Sweeper :—‘‘ DON’T ALARM YOURSELF, MUM, IT’S ONLY THE ‘HAREBRAINED CHATTER OF IRRESPONSIBLE 
FRIVOLITY.’ I’LL LOOK AFTER YOUR BAG. KEEP HOLD OF MY ARM WHATEVER YOU DO.” 
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A WILD NOTION, 
Little Boy (to Servant) :—‘* What is the Lord Mayor’s Show, 
Maggie ?”’ 
Maggie (to Mistress):—‘‘ A kind of a wild beasts’ show, mum» 
isn’t it?’ 


_ 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


TROPHONIUS ON THE SEA (IN A LITERARY, NOT LITERAL, SENSE)— 
THE PROPHET IN LOVE—CHILLY ASSIGNATIONS—A MIXED TIP— 
THE OLD MAN BREAKS ‘‘THE PLEDGE’’—OPPOSITION TO HIS AD- 
DRESSES—A CONSOLING PROSPECT. 

Briguton, Wednesday last. 


My Own, My Gracious Epiror,—How sweet and calm the 
rippling sea beneath the autumn moonlight! How awful in its 
grandeur when, lashed and tortured by wild Boreas, it howls and 
roars and writhes in fury! Under both these aspects I have had 
ample opportunity for studying it during the past week. Every even- 
ing, as the peaceful shades began to fall, and the lamplighter made his 
cheerful round, have I sallied forth to meet my Anna, with whom to 
interchange the gentle sigh, the tender word, the hopeful picture of 
the future! I can’t say I quite relish those evening strolls, though, the 
wind is cutting and the air is keen, and rheumatism is the usual result. 
But Anna is warm (ina monetary sense), and sacrifices made for the 
sake of her mon—for the sake of Aer—are sure of repayment. That I 
am trembling on the brink of matrimony is no surprise to you, I pre- 
sume, for, as you are aware, I have long pondered the subject, and 
determined to make the plunge at the first advantageous opportunity. 
You will remember my advertisement for tenders for my hand last 
June. It has always been a matter of astonishment to me, by the 
way, that I never received any answers to that advertisement ; of 
course, I don’t connect with it in any way your marriage with an ex- 
tremely wealthy countess just about that time, for, even if you took 
the best, you might have let me have the second best. Well, well, 
that by the way. You are acquainted, no doubt, with the fact that a 
lover breaks into poetry now and then—lI have broken into the 
following, but I’m afraid my selection for the Manchester Handicap 
has got mixed up with it:— 

TO ANNA. 


Oh! Anna dear, what can enhance 
The golden splendours of thy glance ! 
And say to what I may compare 
The matchless richness of thy hair! 
Thine eyes are ‘‘ shiners’? for a miser's hoard 
(Perhaps Isonomy is all abroud), 
Thy lips are priceless rubies, pearls thy teeth 
(And shall BeLpHa:se wear no victor’s wreath fF) 
(Can Jutius Cetsvs gain no dole? 
Will Tovcuert never reach the gol *) 
Love’s odour round thee floats content, 
And happiness is sent per scent. 


(Will not Rep Comyn fiercely quell each foe ? 
The slothful Snart, can he no quicker go ?) 
I love thee, Anna, ind thy love I’d earn, 
To this small prophet make a quick return. 


Perhaps you will be able to extricate the tip. J amnot. Love has 
muddled my aged brain, or mayhap it is the unaccustomed glass of 
brandy-and-water 1 have just taken, for I have broken the pledge; 
my Anna has entreated me to take « glass of ‘‘ something hot’’ every 
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evening, on my return from our stroll, to counteract the baleful effects 
of the night air, and for her sake what would I not do? I would— 
ah! I would take two or even three glasses twice a day for ever! 


Maybe you wonder that we meet in the street instead of by my Anna’s 
cosy fireside. Sir, Anna has relatives. She supports them more or 
less—there are eighteen of them, a father, an aunt, three uncles, four 
sisters, one half-sister (but she counts as a whole one), one cousin, 
two nephews, and five nieces—and need I say they object to Anna’s 
marrying (they say it’s me they object to, and call mea ‘low betting 
fellow ’’—but that’s a mere excuse) and when I go there they won't 
leave us together. They don’t say anything—they don’t do anything 
—they only sit all round the room with their hands in their laps. 
We found it embarrassing, so we took to our present method of meet- 
ing, but it’s always cold, and when it rains it’s beastly. ‘Those relatives 
have the best of it for the present.—I am, Xc., TROPHONIUS. 


P.S.—It will be different when I am married! 


ES 


THE ASTRONOMER’S LOVE. 


A TALE or THE November Meteors. 


Love was ne’er like the love he bore that star! 
A burning, all-absorbing love, although 

The light of his great soul was distant far, 
She in the heavens, he on earth below. 


Oh! how he watched her in the coming shade! 
Afraid lest aught should snatch her from his view, 

To shield her from him, oh! how hard she prayed 
For fog or even rain or misty dew. 


She could not bear his steady, ardent gaze ; 
And how she envied in her dread alarm, 
Contrasting with her own poor anguished rays, 
The placid moon so quiet and so calm. 
She prayed! Would nothing hear her tortured pray’r, 
Naught e’er the awful fascination sever! 
There didn’t seem to—so, in wild despair, 
She leapt from heaven and was lost for ever! 





THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Tue new piece by Messrs. James Albery and Joseph Hatton, to be 
produced at the Princess’s on Nov. 30, is entitled The Shadow of a 
Crime. The management has hitherto carefully avoided anything at 
all shady, and therefore, notwithstanding the title, it will doubtless be 
a substanttal success. 

The bill at Drury Lane reads very funnily, The Unfinished Gentle- 
man— Othello, Judged by the capital cast, « Moor finished perform- 
ance has not been seen of late. 

Mr. Edward Swanborough’s benefit is announced to take place on 
Nov. 23, when his wife will appear and make herself generally 
Hughes-ful. 

In giving the cast of Hamlet at the Lyceum, a contemporary asserts 
that it is a very fine one, and states that with the new management 
there will be ‘‘no more cheese-paring.’”’ We are glad to hear it, but, 
nevertheless, in addition to Mr. Irving’s Prince of Hamlet, we should 
not object to see him double Gloster. 

The new entertainment produced by Mrs. German Reed at St. 
George’s Hall is said to be one of the best she has had for a long time, 
therefore it would be A Tremendous Mystery if it were anything but 
successful. ‘This popular hall is always largely patronised by clergy- 
men, which is accounted for by the fact that the company includes 
A. Bishop. 

Mr. W. Farren, by appearing as Grandfather Whitehead and Young 
Wilding, may be said to be enacting the old and young stager. The 
critics commend the first-named impersonation, but condemn the latter. 
Evidently it is not everybody that can lie like Truth. 

At the Gaiety Theatre, Dublin, a new farcical comedy by H. J. 
Byron has been produced. The little Uncle suggests that it will be 
relatwely successful, and on the first night it was so, if we aren’t mis- 
taken. 

It is stated that, notwithstanding the Bank crisis, a tremendous 
audience was present on Monday, the first night of Mr. Irving’s Glas- 
gow engagement. We can quite understand this. It must be a relief 
to = people to see good acting after the Bank directors’ acting so 
badly. 








We have never previously heard that General Grant was given to 
dirty conduct, but when we read that the fact of his taking a bath at 
Biarritz was telegraphed to over 40 newspapers in the United States, 
it certainly looks as though cleanliness was not a general failing. It 
may now, however, be taken for Granted that ‘‘ while there's life 
there’s soap.”’ 
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WHAT CAN’T BE CURED, Ke. 


Mike :—*‘ Anrnau, Pat, THE PIGS ARE LOOKING IN A BAD WAY.’ 
Pat :—‘‘ AND 8URE THIN ISN'T IT FOR CONSUMPTION I’M DRIVING THEM | 


TO MARKET? ”’ 


FUN’S NEW NOTION. 


Now Christmas is approaching and all the world is telling stories— 
(it’s a very deceitful world)—Mr. Fon has suddenly conceived a yearn- 
ing to tell some stories too. ; : 

Ie has two or three capital stories careering about his brain—(his 
brain was always remarkable for the number of its stories, each con- 
taining many chambers, the topmost ones being attics, holding salt)— 
and he is encouraged to let them out now by the fact of his having hit 
upon an entirely new and unique method of introducing them; he 
thinks it would be a fine notion to make several characters meet by 
chance at an inn, and each in turn tell a story of his personal adven- 
tures! Mr. Fun means to copyright this notion at once to prevent any 
of the Christmas Story Writers plagiarising it in the Annuals, and 
intends to take strong measures against any who shall do so. By the 
way, he has received hints of 4 pee of the name of Chaucer (or 
something like that) having already trespassed upon his rights in this 


the thing, unless Mr. Fun inadvertently confided it to him late at 
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THE 


POLICEMAN AND THE PAPER BOY. 


| [Ir is not generally known that the subjoined is the 
latest and more poetical form into which Wordsworth 
| re-cast ‘* The Redbreast and the Butterfly.’’] 








Art thou the man whom cooks love best, 

The brawny man with the buttoned breast, 
Our stalwart English Bobby ; 

The man that comes about our doors, 
And sometimes in the lobby ? 

Art thou the ‘‘eopper’’ of East-end boors? 
The ‘‘ peeler’’ of places 
Less up in slang’s graces? 

The man whom some rude name or other 
All roughs must call, and fain would smother, 
The darling of Sukey and Jane? 

Could thy Founder, Sir Robert, open his eyes, 

He'd certainly stare with much surprise, 
Before he shut them again. 


Tf the paper-boy knew but his friend, 
Hither his flight he would bend, 
Dodge and double round me; 
Between the lamp-posts desperately 
In and out he darts about ; 
Can this be the man to maidens’ mind, 
That, after their bewildering, 
Leads the lost little childering 
To the station-house so kind ? 


What ailed thee, Bobby, that thou could’st pursue 
The poor young cratur 
Saucy by natur? 
Singing out ‘‘ Pep-per,’’ and taking a sight, 
}'rom door to door let him take his flight ; 
Tis all that he wishes to do. 
Thou with our servants always laughing, 
He, as he goes, for ever chatling,— 
What hinders, then, that ye should be 
Good friends in this pleasant weather, 
And pace the streets in peace together ? 
His turned-up nose in red is dressed, 
A red as brilliant as thine own! 
If thou with Sukey would’st be blest, 
O brawny man, whom cooks love best, 
| Be quiet and leave him alone. 








‘“ Now, while the wind howls a dreary accompaniment without * * 
fach of us * * some story of personal adventure; what say you?”’ 
At these words * * strangely silent and reserved figure of the other 
* * in the corner * * (apart, muffled in his long travelling cloak * * 
as if shunning observation) * * drew his chair somewhat more into 
the ruddy firelight * * disclosing to view * * features * * singu- 
larly handsome yet melancholy caste * * asif weigheddown * * some 
terrible secret * * and in a voice shaken by emotion thus began :— 


THE CHIEF COMMISSIONER’S STORY. 


‘* My fellow traveller and my worthy host, I do not know whether 
either of you ever ventured into the wild and terrible district of Scot- 
land-yard, rendered more terrible to me by the strange adventure 
which I am about to force myself to relate; for I cannot, indeed, 
conceal from you the strong emotion with which I still look back upon 
that event in my life. 

‘‘T had been engaged in my professional duties for some time, and it 
may be that overwork had in some measure weakened my nerves and 
heightened my imagination; be this as it may, I found myself, one 
dark and awful night, alone within the confines of Scotland-yard. I 








notion, and is puzzled to imagine how the fellow can have got hold of | 
| 


night when he was not quite well. However, let all be warned in 


time, be their names Chaucer or not—that is all ! | had wandered on for some time, wrapt in my own sombre thoughts, 


| when I suddenly became alive to the terrible loneliness of my situa- 
SOME CHRISTMAS STORIES. —_. I onan’ ane iEeee pale, I confess ; = the mare t attempted 
> : rT r | to divert my thoughts by turning over new designs in police helmets 
(WARRANTED - BS #ICEION } and boots, 7 eat things in drill, the more vy ates of the place 
THE OPENING. | stole upon me, until at length I sank down utterly overwhelmed by an 
It was a wild night. Ever and anon the chill whirling wind * * | undefinable dread. 

clouds of feathery snow * * windows of acosy hostelry * * twocold | ‘Then there passed in slow succession before my mind’s eye ghastly 
and weary travellers * * lumbering coach * * toiling slowly * * | pictures of the crimes of London— pictures whose intensity of horror 
refuge. * ® Ruddy light from the huge log * * reflected on the | benumb me even as I speak to you now. I saw hawkers selling 
weather-beaten faces of the travellers * * told of many a peril dared | matches without a license—people creating obstructions—parents neg- 
and overcome * * many a wild night like the present * * presently | lecting to take advantage of the board-schools—but I cannot dwell 

* * warmed by the good cheer of the worthy bost * * drawn around | more upon these fearful visions which unman me. * * 
the hearth * * subject fora painter. Then one of the travellers, who | ‘I do not know how long [ had crouched and brooded thus when I 
by his cheerful demeanour * * flagging spirits of his companion. * *| observed a strange, unnatural radiance, which appeared as if 
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the latch and stood within ; the man turned and beheld it; with one 
wild yell, which I can hear at this moment, he threw up his arms and 
rushed forth into the wild chilling night. As he ran, from every 
corner, from every doorway, from every dark place hot roast geese 
darted out upon him, crowding around him, dogging his steps, 
menacing and driving him onward—crowiding thicker and faster until 
the whole air was filled with them; while above all the wild scene 
hovered the apparition with the terrible words of fire upon its breast ; 
then I once more became unconscious. * * 

‘When I awoke the morning had dawned, and haggard from the 
horrors of the last few hours, I crept to my office and sat brooding 
upon the vision; I grasped the warning it gave; I saw in my mind as 
in a panorama, The (:oose Club—the Weekly Sixpence—the (roose 
once ‘Tasted—the Unconquerable Craving for Goose at Christmas— 
the Downward Course—The End! ! ! 

‘* And it lay in my power to crush this calamity out of existence—for 
I, gentlemen, and Chief Commissioner of Criminal Investigators and 
(irand Public Grandmother—and the vision had been for my guidance ! 

‘<T snatched up a pen and sent forthan edict forbidding all (+o0se Clubs 
this season ; and a weight seemed to be lifted at once from my heart ; 
but the horror of my vision, my friends, will cling to me for many 
Christmases yet, and its influence will never depart with life!’’ 

His voice ceased; and fora space éilence was unbroken, as the 
travellers gazed thoughtfully at the glowing embers; but, at length, 
as a gust more furious than the rest told that the tempest without had 


not abated 









































approaching from the far distance. It grew brighter. A form, 
gradually dividing itself from the surrounding sulphurous giimmer, 
appeared before me—the form of a GOOSE. It beckoned me to 
follow, and slowly moved away. I had no power of resistance, and 
followed, an icy shudder shaking my whole frame.’’ The speaker 
here paused, covered his face for an instant, applied his lips to his 
steaming tumbler, and continued, in a firmer voice: ‘‘ The ghostly 
apparition moved onward until it stood before the door of « poor 
cottage. As I stood, wondering in spite of my horror, the apparition 
motioned me to look through the cottage window, and I obeyed. Ah, 
what a scene of virtuous content met my gaze ! 

It was Christmas. Around a cheerful fire, whence showers of sparks 
leapt joyfully up the poor but virtuous chimney towards the silent stars 
without, a labourer sat happily in the midst of his loving family. 
With one ear he listened to the artless but well-intended prattle of his 
babe, while the other was turned towards his hard-working but 
virtuous partner, who was reading to kim from a goody-goody book. 
His elder children grouped themselves around in studied yet 
virtuous attitudes, or played happily in the corners at some amusing 
pastime. ‘The apartment was poorly but virtuously furnished. It was 
dinner-time, but no dinner appeared upon the board; yet all was 
radiant happiness, and an incessant smile, very pleasing to observe, 
lighted up the intelligent countenances of all. I turned my gaze 
toward the apparition, and started back as an expression as of fiendish 
exultation showed its features in their most revolting aspect ; then the 
apparition pushed open the cottage door and stood for a moment upon 
the threshold, beckoning to the father of the family. Hesitatingly 
the man approached, gazing intently atthe breast of the spectral 
goose, his lips moving the while as if he read some words there ; then 
he beckoned to the partner of his joys and sorrows, and she too came 
forward, and appeared to read something on the breast of the spectre. 
The man and wife seemed to consult and hesitate. 

Slowly and uncertainly the labourer drew from his pocket a small 
silver coin valued at sixpence. Irresistibly my gaze was now drawn 
to the breast of the apparition, and there I read, in letters of fire, the 
words, ‘ Our Goose Club has now commenced.’ With an expression 
of fiendish exultation as before, the apparition snatched the coin 
and tested it; then all seemed to swim around me, and I saw 
no more. . . . When [I once more recovered consciousness 
I was again gazing through the cottage window; but, ah! how 
different was the scene now! It was Christmas once more. All was, 
indeed, as clean as before, and the sparks leapt up the chimney as 
cheerfully as ever; but over the faces in the apartment had comea 
melancholy terrible to witness. No more the infant prattled artlessly 
in its cot; its gaze was fixed in stern and silent foreboding upon its 
parent, while the father and mother sat with their faces buried in 
their hands, their frames now and again convulsed by a shudder which, 
indeed, told its own tale. I now observed that a hot roast goose, with 
its usual accessories, steamed upon the table; and as I stood rivetted 
to the spot a voice hissed in my ear, ‘ The downward course!’ With 
a start I turned, and saw the spectral goose once more. Once 
more I read upon its breast the words, ‘Our Goose Club 
has now commenced.’ Then the scene faded from my eyes as 
before. . . . Again I stood gazing into that poor cottage, 
and a sob rose in my throat as I saw the scene within. Once 
more it was Christmas; but the labourer, now worn to little more 
than a skeleton, paced the room with the wild step of despair, 
ever and anon turning his bloodshot eye upon the partner 
of his life. The babe in its cot struck, with clenched 
fist, its brow, now prematurely seamed and wrinkled with grief. 





(To be continued.) 


AN AWFUL WARNING. 


A soner set of six were we, who journeyed underground ; 

From Kew or Hammersmith we hailed, and Cityward were bound. 
The talk veered ever and anon from politics to trade, 

And weighty topics in finance we tackled undismayed. 

Aggressive grew our arguments, conflicting grew our views, 

For one would quote the Telegraph and one the Daily News. 

Yet no unseemly brawl occurred, or symptoms of a fight ; 

For sons of commerce—as a rule—will bark, but never bite. 


Sedately gay we steamed away, and half the trip was o’er, 
When, lo! a youth invaded us, of twenty-three or four. 

His coat was but of yestermorn, his boots were of to-day ; 

His hat, refulgent in the gas, returned its ev’ry ray. 

He taciturnly overheard our comments on the stocks, 

As if within its fuucidus had Aesit-ed his voz. 

Three-quarters of the way were sped before the stranger spoke ; 
And then—conceive our horror, please—the stranger made a joke ! 


One heaved a sigh—another coughed—a third grew ghastly pale ; 
A fourth attempted with a smile his gathered wrath to veil. 

Then, seeing Number Five collapse, I all at once began 

To take the stranger into tow and warn that wretched man. 

The grandeur of Demosthenes was high above my reach, 

The late lamented Cicero could floor me at a speech ; 

No matter—noble was my cause, and pure was my intent ; 

The voice of Duty urged me on, so straightway on I went. 


‘‘Perchance, fond youth,” said I, in tones appropriately stern, 

‘* Thy loving mother sits at home and sighs for thy return. 

Thou hast a father, probably, who recks not of the shame 

One moment's giddy prank may cast upon thine honoured name. 
Thy sister lives—thy brother too—thine uncle, and thine aunt— 
Thou hast the minor luxuries that Opulence may grant. 

Come, tell me, favourite of Chance. Come, Fortune’s chosen one— 
Say, wast thou only petted thus to perpetrate a pun ? 


‘*A pun, you tell me, only counts among the lesser sins ; 

But who can trace aright the place where wickedness begins ? 
The germs of evil, giddy boy, seem trifles at the time, 

But oft the tiny seed begets the lofty tree of crime. 

Beware, beware, the simple play upon the simple word! 

I knew a youth—but shall I dare to mention what occurred ? 
The traitor to his mother-tongue will oftentimes conclude 

By working out a long career of penal servitude.” 


The smile had left his boyish face; the cloud was on his brow, 
He looked—I cannot undertake to say exactly how. 

I scanned the features of my friends ; but three were in a snooze, 
And one devoured the Telegraph and one the Daily News. 

My tale is done. That little trip took e a year ago. 

’Tis rarely that I think of it; but this I chance to know, 

My fervour and my eloquence were not employed in vain ; 

That youth is now another man. He never punned again ! 





All was indeed changed. As I looked about, seeking some 
clue to the meaning of this change, I saw that the table 
was now covered with roastel geese. Instinctively I turned, and 


beheld the fearful apparition stalking to the door of the cot; it lifted Ruetoric-Ketty Favuitrvit.—The Lord Chief Baron. 
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HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL, 


A Retvucrant ConrFgssIon OF EXCELLENCE. 


Now Fcn has had fully his share 
Of benefits called educational, 
So, praise of one’s self he’s aware 
Ts not at all recommendational. 
And though he has ‘‘ writ,” as you've heard 
A work christened ‘‘ Hood’ s Comic Annual,”’ 
He'd scorn for to utter a word 
In praise of that glorious manual. 


But several friends, who've the way, 
Commanding the Jester’s auricular, 
I{ave not, he is sorry to say, 
Thought proper to be so particular. 
They say that the work is sublime, 
They tell him they’re always enjoying it, 
Asserting, with confidence, Time 
Will never succeed in destroying it. 


They say it’s contents are, indeed, 
Remarkably clever and various, 
It’s humour, they say, would succeed 

In making a hermit hilarious. 
(And as they have shown in the past 
Exalted judicial capacity, 
I’m sure Mr. Fun is the last 
To try to impugn their veracity.) 


Of annuals publishing now 

(With no wish to make any jest of ’em), 
They very respectfully vow 

That ‘‘ Hood’s’’ is the brightest and best of ’em; 
It’s priced, too, at no rate, in sooth, 

‘They say, for they don’ t call a ‘‘ bob” a rate— 
Which Fvn, in his love of the truth, 

Is, blushingly, forced to corroborate. 


A Weighty Announcement. 

Bristout has added three tons to the literary, archi- 
tectural, and mercantile wealth of the country: a 
“LIKE TO LIKE.” Chatter-ton, a Cliff-ton, and a Co(a)ls-ton. 

Joe :—‘* Mapex, I’m GOING TO RIDE OVER TO JACK JOHNSON’S TO SEE HIS Not Pope Joan. 
Tue wife of Miss Farren’s uncle was not a cardinal, 


LITTLE PUPPY.” 
Madge :—‘‘ Finp OUT FOR ME WHICH IT I8 MOST LIKE, YOU OR JACK.” although she was Aunt to Nelly. 








Milk, Oh! ‘*O, say what is that thing called Light.” 

ApvLTERATION’s artful trade connected with milk-selling has | Light has ceased to be a weekly journal, and wili now appear as a 
proved one too many for the sanitary inspector. The milkman who monthly magazine instead. We should have thought, however, that 
was summoned at Bow-street on Monday argued that, as his milk had the best way of strengthening a ‘‘ weekly’ Light would have been to 
been bought for the purpose of analysis and found to be what the | turn it into an electric one—work it with an engine instead of an 
inspector expected—adulterated—it was consequently not ae editor. 
the prejudice of the purchaser. Sir James Ingham agreed, and the 
pilleeme was allowed to go on his milky way rejoicing. So much for Shakespeare Submerged. 

‘* Tu-8B or not tu-be, that is the question,”’—which the engineers 


the ‘‘ meaning of the Act,’’ which permits tradesmen to profit by the : 
Act of Adulteration. As there is no doubt that the spirit of the law | on the Channel tunnel will eventually have to consider. 





it i l t @ it. 
has been dbroken, it is surely time to amend 1 TREACHEROUS Harnour or Rerucr.—A Cinque Port. 
Cam. Cads. Kew Ready, Prise One Shilling, 


Dvurineo Mr. Stanley's lecture at Cambridge, on Monday, the under- HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 


graduates behaved so disgracefully that he said he had heard nothing 

which reminded him so much of the shouts and shrieks of cannibals as CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
the cries of some of the young gent/emen of Cambridge University. Such Phirty panes of Buaravings le the Brothers Deleicl 
Now Ready, Price Twopence, 


behaviour is enough to make anyone speak savagely, and it is a crying 
FUN AKMANAC. 


shame that one of our chief seats of learning should not make a stand 
against cads occupying the places that should be filled by gentlemen. 
Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


There are several kinds of cads, but those at Cambridge seem to be the 
worst by many degrees. 
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TURNING IT OFF. 
Sprightly Young Lady :—‘‘I am arratp I HAVE A VERY LARGE Foot!”’ , 
Polite Shopman :—‘‘ Larncz, miss! On, DEAR, NO, Miss! Ws HAVE LOTS 0’ GENT———THAT 18, CUSTOMERS WITH MUCH LARGER, MISS!’ 










IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. Till I found in life's Sahara 
By a Conrrnmep IpyYLuLEeR _ One oasis Leicester- — 
, Now I spend, in watching Cuara, 
Lots of Vgszy moments there. 





No. XXII.—TELLE EST LA VIE(SEY). 
IFE’S a hectic fuss and AN APPEAL. 


bustle— ; No soxeE—mcst emphatically not. The Great Ormond-street 
Not a pause for taking | sick Children’s Hospital, through want of funds, has been compelled 
oF breath— dra to empty 30 of its cots; the East London Hospital for Children, for 

Push and elbow, drag and | the game reason, is about toclose two wards, eentaining 60 cota. And 
| tussle, ,, | Winter, hard in more senses than one, is coming on. 

Se A ~~ s the ane Think of those 90 little ones, good people, perforce sent back to 
AN ww ature saith. their westched, hanes waich win one - the more wretched a 
QW . . eir contras e hospitals brig ‘leanliness, warm comfort, 
fh . Such a case is most distress | -utritious abundance, kindly skill; or, peradventure, sent suddenly 


















ns; | upon a longer journey. 
ae be TT Seer oe Pall children like in and Fn loves the little folks, and would fain 
SVS ing, Peat unk either looking forward to seeing your boys and girls 

Vy se ° + ’ 
ee: ‘Ley bah see g out or taking gather: d about you again at Christmas, send of Soe aes tothe 
, Ny — secretaries of the two hospitals (Mr. 8. Whitford and Mr. A. Warner), 
ej oy Going out creates a pother, in order that, when the Christmas dinner is handed round from cot to 
'“ap, % Coming in I always dread, | cot to the little sufferers in Bloomsbury and Shadwell, instead of those 
Getting up is such a bother, 90 hushed, gloomily suggestive blanks there may be 90 happy 


-\ 


~ 






So is getting into bed. little faces smiling back to the smiling nurses. 
. ee _. If this you should have done, peradventure you may find music even 
Then there’s dinner-party giving, in the voices of the carol-singers, hcarsely or shrilly chanting through 
Then, of course, one has a wife, your keyhole— 
Then one has to get a living— ‘* Ged bless the master of this house, 
That’s the worst, you see, of lif:. Likewise his good !a-dee, 
And all your little family ; 
Wildly—anxiously—insanely— Ob, happy may you be!” 
Crying, 66 Surely such things are * ‘am — SS 
For an easy moment vainly Whuy would herring-fishers make good heroes for novels ?— Because 
I had hunted near and far. | they sigh when they think of vanished ancestral hauls. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


TxOPHONIU8, IN WINDING UP HI8 REMARKS FOR THE SEASON, POINTS 
OUT HIS SUCCESSES AND TAKES A TENDER LEAVE OF HIS PATRONS. 
Bricuton, Wednesday last. 


Dearest Epitror,—It is my pleasant duty this week to give a 
resumé of my selections for the principal events of the past racing 
season. I call ita pleasant duty, as in every case (with four trifling excep- 
tions) I have given the winner, and in many cases the absolute first, second, 
and third, and I respectfully but firmly defy any other prophet what- 
ever to show anything approaching such success. I append a table 
containing my selections side by side with the actual winners, with 
remarks (for those unfortunate beings,who have failed to understand 
them) elucidatory of the various tips, which will show at a glance that 


I have ample warrant for my boast. , 
TABLE OF Tips AND TAKERS. 



































No. Race. M | Winners—first, second, and 
Selection. third. 

1 | Inter-University Boat Race Oxford ... Oxford, Cambridge, Umpire 

2 | Epsom Derby ...............08. Sefton...... Sefton, Insulaire, Childeric 

oe a ae ee Jannette... Jannette, Pilgrimage, Cle- 
| ' | mentine 

©) MBO dasciisicceers ens Silvio ...... 'Verneuil, Silvio, St. Chris- 
| ' | tophe 

5 | Northumberland Plate...... (Glendale... Glastonbury, Jagellon, Con- 
| | ; | stantine 

6 | Goodwood Stakes ............ Norwich ... Norwich, Hampton, Strath- 
| more 

7 | Doncaster St. Leger ......... Jannette... Jannette, Childeric, Master 
| Kildare 

8 | Ayrshire Handicap ......... Flotsam ..., Flotsam, West Wind, Senator 

9 | Cesarewitch.............000..../) ester ...... Jester, Start, Shillelagh 

10 | Cambridgeshire ............... Isonomy... Isonomy, Touchet, La Mer- 
veille 

11 | Liverpool Autumn Cup .../Hilarious _{Belphebe, Touchet, Master 
| | |_, Kildare 


12 | Lancashire Handicap ...... Jester, or Sir Joseph, Tower and Sword, 
Belpheebe... Helena 
13 Great Shropshire Handicap|Avontes --.| Avontes, Sunshade, Sutler 


Noirs E.verpatory or Tips, SHowinG Form oF PREDICTION. 

1. This tip was extremely clear (given April 10th)—* Their condition is 
not nearly so backward as has been hinted, and there is no doubt of their 
being forward (in every sense) in the coming struggle.” 2 and 3. These 
tips were explained on June 12th and 26th. 4. Here Tropbonius con- 
fesses a failure, but if his noble patrons will only refer back and notice 
the circumstances under which the tip was given (June 19th), and mark 
also that his selection ran second at any rate, they will confess, if they 
are anything like gentlemen, that it is not so bad afterall. 5. Another 
failure, but again not so very bad; the prophet gave Glendale, Jugellon, 
and Constantine for places (see tip June 26th), and two out of the three 
G. Trophonius’s tip for this event (July 17th) was 
clear and decisive. “ Vorwich ought to do it,” was his remark; and 
Norwich did it—very well then! 7. Tips in these terms: (July 10th) 
‘* Back Jannette for the Leger”; (Sept. 11) “I expect him (Childeric) to 
carry off the palm, but he will find dangerous rivals in Jannette and 
Insulaire. ; I strongly advise backers not to overlook Jfaster 
Kildare.” 8. Tip sent (Oct. 9th) :— 

West Wind and Senator you'll find, 

. + * * . * 

But Flotsam’s is the winning number. 
9. Tip (Oct. 9th): “See how the winner clears the press”—punning 
allusion to Fun (asa Jester), he undoubtedly clearing (or excelling) the 
entire contemporary press. 10. “A strange maneeuvre wins” (Oct. 
23rd). Jsonomy started at 40 tol against, and if winning wasn’t a 
* strange mancuvre ” under the circumstences—why, what is, you know ? 
11. Quite out of it—a ghastly failure—and oh! the sums I lost! 
Although I did name JVaster Ar/dure. 12. Worse than ever. We will 
draw a veil over the humiliation of an old, old man. 13. Here the 
prophet is in hisusualform ‘Observe Avontes” (Nov. 13th), be says, and 
Avontes wins; he failed to give the second, but the third is triumphantly 
indicated—* What car a Sutler do with all that cash?” 


There, sir, from this you will see that my success has been practically 
invariable, in fact my success as a prophet has only been equalled by 
Lord Falmouth’s success asa competitor. This latter gentleman—a 
perrens of what a member of the turf should be, for, as is well known, 

{r. Editor, he never bets, consequently, unless he is a greater fool 
than the talented Trophonius takes him to be, he trains to get the best 
horses and runs them to win—which I take it is the best way of 
attaining the ostensible object of racing—viz., the improvement of the 
breed of horses—this gentleman, I say, for the second year in succes- 
sion, has taken the largest amount in stakes and, also for the second 
year in succession, has run both first and second for the St. Leger. 
His horses have run first in thirty-six races, second in five, and third 


horses were placed. 


214 HUN. 


a 





{Nov. 27, 1878. 





in two, taking in all £38,701 in stakes. ‘That, sir, is something to be 
proud of, and Trophonius, resting on his well-earned Jaurels, warm 
with the happy glow that accompanies a generous action, stretches 
forth the right-hand of fellowship to his lordship, and from his exalted 
station as the most successful man of the season, heartily congratulates 


the second best. 
—Yours, Xc., 


And now, sir and patrons, farewell, till next season. 
TROPHONIUs. 


P.S.—I have some good things for 1879. 


BEWITCHED. 


Now the marvels of knowledge hold paramount sway, 
For the conjuror’s wonders are long swept away, 
Cagliostro is dead, 
Friar Bacon’s brass head 
Sinks to nought ’fore the light by an Edison shed ; 
We exalt men of science to Fame’s highest niches, 
Quite pooh-poohing astrologers, wizards, and witches. 


Doctor Faustus lives only in opera scene, 
And old Merlin the wily might never have been ; 

At Black Bogies we jeer, 

At the spirits we sneer, 
And all ghosts and hobgoblins we meet without fear ; 
Bat not Liverpool’s wealth, nor yet Manchester's riches, 
Can protect us poor men from the Lancashire Witches. 


On the pier down at Southport, that’s full a mile long, 
All these witches on fine afternoons love to throng, 

But if foggy or cold 

They are not quite so bold, 
And the new Winter Gardens they haunt then I’m told ; 
They pretend while the band plays they’re busy with stitches, 
But the glances they shoot !—Oh these Lancashire Witches ! 


’Tis umbrellas for broomsticks they carry with care, 

And still some of them steeple-crowned head-dresses wear, 
And the mischief they do 
To they little reck who, 

I myself, when I stayed there last, much came to rue. 

My heart throbs like a ship as it plunges and pitches, 

For I'm fairly bewitched by the Lancashire Witches. 


GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN OUTDONE. 


Tue Americans are boasting now of their big trains, one of which, 


on the Northern Central (which seems something like talking about a 
Top-Middle) Railroad, is reported to have been 6,200 feet 3 inches long, 
or a mile and 300 yards. 
the Underground, for example—would stop at three or four stations at 
a time, and it would be necessary to have a tramway laid down 
parallel to the line it ran on, so that passengers could ride up and 
down in quest of their luggage, or of their right carriage, when it 
stopped, and be carried the last mile or so of their journey when they 


had booked to a terminus. 
also constructed several furlongs in length, and manned—or, rather, 


Such a train on our metropolitan lines — on 


Then again, unless refreshment-bars were 


‘‘maided’’—with several hundreds of barmaids, the unfortunate 
occupants of the end carriages would never be able to get as far as the 
counter in the short interval allowed for stopping for refreshment. 

Ontheotherhand the position of the passengersin the ultimate compart- 
ment in case of a collision, or in that next the engine in case of being 
overtaken and ‘‘ telescoped ” from bebind, would evidently be one to 
be envied. 

A peculiarity of this mile-and-more-long train would be the fact 
that since there would be 40 Poles in every furlong of it, there must 
be at least 330 in the whole of the carriages: so that it would not 
afford very agreeable travelling quarters for Russians. One such 
train in a disaffected portion of the Russian Empire, would, indeed, be 


as dangerous as a train of gunpowder. 


Our ‘‘ Judges,”’ 


ALDERMAN CARDEN was 4 little while ago reported to have said, ‘‘ he 
had often felt tempted to pick pockets—to show how easy it could be 
done.’’ Now, Justice Hawkins speaks of burglaries being committed 
‘by fair means.’’ And the Lord Chief Justice—says it is wrong 
‘* for a man to call a man a liar,’’—but ‘‘ it is worse in the case of a 
woman—because she cannot knock the man down.”” What next? 


A Fair Assumption. 

A CONTEMPORARY asserts that the Lord Mayor's Show ‘‘is the 
means of bringing together some of the prettiest female faces which 
London can boast.’’ Perhaps so; but how about the innumerable 
quantity of villainous-looking male scum that is also brought together ? 
We suppose the writer would argue that this is an occasion when we 
must ‘‘ take the rough with the smooth.’’ 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. XXIIL.—ON ROOT FIGHTS. 


VEGETABLE fights have now become almost the only unprohibited 
form of fighting, though the Army and Navy Estimates still keep 
up cheerfully, just to snow that we love our enemies, even to loving 
our enemies’ blood, and loving our enemies’ money. The abolition of 
prize-fighting, along with bull, dog, and cock fighting, has never 
wholly eradicated the public’s dear love to see a fight of some sort. 
The fiercest vegetable contests are still openly permitted, and the 
Vegetable Prize Ring would perhaps be as popular as the P. R., if 
it were more generally known how sweetly wicked it is. Nearly 
all vegetables can be taught to fight, though the interest they 
take in the proceedings is rather more languid than that formerly 
manifested by cocks and bulls and dogs. Still, fora real good bit of 
heavy sport there is nothing like a Root show; though flowers are, 
no doubt, much pluckier than Roots. After severe drilling, Roots 
are fed up with powerful stimulants, and are variously otherwise aggra- 
vated during training. Their trainers freely put money on them, 
and make it up out of thumping prizes won at contests, and by selling 
the stock of favourites for breedi 





ng purposes. 

The three most distinguished competitors are the Invincible Swede, 
the Unconquerable Mangel, and the Un-beaten Beet; and so great is 
the emulation between them that each of the three has to grow a size 
bigger every year in order to peg level. The consequence is the 
Roots have now got, from over-training, to be the size of a person’s head, 
and in some other respects superior to some persons’. The Swedish 
turnip long maintained its supremacy, and held the belt—it is, in fact, 
still a favourite. But heavy consumption brought on decline, its 
delicate constitution requiring several degrees more frost than we can 
afford it. So some of the trainers cast about for another foreigner, 
whose constitution would more graciously please to accommodate 
itself to the British Constitution. The Mangel was shortly after- 
wards discovered—it is believed, under the following circumstances. 
In one of Dame Nature’s old lumber-rooms the trainers observed an 
ancient mangle of obsolete construction, covered with the dust of 
many years. The happy thought occurred toa trainer to propound 
one of ‘* Mangnall’s Questions”’ to this apparently unconscious piece 
of machinery. It fortunately happened to be the only survivor who 
can understand these abstruse questions ; and the vegetable Mangel 
was at once extracted in reply. 

The giddy crowd who thoughtlessly attend Root-shows see the 
bloated roots displaying themselves in the prize ring, roped in to 
restrain their ferocity, each bursting with fancied superiority before 
engaging in the contest ; they see the gold and silver cups, the prizes 
of victory; they hear the band, visit the refreshment-room, and go 
their way, after staring at the portraits of the winners, vainly believ- 
ing that all is music and sherry. They have seen the mere gilded 
tournament, the distribution of the prizes, and heard the shouts of the 
victors. But follow the Vegetable Moralist to the scene where the 
real contest has been fought out. Behold the awful spectacle of the 
battle-fields after the battle. (No charge whatever to the awful 
spectator.) Behold here, a battle-field completely covered with 
mangled wurzels; there, another strewn with exhausted (beet) roots, 
their gory bodies reeking half-buried in the soil; yonder, a field of 
pallid turnips awaiting their final turn-up at the fatal crusher. Mark 
the deep grown of the Roots; consider their frequent heavy size; 
observe their injured rinds. Say, stony-hearted bystander, have we 
not already an ample supply of Bulbarian outrages at home without 
importing them from abread? 

The Vegetable Moralist declares, when he reflects on the pleasure to 
be derived from witnessing the agonies of Roots, whose destiny is 
either to be mangled by beasts er chopped up by machinery, that his 
appetite is somewhat spoiled for the horrors of the penny press. 


ooo 


The Gaiety Restaurant. 


Too much cannot be said in praise of the general arrangement of 
this wonderful building ; all that can be achieved by good taste com- 
bined with a view to luxurious comfort has been studied in every part 
of the house, and now the Strand, one of the greatest London 
thoroughfares, can boast wne of the most perfect restaurants in the 
world. Messrs. Spiers and Pond in their new venture have added to 
their repute, not only for completeness, but for the exquisite taste in 
the construction and decoration of every part of the house. From the 
grill-room downstairs you ascend the beautiful staircase to the buffet 
on the ground floor, to the tad/e a’ héte on the first-floor, to the 
smoking-room above: in all the same chaste beauty of design per- 
vades. To view the premises is to view a work of art such us well 
deserves that success which is sure to follow so perfect an under- 


taking. _ 


Tus Purr Conrrapicrory.—A sweet tart. 





see yer down again, sir? ’”’ 


objects to her husband undertaking parliamentary duties we must say 
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i FF : 
SHE MEANT WELL. 
Lodging-house Keeper (to visitor about to depart) :—‘* When shall we 


Visitor :—‘‘ Oh, I’m sure to come down again directly I’m ill.”’ 
L. H. EK. :—‘*’Ope we shall see yer soon, then, sir.” 
[ The old gentleman thought her most unkind. 





TH 


‘FALL’ OF THE YEAR. 


Tue barometer again drops, 
Hark! the drip = of the rain drops 
alling, falling! 
Consels are quite appalling, 
Falling, falling ! 
Whirling, curling in the breeze, 
See the leaves from off the trees 
Falling, falling ! 
Oh, these horrid winter's visits, 
When the comic writer’s spirits 
Are falling, falling, falling more than anything I know. 
And what may seem surprising 
Tis the wind alone that’s rising, 


Ugh! Listen how it’s coming on to blow! 


Latest from the Moors. 

Mpuie. Ampré, the new prima donna, is an Algerine by birth, 
though the part of Violetta in Za Traviata, in which she made her 
début, is suggestive rather of all tears than ‘‘ All-jeers.’”” She showed 
such genuine talents, however, that if her country can send us any 
more singers like her we will gladly receive them, and ‘‘ the Moor the 
merrier!’’ Itisa fortunate thing, by the way, for our lyric stage 
that Mdlle. Ambré was not ‘‘ bound in Morocco’’ when young. As it 
is we have hitherto had no such bag from ‘‘ the moors”’ reported this 


season. 


‘¢ Fair is Foul and Foul is Fair.”’ 

Mr. Justice Hawkins, in passing sentence on Peace, the burglar, 
is reported to have said ‘‘ You went to this house determined to rob, 
by fair means if you could, but armed in such a manner that you were 
also determined to resort to foul means if necessary to escape detec- 
tion,” and we say, 

If foul deeds can by ‘‘ fair means ’”’ be committed, 
Foul burglars might most fairly be acquitted ; 
but Hawkins gave him penal servitude for life, 


The House and the Home. 
Ir is stated that ‘‘ Mr. H. B. Meux, having been married by Miss 


Reeee, has abandoned all idea of a parliamentary career. His can- 
didature for Cricklade is withdrawn.’’ A statement which certainly 
reads as though the grey mare were the better horse. If the lady 


we think it decidedly un Reeceonarie, since in that case there can be 
little doubt that she herself is a Home Rule Member. 


Tue Distitier’s Favountrs Sono.—** Still, still with thee.”’ 
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And regretted it. 


Piccadilly, November, 
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, +» 


4,7 


Pf L re oe 


, 
ee : 


EAL Tes 
Te 


arn | 


sosomenetortyra 


WA ‘hi 


The imprudent party who called for the police 
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A little suggestion. Suppose the inhabitants of Piccadilly swear in a few professional gentlemen as special constables t2 keep their “ protectors” in order? 
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CABUL’S REPLY TO THE ULTIMATUM. 
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PICTURES IN THE FIRE. 
PHASE II. 
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AGAIN, fair maiden, by the glowing coal you sit and gaze ; 

There tracing pictures in the fire that tell of coming days ; 

And far adown the dusty road the flickering light may fly 

And show green grassy spots where gleams of merry sunshine lie. 


Now see you there a comely pair that, gallant, hand in hand 

Go forth to fight life’s battle through the bleak and stormy land— 
To climb together life’s steep hill, nor flinch for weal or wue,— 
Together to the end of life as tide may ebb or flow ? 


Another ! now a home that’s filled with joy your eyes may see, 
A mother sitting by the fire with an infant on her knee, 
And ever fondly pressing her young baby to her breast, 
While low she hums a sweet love song to lull the child to rest. 


Now do you see a matron in her home, so busy there, 

A home that’s like a garden full of blooming beauty rare ? 

And sounds of song like rippling brook or gently waving leaves, 
Or like sweet music that we hear on dreamy summer eves ? 


A home where ruddy children come and go without a care, 

From bearded youth and blushing maid to babe with flaxen hair, 
Where glows the light of happy love—whatever fates betide, 
Where every cloud is banished at the joyous home fireside. 


But what is this? A shadow dark that rests upon your brow? 
You see a dear one missing there—a chair that’s empty now? 
No more upon the picture look that fills the fading glow, 
Perchance a crushing grief may cause the bitter tears to flow. 


Dispel the dream, and turn those young and wistful eyes away, 
For vanished from the pictures now is light of sunny day, 
Give up the quest, my maiden fair! Your eyelids only tire, 
You cannot guide for weal or woe by gazing at the fire. 


WHITE SLAVES AT THE WEST END. 


Scenz.—A fashionable millinery and drapery establishment in Ozgent- 
street. Hours, 8 a.m.to10 p.m. Enter a Lapy. 


SHOPWALKER (in his blandest tones, to customer). A mantle, madam ? 
certainly! This way, if you please. Pray take a seat (places chair). 
(Sharply) Forward there! Where is Miss Smith ? 

Miss Jones (coming forward). She is getting her tea, sir. 

SuopwaLker. Tea! Rubbish! She has not been at the counter 
for the last ten minutes! Just be showing a mantle there, will you, 
till she comes. (Miss Jones does so, whilst the SHOPWALKER goes to a 
speaking-tube and calls down it loudly for Miss Smitu, who enters a few 
moments after flushed and breathless.) 

SHOPWALKER. Oh, here you are at last, Miss Smith. I thought 
you intended not to return to your duties to-day, perhaps. 

Miss Smitu (trembling). I was only getting my tea, sir, and I had 
not been gone long. 

SHorpwaLKEr. You left that counter at six, Miss Smith, and it is 
now 2 quarter past, and you say you had not been gone long! Why, 
you could drink your tea and be back again in half the time; and 
you’ll have to give up your tea altogether if you take longer, I can 
tell you. 

Miss S. I will try to be quicker, sir, but I was so tired. 

SHopwaLKER. Tired, indeed! What nonsense, for a young girl 
like you to talk like that! We don’t want girls that get tired in this 
shop, Miss Smith, I may tell you. 

Miss S. (piteously). I try very hard to keep up, I'm sure. 

SHoPWALKER (laughing). Stuff and nonsense! There, that’s 
enough ; go and let Miss Jones try those mantles on you, and look 
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pleasant, will you; and keep those shoulders back, and stand upright 
do, you’re not worth your salt. 

Miss Situ, who ts the only child of a widowed mother, tries to do as 
she is told to, her own bread and, to a partial extent, her mother’s, de- 
pending on her retaining her situation. After having had twenty-three 
mantles and nine seal-skin jackets tried on her, the lady decides to ** call 
again, as she is not choosing for herself,’’ and leaves without making a 
purchase, being obsequiously bowed out by the SHorwaLker, who returns 
hastily to the mantle department, and catches Miss Smitu in the act of 
sitting on a roll of carpet standing there by chance. 

SHoPWALKER (sharply). Miss Smith! Miss Smith! (She jumps up 
hastily.) Wasting your time again, I see, already. How dare you 
break our rule about sitting down in business hours, I must report 
you for repeated idleness and disobedience. 

Miss 8. Oh, if you please, sir, don’t dothat! I was only sitting 
just for a moment, for I felt quite faint after trying on all those heavy 
mantles. 

SHorwatker. Felt faint, did you? Oh, that’s why the customer 
wasn't suited, I expect. You did not half show off the goods, I war- 
rant. You ought to have sold a mantle, and not gone moping about 
as though you were at a funeral. I’m afraid you won't suit, Miss 
Smith. 

Miss S. (all but sobbing). The lady didn’t come to buy, sir. 

SuHorpwaLker. Fiddlesticks! You should have made her buy. 
Why, you’re not worth your salt, you’re not. Come, no more 
idling, but get your counter cleared, will you? 

The SHOPWALKER leaves her, and she sets to work tidying, and trying 
hard to check her tears. 

Miss J. You should not mind what that old brute says, my dear. 
Sit down again if you’re so tired. I’]l fold up your mantles! 

Miss S. (sobbing). Oh, thank you, thank you! but I am so weak 
to-day, you can’t think. I thought I was going to faint just now. 

Miss J. And that old Dundreary whiskers won't let you rest, the 
tyrant! Fourteen hours a day is too much for you, my dear. I’m 
awfully strong, but I do get tired by ten o’clock at night, I can 
tell you ! 

Miss S. But I don’t want to break down. I could get through, I 
think, if we were only allowed to sit a few minutes when we were not 


serving. 
Miss J. Look out! here’s old Whiskers coming again ! 


Enter the SHOPWALKER. 

SHopwaLker. Not cleared up yet, Miss Smith. Whatever have 
you been at? Come, look alive, girl, do! 

Miss Situ, thus encouraged, does try to look alwe, but only succeeds, 
after a few moments’ effort, in looking well-nigh dead instead, for she goes 
off into a faint in Miss Jones’s arms. 

SHopwaLkER. Well, I never! What next, I wonder? I don’t 
know what girls are coming to. 

Miss 8. (coming round). Oh, please don’t send me away. I’m 
stronger now! (Tries to stand up but fails.) 

SHopwaLker. Whata bother! I wanted you to mark off some 
new goods when we had shut the shop. 

Miss 8S. Do let me try, sir. I am able to go on with my work 
now. (She totters up to counter and folds mantle.) 

SHopwaLker. We'll see, we'll see! (aside). She'll have to go. 
A girl who can’t do her fourteen hours a day without wanting to have 
a regular time for tea and rest in between won’t suit Wearem and 
Yusemup, I’m sure. (A scream heard.) There! she's fainted again, 
I suppose. I must give her noticeat once. (Left doing so.) 

CuRTAIN. 


Trying to throw Light on it. 
Tue following mysterious advertisment was in a Staffordshire 
aper :— 
WANTED, a good THROWER, about three days a week.—App!y to Harrison 
and Baker, Terra Cotta Manufacturers, Newcastle-under- Lyne. 

We have tried, but in vain, to think what this firm can want with a 
good thrower. That they wish to enter him for throwing the hammer 
or putting the shot at an athletic meeting is scarcely likely, for, if so, 
why is he wanted three days a week? On the other hand, people in 
business never throw a chance away ; nor do straightforward dealers 
ever try to throw dust in their customers’ eyes. Nor would they 
knowingly throw good money after bad; or, at all events, require a 
man for that special purpose. But really we can throw away no more 
time in vain conjecture. 


Order! Order! 

Tue King of Denmark has conferred the order of the Elephant—not 
the white Elephant, we hope—on his intended son-in-law, the Duke 
of Cumberland. We are not told how His Majesty conveyed the 
insignia of the decoration to this, its latest recipient; but we presume 
that the Danish ‘‘Klephant’”’ is eent about packed in its own 
‘*trunk.”’ 
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BLOCKHEADS. 


rate Customer (mistaking Fitz-Swell, whose hat is having a‘ bresh-up,’” for the shopman) :— 
‘‘SgE HERE, BLOCKHBAD, YOU CALL THIS YOUR SgL_F-apsusTInG Hat; IT WON’T ADJUST 
ITSELF TO MY HBAD A BIT.” 


Fitz-Swell :—‘‘ No HAT SHOULD BE EXPECTED TO ‘ADJUST ITSELF” TO ONE LIKE YOURS: 
But you CANNOT HAVE A BETTER BLOCK FOR IT THAN YOUR OWN BLOCKHEAD.” 


A PAGE OF CRIME. 

One of the most miserable and heartless swindles that ever was perpetrated has fortunately 
just been detected. A Miss Elizabeth Page, representing herself as a mission woman, district 
visitor, and Bible reader, has been collecting ‘subscriptions for an imaginary charitable fund, 
the subscribers to which, on paying sixpence a week for twelve weeks, were to receive 4 
hundredweight of coal, two pounds of sugar, and a pound of tea every week. When we think 
of the class of persons from whom this canting fiend extracted the hard-earned sixpences, we 
think it but mght that all possible publicity should be given to so detestable a form of 
fraud in order that the unwary may beware of similar deception. Mr. Serjeant Cox very 
rightly sentenced this nice young woman to seven years’ penal servitude, and we trust that 
thus bringing Miss Page to d00k will result in her turning over a new leaf. 


Ernuicat ApnHorism.—If you steal but a single plank, you take a deal too much. 
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SISTERLY SERVICE. 


I wonper if lives there another 
To similar trouble a prey, 
As that of the man and the “ brother,”’ 
Who begs your compassion to-day ? 
That hypochondriacal question 
Has war with my happiness waged— 
Oh !—pardon the horrid suggestion: 
But are you—oh! are you engaged ? 


No? Good! for, alack ! I’m related 
To beautiful relatives nine ; 
An incident which, be it stated, 
Is due to no error of mine. 
They call me their brother, an oral 
Assurance, I'd shatter—but yet 
Our ties are fraterno-sororal, 
And that is the thing I regret. 


Their being my sisters are failings 
(Which, though I’m inclined to resent 

As highly productive of wailings 
Tome) they could hardly prevent. 

Oh no! my affliction distressing 
(No chance of its being assuaged) 

Is due to what trey are possessing — 
The whole of the nine is ‘‘ engaged’”’ ! 


Yes, nine ! and the whole of the ‘ biling”’ 
Of sweethearts, or lovers, or beaux, 
Whatever's their accurate styling, 
Will render me silly, I know. 
They come the first thing in the morning 
And only forsake us for bed ; 
And meals are an ominous warning 
To fathers with daughters to wed! 


They’ ve all of them ‘‘ great expectations ’’— 
Which take a long time to arrive. 

They seem to have no occupations 
But swarming in here like a hive. 

The rooms and the lobbies they block up, 
The carriage monopolise quite, 

They revel in hobbies, and lock up 

e animals Here for the night. 


The servants are chronicly leaving, 
Asserting with tears in their eyes, 
We purposely took them, deceiving 
Them as to the family’s size. 
There’s always a terrible Bab«l 
Ensuing from morning to night, 
In which [ am simply unable 
To sit down in quiet and write! 


There isn’t a room you may enter 
To read in, or be at your ease, 
But some inconsistent dissenter 
Avows you have entered ‘‘ to tease” 
As room into room you go mooning, 
In search of a nook in your home, 
Continual couples are ‘‘ spooning ”’ 
Wherever you happen to roam ! 


The state of affairs is depressing, 
And highly degrading as well ; 
I itch to be always assessing 
(In styling my home a hotel). 
Their cost, and the bills to deliver, 
To very high charges incline, 
But turn from the thought with a shiver, 
In sisters remembering nine ! 


Now don’t I deserve to be pitied? 
I do, and no doubt it is done. 
But very slight help is admitted, 
Of sympathy equal a ton. 
Why cannot these hazy relations 
Remember the fact they are aged, 
And rid me of nine ‘‘ expectations.”’ 
And twice that amount of ‘‘engaged”’ | 


Wuart was the equivalent period in Roman 


history to the reign of King Log in the 
fable ?— Sub Corsule Planco. 
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SOME CHRISTMAS STORIES. 
WarRRANTED Pure Fiction.—(Continued.) 

* the more lively of the two travellers looked around with an ex- 
pression in which natural cheeriness of disposition struggled oddly 
with the emotion consequent upon the thrilling recital which had 
lately concluded. ‘‘ Your adventure has indeed affected me deeply,”’ 
he said. ‘‘ But, come, what say you to the replenishing of our 
flagons?’’ At these words the burly host arose and placed before his 
guests two more foaming tankards of his good October. The cheery 
traveller puffed thoughtfully for some moments more. He was aman 
of somewhat below the middle stature, whose smooth, unwrinkled 
brow and full rounded chin seemed to speak of a past which, if not 
absolutely unruffled, had at least known but little of those griefs by 
which the hardiest and most buoyant natures are at times crushed into 
asceticism—nay, occasionally into the black and gloomy chaos of an 
unalleviated and ever-deepening despair. ‘‘ My friends,’’ he said, at 
length, ‘‘ as it is now my turn to tell some tale of personal adventure, 
I will not hesitate to lay before you the facts of a career which though 
but little agitated by those startling adventures which, <c., still 
affords some glimpses of those ever varying phases of mental elation 
and depression which my be said to, and so on.” This sentiment 
having met with marked approval from his two companions, the cheery 


traveller thus commenced :— 
THE SERVANTS’ REGISTRY OFFICER'S STORY. 


Gentlemen, if it has occurred to you to take notice of the air of 


contentment, if not of actual gaiety, which at present characterises 
me, you will be surprised to learn that I was, from the moment of my 
birth until but a few years since, the victim of a daily-increasing dis- 
position to misanthropy as morbid as it was baneful. Need I say how 
terrible a thing it was to look upon one’s fellow creatures in their 
worst aspects, and how unprofitable such a habit may sometimes 
prove! Gentlemen, at the outset of existence my prospects were of 
the fairest description; but my unhappy proneness to misanthropy 
caused me to forfeit all those advantages which were strewn like roses— 
if not, indeed, like bouquets—in my path. I had nothing to lose, and 
all to gain; but I gained nothing. One trifling incident will suffice 
to prove at what an early age this unfortunate, this miserable 
misanthropy swayed my actions and blighted me. 

When I had reached my sixth year there frequently visited my 
father’s house a charwoman, whose wont it was at each visit to 
appropriate such sugar, and other trifles, as lay safely within her 
reach; and on each occasion she would kindly bestow upon myself 
some lumps of that sugar which formed one of my most 
cherished delights. -Had I been content to look upon the acts of 
that charwoman in their brighter instead of their darker aspect, 


I should (while displaying a healthier and more laudable state of 


mind) have continued in the enjoyment of my favourite delicacy. 
But no; I saw the actions of the woman in their worst light; I 
betrayed her to my mother, her employer, and I lost by it. 

As I grew older my unfortunate peculiarity pursued me. I had three 
elder brothers, to the eldest of whom the whole of my father’s property 
(being entirely freehold) would descend. Now, my father was in the 
daily habit of coming home elated with liquor, and beating my eldest 
brother so stundly as to make his extermination merely a matter of 
more or less time. Had my mind been in a less morbid state I should 
have grasped the fact that, by the successive extermination of my three 
brothers, the property would naturally fall into my hands in course of 
time. But I persistently regarded my father’s habit from the darkest 

oint of view ; I condemned where I should have, if not applauded, at 
east excused, extenuated; I told the police, and my chance of suc- 
cession was gone for ever. 

I was, soon after this event, turned out upon the world—(for my 
parent could not brook the continued presence of a child by whom his 
actions were regarded in so unfavourable a light)—to make my own 
way ; but, so far from heeding the warning which had just descended 
upon me, I grew more and more misanthropic. Another bright chance 
now opened its pleasing vista before my gaze; I obtained the place of 
private secretary and companion to an old friend of my father’s. In 
time I gained my employer's entire confidence, and such became my 
influence over him that he followed my advice in everything. He had 
a nephew whose great desire it was that the property of his uncle 
should be bequeathed to him instead of to various deserving charities : 
for my employer, having no children, could never decide to whom to 
leave his effects, but altered his will daily, now in favour of his 
nephew, now in that of some charity or other. At length the nephew 
came to me with what was certainly a most open and frank proposal, 
namely, that I sheuld wait until the will had once more been altered 
in favour of the nephew, and then administer to my employer a large 

‘dose of prussic acid with which the nephew provided me; and this, 
being accomplished, I was to take one half of the property as a com- 
plimentary gift from the nephew, and be, at once, a millionaire ; but, 
will you believe me, my friends, even now my dark misanthropy clung to 
,me. I regarded the proposal of the nephew from the very blackest 
point of view. I refused to act upon his suggestion, and that very 
evening the old gentleman died, leaving his entire worldly goods 


to the Home for Lame and Friendless Pigs. Once more I was adrift 
upon, may [ say, the ocean of life? I wandered, friendless; I knew 
not where to turn for bare subsistence; my clothes became tattered ; I 
was plunged in despair. 

About this time I made the acquaintance of one whose memory it 
will ever be my dearest 
privilege to cherish, and 
whose image will ever be 
the brightest comfort of a 
heart which . The being 
I allude to was a fairy; 
for some time she had 
hovered over me with ap- 
parent interest; at length 
she addressed me :— 

‘* Your bane is your dis- 
position to misanthropy,” 
she said. 

‘*T admit it,’’ I replied, 
‘*T would be freed from it, 
but cannot! ”’ 

She touched me lightly 
with her wand. Gentlemen, 
shall I attempt to describe to you the sudden blessed glow of philan- 
thropical rapture which there and then warmed my whole being? From 
that moment I saw my fellow creatures in their brightest instead of their 
darkest aspects; the world was changed to me; I was joyous; I carrolled 
like a bird; I loved and yearned toward my kind. No longer casting 
away the precious chances which Fortune placed in my way, I at once 
set up a Servants’ Rectstry Orrice, and invited servants and mis- 
tresses to place their names upon my books. The first who responded 
to my call was a ‘‘servant’’ in search of a place; to other minds, 
perchance even to my grosser and less philanthropical sense—she was, 
yes, filthy, dishonest, incapable, disreputable, vulgar, untruthful, 
without a character, and addicted to drink; but, in my newly-born 
philanthropy, I saw in her a thorough cook of many years’ experience, 
cleanly, exceptionally honest and trustworthy, extremely respectab'e 
and civil, scrupulously truthful, provided with the highest re- 
ferences and thoroughly sober; and I advertised her so. The 
advertisement brought to my office a ‘‘ mistress,” who enquired 
after the cook I had advertised; I sent her the cook; she did not see 
her in my light; so the mistress placed her name on my books. To 
the un-philanthropical, perhaps, the ‘‘ place”’’ she offered would have 
appeared worse than abominable and loathsome in every way, but to 
me, to me, it was a delightful home in a superior household, with the 
lightest duties, the utmost consideration, the highest wages, and the 
most exceptional perquisites ; any number of followers allowed. My 
books became rapidly filled with names, both of servants and mis- 
tresses, but I now began to perceive that the task of attempting to 
persuade unphilanthropic minds to agree with my brighter conceptions 
of the characters of servants and places was indeed hopeless; but here 
my philanthropy aided me still; for my conception of the brighter 
traits of my fellow creatures was so strong that I began to imagine 
these brighter traits even in the absence of any concrete being as the 
owner of them—nay, even to imagine the owners themselves, and to 
advertise these creatures of my imagination. Oh, the rapture that 
filled me as I committed to paper the glorious virtues of these paragon 
creations of my teeming and philanthropic brain! The divine cooks 


—the angel housemaids—the seraphic lady helps! Gentlemen, such 
was the blessedness 


of my newly-found 
philanthropy that my 
income, wholly de- 
rived from the fees 
of my clients, became 
something enormous; 
the wrinkles cleared 
from my brow; I 
thrived; I thrilled 
with admiration of 
my kind—in a word, 

. I was happy! What 
signified to me the slanderous commentaries of an envious public ?— 
what cared J for their letters to the newspapers, headed ‘ Registry 
Offices ’’ ?—or for the vilifying sentences of the journalists ?—of wha: 
moment to me were the vain and impotent threats of the police-courts 
which never once succeeded in ‘“‘having’” me? What indeed? 
Nothing! Iam rich and happy!”’ 

There was an elation, a beatific joy on the face of the speaker as 
he concluded, which was almost divine. 

A murmur of sympathy from his two companions greeted the finish 
of his narrative, and even the eye of the retiring traveller for an 
instant reflected the general feeling of content which pervaded the 
room; the huge and genial log upon the hearth sent forth « fresh and 
joyful blaze and——. (To be continued ) 
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THE ADVENTURES OF MR. SCATTERBRAIN.—No. V. 

















Mr. 8. discovers he has accidentally spiit So the next morning he tries them— And those that will. Putting them into two separate heaps; those that 

his ma‘ches on the washing stand. those that won’t light, will light to be saved, and those that won’t to be thrown away. 
THINGS THEATRICAL. THEATRES. ; 

The Alhambra.—JLa Periehole, as now produced, has an additional 


Tue title of Mr. James Albery’s adaptation of ‘* Los Fourchambault”’ ; ; 
for the Haymarket is The Crisis. e trust that this comedy has| %¢t, which has not before been played in England. The usual taste 
nothing to do with the present political situation, as it would surely be = ekill To peng oy ee at this a ait. dis - 
out of place, for we cannot imagine there can be anything said on that | P — oe a ee Hol Aegeeng > a caeeres = ¢ toll : 
subject which can be called “ new and original ” ee ee oe we 

A one act play, of domestic irterest, called 4 Honest Man, hasbeen | the success of The os b “os ‘ao y d a cc 
produced at the Surrey, and may therefore, with perfect truth, be oa actress of celebrity, Miss May Howard, in a piece 
alinde’ to ana, mati deem. iss Multon, of French origin, in which Mdme. Fargueil sustained the 

In admitting that 4 Heol Reader is taken from “le Petite Mar- | Chief part. 
quise,”” Mr. Sy--ney Grundy says, ‘‘ we have availed ourselves of as ; . ° ; 
much and as little of M. M. Meilhac and Halévy's work as we thought Egyptian ea —— santas to — large eaemenees 
fit.” Exactly, but then the Lord Chamberlain thought the selection | & his entertainment, * hi ao - ° aie 2 wun © 
anything but fit. gentleman are very great, his onan —_ = id an _snoene A 

It is stated that Mr. Toole contemplates taking the Queen's Theatre. — charm in ae eae is a refinement of feeling in the delineation 
We hope not, unless he wishes to prove that a Toole and his money | ° the various c — 
are soon parted. ; 

Baitle Royal, by Mr. Arthur Matthison, will be produced at the Muralis. 

Alexandra Theatre, Liverpool, on the 25th inst., when Mrs. Howard Mr. Frepgsrick WALTON, the inventor of Linoleum, has just per- 
Paul and the author will sustain the principal characters, which says | fected a new linoleum product which he calls Muralis, the main 
much for its probable success, as Mr. Matthisun has recently shown he | purpose of which is for wall decoration. The examples shown are all 

raised surfaces, in taiiedien of the finest wood carving or embossed 





can take his own part very well. 

The new comedy-drama ut the Folly is Retiring, a subject which is | leather, and among the characteristics of Muralis are that it is impervi- 
most distastefel to acters and actresses; as it is a well-known fact that | ous to damp, it cannot be broken or chipped, it can be washed or 
the older they become the more they go in for ‘‘ dusiness.”’ scrubbed, or cleaned, in cases where contagious disease has been, with 

The new burlesque at the Gaiety is on a very old subject—the old | dilute acid, without injury. The designs aienty p pramaene are all of 
Gentleman: and Young Fra Diavolo, or the Terror of Terracina, may be | an exquisite kind, the c»lours chaste and beautiful, and what will not 
said to be full of some Jerra-ble puns and Royce-tering fun. be one of its least attractions is its cheapness. Specimens can be seen at 

9, Berners-street, and we think we are near the mark when we say 


Mr. Tennyson is said to be engaged on a new drama, entitled Thomas : , 
a Becket, a subject which would seem to be well adapted for dramatic | that this new product will obtain the widest popularity. 








treatment, as his life was full of plot. a a Ome BAAN 
ow Ready, Price mg, 
Wanting in Reason. HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 
; Tue pseudo-assassinator of the King of Italy states that he belongs | CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
© no society, but does not like kings. Evidently he does not belong | Thi ; the Brothers Dalziel 
to the Society e Felends notwithstanding, we expect that by this | irty pages of Bngravings by ae ae 
time he is somewhat of a Quaker. It is to be deplored he should have | r, 
had this aversion to royalty, but we fully belheve there are people | ow Ready, Price Twopence, 
who consider this not a sufficient reason for assassination, any more FUN ALMANAC. 
than his being a cook entitled him to cook the king’s goose. | Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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erro ioe 4 nae hasan Sample reed Sold by Grocers and Oilmen everywhere. 


PURE—SOLUELE—REFRESHING. select the pattern best suited to your hand, 
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CAUTION, —If Coeva thickens in the eup it proves the addition of starch, Works, BismincuaM. 
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OF COURDE, 
Judge (to Witness, a bricklayer):—‘‘ Now, Jon TaowRL, YOU MADE AN AFFIDAVIT IN THIS CASE?”’ Witness :-—** Yes, sin” 
Judge :—‘‘ AND YOU KNOW WHAT AN AFFIDAVIT 18, I sUPPOSE e* Witness (confidently):—‘‘ Yes, siR; 11'S THE SECOND COURSE 0" BRICKS.” 





IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConrirnMED IDYLLER. 


And ance your lad was wulling 
To sell ye for twa pun’—I’'m fell — 
I'll gi’e him fefty shulling 
Fu’ blithe this day. 
No. XXIIL—TO MAGGIE McFARLANE. teitil ate ae 


yo sic a fawsont, bonnie | On the Miner ‘‘ key vive.”’ 


| I hae a hantle o’t mysel’ 





lags, : A New regiment of engineers has been added to our militia. It 

A jinker, jimp and sonsie, | hag been constituted at Portsmouth, under the name of the ‘ Ports- 
That ’gin it disna come to | mouth Submarine Miners.” How many majors will there be to these 
pass : : ; | Miners, we wonder? And, again, will steps be taken to teach the men, 

a ca’ ye mine, I’m donsie. | who must regzrd with professional ardour the very word ‘‘ mine,’’ 
Ye’ve gi'en my heart a fear- | the distinction between ‘* meuum’’ and ‘‘ tuum” ? In case of war they 


some dirl,— uld. of 66 ont ’ og: 
walax tata ~ Talal tate | would, of course, hold the ‘‘ miner’’ key of the position. 





| Un-l 
Ye ken ye’re just a real | An Un-locky Country. 
“ guid girl’? — | ** Ture is another dead lock in Victoria.” Is there? Then why, 


Indeed I heard ye say sae | in the name of common sense, do not the Victorians get a skeleton key 
m\\ Fu’ clear ae day. and keep it ready for immediate use? By the way, these repeated 
SQA dead locks must be the result of misunderstandings. Why do not the 








WSS a I'm bonnie, tae, an’ lassies a’ | Victorians, then, procure a Locke on the Unders‘andiag, and see if 
> _.™- aaa eas Are anxious I s’ould wed | that will help them ? 
» Co scalar 
Af Vie FP JEM HS \ I'm no’ a skellum, Meg, | They Flow on for Ever! 
' Se 8 ava’ : Tak about a continuous stream of Indian reinforcements, forsooth ! 
s a ” For I'm a lad o’ smeddum. Why, next month we are going to send out a big riverful! 
G-n ye’ll say ‘‘aye”’ (ye micht dae waur), | N.B.—This is our contributor's way of expressing the fact that 
Wese baith be weel respeckit, | H.M.S. Euphra’es leaves England with troops for India on the 17th 
An’ haith! a feck o’ faes I'd daur | proximo. : 
To clasp ye tae my fecket | LD 
Ae blithesome day. | An Egg-otistical Title. 
oan Tue London coffeehouse-keepers, in view of the new coffee palaces 
I ken that Angus is ye're lad, Springing up, think of starting an organ in the Press. May we sug- 
Ye scarce could hae az iller, gest asa title The Coffee- House Eggs-ham-iner ? 
For, though his looks are no sae bad, » eeaaiantaaghanis aa 
He hasna muckle siller ; | Horssy Jews_iery.—A horse-stos pin and “‘ circus studs.” 
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A LEAF FROM THE LAUREATE’S LATEST. 


Tue Laureate’s latest dramatic poem, Thomas a Becket, to be shortly 
published, will be found, we think, quite equal to its predecessors. 
Owing to the exceptional facilities enjoyed by this journal, we are 
enabled to give our readers an early chance of judging of its beauties ; 
and the following extract from Act II., though not perhaps the most 
dramatic portion of the poem, will furnish a fair sample of Mr. 
Tennyson's last and, perhaps, most characteristic work. 

We have selected the third scene of Act II. in which the domestic 
life of this great ecclesiastic is graphically shown, the pomp and lustre 
of his retinue and absolute nature of his power being most powerfully 
contrasted with the extreme austerity and rigid mortification of his 


own personal habits of life. | 
TENNYSON’S ‘“‘THOMAS A BECKET.” 
Act II.—The prelate at home. 


Scanzg 3.—A room in the archiepiscopal palace. Thomas discovered be- 
stowing castigation on his own back. 


Brcket (putting down knotted thong): There! twice twelve cuts that 
makes. In other words, 
Times four-and-twenty have'I lashed myself. 
’Tis well ; and now for other tasks. hat ho! 


Enter a Priest. 


Priest. My lord what-ho’d ? 


Becket. He did. From yonder box 


Take out a lump of Droitwich salt, and rub it 
With all your fervour well into my back ! 
Prisst. Ere I proceed, my lord, to pickle you, 
May I inform you that there wait outside 
Proud Roger, Duke of Sevenoaks, and Hugh, 
The Count of Strood, and crave an audience ? 
Brcxet. Then let them wait, for by the rood I swear 
This is no time for me to be polite. 
Rub on, I tell ye, Master Simeon, 
Nor heed me though I cry ‘‘ Alack !”’ or ‘‘ Oh!’’ 
(The Priest rubs in the salt.) 
Priest. Your Grace has broken not, i’ faith, your fast 
Since stole the rosy fingers of the morn 
Night’s veil from off the face of Nature. 
Simeon ! 
Why fill thy master thus with carnal thoughts ? 
Tis as thou say’st, though; so go bring me forth 
The roll I left untouched last Wednesday week, 
Likewise the water from the back-yard butt, 
In which I steeped my garlic overnight. 
Prigst. I go. (Aside.) And yet, e’en now his forty knights, 
His ten esquires, his trumpeters, and archers 
Are revelling on boar's-flesh in the hall ; 
And washing sweet-breads down with foaming mead. 
If I were but archbishop, I’d not break 
My teeth on mouldy crusts—gadzooks, not I! [Exit Prirst* 
Brcxet. Come back! Too late, he hears me not; or 1 
Would countermand my sumptuous demands. 
I pamper this poor body far too greatly, 
Why, yester eve I had a weevily biscuit, 
Likewise two rancid olives, now a roll 
Andi—— 
Kine Henry (tho had slipped in unremarked). A Roland for your 
Olives, Thomas, eh ? 
Not bad, i’ faith, for me—— 
Becxst (sternly). Enough, enough. 
Your Majesty, this is no time for jest, 
But a most dread and awe-inspiring moment, 
So stay your sorry quips, lest there and then, 
Or rather, here and now, I pass on ye 
The excommunication threatened oft. 
Kina H. (grovelling). Nay, mercy! mercy! I will jest no more. 
But tell me why so solemn is to-day, 
That I may share in its all serious acts ? 
Becket (impressively). I will; so list! 
Kine H. Thy monarch is all ears. 
Becket (aside). Ass that he is—no matter, let: that pass! 
(Aloud.) Know then, King Henry, ten montks since, this day, 
This sackcloth shirt that covers me was clean! 
Ay, clean, I say, canst thou believe me not ? 
Kine H. (Awmd/y). Your Grace’s words are full of truth always. 
(Aside.) Ten months! The beast! it’s eighteen, if a day ! 
And then the sack from which the shirt was made 
Was second-hand! 
Brcxet. And now my soul is troubled 
To know if I shall send it to the wash, 
Or give it a dry rub with ashes merely 


BEcKkT. 
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And wear it still! My mind is full of doubts. 
On one side comfort, joined with cleanliness, 
Tempts me to Jeave it off ; but then again 
I feel I ought to mortify the flesh. 
Nor let vain luxury assert its sway. 
Kinc H, With all due humbleness I would suggest 
A clean shirt has its points of vantage. 
‘True, 
And hath an old one not the same i’ sooth ? 
How could I hope, were I to leave it off, 
To suffer this unceasing irritation 
That causeth me to cut myself with cords, 


Or 
Enter Master Simeon hurriedly. 
Pruigst (kneeling). Your Grace, your pardon, but the beggars wait 
And clamour to be washed by you at once. 
Becket. How many? 
Priest. Thirteen I in all did note, 
And judging by the semblance of their feet, 
It is a morn when soda will be needed. 
Becket. Go to, and bring jack-towels to the hall. 
Your Majesty, I go to humbly wash 
The nether limbs of thirteen beggarmen. 
Think over the moot point I put to thee 
TillI return. (Shouts) What ho, without! I come! 


Door opens and Brcxet’s retinue, consisting of forty knights, ten 
esquires, five trumpeters, fifty bowmen, §c., §c., form in procession with- 
out, and escort him to the place where the tubs of suds and the beggars 
await him. 

We have no space for further quotations, but we have surely pub- 
lished enough to show that the Laureate’s hand has in no wise for- 


gotten its cunning. 


GARDENING FOR THE MONTHS. 


Hints To AMATEURS. 


DECEMBER. 

You must not imagine that this is a month for idleness. Cut your 
sticks, and collect road scrapings. Trim your poles, and dress well. 
Indeed, if you have good credit with your tailors, we should advise 
you to do this all the year round. Instead of moping over your pipes 
indoors, go out and havea weed in the garden. ‘This is a great month 
for hotbeds, but you will not advance your peas by not getting up to 
breakfast. Sowing in frames must be attended to. Get your wives to 
take their work-baskets and accompany you. They will be sure to 
hem if youask them. Defend your tulips from the cold; we prefer a 
wooller scarf to a respirator. Whatever the sporting papers may say, 
this is the month for stakes, and especially for laying on the turf, if the 
weather be open. If the weather is shut, try to draw it out. Rum 
shrub is not one of those which should be staked. Give your beds a 
dig in the side, but mind you keep your gravel paths orderly. When 
you are about to give your manure heaps a turn-over, explain to the 
cook that this does not justify herin flinging pastry into the dusthole. 
Divide and plant stools, but do not bid your Young Hopefuls help 
you; otherwise your daughters, when they wish to practise, may find 
the tops of their music-stools missing. It would be well, too, not to 
bid these young gentlemen sweep up fallen leaves, or probably those 
of your tables will be always coming down, in order that they may 
operate upon them. Attend to your borders, but, if you value con- 
jugal peace, do not pay particular attentions to any young ladies who 
may be lodging with you. Make preparations for a glorious Spring. 
This will not necessitate the purchase of a spring-board. 


BEcKET. 





DEFIANCE. 
Ir I had a creditor who wished me to bleed, 
D’ you think I'd gratify him? No, indeed! 
I'd give the man ‘‘ nay,’’ and cry ‘‘ Proceed, 
By, bye, Creddy.”’ 


Indiscriminate Charity. 

Ir is stated that most of the directors of the City of Glasgow Bank 
were always ready to put their hands in their pockets for Church 
subscriptions. We think not. They used to put their hands into 
other people’s pockets, and should have kept out of a/ms way. 


Question. 
Atlas says that ‘‘ Bret Harte never answers anybody.’’ This seems 
strange, for we know that he writes a great deal, and his writings are 


always said to answer. 


A Sovunp Investmzent.—A telephone. 
Has a walking match any connection with a running candle ? 
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TAKING THE PLEDGE. 





NEW POLICE REGULATIONS. 


We understand that, in consequence of the scandalously late hours 


at which certain persons, ‘‘ who are not gentlemen,” persist in re- 
» Pp 


maining in the public streets, greatly to the exercise of the tempers of 
the constables on night duty, and to the interruption of their free 


enjoyment of the thoroughfares for their own particular diversions, 


Col. Henderson has it in contemplation to issue a set of rules and 


orders for the better regulation of the metropolis after nightfall. 
Among many others, the following will be found the principal of the 
Chief Commissioner's proposed improvements :— 

1. All persons requiring the use of a latch-key will have to ob- 
tain a license from Scotland Yard to carry one, 

2. Such licenses will be issued only to duly qualified persons, 
certificated by the police as fit and proper to be entrusted with the 
same, and will be held upon the conditions that the licensee shall take 
care to be home every night by nine or ten o’clock, according to the 
district, urban or suburban, in which his abode is situated ; and shall 
also report himself to the station of his district once a week. 

3. Anyone found transferring his license or latchkey to any un- 
licensed person shall be tied neck and heels to the transferee, and both 
be jumped upon by as many policeman as can be got together for the 
purpose for as long as they feel disposed for the exercise. 

4, Anyone in possession of a latchkey and license being found in the 
streets beyond the hour permitted by his license, shall not only forfeit 
both, but shall be kicked and cuffed to the nearest station, and then 
and there tried by a jury of twelve policemen, and upon conviction 
dealt with at their discretion. 

5. Any unlicensed person found abroad with a latch-key at any 
hour, to be hanged upon the nearest lamp-post. 

6. All crowds or assemblages of two or more persons in the streets 
after sunset will be treated as rioters. The Riot Act will not be read 
to them, but they will be charged by bodies of police from as many 
quarters as they can be brought to bear upon the crowd, with whose 
bodies the Force will play a spirited game of football until one side or 
other gives in exhausted. 

7. To prevent collisions between the public and the police at night- 
time, the former should distinctly remember that the exclusive right 
to the thoroughfares belongs then to the police, the metropolis being 
then taken into custody, and virtually ‘‘runin’”’ until the morning, 
when it is released for the day under surveillance. All persons, 
therefore, disputing this right with the Force may either be knocked 
through any shop-front that happens to be open, or shoved off the 
pavement under any passing omnibus or Pickford. 

8. No person to quit his house after dark without leave of the con- 
stable on the beat. 

The above arrangements, which, however, are only intended to be 
provisional, pending the revival by the authorities of Scotland Yard 
of the curfew and the feudal system, with the police for the barons 
and the public for their vassals ; the extermination of the publican in 
the manner formerly adopted with the wolf, and other salutary enact- 
ments, will, it is confidently hoped by the Chief Commissioner, tend 
considerably to the public recognition of the police as the masters, and 
supreme arbiters of the destinies of all with whom they, or their 


truncheons, come in contact. 


Wovtp it not be more appropriate, considering the prevalence of 
sickness among the troops at Cyprus, if they were to re-christen the 


place Ailing Island ? 


FUN. 
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THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 






























No XXIV.—ON POT-HERBS. 

Iris no good for any but the learned to meddle with herbs. As the 
prov-herb says, Herbum sat. sap. 

The only proficient herbalist we ever heard of besides Solomon and 
ourselves was Medea, who may be described as the Madame Rachel of 
antiquity, who traded on rejuvenating old persons into young ones ; the 
only difference between the practice of the two being, that while 
Madame Rachel tinkered up the old women, Madame Medea went in 
for the old men. Both, however, treated their patients on the same 
principle—that of the hot herb-bath. Medea’s plan was to take an 
old man, cut him up into joints, put him into a cauldron full of herb 
broth over a clear fire, and boil him till young and tender. She 
successfully practised her art on old son, her lover’s father, who 
hobbled into her cauldron before a large audience, and after a few 
hours’ boiling was restored to youth and beauty, and went about as a 
walking advertisement of his daughter-in-law’s skill. Among the 
distinguished company who witnessed the transformation were old King 
Pelias and his daughters. Now Madame Medea had a very particular 

against that royal and venerable old humbug; and when the 
aughters of Pelias came to congratulate her on her successful ex- 
periment, the enchantress told them, in confidence, that it was a very 
easy trick, and that if they would only make the same herb broth they 
had seen her make, and try it on their old dad, they would soon have 
him back again as spry as a young antelope. Well, these sweet girls 
went off a-simpling in the fields, and brought home a lot of herbs 
and made the broth, and boiled the pot, and chopped up their respected 
father, and popped himin. But the thing did not work the same as 
in Medea’s experiment; they must have left out some of the 
important ingredients, or the pepper and salt, orsomething. Anyhow 
the broth could not have been just the same; for when the Pelias 
girls took off the lid, they were surprised to find their unfortunate pa 
boiled clean away. Now it is clear from this, that they had not got 
the magic recipe for the herb broth. But as Madame Medea is now 
Gead, and Madame Rachel in prison, there can be no longer any 
impropriety in publishing the original prescription, to prevent mistakes 
being made by persons who may in future be desirous of repeating 
Madame Medea’s experiment. ‘The required compound is, as Medea 
remarked, exceedingly simple; only the various herbs need to be 
specially adapted to the patients’ various insides. The broth is 
therefore to be made of *‘ bladder” fern, ‘‘ liver” wort, ‘‘spleen’”’ 
wort, ‘‘ kidney” bean, and ‘‘ heart’s’’ ease. After an hour's boiling 
these ingredients will have done the rough work. Then put in Thyme 
enough to make up for all the time used since youth; add a spring 
onion to vivify the young blade; and boil till the old man knocks the 
saucepan lid. 

Any ould Irishman may readily be turned into ‘‘a broth of a boy ”’ 
by a bit of the herb shillelagh and plenty of hot water with proper 
ingredients. Herb pottage turned Esau into a younger man than his 
younger brother. 


ODE TO WATER. 


Ariston men hudor’s a time honoured saw, 
As cogent in English as Greek ; 
Though the strength of Alcides was deemed without flaw, 
In contrast to you he was weak. 
Even he had to use you in cleansing the mews, 
Which stabled King Augean’s tits; 
‘¢ Hydraulics’ they call you, and err not at all, 
For the Hydra-u-lick into fits. 


A very Low Churchman. 


Tue Rev. Baillie Wallace, Rector of Moresby, having had a differ- 
ence with the local guardians on the subject of a four shillings burial 
fee, has thought fit to write them a letter in which he maintains that 
their conduct is such that it goes far to prove the truth of the Dar- 
winian theory, and he thinks it ‘‘a pity the interests of the neigh- 
bourhood should be entrusted to a set of men who invariably turn the 
board-room into a monkey house, and never dissolve a meeting without 
reproducing in an effective tableau-vivant the frolicsome gambols of 
their distant relatives, the hirsute and quadrumanous denizens of 
the tropical forests.” We think after this the less this reverend 
gentleman says about descent the better, seeing that he has descended 
very low by inditing such an unclerical epistle; and we would advise 
him for the future before he accuses others of apeing the manners of 
baboons to be quite sure that his own monkey is not up. 


Wuar Highland weapon puts you in a perspiration even to think of 
it >—Skene-dhu (skindew). 

Wuat copper ore becomes when coined into pennies. —Ore rotundo. 

Works or Taste.—Those found on a refreshment stall. 
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I can’t write any more stories—J can’t get on without my darkness!’’ 


of darkness anywhere for it to appear in. limelight. 
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KXACELSIOR. 


‘(O, stay!” the maiden said, ‘‘ and rest 


Thy Tory head upon this breast 


— LoxGreLLow (Improved Edition). 
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““ MATCHLESS.”’ 
Sandy.—‘‘ Hae ye a licht, Tonal?”’ 
Tonal.—‘* Ay ; but it’s oot !”’ 





AGE. 


A REPUBLICAN MARRI 


Mariz pE CouRCELLEs, 
Whose story I tell, 

Was a Count’s only daughter—no end of a swell. 
The Republican mobs 
Were making short jobs 

Of the lives of the king and the priests and the nobs, 
When they forced her away 
From her convent, one day, 

To be drowned in the Seine, or be hanged on the quai. 
Disregarding her tears, 
She was dragged, amidst jeers, 

Through a brutalised crowd who but scoffed at her tears : 
Until one ruffian said, 
‘¢ She’s a nice girl to wed, 

We won’t kill her, but sell her by auction instead.”’ 
From the crowd standing by 
Rascal Joseph bid high: 

A low ruffian was he of the deadliest dyc. 
Henri Duval cried, ‘** Hold, 
She to me shall be sold 

For a bottle of brandy and snuff-box of gold !’’ 
’T was to finish the strife, 
And to save Marie’s life 

That the mason, Duval, said he’d make her his wife ; 
But that Joseph the bad 
Got uncommonly mad, 

And swore on Duval that revenge should be had. 
Then, the marriage knot tied, 
Henri bore off his bride 

To his poor attic house. Marie bitterly cried, 
And bemoaned her sad fate— 
She, a match for the great, 

A working-man’s wife, a Republican’s mate! 
But Duval dried her tears 
And calmed some of her fears 

By a promise he gave which fell sweet on her ears ; 
As his sister she’d dwell, 
Till he saw his way well 

To send her back home to the Comte de Courcelles. 
So contented she stayed 
And his omelettes she made 

While he, she supposed, worked all day at his trade. 
But Joseph the vile 
Of her virtue made trial, 

And swore that his passion would brook no denial. 
Henri coming in pat 
Saw what Joseph was at, 

And without hesitation he knocked him down flat. 
Alas! soon unannounced 
In the room gendarmes bounced, 

Seized the girl as a traitor, by Joseph denounced, 
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Quickly bere her away, 
Spite of all she could say, 

To a dungeon, where friendlesas and wretched she 
But a friend Marie had 
Called Noel, a lad 

Who to serve the fair lady was only too glad, 
So he called for Duval, 
Who was also his ‘‘ pal,”’ 

And the two quickly managed to rescue the ‘‘ gal.”’ 
Then, losing their way, 
To a farm house they stray, 

Where Henri and Joseph have deadly affray. 
Then the next thing we know, 
That, released from her foe, 

Poor Marie’s at home in her father’s chatean. 
Here, she won’t understand, 
’Tis the Count’s strict command, 

She accepts the young Marquis de Fontenay’s hand. 
For she’s felt sorrow’s smart, 
From Duval forced to part, 

And she knows that the mason alone has her heart. 
But what joy in her eyes, 
What ecstatic surprise, 

When Duval proves the Marquis himself in disguise. 
Can you picture the sight, 
All joy and delight, 

With ev'ryone happy and ev'rything right ? 
If you'd like to know all 
Of the tale here made small, 

At the Olympic, some night very soon take a stall ; 
There Miss Terry you'll see, 
None so charming as she, 

When depicting the woes of bewitching Maric. 
Now a hope, now a fear, 
Now a smile, now a tear— 

Henry Neville is capital—e’la vas sans dire, 
Miss Coote, all agree in 
’S a bright merry being— 

‘* A Republican Marriage”’ is well worth the seeing. 


lav. 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Mr. Sims Reeves has accepted an operatic engagement, and is 
announced to appear at Covent Garden on December 7th, under the 
management of Mr. Samuel Hayes, at popular prices. If the great 
tenor puts in an appearance, well and good ; but if not, the public will 
not Hayesily be convinced that the prices are popular. 

It is stated that Miss May Howard, the American actress now 
appearing at the Duke’s, stays at the Langham. Of course she does, 


| otherwise she would not be able to preserve her figure. We hope this 


will not be read by any of our straight-laced supporters. 

The announcement that Mr. John Clarke will shortly appear in 
Brighton does not mean that this clever comedian is going to that well- 
known watering-place, but that he is engaged at the Criterion, which 
might, with truth, be termed a brandy and watering place. 

It is stated that Mr. Byron’s Unele will be seen at the Gaiety soon 
after Christmas. We wonder which one this refers to, as we believe 
H. J. B. has several in the Strand ? 

The Court Theatre will reopen with A Scrap ef Paper. We should 
have thought that if Olivia had been revived the house would have 
been filled without a scrap of paper. 

Not False, but Fickle, a new and original comedy by Mr. Augustus 
Bright, has been most successfully produced at Sheffield. Considering 
that the piece has a capital plot it could not easily have been other- 
wise, for under any circumstances it was bound to be A. Bright pro- 


duction. 


The Test of Truth. 
‘* Wuo has a doubt should scout it ; 
Doubt, here, is quite absurd ; 
I have no ‘doubt’ about it 
When I’ve an ‘ INspgctor’s’ word.” 
London Magistrate. 
What about the ‘‘word’’ of such inspectors as Druscovitch, 
Meiklejohn, and Palmer? and what about doubting the word of J. P.’s 


or magistrates ? 


The Race not to the Swift. 
Tus clipper barque Deerfoot has been run into and sunk by the 
steamship Angelo. Had there been anything in a name, we should 
have expected to hear that the ‘‘ Deerfoot’’ had been doing the 


‘‘ running down”’ part of the affair. 


Wit a bank go better after being wound up? 
Is the Glasgow Bank wound up for giving too much tick ¢ 
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- a EXTRA ORDERLY LANGUAGE. 
+ Philological Foreigner (to astonished Cabb'e):—‘‘ Yus, I vILL BENEVOLENTLY 
x GIVB YOU ONE TIME MORE A SIXPENCE IF YOU WILL KINDLIEST REPBAT THE 
a EXTRA ORDERLY LANGUAGE WHICH YOU DID U8SE TO THAT OTHER CABMAN 


WHEN HE DID SHOCK HIS WAGON AGAINST YOURS.” 


oi SOME CHRISTMAS STORIES. 


WakRANTED Pure Fiction. 
(Continued.) 

* For some time the three seated about the hearth waited for the 
Next Traveller to arrive unexpectedly and tell his story. Ten more 
minutes glided away in silence. 

‘*This is very strange!” said the jovial Registry Officer; ‘‘the 
Next Traveller must have met with some accident on the road.”’ 


come ; he wii come, I feel it.’’ 
‘* You are right,” said the Registry Officer; ‘‘and at least—(let me 


at least three others will arrive after him, either in a body or in suc- 
cession, and ——”’ 

‘* And each successive story will be of more startling interest than 
the preceding one, while the last ? 

‘* Will be a terrible ghost story with a full-page illustration which 











will es 
; - Be placed opposite the title of the opening story and after the 
index ms 


‘*Which will be found—after much trouble and paper-knifing— 
mixed up with the extra pages of advertisements, which om 

‘* Will ‘ sandwich’ the seven stories——”’ 

‘* And constitute two-thirds of the bulk of the shillingsworth! ! ! ’’ 

The two paused suddenly, as if half ashamed of the prophetic 
enthusiasm into which they had allowed themselves to drift; while 
the guileless face of the Host betrayed, as he gazed from one to the 








a the future which seemed to animate his guests. How indeed could 
ee these two men hold with so confident a grasp the clue to the veiled and 
mysterious future? And yet, something seemed to whisper to the 
landlord of the ‘‘ Bumper” that their predictions would be fulfilled ! 

a? The Registry Officer now rose and gazed uneasily through the win- 
cme. dow into the wild night without; then, placing his ear upon the 





‘‘Let us be patient,”” replied the Chief Commissioner; ‘‘ he must 


see, there are three of us already here, including our worthy Host)— | 


other, a surprise not unmingled with awe at the strange knowledge of | 





[Dec. 4, 1878. 








TO THE INFLUENZA. 


An Opg For Music. 
Solo, Tenor. 


Invivenza, haste away !— 
Leave Britannia’s tortured isles. 
Hence! and bear thy hated sway 
O'er the main ten thousand miles. 
Spare the nations of the North, 
Writhing in thy cruel grasp. 
Spread no more thy venom forth, 
Like the toad or like the asp. 


Cuoxvs. Influenza !—(echo) enza! 
Haste, oh haste a—(echo) way ! 


Duettino for Female Voices. 


| 

| Yes, the Gingham will guard from the dowacoming rain, 
| And the muffler from cold keep the jugular vein ; 

| But a something more stealthy, an essence more dread, 

| Will advance by circuitous routes to the head! 

} 


Ful! Chorus. 


Through October, November, December,— 
As far as to April or May— 
There is no other safety, remember, 
Than stopping indoors for the day. 
For the elements play 
In a boisterous way ; 
And the grim Influenza looks out for his prey ! 


Solo, Bass. 


Supine on yonder couch of pain 
The victim sadly lies. 
He drops the tear (though tears are vain) 
As well from nose as eyes. 
How futile now the boasted pills, 
Or mixtures by the dram. 
No charm can cure the suff’rer’s ills— 
Not e’en his Alkaram ! 
Final Chorus. 
Haste away, then! Quit Britannia! 
Torture Gallia ; plague Hispania! 
| Seek whatever land you please ; 
| E’en the far Antipodes !— 
Once again we firmly say, 
INFLUENZA, haste away ! 
Cuorvus. Influenza, etc. 








| ground, motioned to his companions to preserve the utmost 
| silence. 
_ ** There is no sound of approaching hoofs or wheels upon the hard, 
cold, glittering coverlet of snow!’’ he exclaimed ; ‘‘ what has become 
of the Next Traveller? It is growing serious.”’ 
He resumed his place by the fire. 





Suddenly there was a hurrying of hoofs without—the sound rapidly 
| approached, amid the savage clamour of the maddened hurricane— 
| instantaneously the hurrying hoofs stopped—there was a loud, deafen- 
'ing bang upon the massive oak door—then sudden, terrifying silence. 
With one accord the three within arose and flung open the door ; with- 
out stood the Next Trave.uer, carefully brushing the snow from his 
hat, while his steed stood patiently a pace or two from him. 
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‘* You banged,”’ said the Host to him, when the new Traveller had 
been seated by the cheery hearth, ‘‘ you banged somewhat manfully 
at yonder door, is it not so?”’ 

‘*{t was unintentional,’ replied the Next (or third) Traveller. 
‘* Tt was my head—my steed threw me as we arrived.”’ 

The door was examined; a huge crack divided the two-inch oak 
from top to bottom. ‘‘ Have no care on my account,’’ said the Third 
Traveller reassuringly ; ‘‘I have received no injury ; Iam a hard- 
headed, practical man.”’ 

The Chief Commissioner looked at his watch. ‘‘ Pardon me if——” 
he began. ‘‘I understand,’ interrupted the Third Traveller; ‘‘ you 
are right. I must begin my story at once, or there will not be time 
for the others—eh ?’’ And setting himself easily in his chair he at 
once commenced :— 


THE PRACTICAL MAN’S STORY. 

I am proud to say that Iam, and always have been, a thoroughly 
practical man; I believe my eyes, gentlemen, and what I can’t see 
with my eyes I don’t believe in, and never shall! There’s a lot of 
nonsense in this world, I say; [ mean such things as theory, and 
science, and chemistry, and all that ; and it has been the object of my 
life to make a stand against ’em all and try to persuade my fellow 
men tc believe in what they see, and nothing else. I held a pretty 
good position once, if you'll believe me, and was much looked up to ; 
that was before I suffered persecution in consequence of having the 
courage to stand up for my opinions. 

I was a member of the governing body of our town when I first 
determined to let the world know a bit of my mind about science and 
all that nonsense. Now there had been «a lot of discussion regarding 
the danger of allowing our drains to discharge into a stagnant pond 
in our market place. 

Scientific humbugs had been talking about ‘‘ seeds of contagion ”’ 
being contained in the water of the pond, and being calculated to dis- 
seminate disease among the drinkers of the water. So one day I 
said to my colleagues on the governing body, ‘‘If you'll be 
persuaded by my practical good sense, we can settle this absurd ques- 
tion of the water infection at once’’ ; and so we all went down to the 
pond, and I dipped a glassful out. ‘‘ Now then,” I said to all the 
scientific men about, ‘there’s a good deal of dirt in the water, cer- 
tain'y, but perhaps you'll point out to me the seeds of infection in it. 
I know what seeds are like—I’ve sewn a goodish many of ’em in my 
garden from time to time, and I don’t see any of ’em in this!”’ 
Gentlemen, there wasn’t a man present who could walk up and point 
me out a seed in that glass of water, so I drank off the water in 
triumph ; and it was unanimously decided by my colleagues there and 
then that the drains should continue to discharge into the pond, for 
my colleagues couldn’t resist the influence of my sound common-sense. 
Well, the drains did continue to discharge into the pond; and some- 
how, from some cause or another, the fever broke out violently all 
about our town, and spread frightfully. Then my weak-minded 
colleagues wavered, and threw all the blame upon me for persuading 
them to leave the drains as they were. 

Soon after this there was another discussion as to whether a small- 
pox hospital should be allowed in one of our suburbs; again the 
scientific people talked a lot of nonsense about icles of contagion 
mingling with the atmosphere and spreading disease. I resolved to 
confound these gentlemen even more decisively than before: I invited 
a party of scientific men to accompany me to the very doors of a 
small-pox hospital. 

‘* Now,” I said, ‘‘ kindly point me out a few particles of contagion 
in the atmosphere.’’ They couldn’t. I handed ’em a field-glass—they 
couldn’t find a particle with that; I handed ’em a telescope—they 
couldn't find one even with that! That very day our governing body 
decided to place the hospital in the most thickly-populated part of the 
town, just to prove how absurd scientific nonsense was. Unfor- 
tunately, from some cause or other, immediately after the hospital 
began to work, small-pox spread all over the place like a plague, and 
of course I—I! was blamed again! In fact, the public were so 
enraged that I had to flee to save my life. ° ? e 

I went to live on my country estate, and met an old friend, a very 
good fellow, but affected with the science nonsense; however he 
certainly affected a branch of science which led to some practical 
result ; he was an aeronaut, in fact. Oneday I accepted his invitation 
to ascend in his balloon, and we were very comfortably sailing through 
the air when he began to talk his science nonsense. 

. 6 see inflammable gas issuing at this moment from the balloon,’’ 
e said. 

‘*T don’t see any gas,’’ I replied. 

‘* No, it’s invisible,’’ said he. 

** But I don’t smed/ any gas,”’ said I. 

‘* No, it’s hydrogen,”’ said he. 

** Oh, come now,”’ said I, ‘‘ you don’t expect me to believe in a thing 
that I can’t see or smell even! There’s nothing there!” and with 
that I applied a lucifer to the lower end of the balloon. 

By a strangely unfortunate coincidence, something at that moment 
caused the cordage and the atmosphere round it to burst into flames, 


a 


FUN. 


251 


ee lc CCC CCl lll LL LLL 





and in a few moments our car was spinning downwards; luckily w® 
alighted on some bushes and were not injured much ; but—would you 
believe it ?—my friend never spoke to me again, and so violent was 
the feeling against me that I was forced to flee from ¢/at place to 
avoid being put into a lunatic asylum. . . 

A little time after this I was visiting a Government torpedo factory, 
and some more scientists began to talk nonsense about electricity, in 
my hearing; they were specking of firing torpedoes by means of the 
electric current. ‘‘There’s no such thing as an electric current! 
I’ve never seen one!’’ I said severely; ‘don’t tell me you can light 
explosives by putting the ends of two wires together— pooh !”” and I 
was about to prove the folly of their notions by joining two wires in 
the powder magazine, when they attempted to seize me—I was beset 
by the police—I rushed to my steed, and flew like the wind, pursued 
by a yelling and demoniac mob, but I arrived here in safety. By the 
way,’’ continued the speaker, drawing from his pocket, in a most 
surprising way, 4 
large torpedo and 
complete electric ap- 
paratus, ‘‘ I brought 
away this affair in 
order to prove con- 
clusively by actual 
experience the fallacy 
about ‘electric cur- 
rent ’— pshaw !’’ 

‘*T am about,”’ he 
raid, sitting down 
upon the torpedo and 

justing the appa- 
sles, ito comall the two wires just to prove the fall——" — 

The others rose with some hastiness. ‘‘ Would you just do it out- 
side!’ they said in chorus; and the Practical Traveller at once 
conveyed the apparatus out on to the snow, sat down as before, took 
one wire in each hand, and, as those within hastily crept beneath the 


massive chairs 








(To be continued. ) 








RHYMES (?). 


My life—to Discontent a prey— 
Is in the sere and yellow leaf. 
’Tis vain for happiness to pray : — 
No solace brings my heart relief. 
My pulse is weak, my spirit low; 
I cannot think, I cannot write. 
I strive to spin a verse—but lo !— 
My rhymes are very rarely right. 


I sit within my lowly cell, 

And strive to court the cemic Muse ; 
But how can Poesy excel, 

With such a row from yonder mews ?— 
In accents passionately high 

The carter chides the stubborn horse ; 
And shouts a ‘‘ Gee !’’—or yellsa ‘‘ Hi!” 

In tones objectionably hoarse. 


In vain for Poesy I wait ; 
No comic Muse my call obeys. 
My brains are loaded with a weight 
That mocks the laurels and the bays. 
I wish my brains could only be 
Inspired with industry anew ; 
And labour like the busy bee, 
In strains no Genius ever knew. 


Although I strive with all my might, 
Alas, my efforts all are vain! 
I’ve no eflatus—not a mite ;— 
I cannot work the comic vein. 
The Tragic Muse may hear my pleas, 
And waft me to a purer clime. 
Melpomene !—assist me, please, 
To somewhat higher heights to climb! 








The Almond Honourable. 

CapTain ALmonpD, of the Deafpoles, has received a gold medal for 
the heroic efforts he made in saving the crew of a shipwrecked vessel. 
‘¢ Almond” had, in fact, in these rescued sailors, several very good 
‘‘raisins’ for the honour paid him. Almonds generally supply 
desserts ; this Almond, however, received his. 


. , ” 
A Fasgmasonic Sunscrrption.— Yours trowel-ly. 
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(H)EVERLASTING. 


Old Party :—-’ We vE susT BEEN OVBR TO (H)UNSWORTH TO REVISIT THE (H)AUNTS OF MY CHILDHOOD.”’ 
Young Party:—‘‘ Inpeep! ARB THEY STILL ALIVE? How VERY OLD AND WITHERED THEY MUsT BE!”? 














CERTAIN LOYAL BEGUM. 


RIGHT YOU ARE. OF A 
** She’s a (Bho) pal of mine.” 


A GENTLE musical amateur advertises in the papers that he wants to 
‘‘ write down’’ songs, dances, and other music. We heartily rejoice From Inp1IA. 
to hear it, for there are unquestionably a good many songs, dances, It is doubtless true that in many cases ‘like cures like,” and Lord 
and others that want a lot of ‘ writing down”’; and if the musical Lawrence's ‘ masterly inactivity ’’ may be allowed to have its merits, 
amateur goes to work upon the right sort of songs, c., he will but it is questionable whether a continued policy of ‘Jaisser aller”? 
assuredly be the write (down) man in the right place. We advise would lay Shere Ali at our feet. 
him to commence operations with ‘‘ We don’t want to fight,’’ and = . 
other ad captandum ditties of the like genus; these demand writing Now Ready, demy 4to. boards, Two Shillings and Sixpence, 


down more than anything; after which the sickly sentimentalities of 
the negro minstrel order may well engage the trenchant nib of this THE BRITISH WORKING MAN: 
doughty amateur. We might fill a number or two with suggestions By ONE wHOo DOES NoT BELIEVE IN Him. 
of likely subjects for his attacks, but there is really no occasion, since 4ng other Sketches by J. F. Sullivan. Engraved by Dalziel Brothers. 
& visit to any music-hall or genteel drawing-room will surely furnish 
him with more than enough, and spare us the trouble of enumeration, 
and himself the expense of advertising for them. As for dances, we 
trust our friend will not spare the cancan, nor hesitate to speak out 
concerning the ballet as represented at some places of entertainment ; 
while, with regard to music, he cannot do wrong in writing about the ‘ial 
harmony dispensed by German boy-bands, pifferari, and blind clarionet Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 
players. If the musical amateur succeeds in writing down any of PHOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879 
these abominations he will be right down and away one of the best . 
benefactors to his race that the world has lately seen. We wish him CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Thirty pages of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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‘as > COCOA ESSENCE rears 


- er roixts. Wilt eUit alt WURK. 
PATTERNS. ' ; Send 7 stamps for an PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. 


Beld by al! Stationers, in 64.. 1s., and Gross Boxes. 
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Now Ready, Price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC. 
| Full of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 
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AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 


“© Ah! this is the place for meat.” | So Elwin and Angelina think. Just the place for meet. 





And while (he says) misfortune low’rs, 


IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. He loves to pass congenial hours 


By a ConrirMep IpDyYLLER. With sad and solemn Jounny Too.e! 





fNo. XXIV.—IL PENSEROSO. THINGS THEATRICAL. 
HE Idyller has many JupGEp by the complimentary criticisms, The Crisis at the Hay- 
moods; market Theatre may be said to have been passed. 
In some of them he sits Miss Multon, the adaptation of the French version of East Lynne, 
and broods, now being played at the Duke’s, is said to be ‘‘ essentially a one-part 
And looks abroad and | piece.” We think it might be called an a 1 part piece. 
darkly scowls, | For the forthcoming pantomime at the Victoria Theatre Miss 
And by his aspect tries to | Lennox Grey has been engaged for the principal female ré’e. Does this 
show | mean that she will ro// her r's? We know she has a rolling eye. 
He’s victimised by livid| 44! Ha! 
wos, | Messrs. Douglass, of the Standard, have taken the Park Theatre on 
And execrates his fate, and | @ seven years’ /ezse, We trust, therefore, that this unlucky house will 
howls. | be the /east bit more successful. 
There is no truth in the report that when Mr. Sims Reeves appeared 
When such his mood, with | 44 Covent Garden the other night someone exclaimed, ‘* Sims, 


all his art, madam ? nay tt is.” 
He strives to dress and act We should not be surprised if Miss Viola Dacre were to commence 
the part an action for libel against a theatrical contemporary, for in noticing a 
recent performance of King Lear at the Pavilion it distinctly states 


With strong consistence 
. ; that that lady played the fool. 


, through and through. | pia} : ; tes 
The coat he wears upon his back | Mr. Barry Sullivan was entertained at a banquet in the Exhibition 
Is fashioned gruesomely and black, | Palace, Dublin, on Monday, when the Lord Mayor presided, and the 

And all his boots are blackened too. | proceedings were most enthusiastic. Considering that this legitimate 
3 a ei | tragedian is very great in Macbeth, it is not surprising that he was well 
To cultivate a ‘‘ a solemn state, | received in the ‘‘ banquet scene.” 





He dines off heavy golden plate, | 


And always speaks beneath his breath. Messrs. Brinsmead and Sons will add to their already great repute by 


While fair digestion he impedes | the production of their improved concert grand piano, in the construc- 

With books at meals, and only reads D ; | tion of which, among the many new and enaniand features, are a 

Those books whose theme is CRIME and DEATH! | sounding-board, which responds to the vibration of the strings with 

And all of his amusements, too, extraordinary readiness, and a check repeater, with the action of which 

Are chosen with the simple view the touch is light, certain, and firm; but the beautiful quality of the 
tone of the instrument must be heard to be fully appreciated. 


Of working out his gloomy rule, 
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LIKELY TALES! 


No VI.—THE TROUBLED PURIST. 


7 HERE was, I may venture to say 
) “es With every surt of impunity, 


Pod l A feature in GroveLLine CLay 
€ 


That marked bim amid the com- 
munity. 
He had such a sensitive mind— 
With delicate sentiments stocking 
it— 
That artists and sculptors, I find, 
Were almost incessantly shocking it. 
To draw or to sculpture a man 
Or woman without any clothes on’em 
He called an indelicate plan, 
No matter how graceful the pose on 
’em} 


And better assurance than his 
I’m certain you couldn’t expect 


any— 

He spotted indelicaciz 

Where nobody else could detect any. 
And blind must humanity be 

(With justice I’m dealing this flout to ’em), 
For none of them ever could see 

The fault when he pointed it out to’em ! 
But all such productions he fears, 

And opens his eyes (with alarm in ’em) 
To think that for hundreds of years 

Mankind hasn’t seen any harm in ’em. 


‘‘ I’m sure,” he would gay, ‘* could it see 

This taint—this artistic fatality— 
The world would assuredly be 

A sufferer in its morality. 
And, therefore, my duty is plain— 

A picture or statue disclosing it 
L'il visit again and again, 

And write to the papers, exposing it.’’ 
So picture and statue be bann’d 

By writing to papers and peltin’ ’em, 
From virtuous Liverpool and 

From equally virtuous Cheltenham. 


And when any’ picture he saw 

Depicting ** the figure,”’ he'd rush at it, 
And shudder, exclaiming, ‘‘ Oh law ! 

Oh, ain't it improper! I blush at it!” 
lf someone produced, by his powers, 

A statue of Venus, he mocked at it, 
He stared at it several hours, 

And oh, he was dreadfully shocked at it! 
But—what a reflection on Man !— 

Although it affects me distressfully, 
I’m forced to acknowledge this plan 

Was carried out quite unsuccessfully. 


If picture or statue he blamed— 

His caput rebukingly shook at it— 
Instead of retiring, ashamed, 

The people all crowded to look at it ! 
So, though he was sick at the heart, 

He swore that, to succour Society, 
He'd seek all the products of art 

That hinted the least impropriety. 
And, when he’d discovered the lot, 

By purchase acquiring the right of ’em, 
He'd hide them away in a spot 

Where no one should ever get sight of ’em. 


And then he paraded the Parks, 

The Gardens and Popular Palaces, 
Collecting the Joan-of-Arcs 

The statues of Nymphs and such fallacies, 
The pictures concerning the fall 

(The dressed and the only half-dressed of ’em), 
The Ledas and Graces and all, 

The Venuses, Eves, and the rest of ’em ; 
He took them all down to a Hall 

(Which soon became quite overstocked with ’em), 
And every day he would ca’! 

And sit there for hours and be shocked at ’em. 
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He blushed at the statues and scenes, 

The smcoth shameless marble and paint of ’em, 
He murmured, ‘‘ 1 wish I’d the means 

Of curing the terrible taint of ’em. 
4 wonder if good would befall 

Before the B.P. if I gibbet ’em ?— 
Suppose that I open the Hall 

And, charging a shilling, exhibit ’emr' 
He tried it. Released from his cares, 

He joyfully looks to futurity, 
For now his art treasures (he swears) 

Are brilliant examples of purity. 


MEDITATIONS AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 

Ir all the cattle had been Polled, would they have given the first 
prize as it has gone ? 

Lovers of tidiness should visit the neat cattle. 

The horns of all cross breeds should be buttoned. Their ‘‘ points ”’ 
must be easily discoverable. 

Is a painter of bullocks really an artist? His productions are 
steery-oscopic views. 

Might not that beast which the policeman is admiring be denomi- 
nated an ox eyed of copper? (Chemical papers, please don't copy.) 

The prelate who preached to the herds in the Hall ought to have 
been the Bishop of Oxen. 

‘‘Now, that’s what I call something like a beast,’’ exclaims an 
expectorating exhibitor. As he is conscious of his fault, 1 hope he 
won't do it again. 

How fond soldiers seem of the show! Alas, poor fellows! their 
trade is butchery. No wonder they have an unlimited supply of 
sheep’s-eyes to cast about amongst the girls at random. 

lf a little boy were to save up his pocket-money expecting an 
unlimited supply of bull’s-eyes, might he not be disappointed ? 

Extra stock: Now 1 call that downright unkind. Insiead of 
letting the poor creatures fancy that they have a chance, at any rate, 
like the rest, of being served up as Christmas beef, telling them 
plainly that they are only fit to be boiled down for soup! 

Ox cheek already! ‘That saucy brute gave me a dig in the ribs for 
pitying him. 

Every beast in the show may be purchased, but will any go back to 
its byre? 

Does beef feel cowed when it is going to be carved f 

Surely the Downs must yield the sottest wool—the Downiest. 

The rain is rattling on the roof, but beneath we have the finest of 
wethers. 

Visitors from Bath cannot be very proud of their pedigree when 
they note the pig-headed individuals from which Bath chaps derive 
their origin. 

All flesh is not grass; prize pork is grease. 

Hot is the competition for the division of the public’s favour. 
What a fuss the plough manufacturers make about their shares. May 
not a commoner’s Howard be worth a king's Ransome ? 

Mangel Wurzel!—By no means, good beeves; masticate it pro- 

erly. 

, Beet-Root may be impudently defiant of competition, but amongs* 
the cabbages, at any rate, the biggest Drumhead ought to be beaten 
by the greatest sticks. 

Bone manures! What audaciously immoral advice! Come away, 
my dear children. Besides, who would want to steal such stinking 
stuff ? 


THE REASON WHY. 


Ou, why come to town at this dull time of year? 
What could it have been that my Charlie meant 

By whispering softly, ‘‘ You know, Rose, my dear, 
Your pa’ has to parley in Parliamen:’’r 


The Whole Hog or None. 


We heard of a thoroughgoing man of business lately who would not 
only do nothing by halves, but even refused to buy wheat, at a most 
advantageous price, because it was sold by the quarter ! 


Hint for ‘‘ Pigeons.”’ 
As arule, cheating is never attempted in games played on « chess- 
board, for the moves in such games, it is obvious, are bound to be ‘‘ on 
the square.’’ 


Extremes Meet. 


A week-old baby, if allowed to live to its second childhood, will end 
in becoming a weak old man. 
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of my pictures is that they suggest so many various ideas, and are not 


HIGH ART FOR HIRE. monotonous like common pictures. Any one coutem| } ing one of my 
Mr. Fun: Srra,—I am an Artist rather in advance of my time. [ pictures attentively will find to-.norrow what he took yesterday for a 
' coach and horses turn out to be a brush and comb, and so on. There 


will draw all your pictures for you if you like. My name is Knock- 
emoff. I make no secret about my pictures. I scuff ‘em out on the 
floor wath my boots. A pair of shoe brushes on my feet, and a bucket of 
any colour selected to produce the par- 
* ticnlar harmony, or fantasia, or sym- 
‘ phony, or arrangement, or nocturne, 
required, are quite enough for me. 
Any picture ordered can be executed 
by me and my boots on the shortest 
notice. [can knockoff pictures at the rate 
of twenty-five per hour. Every batch 
of pietures is of one colour, according 
as it may be ordered. This saves 
buckets and the changing of my boots 
Most of the Art goes into the frames, where I put abstruse daubs of 
brown, of runic significance, without extra charge. My pictures are 
ail the same price, £2,000 each, and consequently all of the same 
walue They ure good. They all have a hidden meaning, so that you 
can’t tell a bridge from a telescope, or a band-box from a horse. 
This is because the Art is too high for low comprehension. My 
‘* nocturnes”’ are the quickest I knock off. They are the artistic 
‘* blacking’’ which comes off my boots. You should see me at work. 


| ig thus no perpetuity of idea, no weariness of expression ; there never 
is in High Art, ifthe art is high enough. All other pictures besides 
mine are spurious; they are mere mechanical manugraphs, remaining 
the same every time you look at them. High Art pictures may be 
done passably well with a squirt, but the only genuine are those pro- 
duced by the artistic scutling of boots on a prepared floor. — Yours, 
K.NOCKEMOFY, 
Professor of Painting, Plumbing, and Glazing. 

N.B.—I send you as specimens a slab of my ‘*‘ Infant in Creens,”’ 
and ‘* Mrs. Knockemoff in Blue Distemper.” If you will run roand to 
my studio [’ll show you a fizzing firework picture painted entirely in 
soda-water-.olour ; also my picture of the ‘* Death of William Rufus,’ 
in arrowroot. 








—— 


| DELUSIONS. 
| By Victor Hve-o. 
Yes, my boy, I've no doubt that you’ re right in the main, 
lor you've told me the same thing again and again— 
- In my brain there’s not any confusion ; 
«ee ; : : t ‘‘ Delusions are women”’ I’ve oft heard you say 
My process is this. A carpenter perpetually supplies me with ‘pieces : ‘ . ’ 7 ve 
| of beard, which he arranges in tesselated form, as wood tiles on the ws "1 a ed yg “ | - “y> 
floor of my studio. I then affix my shoe brushes to my boots, and gms cities 
| after dipping them in the prepared bucket of colour, [ proceed to 
| skate in the slops on the prepured wood floor. The result is High Art, Apvick To New Hovsekerrers.—Never pick your locks. Take 
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which only wants to be efficiently described in order to fetch £2,000 | 407, os they come. 


-r_ tile. My ‘‘nocturnes”’ I scumble with a knocker; but the 
1: snemmanamat and the ‘‘ music pictures” are all done on the ‘floor. | . Men not born to be drowned.—Those who never lose their ‘‘ lives” 
My pictures while wet are put out on the garden wall, or up to roost | ™® “* Pool. 
in the fowl-house, for natural development of the esoteric ideas so Rents Duero a Lanpiorp.—Those in the tail of a runaway tenant's 


dear to esthetic experts. This makes them ‘‘high.” The advantage | coat. 











THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


| 
THE MAN WITH AN APPETITE. | 


A man I know’s the hungriest one 
That ever saw the light ; 

His gormandising’s never done, | 
He's such an appetite. 


The story brought to me, you know, 
By little list’ning birds, | 
Was that a day or two ago | My ri 
He firstly ate his words. | ee aU HT 
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Then going home he from a shelf 
A pond rous volume took, 

And there alone quite by himself 
He soon devoured the book. | 


ML P 
Tay 


Still pangs of hunger ne'er forsook 
This most voracious male, 

Not only he devoured the book 
But swallowed too the tale. 


And yet he longed for more to eat, 
Yes, still he craved for more, 

(Intil to make his meal complete 
Quick bolted he the door. 


OS OE LE GS. A: SI a Nl 


° +__ 66 . . : 
A Fair Inference. | Patron ; I AM DEEPLY GRATEFUL TO YOU FOR GAINING ME A FIRST vRIZR, 
Mrsas QuapRoon got quite offended when she under AND I WILL INTRODUCE YOU TO A PRIEND WHO WILL MAKE MUCH OF YOU. 
Ss : 4 7 = 
stood the tram-car conductor to say to her, ‘* You’re /air, . eaeeitiiaeiiaian 
Miss!’ ‘There was, however, no impertinence intended S753 REREUER 
on his part, as he was only asking for her fare. | ie Ses eae Le in 


A Leg-itimate Conclusion. 
A vHrn man has more legs and arms than he wants, 
as he possesses spare ones. | 


A TEETOTALER rejoiced greatly on reading ‘‘ Directions 
for fining liquors.” 

ForaGg is necessary for tame horses, but wild horses 
crow fat without ever having had a bit in their mouths. 

Ture Common Bugle is often found in fields, but a 
Hoe-boy would be more useful. 

UNENVIABLB Duty.—To have to preach toa Great 


Snoring congregation. 





The friend who wil: make much of him. 
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RATHER AN IMPORTANT PERSONAGE ! 
(SOME IMPRESSIONS, ON READING ARTICLES ABOUT “OUR CORRESPONDENT” IN THE PAPERS.) 
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4. ‘ The foe immediately evacusted tye fort on the approach of our Corres- 
pondent and ” (but the other p-) sonage: ar- of no consequence). 


5. **On the arrival of our Corres oacent the War ccmwenced.” 


1. ** Our Corresponcent and the officers around him.”’ | 

2. * Our Correspond: nt ex; re«sed his d cided epinicn to Comm ané er-in-Chief.’’ 

3. * Vur Correspond: nt and the Generals A., B. and C. baving followed up the | 
enemy.”” 
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BUT ALL HIS WALLOWING IN THE DIRT WON'T SAVE 


THE RUSSIAN PIG, 


(A Study at the International Cattle Show.) 


‘‘ DISGUSTING ANIMAL! 
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“FRENCH” AND “ ENGLISH.” 


Reclining Englishman :—‘* I am what you Frenchmen call ‘ lassé.’ 
Posturing Frenchman :—‘*I tell you, sare, the ‘ plain English’ of za: 
1s, you are ‘ blasé.’”’ 


A CONSTANT READER. 


! am—and pretty long have been— 
A parent, reader dear. 

My boy is nearly seventeen ;— 
(Excuse a briny tear !) 

That boy a model man will be ; 
A pattern, by and by. 

I’ve brought him up myself, you see, 
And that’s the reasdn why. 


His virtues and his moral tone 
Few saints could ever match ; 
And he will frankly, fondly own 
To whom he owes the batch. 
He might have grown erratic—wild— 
(A criminal indeed!) 
If I had never taught my child 
The sort of books to read. 


Papas, be guided while ye may ! 
Reflect, it’s very rash 

Your brats to cram throughout the day 
With goody-goody trash. 

This truth is rarely understood ;— 
Ere long the growing lad 

Will grow aweary of the gooc, 
And hanker for the bad. 


J carried out a wiser plan— 
To Mental Science due ; — 
My Ned’s tuition I began 
Oa works of lurid hue. 
His Newgate Calendar, I know, 
He recollects it well ; 
"T'was in its leaves that long ago 
He learnt the way to spell. 


Fall many a wild and gallant thing 
Performed by gay Duval ; 

Brave tales of Turpin ; and of King — 
(His less-remembered ‘‘ pal’’) ;— 

Strange burglaries, and stranger crimes, 
That marked the days of yore ;— 

Have Ned and I, in other times, 
Intently gloated o’er. 


Yet Edward, though a daring lad, 
Hath never *‘ cracked a crib”’: 
At least, he swore he never had,— 

And Edward cannot fib. 

He ne’er with pistols, on a nag, 
Patrolled the country roads, 
To scare a portion of their swag 

From folks who carried loads. 


Familiarity hath bred 
(Or so I firmly trust) 

For all the wicked books he read 
A feeling of disgust. 





,? 





So each well-educated mind 
In Virtue’s calmer joys 

A novelty at last will find, 
Which never, never cloys. 


Thus Mental Science tells a truth ; 
(Dispute it, if ye can !) 

How oft the crime-perusing youth 
Becomes the moral man. 

If ever Ned should rear a son, 
To grow to seventeen ;— 

May se be only such a one 
As Ned hath ever been ! 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL REPORTER AT THE 
CATTLE SHOW. 

Once, sir, in the days of my fresh, not to say verdant, youth, whe: 
I had all the world before me (except, of course, that portion whict 
must of necessity have been behind my back), I kept a cow. I ne 
scarcely add, however, that I did not start with this intention. 

You, sir, will have already guessed that my object was th. 
the cow in question should keep me. Before I bought her | 
satisfactorily proved, on paper, that she would :—I had merely to sel 
80 many gallons of milk at so much ; so many pounds of butter at so 
and so; so many ‘.:ucers of curds-and-whey at current rates—th» 
thing was donc. It was as simple as—well, as simple as I was when | 
bought an aged and dried-up old animal at Bristol market ; and sunk 
no less than £5 15s. 4d. in dairy utensils on the strength of m} 
purchase. 

That cow never guve a halfpennyworth of milk, sir. She gav: 
nothing, indeed, but trouble, for a more determined fence-breaker and 
trespasser was never put in the pound; and after three weeks’ costl; 
experience of cowkeeping I was glad to sell her for three-and-sixpenc 
to a manufacturer of glue, who took her away privily by night, and 
told me afterwards, in confidence, that he lost money by her, owing to 
the worthless character of her hoofs. 

But why, you will ask, sir, this autobiographical irrelevancy? You 
shall hear. All this about my cow was only by way of leading up to 
the fact that I have also been keeping bulls all my life. Keeping 
bulls ? you will say ; impossible ! ot at all. I have been keeping 
them, I assure you—keeping them at a distance, my first cousir 
twice removed on the mother’s side having been tossed by one near 
where the Albert Memorial now is, or, asa wag might say, Ken- 
sington Gored.* 

Now the purpose of this somewhat voluminous preface is to prove, 
sir, that I went to this year’s Smithfield Show prejudiced against, 
rather than in favour of, the cattle there exhibited, whilst how 
gratified I was ere I left, the marginal notes in my catalogue— why 
not cattle-logue, I wonder *—will fully testify. 

Any timidity I felt on entering I soon lost, as a big country cousin 
of mine in the farming line, and on speaking terms with most of the 
‘‘ Devons,” took me in tow (removing, thereby, my fears in tow-tow , 
and explained the pana. aye, and full points, too, of the stock which 
took prizes—though they were so fat and puffy that lam quite sure 
they could not have taken them far. 

This fatness was remarkable amongst all the animals, sheep and 
pigs, as well as oxen; and my cousin, amongst other sights, showed 
me a ‘*‘ Southdown that had made a regular pig of itself.’’ 1 did not 
venture to contradict him then, but the very notion was absurd. He 
might as well have pointed out a porker that had made a regular sheep 
of itself. 

A curious incident occurred in the gallery where the implements and 
roots are on view. One of the public, endeavouring to pass along a 
private passage, and told by an attendant to try another way, went to 
a stall and openly picked up a large mange! wnrzel, which he carried 
oft. When requested to stop and explain i.> « uduct, he said, ‘‘ He 
was told to try another way, so he had taken a fresh rouée.”’ 

I took his address, in case you have a vacancy on the staff of this 


journal, sir. 
Seeing my yeoman cousin ounrenates this practical pleasantry, | 
asked him if a bul-lock could be opened by a donkey, on which he 


winked and said, ‘‘ Yes, p’raps it could if you made a ‘ heifert.’’’ So 
you see, sir, how facetiousness runs in ourfamily, even in cousins twice 
removed on the mother’s side. 

As I left the Hall, much pleased with the capita] SHOW (lage 
letters, please, Messrs. Judd), I overheard West-end butchers buying 
the prize beasts by private contract. They surprised me, fo: | 
thought they would be sold by an ‘‘ oxeneer!” 


A ‘‘ peastLy ”’ pen to write with.—A sheep-pen. 


° Suppoee, by-the-bye. I bad been poenervens Hibernian witticisms from my 
youth up, would not that have been ** keeping bulls,” eh '—Y. E. S. R. 
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ODE TO THE MUD. 
By a Spiasuep Contrinuror. 


You nasty, greasy, sticky, dirty, mess, 
Spoiling unmentionables, soiling dress, 
From you I rush off. 
What use, in all your horrid sloppy slosh, 
Umbrella, cloak, or even mackintosh ? 
What use, thick boots, clogs, pattens, or golosh ? 
Why won’t you brush off ? 


Through you it is in streets we slip and slide, 
Or plump into the gutter s turbid tide, 
Or step a puddle in. 
You splash us upwards to our very nose, 
You spoil our loved ones dainty new-bought hose ; 
Oh give me rather any choice of woes, 
Than muddy muddling. 


Refuse you are, and still you will refuse 

To spare the brilliant polish of my shoes! 
You splash me high up. 

Oh mud! you are the nastiest thing T know, 

To all my garments you're the deadliest foe— 

I wish with all my heart that you would go— 
Why don’t you dry up? 





Not much ’Count. 


TE Poles have been meeting and demonstrating again 
in favour of their national independence, the well- 
known Count Plater being in the chair. Now when 

| there is a Race in the case, as in this instance, with all 
| due deference to the Count, it is nota mere * Plater” 
that is likely to win it. Ask Trophonius if it is. 


j 

| ‘‘Favour”’-ed Beasts. 

| One of the features of every cattle show is the artist 

| who is on the spot ready to transfer to canvas the portrait 

| of the prize beasts ere they fall beneath the poleaxe. 
As the rosette attached to the prize-winners is one of 

| their distinguishing features, we presume this painter is 

| one of the ‘‘ Rosetti’’ school. 


PLEASURE AND PROFIT. 


Cynical Swell :—‘* Ensoy1nG youRrsELr, I sez, DocToR; PROFITING BY 


THE OPPORTUNITY.” 9 , 
Cynical Doctor :—‘* WuaT! AMONGST ‘SUCH A SET OF PEOPLE.” I’D HAVE 


A MORE ENJOYABLE OPPORTUNITY OF PROFITING MYSELF IF [ WERE AMONGST 
MY PATIENTS.” 


Asked at the Agricultural. 


| Why do you not require a loaf in cutting beef 
| sandwiches ?— Because an ox is ‘‘ bred and meat.” 


) 








chair, lighted the Fourth pipe, and sipped the Fourth tankard of good 
October ale; then he at once commenced : — 


Warnantep Pung Fiction. THE STORY OF A MANTELPIECE. 
(Continued. | It needs but little effort of memory on my part to rehearse to you sn 

¢ ic i incident which we were about to relate in | incident in my career whicl you w ardly deny is marked by muc 
our Toe tage 008 ee ee - Eales sleoen over the as- | that is remarkable, if not, indeed, appalling. It needs but little reflec- 
sembled company. tion for me to decide that the last few months of my life have sur- 
‘‘Poor Third Traveller!’ murmured the Chief Commissioner | passed in startling incident—if not, indeed, in horrible catastrophe— 
sadly ; ‘‘ we had known him so short a time too; and yet the natural | all other epochs in the eventful—if not, indeed, thrilling—career of one 
amiability of his disposition, combined with his other excellent | who has ever been a marked—if not, indeed, a haunted—man. But 
qualities 1”? ; | let me be brief—though the unstrung condition of my nervous system 
‘‘ Yes, indeed!’’ replied the Registry Officer, suppressing a sob; | (deeply aftected by the unbroken string of shocking incidents which it 
‘and not an atom of him left to keep as a sad, sad memento! ”’ has lately been my lot to take part in) may in some degree excuse any 

unintentional confusion of my thoughts. 


a : ial . : he air—all around, 
Thole converse was eaddoaly Deeken on. ip te att Some length of time ago I agreed to rent a small but comfortably- 


‘et, as it seemed, afar off—was heard a sound as unaccountable as it | : , : 
ee Socket & distinct whistling—distinct yet unearthly— reached | constructed villa from a speculative builder, and, the house being 


the ears of those sitting around the hearth; and this sound evidently | prepared for my reception, I quickly established myself in it. Let 


swiftly h the wind. The First and | me remark that I have a great taste for art, that I have decided 
Satan taco , _ opinions upon it, that I am even fond of laying down the law about it 


at times. Well, to proceed—my new home suited me exactly; I was 
“THE FOURTH TRAVELLER'” satisfied, if not, indeed, delighted, with the arrangements, the decora- 
Hardly had the words escaped them when a mufiled form stood in | tions 


‘ Decorations,” did I say ? Let me make one exception. I 
the open doorway, hardly discernible from the sombre background had wandered at leisure over my new house—lost in peaceful admira- 
without. It advanced slowly to the centre of the floor and gazed care- 


‘tion of the taste in the speculative landlord’s ornamentation ; the 
fully around ; then reckoned upon its fingers as if puzzled. It spoke | exquisite and faithful imitation of oak on the doors, of marble 
in a voice hollow as if from a prolonged agony of fear :— | 


on the staircase wall; the almost living flowers on the attic paper- 
‘‘One Host. One, two Travellers—only two! Have I thenarrived hangings, and the no less lifelike red, blue, yellow, green, black, and 
too soon? J am the Fourth Traveller—where is the Third ?”’ 


_white scroll-work round the drawing-room—when [ came suddenly 

No answer came. The silence was as expressive as it was awful. upon a mantelpiece in the best bedroom, and started back. The 

The Fourth Traveller needed but one glance into the eyes of those | mantelpiece had been painted black, and upon this black ground had 

around to divine the whole terrible truth, even to its minutest and most | been dashed the yolks of several eggs. I did not like it. I sent for 
trivial detail. Without a word he seated himself upon the Fourth the landlord at once. 


SOME CHRISTMAS STORIES. 
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‘* Your decoration is almost divine,” I said to him: ‘‘ but I do no 
like this mantelpiece. Do you consider it a finished picture ?”’ 

The landlord turned strangely pale. 

‘* I decidedly consider it a work of art,’’ he replied. 

‘“‘Is this,” I said, pointing to a particular dab, ‘‘ intended for a 
barge ?”’ oe j 

‘fam flattered at your recognising that,’”’ said the landlord; ‘ I 
paid the painter sixpence an hour!” — 

‘* Would you call that a stiffish price for a work ef that sort?”’ 1 
asked. 

The landlord was trembling violently. 

“I do not think I am called upon to give an opinion ” He 
broke off suddenly, and hurriedly left. 

I tried to reconcile myself to that mantelpiece, but could not do 
so; I therefore sent for a journeyman painter whom I knew of to 
come and paint over it. The moment the man’s eve lighted upon it he 
started violently and turned very white. 

















** Would you not call this eccentric ?’’ I asked him. 

‘**T should call it decidedly original,’ the man replied, with much 
agitation ; ‘‘ there is one extraordinary thing about it—he has painted 
the hair ;’’ and he pointed to a few hairs which had escaped from the 
brush and been painted over. ‘‘ The artist’s aim was to illustrate the 
analogy between painting and sensational catastrophes. This ie called, 
‘An Explosion in Black and Yellow.’ He has painted ‘ A Flare-up 
in Pea-green and Dandy-grey-russet’ (produced by cleaning his 
brushes on a wall), ‘A Collision in Chrome and Cream-Colour,’ and 
an ‘Eruption in Blue, Purple, and Scarlet.” I hope you will not 
judge of the artist’s merit from any single picture produced.” He 
paused a moment. ‘‘ When he’d painted this ’ere he curled up and 
died from pure admiration of it! and now he Haunts it! !”’ It was in 
vain I endeavoured to persuade the man to paint out the production ; 
he shuddered repeatedly, and left the house. 

I retired to bed. Hardly, however, had I closed my eyes when an 
irresistible impulse prompted me to sit up in bed and gaze at the 
mantelpiece. As I gazed I saw a FIGURE standing by it—the 





figure of a painter. With a phantom brusi the terrible apparition 
seemed to be cirefully retouching the work in black and yellow. At 
the same time there fell upon my ear a distinct yet unearthly sound of 
whistling—subdued, monotonous, unbroken. A power other than my 
own caused me to speak to him— 

‘* How long might that take you to do?’ j 


Oe ee 


Slowly the spectre-cyes turned to me; a hollow voice answered 

‘* About two minutes—after I have matured my idea.”’ 

‘* Do you ever hang your work up the chimney to mellow 

‘‘No; I sometimes place it in the oven to dry. This is my case,”’ 
and the ghostly painter he]d up a battered paint-box as unsubstantial 
as himself. 

‘* Do you consider it a strong case?"’ lasked. There was no reply. 
The whistling became deafening. I sank back inaswoon. I awok: 
in broad daylight. After that I shut up the room; for I could not 
sleep in it again; but every night, as I retired to my lonely couch, the 
strange, fearful sound as of whistling struck upon myear. I could 
not bear it; my nerves grew gradually strung to a higher pitch; I 
dreaded to return to my home of an evening; I shuddered to ascend 
the stair ; in a word, I was forced toshut up my house and seek refuge 
in an adjacent hotel. 

But daily, hourly, an involuntary yearning prompted me to enter 
my closed villa and gaze upon that mantelpiece. I resisted fiercely, 
mad], ; my cheeks grew hollow, my nerves shattered, my resistance 
became weaker; I felt I must go. Without my own volition my 
steps turned slowly to the dreaded villa, my hand placed the latchkey in 
the door, I ascended the stair, with a great effort I dragged myself 
back from the accursed chamber —in vain! J entered. I stood, rigid 
and deathly cold, before that strange work of art, and murmured with 
my tongue, but not with my will, these words :— 

‘‘T have seen and heard much of cockney impudence before now, 
but never expected to hear a coxcomb ask sixpence an hour for flinging 
eggs at a mantelpiece !”’ al 

Then—then I heard a mighty rush—a hurricane of whistling; be- 
fore my straining eyeballs there arose the spectral painter, the spectra! 
hands of a ghostly constable seized me and bore me away !—away to 
a ghostly court wherein sat a judge-a jury—all, all spectral; then 
the whistling changed into one — word — 

‘¢ Line !” 
and my senses reelod—and T heard and saw no more! 


59? 
rf 





* * * 7 on 


I slowly recovered from a raging fever, brought on (so the doctors 
said), in the first instance, by inflammation of the optic nerve. 

They caused that mantelpiece to be painted stone eolour; but even 

et 1 cannot persuade myself to return to my villa, nor, indeed, has the 
founding whistling even yet left me. I hear it everywhere. It has 
pursued me hither—hark, I hear it now! It whistles a Harmony! 

The First Traveller rose suddenly and flung wide the doer. ‘‘ Can 
we not find the whistler ?’’ he cried. 

Nothing was to be seen without but the white snow and the golden 
light of the fire upon it; the Fourth Traveller shook his head 
hopelessly :— 

‘‘ There is the Harmony !’’ he said, ‘‘and there are the black and 
gold—but no whistler !”’ 

(To be continued. ) 


SONNET. 


ComposEeD BY A BotTcuerR IN THE AGrRicvLTURAL Hai, Decemsenr 
9TH, 1878. 


Eartu has not anything to show more fair ; 

None but a fool, prime beast, could pass thee by, 
Model of massive, meaty majesty ; 

This creature now doth like a garment wear, 

The beauty of the shambles—to a hair ; 
Round, aitchbone, rump, sirloin, shin, flank and thigh, 
Clod, chuck, neck, brisket, ribe—O, gemini ! 

If of the show this beast should be my share, 

Beef to the very heels! It would be cheap 

E’en at three figures such a beast to kill ; 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a frame s0 deep! 

All ripe, firm fl-sh for jack, or pot, or grill. 
And whatatop! Upon it you might sleep. 

Yes, mighty beast, my shop-front thou shalt fil 
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7 DOTS BY THE WAY. 





FOR THE HONOUR OF OLD ENGLAND. 


Wo shouts for war? who strives for loving peace ? 
We write these questions with a trembling hand. 
Is it for good or ill that we increase 
The well-trained armies of our native land? 


Now friends and foes! her Majesty the Queen 

IIas called her Commons and her Barons brave, 
That they may know how valiant she has been, 

And drawn the sword against this ‘‘ Afghan s'ave ”’ 


Now for the honour of old England’s flag,— 
For gallant England's prestige and renown, 
Ye’il never let the noble spirit lag, 
But give our voice for those that prompt the crown. 





For robes of sable, and turn sage as well. 


WS ’Tis no light thing to guide the fiery steed 
AS That drags the car of public weal along,— 
NS ’Tis no light thing to see a nation bleed, 
UNS Her brave sons battling to resent a wrong. 
‘ \ . Who hold the reins should be both quick and bold, 
Th Men whom no caustic sneer can turn away, 
UN But in the hottest of the fight to hold 
. Their sacred trust, tho’ dark may be the day. 
\ J w IN It may appear unreal, and wondrous strange 
Ra That we who jingle merry sounding bell, 
SN N Should leave the bauble and our motley change 
Ss 


But this we do in very solemn guise, 
And ask that patriotic fire may glow ; 

And all their counsels may be good and wise, 
That England’s might may conquer every foe. 





Methodist Mecca-nism. 


Tue Echo styles City-road chapel the Wesleyan 
Methodist Mecca, in alluding toa meeting held there 
in promotion of the collection of a sum of £200,000. The 
name is not inappropriate if they ‘‘ Mecca” sum of 


SHOW-Y. | money there so large as this. 
Farmer (to breeder):—‘* Weit, SHANKS, HAS YOUR MASTER TOOK ANY 
PRIZES THIS YEAR?” Historical Note. 
Breeder :—*‘ Noa, suk, HE BEANT FAT ENOUGH ; RUT IF THERE'D BIN ANY Tue Persian General Cambysis derived his name 
> . . , ° . ° ’ . . . . . e 
PRIZES FOR CALVES, I couLD AVY SHOW'D ’EM A PAIR AS WUD AV FRIGHTENED | from having received his education partly at Cambridge 


"EM.”” —on the Cam—and partly at Oxford—on the Jsis. 








A TALE OF HORROR. | Post and Pillar. 
_ Tr no pillar post be handy, you may drop your letters into a doctor's 


I warrep anxiously with dread unfeigned, brougham —or piller box. 


I held my breath, my utterance was choked, 


My muscles twitche-, my ev ry nerve was strained a oa 
With humid tears my handkerchief was soaked, , Now Ready, demy 4to. boards, Two Shillings and Sixpence, 


Till, in a moment agony was eased, THE BRITISH WORKING MAN: 
I quickly turned my head aside—and sneezed! By OnE wHo Dogs NoT BguigveE In Him. 
NN sind other Sketches by J. F. Sullivan. Engraved by Dalziel Brothers. 
L. A. C. ee ee 
On Friday, Nov. 29th, at St. James's Hall, the tenth annual Assault On Duseday nest, 11th inet, One Sonny, 


of Arms of the London Athl-tic Club was held. The programme was THE CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN. 


varied, and included horizontal bar, gloves, foils, sabre v. bayonet Full of Comie Pictures, Comic Verae, and Comic Prose. 

and bayonet v. bayonet, quarter-staff, sword feats, &e. We partiea= —§_—oo —-—————————————————— 
larly noticed the splendid efforts of Sergeants Hyatt, Chesterton, Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 

Weaver and Wright on the horizontal bar. ping ghes : fae of HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 
men from the army, navy, and volunteer forces, and each detachment 

went through its Various exercises, sword, lance, bayonet, cutlas, \c. CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
The proceedings terminated in «a somewhat wild glove encounter. Thirty pages of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 











CADBURY'S (Gna yain 


)ee artiele of foed for children. It ts very : 
ed Sensi tomanen, ine nets C. BRANDAUER & CO,'S New registered “ pr 
Sold by Chemists, dc., in 6d. and ls series”” of these Pens neither scratch nor spurt—the 
ees oints being rounded by a new process.—Ask your 
Reationee for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box and 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING. select the pattern best suited to your hand, 
C4 TION. —If Coeoa thickens in the oup it proves the addition of stareh . Works, Biamincuam. 





a  —————————_—_ 
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1. CuristMAs WEIGHTS. 2, CHRISTMAS FARE. 








IDYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a ConrirnMED IpYLLER. 


XXV.—L’ALLEGRO. 
LREADY having 
pains 
To give a lucid explana- 
kos tion 
About his moods, the Bard 
disdains 
Iixhaustive recapitulation ; 
Ile prides himself on being 
terse, 
And won’t endanger his posi- 
tion 
(As ‘fone who writes some 
decent verse ’’) 
By any needless repetition. 


N o. 
taken 


Ile merely need repeat, his 
mood— 
Hilarious or most dejected— 
In thought and act and dress 
and food 
[s always faithfully reflected : 
And when he’s happy you may view 
His beaming smile for hours together, 
And mark his coat of rainbow hue 
And dainty boots of patent leather. 


While on his table you may scan 
Rich wines, for him, to pick and choose, meant, 
His books—amusement—aid the plan, 
Particularly his amusement ; 
For when he’s in the merry vein 
He seeks the halls of some “ provider,” 
And laughs with all his might and main 
With “airy, fairy” Mr. Ryper! 
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IN SEASON. 


8. A Curistmas Box. 1. A Porvitar CuristmMas Carp. 


THINGS THEATRICAL. 


On Saturday, December 28th, at the Criterion will be produced a 
new comedy by a new author, entitled Lemons. It may be nothing 
new at the Criterion, but we expect the first night of Lemons will prove 
to be a squeeze. 

Mr. Sothern thinks the doctors do not know his wiry constitution. 
Of course he means his propensity for telegraphing. 

A contemporary says ‘‘ Miss Wallis had a bumper.’’ We hope she 
did not hurt herself, and we are sure she has not fallen in the public 
éstimation. 

Mr. Irving opens the Lyceum on the 30th with a Terrybly strong 
company. 

Mr. Toole appeared at the Brighton Theatre Jast week with his arm 
in a sling. Of course he was funny, but we think he had an eye to 


business. 


| Mint Sauce. 
| Here are, of course, watchmen kept at the Royal Mint; but it is 
| not perhaps generally known that at this season of the year they are 
nicknamed ‘* Mince Pies’’ by the workmen and others. ‘To be called 
‘¢ Mint-Spies,’’ however, even in joke, naturally makes them « little 
crusty. 


An Evasive Answer. 

Tue Bishop of London’s attention having been called to the fact 
that several clergymen’s names appeared as directors of tre New Co- 
operative Society in Long Acre, these reverend gentlemen have 
excused themselves, we understand, by stating that their share of the 
board’s work would be purely ‘* clerical.” 


To Compatriots about to cross the Channel for their 
Christmas Dinner. 


We have heard of pouring oil on troubled waters, but in ovr opimion 
oilcloth is the best remedy for a rough passage. 


a 


A Rovunp ov Besr.—Christmas dinners. 
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_ ‘“ MISS ’?- UNDERSTANDING. 


te ‘CarMEN.’ I THINK IT’S TOO BAD, DON’T you ?”’ 


ANYTHING LIKE CABMEN THEY QUITE DESERVE IT.” 


= i THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


¥. No. XXV.—THE ROYAL FAMILY. 
Tue royal vegetables are the Pine-apple and the Peach. The 
exalted Plum is but a rich commoner; the Grapes are mere court 


ae i baauties, ladies-in-waiting, who wait in graceful groups about the 
rit. Pine-apple throne at every levée held at the dessert table. The Pine- 
ae. 2 ss ‘ ; 
RA apple has a natural crown ; it was born with a crowned head, and 


) ever sits in golden apparel. As to the Peach, its beauty and culture, 

Basie the exquisite bloom of its velvet cheek, and its gentle presence, all 
i indicate its high birth and its lofty title to share the royal throne with 
it the Pine-apple. (The Queen's own toilette-maid, the Honble. Miss 
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LIKELY TALES! 


No. VII.—THE FESTIVE SEASON. 
WE welcome Christmas-time with joy, 

For which we’ve more than ample reason, 
For Christmas-time is—Fun, my boy— 

A most extr’ordinary season ; 
It calms the waves of social strife, 

Reforms the pert and puritanic— 
Its influence—upon my life !— 

Is absolutely talismanic. 


There’s something in the beef or pies, 
Or else tie berries on the holly, 
That makes us all so very wise, 
And nice and kind and good and jolly, 
Till no one has a single care, 
Nor anything for which he hankers, 
And most of us have curly hair, 
And ali a balance at the banker’s. 


While harsh and cruel, left and right, 
Bestir themselves in kindly action, 
And pass the bottle half the night 
And joke with merry satisfaction ; 
And dull and stolid aid the plan 
Till laughter sparkles like a prism, 
And all the cynics, to a man, 
Have laid aside their cynicism. 


Peace has supplanted war on earth, 
And all are making up their quarrels, 
And all are full of harmless mirth 
And irreproachable in morals ; 
For sinners who, throughout the year, 
Deride the counsels of repentance 
Are moved to shed the gentle tear, 
And be converted by a sentence. 


And bills and duns no longer bore, 

And ev’ry girl is ‘‘ sweet and twenty,” 
And all the rich have double store, 

And all the poor have warmth and plenty. 
And everybody, far and nigh, 

In jollity and feeding glories. 
(And, if you don’t believe it, I 

Refer you to the Christmas stories.) 


And then the weather! See the snow, 
Observe the robin’s pretty tracing ; 

See how the cheeks and noses glow— 
The air’s so open, fresh and bracing. 

And see how all, who have the mind, 
Upon the ice kick up their capers. 

(And if you want a proof you'll find 
It in the Illustrated Papers.) 


But if some person cries, ‘‘ Oh fie! 
The season you have here depicted 
Is best described as ‘all my eye,’”’ 
Let him be flatly contradicted. 
And hint his love of evil ways 
lf he declares it freezes never, 
And don’t delieve him, if he says 
That men are just as bad as ever. 


For all the world are kinsmen dear, 
A clan with no discordant member, 

Because it is the time of year 
Towards the finish of December ! 


C777 LLL 


oe) FOOTE 


: ee Ardent musical enthusiast :-—‘‘ Y r 1N —— 
7 Yes, I sAw AN ARTICLE THE OTHER DAY RUNNING DOWN | Then, fill the bumper! Let’s be gay, 


And banish ev’ry shade of sorrow ; 


: Young Lady (daughter of eminent cheesemonger) :—‘Ou, I pon’? KNOW; IF THEY'RE | We’re all extremely good to-day, 


However we relapse to-morrow. 








Apricotia, publicly certifies that her Royal mistress has never left her 
jewels in pawn for Skin-revivers, and employs no cosmetics whatever, 


| Her Majesty’s surpassing complexion being entirely due to the use of 


pure water and sunshine.) The royalty of the Pine-apple and the Peach 
is demonstrated to the commonest understanding in the fact that they 
are the only two fruits after the presence of whose flavour all others 
become insupportable until disenchanted of the influence. The Pine- 
apple has been too long accustomed to luxury to exist without the 
tropical indulgence of a serenely warm temperature. ‘The sole regal 
duty of the Pine-apple is to produce a successor, every crowned head 
being immediately destroyed after providing an heir. This is an 
ingenious constitutional principle, but being treasonable it requires 
rather wary consideration, and makes a man want to look in the glass 
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“You ovaht to invite Jones to turkey and pudding, this Christmas?’ whispered 
the Find Dyspepsia to Brown, ‘for friendship’s sake. He's so fond of turkey 
and pudding !’’ Now Brown loathed turkey and pudding—still, out of respect 
to Junes’s whim, why—— 
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And thore two kindly men sacrificed their feelings and ate heavy thiugs out of pure cons'deration for each other’s inclioations. 
The two never cared for each other after that—they avoided cach other; don’t even bow now. 


designing Fiend gave ’em a good time of it ! 
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**You must accept Brown's invite to the turkey and pudding,”’ whispered the 
foregoing Fiend to Jones; ‘only friendly, you kaow, considering how he adcres 
turkey and pudding!’ Now, it Jones abhorrea two things in this world, tho e 
things were turkey and puddin s—yct, as Brown loved’em so, why 
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And that oight the aforesaid 














to see how his head would become the new posts on the old site of| interest in the Professor's new scheme for the Amelicration of 


Temple Bar, before arguing the thing out to a practical conclusion. 
The Pine-apple was never known to tell a lie—any more than Charles I. 
did about Strafford—and so it can only be the malice of greengrocers 
which leads them to call it Amnanassa, and thus suggest its lineal 
descent from Ananias, This, however, isa mistake. A king can no 
more lie than he can blunder—else what does he keep Ministers 
for ? 

The character of sweet Amygdala, the Peach, has never once been 
im-peached. Its delicate constitution, however, leads it to suspect 
that, in the present state of the law of divorce, there is more enduring 
and solid support for beauty to be got out of a brick wall than out of 
either humau or vegetable proffers of permanent maintenance. The 
Peach is by no means ashamed of its poor relations, the Nectarir es, 
although they cannot afford to wear velvet. ‘The Peach, being per- 
petually overwhelmed in her own self-conscious blushes, and modestly 
feeling herself unequal to bear the fatigue of any further public exhi- 
bition this morning, now begs to withdraw from the Professor’s 
vegetable wax-works. 

(the Moralist accordingly conducts the Queen to her boudoir.) 

Extract from the Court Cireular :--The Professor of Vegetable 
Morality had the honour this afternoon of taking coffee with the 
Queen, and afterwards walked in the grounds—which he had 
nervously spilled on the carpet. The Queen expressed deep 


ET SL LE nS 


Vegetables now suffering under the tyrannous oppression of barbsrous 
cookery. Her Majesty subscribed on the spot £100 to the newly- 
opened Hospital for Diseased laters, and promised her support to the 
contemplated mission on behalf of exhausted bulbous roots. __ 

N.B —Subscriptions are urgently required in aid ot the Vegetable 
Penitentiary, many of the most flagrantly impenitent vegetable 


| characters having to be turned from the doors for the want of 


accommodation. “Though the building is large and roomy, there ts no 
room for repentance in the Penitentiary—all the rooms, except the 
magnificent Board-rcom, being required for the use of the efficient 
staff of officials. Sut, notwithstanding the difliculty of rerenting 
without any room, the enterprising Poard hav: dete ‘mined that the 
weekly weep'ng match of penitent vegetables shall come off as usval. 
As it cannot be held ir decors, it will have to teke place publicly on a 
temporary platform erected in front of the Poard-rcom windows ; 
thus the penitents, though derived of facilities for inward repentance, 
will have every opportunity to repent outwardly, in the open air, fcr 
the edification of subscribers. Money is at once needed to enlarge the 
building, in order to meet the increasing requirements of the officials, 
many of whom are at present inconvenierced by having to obtain 
apartments elsewhere. 


‘¢ ConrECTIONERY PLantT.'’—The sugarcane. 
















De <K yee wees - 











*, Mgt 
~~ 





~~ a ae nat 7 


- 
. 
— 


7 


~ 





ed 





. 
+ ona Ce 
eS ee ae 


“~ 
—» 
' 


«= 






IS Fe 
> 





» 


a 
~* 





¥ ts 
Quzec:t 


é 
. 








> 
as. 


“oe 





ag eM 


— a 
+ 


= 
' sy? 
OO oe 





































SOME CHRISTMAS STORIES. 


WARRANTED Pure Fiction. 
(Continued. ) 
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* Ir was some time ero the painful agitation of the Fourth Traveller 
gave way before the soothing influences of the joyous glass, or even 
of the jubilant pipe. Gradually, however, his features displayed a 
calm to which they had truly been strangers for long, long months ; 
the calm heightened into a teeming benevolence, though empty 
glasses ranged in a circle around his chair showed how tough had 
been the struggle for mastery between despair and good October; the 
benevolence ripened into beatific bliss ; and now the Fourth Traveller, 
having blessed the assembled company and sworn to bear an undying 
friendship for them, was about to tell his story through once more 
when he sank into a sweet, sweet slumber. 

It was time for the arrival of 


THE FIFTH TRAVELLER. 


Some altercation was taking place amid the storm without. Three 
voices were faintly audible amid the rushing wind. The Chief Com- 
missioner arose, and, flinging open the door, stepped out. Before him 
stood three figures engaged in anxious argument. 

‘‘This is too bad!’’ exclaimed the Chief Commissioner. ‘‘ Time 
flies! Which of you three is the Fifth Traveller ?’’ 

‘* It is I,’’ said one of the three, advancinga pace. ‘‘ Forgive me if 
I am late; but I have with me two friends, whom I thought it some- 
what incorrect to bring in with me.”’ 

The other travellers caught his meaning at once. The question was, 
Would the unwritten law of Christmas Annuals permit of any 
traveller's bringing friends with him; would it not detract from the 
neatness ofthe plan? There were a few old Annuals in a disused cup- 
board. ‘These were consulted; there was no precedent for such a 
course. 

‘¢ Most awkward,’’ mused the Chief Commissioner. 

‘*'They’re not men, you know,”’ said the Fifth Traveller, suddenly ; 
‘they're spirits. Would this make any difference? ”’ 

‘*Aut the difference!’ exclaimed the other travellers. ‘‘ Spirits 
don’t count. The more spirit inan Annual the better, Most of the 
Annuals this year are not spirited enough. 

The difliculty was at an end. The Fifth Traveller dropped into the 
lifth seat, while his two companions took up their positions behind 
him. The Fifth Traveller commenced :— 

THE STORY OF THE STRANGELY-MISTAKEN ONE. 

‘* My fellow travellers,—I should have arrived among you some- 
what earlier had I not been kept away from your society by that 
which I feel to be my mission—namely, annoy —ahem, benefiting my 
fellow men. Now, the finding of the most effectual way to ann— 
(dear me, how refractory one’s words occasionally are !)—to benefit 
my fellow men has long been the object of my existence ; for you must 
know that 1 am a gentleman with no particular affairs of my own to 
attend to, and, conseqnently, with abundant leisure to meddle with 
the affairs of other peo—good gracious! ene’s words do run riot s0; 
they are quite intractable !—abundant leisure to devote to the good of 
my kind. When I tell you that I have figured asa Common Informer 
(with attendant rewards), a Houses-of-Entertainment-of-Every-De- 
scription Closer, a Prohibitory-Bill-ist, and a Strict Sabbath- Hateful- 
Renderer, you will, I think, at once conceive for me ali that respect 
which I merit.” 

The other travellers did so; they were evidently men of limited 
conception. 

‘* Butlct me proceed: Iwas wandering about one day, having nothing 
whatever to do with myself, and striving to think of a plan for poking 
my fingers into the private aff—dear ! dear!—a plan for rendering the 
public happier; I had already done all the little beneficial acts which 
had been open to me in the course of my stroll, such as giving starving 
folks in charge for attempting to gain a livelihood, flicking off the 
leaves and flowers in the park, throwing occasional stones at sparrows, 
and so forth, when a stranger accosted me as I was contemplating a 
charitable institution. 

‘** Stranger about here f’ he asked. 


— 
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|Dzc. 18, 1878. 


**¢ Just come up,’ I replied. 
***So am I,’ said he; ‘shall we have a glass ?’ 

éi‘‘I complied most readily, as I had taken a great fancy to the 
stranger; there was something in his appearance which drew me 
towards him, and seemed to chime in with my nature; a certain un- 
charitable, selfish, churlish, meddles—good gracious! What am I 
saying ?!—a certain kindly, self-ignoring, genial, benevolent air, 
which was very winning. 

‘* We entered a public-house. 

‘«* Look here,’ said the stranger, ‘I am a Good Spirit ; my name is 
Benevolence.’ 

‘*The name was familiar to.me ; yet I certainly had never been near 
its owner before. 

‘*¢ And I have just come into possession of a lot of benefits which I 
am anxious to confer on mankind ; but I am not in a position to do it 
myself, so, if I can find anybody ready to trust me with his Goop 
IntTENTIONS while I go into the next street, I shall be happy to 
delegate him to bestow these benefits on mankind—see?’ 

**Scarcely had he spoken when another person came in, and entered 
into conversation with us :— 





‘* ¢ Strangers about here ?’ he asked. 

‘*¢ Just come up,’ said my acquaintance. ‘This gentleman is a 
General 8enefactor and Common Informer, and my name’s Benevolence 
—we are quite strangers to each other.’ 

‘** TIow odd! I’ve just come up, too,’ said the new comer. 

‘‘ And, what was more curious, the new comer had also come into a 
lot of benefits, which he was anxious to bestow upon the public, and 
he, too, wanted someone to whom to entrust them. So the first 
acquaintance trusted the second acquaintance, whose name appeared 
to be ‘‘ Magnanimity,”’ with his benefits, and then ke trusted me with 
them, and then I trusted him with my Goop InrenTIons, and——” 

‘‘Yah!}’’ cried the other travellers suddenly, ‘‘he didn’t come 
back P”’ 

‘¢ }1e did come back,” replied the Storyteller, ‘‘and returned my 
intentions intact, so there! Well, those two acquaintances carried 
out their promises nobly ; they took me at once, as it were, into their 
service, and commenced to communicate to me plans for benefiting 
my countrymen—the aim of my life! 

‘Well, following their good advice, I succeeded, by writing to the 
Home Secretary persistently, in crushing out Art Unions, the 
urcbase of Tickets in Foreign Lotteries, 
Yrawing for Twelfth-night Characters, 

Beans in Puddings, and all other pernicious 
forms of gambling. ‘Then I turned my 
attention to the Sabbath, closed all the 
Parks and Gardens, and even people’s own 
homes, and rendered Sunday so execrabl— 
so delightful that it became a byword 
and a thing of loathing toall classes. Then 

I worked away until I had caused the 
refusal of licences to all Taeatres, Music- 
halls, Public-houses, Concert-rooms, and 
all places of entertainment whatever. After 
this, deeply pained to observe the workman 
enjoying some breakfast before his Jabour, 

I got the Coffee Taverns closed; and L 
persevered until the whole public were for- 
bidden to move outside their doors, and had 
to sit at home all day. Zhen I began to 
invade their homes, torbade all social re- 
creations, all drinks but water, and all food 
except bread; and I was just on the point 
of crushing out these articles of food } 
when I suddenly found it was time for me : 
to arrive here; but such is the disgusting,| 
selfish, morbid—dear me !—I mean the fascinating, generous, healthy 
state of my mind that I mean to do it when I go back!”’ 
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There was a curious something in the expressions of the other 
travellers as they gazed at the last speaker. Was it distrust ? 

‘‘Um,” murmured the Chief Commissioner ; ‘‘ and these two gentle- 
men accompanying you P” 

‘** Most estimable !”’ replied the Fifth Traveller. ‘‘ Good Genii: the 
taller is named Benevouence, the shorter Magnantmiry.”’ 

‘* Youaresure you have made no mistake ?’’ asked the Chief Commis- 
sioner, as a sudden blaze lit up the revolting forms of the two Spirits. 
‘* The fact is, I fancy I have seen them before; the taller appears to 
me to greatly resemble a fiend named ‘ MeppiEesomeness,’ while the 
oo bears a striking likeness to anothor called ‘ Lirrtengss ’ 
eh?” 

The Fifth Traveller appeared uneasy. 

‘*Somewhat odd you should have taken them for good spirits—a | 
strange mistake, eh? ’’ continued the Chief Commissioner, ‘‘ and, con- 
cerning your Goop Intentions which you trusted them with—strange | 
thing that they brought ’em back to you—unless they | 
were ‘flash’ ones and worthless—ch ?”? The Chief | 
Commissioner was producing a pair of handcuffs. | 

Deadly pale, the Fifth Traveller fell on his knees. 
‘* Mercy!” he cried; ‘‘I confess all—I see you’re from 
Scotland Yard and know me—We’re all one gang, | 
Meddlesomeness, Littleness and I—oh !”’ 

‘You may be thankful that I was here, or these 
three gents would have cleaned you out of all the) 
happiness you have about you, pretty sharp!”’ said | 
the Chief Commissioner, addressing the company as he | 
clapped the handcuffs on those three well-known charac- | 
ters, Meddlesomeness, Littleness, and the 
factor,” alias the ‘‘ Man who puts down everything,” 
alias the ‘‘ Public Nuisance.”’ 








| 
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‘¢T 1TERAL’’ Stoutness.—O.B.C.T. 


AN AUTUMN LYRIC. } WU hidinti 


‘¢Wuere is the summer gone?” I asked the Flowers: 
They droop’d their dewy petals tearfully. 
‘‘ Alas!’’ they cried, ‘‘ we fancied she was ours, 
Yet she has left us here to fade and die! 
Ah, heartless! not to better love the bowers 
We wove for her!’’ ‘‘ Stop, stop! can you,”’ said I, 
‘*To my plain question give me a plain answer? ”’ 
‘Tt is,’’ they cried, ‘‘ no use to say we can, sir!”’ 


‘¢ Where is the summer gone? ”’ I asked the trees ; 
The oak said sturdily, he didn’t care! 

The aspen thoughtless danced upon the breeze ; | 
The scotch fir, when I asked him, with a stare, 

Cried, ‘‘ Saw 1 on’y green within his ee’s!”’ 
Only the willow, with dishevelled hair, 

Wept! All she knew was that the absent one 

An autumn tour was taking with her sun! 


‘‘ Where is the summer gone?” I ask each bird ; 
But those who might have told me were gone too! 

Gone with the summer! Some, indeed, had heard 
‘Surmises, but for certain no one knew. 

So as I found I could not get a word 
Of information from them, to pursue 

Solution of the question, forth I fare, 

Determined to discover it elsewhere. 


‘¢ Where is the summer with its golden sun?”’ 
Alas! I’ve not been able to obtain 
A single answer after all I’ve done! 
Therefore, the only course I have is plain; 
To answer suitably for everyone, 
I draw on the resources of my brain, 
And if it be not strictly to the letter | 
Of philosophic prose, for verse ’tis better. 


‘¢ Where is the summer gone? ’’—lIt still is near us! 
It always is with us where’er Txov art! 
Thou art our summer! ever here to cheer us, 
For all is warmth and sunshine in thy heart! 
Shedding such peaceful joy around, to clear us 
From ills that threaten, or from tears that start !— 
That’s where the summer’s gone to—to discover 
Exactly its position—ask a lover! 


BOTTLED, 
Face 
THAT.” 


CuristTMAS Box FOR AN UNFORTUNATE CLERGYMAN.— 
A Perpetual Curacy. 
A coop JupGE or Carrize.—An ‘*‘ Oxon’”’ fellow. 


A Strong Crying Ovr.—The Rock in a passion. BOTTLE.” 
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APPROPRIATE PRESENTS. 


AN organization has been completed the object of which is to 
present Mr, Gladstone with a silver axe on his next birthday. 

Such a novel way of marking the popular appreciation of a public 
man will probably become a precedent for other presentations, and we 
may shortly hear of the following testimonials being suggested :— 

A prime Nottinghamshire fishing-rod mounted in silver, with tackle 
complete, for the Right Hon. John Bright. 

A gold-handled umbrella for the Duke of Cambridge. 

A silver bicycle for the Right Hoa. Robert Lowe. 

A . of silver spurs, and a hunting whip mounted on the same 
metal, for Lord Granville. 

A gold pen in a jewelled holder, and a golden buckled garter, for 
Earl Beaconsfield. 

A billiard cue of inlaid wood for the Right Hon. James Lowther. 

A pair of silver balances for the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

A best eider-down stuffed woolsack in a case embroidered with gold 
for the Lord Chancellor. 


g < ro bed, made of sandal wood, and a wooden pillow of ebony 
inlai 


with ivory, for the Right Hon. R. A. Cross. 
A silver-mouated cap and bells for Mr. Fun. 


Apropos of the Pantomines. 


Ir you take a front seat in the stalls, may you not be prosecuted as 
a fore-staller ? 


A Curistmas Query.—Little Jack Horner had to put in his thumb 
—who dislocated it ? 

An extremely good reason for not encouraging self-made men.—The 
| present statistics as to the increase of the population. 
| Ir it were possible to reach the skies on a bicycle, which would be 
| the one used P—An ‘‘Arie/”’ one. 
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NEW WINE IN OLD BOTTLES. 


Facetious old party :—‘‘ How LONG DO YOU SAY THAT WINE HAS BEEN 


WAITER?” Warter :—‘' FouRTEEN YEARS, SIR.” 
tious old party :—‘‘ Lor, I DIDN’T KNOW FLIES WOULD LIVE AS LONG AS 
Waiter :-—‘ Fries, srr ?”’ 


Facetious old party :—‘‘ Yes, 1 MBAN THAT ONE KICKING ABOUT IN THB 


{ Waiter collapses. 
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Lady :—‘‘ Comk, GENTLEMEN, HAVE YOU NO PARTNERS? ”’ Jocular Gentleman :—‘‘ Ou, YES WE HAVE—WE ARE ALL MARRIED.’ 


INDIGESTION! 


A Curistmas CAROL. 





rare good demon he! 
He does not come 
With want, like some ; 
He comes with health, 
Plenty and wealth, 


on your chest! 
turnin unrest! 


he! he! 
Does jovial Indigestion ! 
(Repeat. ) 


He reckons as prime 
Good Christmas time, 
With its beef and its turkeys, its 
puddings and pies; 
He uses them all 
His dupes to enthrall— 
They're precious, they are, in his wicked old eycs. 
And nearly as dearly as you he regards 
That pretty young Jady, your partner at cards, 
For do you not dream you have stolen a kiss ? 
And then sbe will turn to a skeleton! This 
Does jovial indigestion ! 
And te laughs ha! ha! Kc. 


Then down on your bosom, with pendulum stroke, 
Tt ¢ pudding comes clattering—thud ! 
The pa suspicion your sternum is broke 
onduces to curdle your blood. 
And there on the top is the demon himeclf, 








Ou, the demon Indigestion! a 








Jolly good cheer and jocunditee' | 
And he laughs ha! ha! when he sits | 


And he laughs ho! ho! when jou 
And he laughs ha! ha! ho! ho! | 


| 
; 
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A goodly king for it all! 
You clutch at the clothes to get rid of the elf — 
That counterpane is your pall! 
And you to3s and rear 
lirst there, then here. 
And squirming, and foaming, and groaning you rave ; 
But all in vain, 
You'll seep the pain ; 
The demon your agonised efforts will brave, 
And like a valture watching prey, 
Will sit and sit till break of day. 
Qh, jovial Indigestion ! 


And he laughs ha! ha! Ke. 








CHRISTMAS NOVELTIES. 


Mr. Rimmew produces a batch of seasonable dainties most of which 
evince good taste in ornamental design. Many are ingenious and 
graceful ; all are pretty and sweet-scented. 

Messrs. Letts publish their usual variety of diaries, pocket-books, 
and calendars, among which are to be found a rare assortment, suitable 
for the pocket, for the table, or the counting-house. 

Messrs. Marcus Ward issue day-by-day calendars, one with Scrip- 


'ture, ancther with Shakspearian quotations, as well as a large 
| collection of pretty Christmas cards. 


The City Diary again appears, and is as complete, useful, and con- 
cise as ever. 


Christmas is Coming. 


A BrrminocHam householder has made public complaint that he can- 
not sleep at nights in consequence of the ‘‘ waits,” who have already, 


it seems, in Birmingham, commenced their by no means most musical 


but most melancholy performances. We heartily sympathise with the 


| aggrieved gentleman, and can assure him, if we could have our own 





way in the matter, wa.ts should be put down by stringent measures. 


An Ap-proxyMATE Masortry.— One made up by means of votes by 
proxy. 
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Mr. Brackles orders a bottle of Fine Old Silky Port. 
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*“LOOK AT THAT—LOOK AT THIS!” 


is sure this is the way they go on with tt down in the cellar. 


The Waster brings it in with the utmost tenderness. 


From its condition, Mr. B. sys he 





Ceesar very much like 
Pompey. 

At Dublin, on Wednesday, 
Mr. Callan, M.P., made an 
application for a criminal in- 
formation against Mr. J. A. 
Curran for using bad language 
towards Mr. Callan during a 
recent case in which they were 
both professionally engaged. 
It seems that Mr. Curran had 
accused Mr. Callan of being 
drunk, and Mr. Callan returned 
the compliment by calling Mr. 
Curran a liar. The Lord Chief 
Justice, however, refused the 
application, remarking that ‘‘ he 
considered Mr. Callan retorted 
in rather exaggerated terms, 
and he confessed if the Court 
were to weigh the two gentle- 
men in the balance of justice 
he rather thought Mr. Callan 
preponderated considerably.”’ 
Ihe report does not say on 
what terms the counsel were 
engaged (they are, of course, 
on bad terms now), but we 
should think the whole affair 
was due to the system of ‘‘ re- 
freshers,’”’ which seems te be 
the unfortunate custom nowa- 
days, in connection with dar 
practice. 


BackGAmmMon.—A bustle. 
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Staff Appointments. 
Tue police force is said to be a military organisation by some. 
there is at least one difference between it andthe army. 
officers are put on the staff ; 





CONNOISSEURS. 


Donald :—‘‘ Tuncan, that will pee the coot whuskey!!” 
Duncan :—*‘‘ She is the best I never tasted!!!” 
Dugal :—** So did I too, aleo, never no more! !”’ 


But 
In the latter, 
in the police, the staff is put on the officers. 





A Bitter Foe. 


We notice that Mr. A. H. 
Guinness is the aeentney of the 
Protestant Alliance. If names 
go for anything, Roman Catho- 
licism ought to find in hima 
Stout opponent, indeed. 


I Know a Bank. 

Ir is a strange fact that the 
West of England Bank, which 
failed last week, had exactly 
42 branches. This can scarcely 
be a ‘‘ forty-two-itous’’ cir- 
cumstance, we think. 


A Fowl Joke. 
Wuen is the most sluggish 
and broody of hens most likely 
to achieve the laying of an 
egg ?—When she 1s in earnest 
(her-nest). 


Query for Musicians. 
Wuewn a kettle sings, does it 
find its notes in the bars of the 
te? and, if so, can the tune 
in these grate bars ever be in a 
| minor key ? 


Axiomatic. 
Cana man who inflicts a 
wound on his wife with a 
hatchet plead afterwards that 
the wound was nothing but a 
mere “‘ axy-dent ” ? 















_— 





‘* Hair cut ?—yes, tir. Want much off, sir?’’ Mr. P.: ‘* Don't 
bother me; cut my bair. I 11 soon tell you, whea to leave off.” 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON A CHRISTMAS HE 
ONCE KEPT. 


Last week, as you may remember, sir, I commenced my article by 
remarking that I had once kept acow. Well, sir, it would seem that 
Extra-Specials, like history, sometimes repeat themselves, for this 
week I am about to commence my contribution by the observation that 
I once kept a Christmas. To increase the peculiarity of this coinci- 
dence, I may point out, sir, that both Cow and Christmas begin with a 
“CO” —a fact of which, for want of time to follow it up, I leave the 
curious investigator to make what capital he can, though he will be a 
cleverer man than I take him for if he can make of it any other capital 
than capital C. 

But as I was saying, sir, I once kept a Christmas. (N.B.—I have 
here to copyright a new riddle: Why is Christmas like a lent 
umbrella? Answer: Because it’s generally kept). Note.—I will 
allow regular subscribers to this journal from the first to pass off this 
conundrum as their own on payment ofa small fee. Apply at top 
floor, Fun office. Ring twice, and knock hard! 

I repeat, sir, for the “third time, I once kept a Christmas, and as it 
was one of the good, old- fashioned sort, 1 wish now I had never 
given it back, but kept it till the present time for current use. 

But it is no good to wish that now, for it is too late, and it’s useless, 
you know, sir, to cry over spilt milk, unless you happen to be a dairy- 
man and wish to adulterate it in that way ; sol will merely tell you 
what it was that makes this particular Christmas green in my memory— 
i though, as a matter of fact, it was a snow-covered time, and no spot of 
jie green to be anywhere seen. 

; At that time, by one of those strange vicissitudes of fortune to 
which I have ever been subject, I was in business as a watchmaker 
in Goodge-street, Tottenham Court-road. I may as well admit that 
my stock was of ‘the most limited description, but my fricnds had so 
far rallied round me on starting in business as to send their old watches 
to be repaired, until I had something like five-and- forty of them 
(principally of the genus turnip, and the size of young warming-pans). 








. ' 
sf) I had opened on the 22nd of December, and on Christmas eve I was 
ie sitting gravely dissecting one of. the above veteran timekeepers (and 
le a they did ‘‘keep”’ it, with a vengeance, for I-would have defied any 
oF Si one to have got the time from them), when, all at once, I heard a 
he | shouting outside my door, and a moment after a seedy-looking man 
eat rushed into my shop, screaming, ‘‘ Fire! fire!’’ as he came, and con- 
ie) { tinuing, before I had time to speak, ‘‘ Quick, quick! or you'll be too 
et late, as the flames is a-coming out o’ yer seckind-floor winder, which 
aes. |. | the screams is orful.’’ Like lightning the thought that my wife and 
os ; small family had been set on fire by the small spirit-lamp used to 
mS | prepare pap in the night-watches (alas! these were watches I could 
Rts | mot mend’) flashed across my brain, and, dropping the turnip I was 
af operating on, I almost flew up the back stairs, eaving the man to run, 
/ 4“ ’ ”> 
aa | «as he put it, ‘* for the ingins an’ th i. <><] 
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MR. PERIWINKLE’S WIG. 


Mr. P. unfortunately sinks into the 
arms of Morpheus. 


-(GAEUR > | 
|A ESSENCE} 


PURE—SOLUBLE—REFRESHING, 


CAUTION, —If Coeog thickens in the cup tt proves the addition of starch. 


N. Drc, 18, 1878. 
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And wakes up to find he hasn’t a hair on his head. 


I kept no apprentices at that time, so that there was no one to lock 
after the shop in my absence. Not that thismuch mattered, for when 
I returned to it, having, of course, found that the alarm was a false 
one, there was nothing i in it of much consequence to look after. The 
forty-five watches, which had, most of them, refused to go for years, 
had gone at last with a vengeance, and, like Othello, my occupation 
had gone with them. 

It may be imagined then, sir, that I kept Christmas—the following 
day—in anything but a festive manner. In fi ict, I passed its hours in 
laboriously penning five-and-forty circular letters to the owners of the 
five-and-forty stolen watches, acquainting them with the fact of their 
theft, and desiring to know at what figure they were valued. 

Then occurred a most singular phenomenon, sir. By return of post 
came five-and-forty letters, “all stating, in nearly identical words, that, 
unfortunately, the missing ‘watches were of unique manufacture and 
exceptional value, owing to so-and-so, and so-and-so, and so-and-so. 
It came to this in the end—that five-and-forty heirlooms had been 
entrusted to my charge, and I was called on to pay something like fifteen 
guineas each on an average for watches that are sold at Debenham’s 
by the teatrayful at about 153. It took the whole of my small capital 
to satisfy these kind friends who had rallied round me; and though 
they would doubtless have rallied round me again and sent me five- 
and-forty more old turnips to repair, I did not continue my watch- 
making experiment. 

P.S.—On inquiry at the station I ascertained that no seedy-looking 

man applied for the engines to be sent to my house on Christmas-eve. 


—_—_——— | 








- Change of ‘Name. 
Seeing the popularity M. Bizet's last opera has secured amongst all 
classes, should it not be called ‘‘ Omnibus men,’’ instead of merely 
‘* Car’’-men? 


Now Ready, demy 4to. boards, 1 Two ‘Shillings and nd Sixpence, 
THE BRITISH WORKING MAN: 
By ONE wHo pDozs Not BeE.LievE In Him. 

And other Sketches by J. F. Sullivan. Engraved by Dalziel Brothers. 





The Designs of Mr. SuLLIVAN appear from weck to week in the pages of 
‘*Fun.”’ In compliance with ‘numerous requests, a first instalment, in a 
collected form, is now produced under the title of ‘*The British 
Working Man,” which will be followed by asccond collection—‘* The 
British Tradesman, and Other Sketches,”’ inciuding ‘‘ The 
Complete Builder, by One who has been a Tenant,”’ 


— Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 
CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 


Thirty pages of Engravings by the Brothers Dalziel. 


————— 














Paris Blue| 


As Supplied: to: the « 
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Unappreciative Listener:—*‘Music or THE Future 1s Ir? THEN in FUTURE If WOULD BE MORE PLEASING IF IT WEE KSPT for 


THE FUTURE.” 





‘DYLS OF THE NIGHT TO IDOLS OF THE DAY. 


By a Conrirrmep IpyYLuER. 


GREATEST LOVE OF ALL. 


| week after week, had 
occasion to speak 
Of my loves in these popu- 
lar pages, 
And, time after time, to ex- 
plain in my rhyme 
Why my bosom 
charmer engages. 
But, though you may own that 
my general tone 
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emphatic, 
You'd not ask a bribe (I expect) 
to describe 
My affections as somewhat 
erratic. 
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Though loyalty shines through 
the whole of my lines 
To the lady that’s in the 
ascendant, 
My verses all teach that my love for them each 
On the whim of the hour is dependent. 
And, though Cupid’s dart makes them queens of my heart, 
The truth, if you ask my opinion, 
Compels me to say that their sway is a sway 
In a rather divided dominion. 





Permit me to tell my affection as well 
Is respectfully mild and platonic— 

But oh, in my heart I have nurtured apart 
One love that is ardent and chronic ; 
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Has displayed admiration | 








| When its object I state to be noble and great 
And wealthy and handsome and hearty, 

| It’s bound to appear unmistakably clear 

| That the IpyLuer’s self is the party ! 


| CHRISTMAS CRACKERS AND CARDS. 


ORNAMENTAL confectionery has ever been carried to a high pitch of 
excellence by Messrs. Tom Smith and Co., but never before has so 
| much taste been displayed in the production of ‘‘ cracker bon-bons”’ 
'or ‘‘cosaques,’’ 39 much good art combined with so much prettiness. 
Amongst the most beautiful of the many varieties the ‘‘ Marguerite’s 
| Jewel Casket’’ may be mentioned as a gem in its way. 
| Mr. B. Sulman has produced some beautiful Christmas cards that are 
suitable to the general taste. Mr. Harding, of Piccadilly, publishes a 
set of grotesque costume cards of George the Third period. 








| Iris stated that the Rev. Chas. Bullock is going to continue his 
| ** Robin Dioners,’”’ by which means he last year provided meals at 
| Christmas for 3,000 people. We have no doubt that the rev. gent. 
| means well, but if he has not the means to provide Christmas fare for 
these people, it is not fair todo so by robbing dinners, although, of 
| course, mos: people’s Christmas feed is associated with a Bullock. 
| Seriously, the affair is managed by subscription, and we commend the 
undertaking to all who have the power t» help, as the promoters say 
they could find 30,000 hungry mouths if the public would find the 
| wherewithal to feed them. 
AT an inquest, on Friday, at Paddington, two men whose faces were 
| said to be very black, and who were in dress and appearance ‘‘sweeps,’’ 
| appeared as jurymen, and were rebuked ty Dr. Hardwicke, who said 
| that their appearing in sucha state was a contempt of Court. We 
think the Dr. has been guilty this time of rather a sweeping assertion, 
| since he cannot deny that the men were sootasly attired. 





ExcgeLuent Wasn For THE Face —Water. 
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SOME CHRISTMAS STORIES. 


WARRANTED Pure Fiction. 
(Coneluded.) 


° * Startled, as it were, by the contact of 
the handcuffs, the Fifth ‘Traveller nerved 
himself to attempt one final effort at exculpa- 
tion—for a moment he appeared as if 
struggling within himself to prevent the 
escape from his lips of an expression too 
forcible, coarse, violent ; another moment and 
he was overpowered in the struggle, and the 
expression burst forth unrestrained— 

‘* Tt is all a deuce of a story! There!”’ 

Even while the sentence escaped him a 
stranger softly entered the room. As the 
words reached the new-comer he might have 
been observed to press his hands quickly over 
his ears, while there passed over his face a 
deep crimson flush, which in its turn gave way 
to a pallor, too, too deathlike. Darting for- 
ward, the goodly Host caught the stranger 
in his arms; he had swooned. 

He was placed tenderly upon a_ bench, 
—~ where heated restoratives quickly brought 

sy oN him back to life and hope. 
Gazing timidly around, he hastily ex- 
cused himself, though some faint trace of 
emotion still lingered upon his countenance. 

‘* Forgive me,’’ he murmured, ‘‘ but those terrible words !” 

With that tender delicacy which is the birthright of all true 
Travellers, those around said no more about the matter; the new- 
comer, however—(who, it is needless to state, was 

THE SIXTH TRAVELLER)— 
hastened to explain :— 

‘* Those words! Those words tell me that lam among the Puntic.’’ 
(He gazed around as if in terror.) ‘Tell me, is this the Pustic?” 

Tae Host coloured indignantly ; ‘‘ It is usually called the ‘ Inn,’ ” 
he replied. 

‘** Deuce ’—‘ story,’ ’’ pursued the Sixth Traveller, though more to 
himself than to those around him; ‘‘I have heard of these things 
before. ‘I'hey are most fearful things, and the recollections the words 
recall are as bitter as - 

An increasing sound of tapping of boots and umbrellas, hisses, 
clappings, and cat-calls gave warning that his hearers were becoming 
impatient ; and the speaker at once started upon 


THE MAGISTRATE’S STORY. 


You will be but little surprised that the words should have thus 
shocked my senses when I tell you from how pure, how truthful, how 
innocent a world I have come hither. ‘That I was born—nay, that I, 
indeed, spent the earlier years of my life—in the coarse, untruthful 
world among the Pustic, I will admit; but ere I had yet attained 
years of discretion (for that time might have been long to wait for!) I 
became a Maaistrate, and at once breathed amid a new, sweet world ! 
True, I still saw and spoke with the Pustic, but I wasapart from them, 
separated by a rail of wood and by the purer atmosphere of my new 
world. At such times as I escaped from the presence of the public, it 
was my wont to repair at once to all the delights of my better world ; 
and how shall I attempt to describe it to you—the coarse, coarse 
Pusuic? 

All within that world was Purity—simple, innocent Truthfulness. 
The beings inhabiting it wore a uniform garb of deep, deep blue 
symbolical of purity (an idea borrowed from the colour of the firma- 
ment). Upon their heads were the helmets of righteousness, while a 
heavy truncheon and thick boots, employed as a means of cutting a 
way through crowds directly in front of them, symbolled forth their 
straightforwardness. These beings implicitly obeyed and owed 
allegiance to one Authority, the source and essence of wisdom combined 
with innocence ee 

The Chief Commissioner at this point coughed slightly, bowed and 
murmured, ‘* Too flattering, lam sure!’’ But this strange proceeding 
had, of course, no connection with the story. 

‘¢__Combined with innocence. Need 1 say how, in such a state of 
things, all was happiness? ‘I'he beings of my world frisked gaily, 
when off duty, with lambs upon the green sward, or cherished in their 
bosoms the harmless dove. Milk was the only diet, while the works 
of Dr. Watts and Mr. Tupper formed the staple of literary recreation. 

What bitterness then marks the day upon which there intruded 
into our world a being who was not clad in the dark, dark blue garb so 
exclusively characteristic of innocence ! 

It needed but a glance to note the absence of helmet, truncheon, 
thick boots, and peaceful, pure, truthful expression of countenance, 
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and to perceive at once that the intruder was a member of. the Pusatic. 
On what pretence he made his way into our world I know not, but 
there hovered about him a something entirely foreign to the purity of 
our sphere. 

How shall I ever erase from my mind the shock that vibrated our 
very atmosphere at his first words—words all but unintelligible to the 
guileless ears of our beings.’ He actually accused—shall I say ‘‘ one of 
the purest of these’’? no, for were not all perfectly pure ?—one of 
these of kicking him !—of using oaths ! 

For a moment [ was prostrate with intensity of amazement. 

‘*A member of the ‘ Force’”’—(the beings of our world were 
bracketed together under the title of ‘‘the Force’’)—*‘is incapable of 
kicking,”’ I said with a forced calm. 

‘* But he swore,’’ urged the member of the Pustic. 

‘*No member of the ‘Force’ could swear,” I simply replied, as a 
gentle whisper of ‘‘ What is swearing ?” circulated among our beings. 

Was it necessary for the gentle and innocent creature accused to 
deny this wicked charge? No! He was not even called to confront the 
accuser. True, a barrister (one of the loftier natures among the 
Pustic) gave his conjectural opinion in defence of the accused; but 
this was all the defence. To me the case was clear, and [ indignantly 
dismissed the atcuser. 

‘¢ The charge is unfounded,” I said. 

‘* It’s a story,”’ cried the accuser. 

Once more a whisper circulated among the members of the ‘‘ Force,’ 
‘¢ What is a ‘ Story’?”’ 

The accuser departed ; but as he went I marked how he dropped 
behind him a track of ‘‘ stories’’ and ‘‘ oaths.”’ 

One of our beings, impelled by curiosity, picked up one of the latter. 
It was ‘* Deuce ;”’ the being flushed, gasped, and swooned ; the atmo- 
sphere became contaminated with the terrible track left by the member 
of the ‘‘ Pustic”’; our beings swooned in crowds; many fell ill and 
expired, nor is the baneful influence of the thing yet at an end. 
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‘T'nis, therefure, is the reason of my present visit to the impure 
Pustic. You around me, who are members of it, can bear the message 
from me, that any among you who shall henceforth come before me to 
accuse ‘‘the Force’’ of anything whatever shall be immediately com- 
mitted for trial! I have said.’’ 

‘‘ Hang it all!’ exclaimed all the other travellers, excepting the 
cae Commissioner ; ‘‘ you’re a confoundedly pretty magistrate! The 

euce !”’ 

The Magistrate had again swooned. No notice was taken of this. 
All sat waiting for 


THE SEVENTH TRAVELLER. 


The moments flew by—he came not. Suddenly the eye of the Host 
lighted with an inspired intelligence. He opened one of the old 
Annuals from the disused cupboard, looked it over, and spoke :— 

‘* Why, we have indeed blundered. There will come no further 
travellers; it is J who must tell the remaining story—‘‘ The Host’s 
Story.’’ ‘The error that had been fallen into was at once perceived. 

‘* Well,’ continued the Host, ‘‘I have little to tell, but it turns 
mostly on grandfatherly police interference with me and my busi- 
ness——’’” 

‘* Come, move on—don’t stand still !’’ said the Chief Commissioner 
impatiently. 

‘** Well,” said the Host, ‘‘ I'll just take a sip of grog and——’”’ 

is eee on your own premises !”’ shouted the Chief Commissioner 
eagerly. 

‘* And I’ll bet you sixpence you say my story is——’ 

‘‘Gambling on the premises!’ roared the Chief Commissioner 
excitedly. 

‘*So if you let me look about outside to see all’s snug, I'll shut up 
for the night and then begin,” said the Host, opening the door. 

‘* Opening at prohibited hours!’ shrieked the Chief Commissioner, 


jumping up. 


’ 
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‘There now,’’ said the Host, bolting the massive door, ‘‘ we're safe 
from the prying of any highway gentleman that might happen cs | 
‘**Closing the house against inspection!’’ yelled the Chief Com- , 
missioner, as he sprang upon his victim. | 
‘* Well, but—can’t I tell my Story?” began the Host. | 
‘* Silence, sir !’’ exclaimed the magistrate, waking up; ‘‘ won't hear 
any defence—away with him!” The prisoner was at once removed to 
the cells, and silence fell upon those around the hearth as—(let 
me refer to the Christmas Annuals.—Yes, this is the way to end) 
—as the bells pealed forth, in the clear frosty ‘air, a welcome to | 
the New Yzar. : 
Tue Enp. | 

















A Hayes-y Prospect. 

Tr is a remarkable fact, seeing that a ‘‘ Haze,’ however slight, has 

hitherto been sufficient to interfere with, and sometimes cancel, our 

great tenor’s engagements, that it has been actually directly due toa 

‘* Hayes’? (Mr. Samuel) that Mr. Sims Reeves appeared last week in 
Kinglish opera at Covent Garden. 


Query for Mr. Gladstone. 
Ts the fact that as a tree falleth so it lieth an aziom? 








THE BARD ON BOXING DAY. 


| 
Now welcome, welcome! merry Christmas time! 
With what loud gladness your sweet joy bells chime !—— | 
Hang it! Who's that so timorously knocks ? 

‘*The p’leeceman, sir; he wants his Christmas Box.’ 


Now that’s a bore. We lost that op’ning verse ; 

Ah, well! some troubles are a good deal worse. 

Sweet Yuletide ! That rat-tat one’s system shocks— 
‘¢ The postman’s called, sir, for his Christmas Box.’’ | 











ODhe Princess Alice. 
Born Apgit 25, 1843; Diep December 14, 1878. 
> 

In sorrow and in sadness now we lay 

Our jingling bells aside, to mourn and weep, 
In memory of a loved one passed away, — 

A daughter of our Queen has gone to sleep. 
In more than one fierce battle has she stood, 

Hard fighting with the foe of all mankind ; 
And proved the worth of noble womanhood. 

To tend the stricken down, to heal and bind, 
By father’s, brother’s, and by children’s bed 

There watched and nursed as only woman may, 
To smooth the pillow ’neath an aching head, 

And now, to her the slayer comes to slay. 


We hear the tale with sad and bated breath 
That o’er the land has come a blight of woe— 
That she is summoned to the arms of death, 
And we no more her sweet, sweet face shall know ; 
In all the world, where lives the English tongue, 
And honest hearts give laud for noble deeds, — 
At every hearth her priceless worth is sung,— 
At every hearth a heart in sorrow bleeds, 
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The postman? Well, his bonus I don’t mind. | 

Er—let me see—When hearts are warm and kind—— 

What crowd upon my whitened doorstep flocks ? 

‘‘ The waitses, sir, waits for their Christmas Box.’’ | 
| 
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Then hang the waits !—here’s lucre, bid them go—— 
Warm hearts within, we heed nor frost nor snow. 
That's rather neat! ‘‘The man as keeps the clocks 
In order, please, sir, wants a Christmas Box!” 
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Confound the clocks, and waits and all! this tax 

Will leave my brains as well as purse-strings lax. 
Thy gentle influence surely no man mocks 
‘* The newsboy, sir, expects a Christmas Box.” 
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Then box his ears! I’m off! my muse no more 
Will stay within that ever-sounding door. | 
The girls can’t have their needed Sunday frocks, | 
Because ‘‘ The sweep, sir, wants a Christmas Box.” 





A Faux Pas. 

In its report of a case of suicide of a young lady at 
Nantwich, the Dai’y Chronicle says, ‘‘Going to Mr. 
Skidmore’s, chemist, at nine o'clock, she purchased 
sixpenny worth of vermin-killer, the whole of which she 
swallowed, and walking home fell on the kitchen floor, 
and died immediately.”” How while walking home the 
young lady could fall on the kitchen floor is a floorer to 1 
us, and we expect the author of that paragraph will ke 
kite} en it. an 








‘‘ Now we're Bizet!” A (N)ICE BALANCE. 
1 r — ” 
Tue well-known popular favourite who plays the Bob :—‘' Kegp YOUR BALANCE, OLD MAN! 
title rdle in ‘‘ Carmen ’’ is eaid to allude to the costumes Bill:—“* I wish I coup ‘KEEP’ MY BALANCE! ONLY JUST LEFT TUB 
she used in the opera as her ‘‘ carments.”’ | BANK, AND FIND MY BALANCE ALMOST GONB.”’ 











THE AMATEUR’S PLANT. 
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There must be a kind of fatality hanging over the plants of an amateur planticulturist. He buys a magnificent specimen. Very well. The thing requires 
a@ warm equable temperature to begin with—— 
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. ' Very well. He arranges such conditions for it, keeping It wants re-potting. Very well. He re-pots iteveryday— He builds a greenhouse for it, and only 
a the gas always on, that the Somaegenotane may not vary. (none of your nasty common flower-pots with a holeinthe leaves the windows open in one or two 
P ; Yet it droops bottom, but expensive non-porous china and gold vases!) Yet it droops! hard frosts. Yet it goesand dies! 
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The fact is, I'm convinced the plant knows when you've bought it, and dies out of spite. Friend of mine ordered a plant one day ; plant heard him and began to droop 
at once ; my friend, keeping his eye on the plant, countermanded the order in a loud tone, but whispered to the florist to send it. Plant recovered! Vouch for this. 
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HTS OF HOME. 
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FUN’S FARCES. 


No. 14.—MAIN DRAINAGE ! 


A Farce 1n A very ‘* Divertinc”’ Act as Piayep CoNnsTANTLY 
AT Crossness Point AND BARKING. 


Scenze.—Spring Gardens. Discovered are the Parisu 
They dance round and sing— 


As the Metropolitan Board of Works, 
*T would seem to observant folk, 

Like a style and title wherein there lurks 
A dismal attempt to joke, 

For it works the ratepayer’s purse to rights 
In ‘‘ Metropolitan Rates,’’ 

And the sum of its loans and like delights, 
Unfettered, the Board dictates. 


Near the Marble Arch did we build ourselves, 
To see a cortége parade, 

On a national gala day, some shelves, 
But the rates the cost defrayed. 

And we wanted much to present (the bounds 
It exceeds of all belief) 

Of the publie’s money ten thousand pounds, 
To an engineer-in-chief ! 

And again, one day when we’d built some tanks 
The sewage wherein to pump, 

Did we spend, with never ‘‘ by leave”’ or ‘‘ thanks,” 
Of the public funds a lump. 

For we all went down, an alarming brood 
(To open the works, I think), 

With a tug behind that contained our food, 
Another in front with drink ! 


Enter Tue Britisu Pvustic. 


Tux B. P. I say, I’ve come to complain of one of your little 
fiascoes—viz, the sewage diverting affair. I didn’t like the scheme 
when mooted, but as I had foolishly given you uncontrollable powers, 
I couldn’t help myself. (Sings.) 

You said, when done your drainage scheme 
The river would be foul no more. 
However, now a part would seem 
To be much fouler than before! 


The sewage flows upon the tide, 
The air is with its odour filled ; 
And on the outfall’s either side 
Are people simply being killed ! 
It seems that half the people who 
Off Beckton met so sad a fate, 
Their deaths we may attribute to 
The river's really awful state ! 


Whatever could have made you go 
And pour the sewage in the stream ? 
And nullify by doing so 
Whatever good was in the scheme ? 
. The sewage was, at your command, 
Diverted from the Thames’s track— 
You take it out with either hand, 
And with the other put it back! 


Well, really, there does seem some slight reason in 
We were totally guided in the matter 
hat made you put the 





DELEGATES. 


Tue Boarp. 
your statement, for a wonder. 
by our engineers. Hi! (Zo ENGINEERS.) 
outfall where you have ? 

Eneingers. Why, you seem as big a baby as our friend here. 
What lamentable ignorance! (Stng.) 

We’ve a very great mind, 
In fact, we’re half inclin’d 
To positively decline answering such a ridiculous question as totally 
unworthy of attention. 
But pitying your ig— 
’Norance, though infra dig., 
We will endeavour to bring ourselves to give you some information on 
the matter of your amiable dissension. 
We put the outfall there 
Because we were aware 
It would never answer thus, and that would entail a fresh diversion to 
where it should from the first have been located— 
Videlicet, the sea! 
And there would have to be 
Some future time another job, when we should get another big slice of 
public money so reckless dissipated ! 
Tue B. P. Thank you. (Ezit, meekly). 
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Tue Boarp stare amised at the Enaingers for a short time, then 
gradually break into a smile, and then chuckle, dig the ENGINEERS in 
the ribs, and once again they al! danceround, murmuring in their ecstasy, 
** Metropolitan Rates,’’ and Curtain. 





THE COMPLETE VEGETABLE MORALIST. 


No. XXVI.—THE INCONVERTIBLE RESIDUUM. 


We turn from Royalty’s doors to a horribly disagreeable subject, 
because the secret of authorship consists in violent contrasts, and the 
contrast of St. Giles’s with St. James’s is appetising, like vinegar with 
oysters. Let us, therefore, consider the slums. 

The most perplexing problem of the vegetable age is, what to do 
with the dregs of the vegetable population. Cultivation has done its 
best to rescue vagrant weeds, to lift them above their degraded condi- 
tion, to improve their characters, and make them useful members of 
society. In some few cases the treatment has resulted in encouraging 
success. There certainly are such things as converted weeds, reformed 
roots, and tame wild flowers. And comfortable support is generously 
provided for deserving vegetable creatures, such as the ivy anid 
mistletoe, by kindly trees like the oak, the willow, and even thac 
scapegrace the apple, who all feel the inability of their dependents to 
find themselves in uprightness. But, alas! the masses still remain in 
a state of moral depravity, insensible to culture, incorrigibly vicious, 
and with a malicious disposition either to sting, or to stink, or be 
prickly, or grovel on the ground. The worst of it is that the worst of 
weeds are the most prolific. They swarm with offspring, they infest 
all grades of floral and vegetable society, and even the upper classes 
get their manners corrupted by evil associations. 

The weed is not a subject for culture. Good-natured people, who 
cultivate them either from obstinate or benevolent motives, go mad 
at their moral failures and use unreportable language. It is no good 
to leave weeds alone—they want perpetual worrying ; and the kindest 
mercy is to kill them. But the worst of killing an adult weed is that 
as soon as you begin to knock it about, it revengefully scatters thou- 
sands of seeds, and spills an entire new population all about the 
1s) igen The only way is to kill (Herod-icate) the little 

iddies, 

Weeds have a pirate commission to colonise every unoccupied piece 
of land they can lay hold of ; and Captain Groundsel is generally the 
first to stick up his yellow cap on vacant territory. However long 
a house may remain to be let, the garden is sure to be well occupied. 
Cities are constructed on purpose to build out weeds, and people are 
employed to walk and ride about all day in order to keep the 
vagabonds off the roads and pavements. This is the only way yet 
discovered of crowding out the weed. 

Of all the converted weeds, the tobacco is the tender-heartedest ; 
yet the conversion of tobacco from the weed is so hard that it can 
only be done by machinery. Still, it is the only weed worth spend- 
ing money on. We are bound to buy it, for a national duty is 
imposed upon us to support that noble weed—a duty which has un- 
fortunately been raised to another halfpenny per ounce. However, 
it is understood that duties involve responsibilities. And England 
expects every man, not only to do his duty, but to do his baccer, and 
pay bis duty. 








Lapizs AND GENTLEMEN,—You have now been engaged for upwards 
of six months in the untiring pursuit of Vegetable Morality. It has 
not simply been a pursuit. In the company of the indefatigable 
Moralist who has been your guide, you have not only pursued the 
vegetables, but have overtaken them. You have caught them out, 
and exposed their little follies and weaknesses to the public gaze. You 
have beheld them bisected and dissected and vivisected before your 
very eyes. Nothing has escaped your vigilance. You have detected 
the delinquent butterfly surreptitiously milking the cowslip into the 
golden butter-cup; you have disinfected the asafcetida; sat upon the 
toad-stool ; extracted the sting of the sting-nettle; and blown off the 
head of the dandelion. You have proved that two and two are not 
four ; that black is white ; that upside down is right way up ; and that 
to be is to be gone. These practical studies are far too exhausting 
for the human mind to prolong consecutively ; and the present term of 
scientific lectures will therefore now conclude forthe vacation. It had 
been intended to wind up the series witha Vegetable Pantomime, in 
which many eminent vegetables had kindly consented to appear; but 
the Lord Chamberlain having intimated that he could not endure the 
bare idea of vegetables not properly dressed, we are reluctantly com- 
pelled to leave that performance to the kitchen. With this statement 
we now arrive at the final and conclusive vegetable— 


No. XXVII.—THE END-IVE. 


A RemAaRKABLE Pusnomenon—In St. James’s Park, the other day, 
wo saw a Birdcage walk. 
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‘*’Utto, Grorez! 
MORNING.” 





LOST TO ALL SENSE OF (CIVIC) DIGNITY. 


Coster (unintentionally, we trust, mistaking civic ce'ebrity for sireet nigger) :— 
Whuy, you’vE COME OUT WITHOUT YER BANJO THIS 


(Dec. 26, 1878 


| THE LAMENT OF THE OVER- 
| WORKED GHOSTS. 


A Curistmas APPEAL TO AUTHORS. 


| On, say ye Novelist, Romancer, Bard, 

| As winter time comes round, how can you all 

| Work us poor ghosts unmercifully hard 

In ev’ry Christmas number, book, and annual ? 


The goblin miser counting o’er his gold 

Exclaims with tears, ‘‘ Oh woe, that I’m reduced to be 
Much less imposing than I was of old ! 

Indeed, I am not half the ghost I used to be !” 


The grey veiled spectre of the moated grange 
Moans in her grief, ‘‘ How long must I then sigh and 
doubt ? 
I must have something in the way of change. 
These trailing garments should be washed and ironed 
out.” 


The bleeding nun begs hard, ‘‘ Your pity, please ; 
1’Il promise I will never misbehave again. 

For mercy’s sake, ye authors, on my knees 
I beg you’ ll lay me in my little grave again.” 


Tie phantom warrior in coat of mail 
Wails as he stalks, ‘‘Z’ve more than all to growl 
about : 
Winds whistle through my wounds, yet I daren't fail 
Old ruined castles ev’ry night to prowl about.”’ 


The skeleton looks down his hollow frame, ' 
Axd sighs to see there’s such a lot of room inside. 
** Alas !’’ he cries. ‘‘'The penalty of fame ! 
Tis aeeen weeks since I have been my tomb 
inside.’ 


The sailor drowned, the heir despoiled of life, 
The man of law who brings back, from the dead, 
papers, 
The pistolled husband and the poisoned wife, 
By overwork are worn as thin as thread papers. 


So spare us, Authors, have some pity pray ! 

We ask again, when winter comes, how can you all 
Drag our poor worn-out forms from out the clay 

To figure in a novel, poem, or annual ? 









To poacu EGGs.—Steal them. 








THINGS THEATRICAL. 


Owine to the indisposition of Mr. Chas, Wyndham, the new 
comedy, Lemons, originally announced to be produced at the Criterion 
on the 28th, is aaeet: ; and, instead, the Grand Juvenile Italian 
Opera Company will appear in Madame Angot. Although this troupe 
consists of diminutive people, we are given to understand that none 
of them “ sing small ”’ 

Mr. Holland advertises his pan‘omime at the Surrey as ‘‘the greatest 
ever heard of,” and considering the morning performance on Boxing- 
day is announced to begin at 10 o'clock, it looks as if it were true 
with regard to quantity; but we thought at Christmas-time Mr. 
Holland catered for the quality. 

Mr. Robert Heller, the famous musician and magician, died at 
Philadelphia on the 28th November, worth, it is said, between sixty 
and seventy thousand pounds. This is what we call being a success/u/ 
entertainer, and the way he made money must have been simply 
magical. 

The critic in a contemporary seys that ‘‘ Over P;oof is a smart bur- 
lesque, and now runs right merrily at the Royalty.’’ Of course, Mr. 
Burnand always does write merrily, and with regard to its being a 
smart burlesque, we suppose the puns are painful/y furny. 

The fact of Ni 


‘¢ Silence in the Court!” 


Dvurina the hearing of a County Court case, at Exeter, last week, 
arising out of some stakes alleged to have been won at a horse-racing 
meeting, a person in Court whispered to the plaintiff as he was giving 
evidence, for which the judge fined him half-a-crown. We have no 
doubt the person who had to pay two-and-sixpence for whispering 
thought it a fine idea, and would have liked to have had something to say 
on the subject. It does seem rather hard that he should have to pay 
through the nose for trying to get his friend’s ear, but he will know 
in future that whisperiog cannot be aloud. . 


SEASONABLE Sona FoR CuristTMas.—‘' Then Yule Remember me.’’ 





‘Now Ready, the Thirty-fifth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being the 
TWENTY-EIGHTH VOLUME of the NEW SERIES. 
Magenta Cloth 43. 6d.; post free, 5s. Cuses, for binding 1s. 6d. each. 
Also Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 


Now Ready, demy 4to. boards, Two Shillings and Sixpence, 
THE BRITISH WORKING MAN: 


By Ong wHo pogs not Beieve in Hr. 


0. 20; or, the Bastille of Calvados being withdrawn at | 44 other Sketches by J. F. Sullivan. Engraved by Dalziel Brothers. 


once was almost sufficient to show Mr. Gooch had made a mistake ; 
but, as though there should be no doubt, he touchingly announces 
‘* Jt’s Never too Late to Mend at the Princess’s.’’ 

Although Messrs. Ulerance Holt and CO. Wilmot took a joint benefit 
at the Dute’s, on the 21st inst., there was no fear of their getting the 
cold shoulder, the public pert to give them a /eg up. 

La Poule aux (Eufs @’Or, at the Alhambra, is a grand spectacular 
extravaganza which will prove a golden spec to the management. 


A woman vents her temper in the kitchen by whipping 


beating eggs. 
How can Ohili vinegar be hot ? 
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LONDON: JUDD AND 00., PRINTERS, OF. ANDREW'S HILL, DOCTORS’ COMMONS, 





The Designs of Mz. Sutxivan appear from week to week in the pages of 
“Foun.” In compliance with numerous requests, a first instalment, in a 
collected form, is now produced under the title of **The British 
Working Man,” which will be followed by asecond collection—‘* The 
British Tradesman, and Other Sketches,” including ‘* The 
Complete Builder, by One who has been a Tenant,”’ 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling, 


CELEBRATED AUTHORS. EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Thirty pages of Bngravings by the Brothers Daisiel. 


creat andt> HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1879. 
Leg 2 . 
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